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When the soul is starved or free 

 

“Impotence and Power” in society begins at the home gate. Both 
have many forms; sexual and social; of dreams becoming reality, or of 
failing to do so. Most individual experiences unfold between the two 
poles of impotence and power, and more often then not, the two poles 
are ‘colored’ with ‘the color of sex.’ The difference is not easy to sort out. 
Without a scientific recognition of the principles involved, positions are 
uncertain, fear fills the void. The problem with uncertainties is that friends 
and even professionals rarely stand on higher ground to be qualified to 
serve as guides. They offer advise, while they are explorers themselves. 
Consequently, the biggest strides are made individually alone at the 
leading edge, primarily by one’s honesty with oneself. That’s also where 
the biggest surprises are encountered. 

The story presented here is a love story of a struggle under stress 
to follow the right path in a new landscape that no one has traveled 
before or had dared to do so. The story begins on a beach in North 
Carolina, then moves on to Pittsburgh and Washington DC, and from 
there to Russia on a ‘diplomatic’ mission. It is centred on love, marriage, 
and the dimension of sex standing in the background, intertwined with 
hopes and dreams. The intertwining of impotence and power even draws 
Woodstock Concert and the Vietnam War into the foreground in the end. 

The major scene unfolds in Russia, during a fictional, international 
peace conference organized by the youth of the world, convened in a city 
on the Black Sea. The story itself is a composite of scenes that are 
threated through the novel, The Ice Age Challenge, Book 2 of my epic 
series of novels The Lodging for the Rose. The series The Lodging for the 
Rose - is published by Cygni Communications Ltd, BC, Canada  
(www.ice-age-ahead-iaa.ca)  

The book presented here, Impotence and Power, is a part of my 
Kaleidoscope Project that presents individual stories separately, because 
their specific focus has become increasingly important in the world today, 
and for our future. Since the story is centered on sex and its barriers and 
hopes attached to it, the story is also qualified to be a part of the Sex and 
Sacrament Project, within the Kaleidoscope. For more details on the 
latter, see the Postscript, About the Sex and Sacrament Project. 
 



 

Chapter 1 - The Beach Project.  
 
The phone startled me. It was Tony. 
"Had breakfast?" he asked. 
"No." 
"Aren't you guys hungry?" 
"Breakfast?" I repeated. "What time is it?" 
"It's late!" 
"All right. In half an hour, Tony." 
"Meet you in the coffee shop in thirty," said Tony and hung up. 
I took Heather's letter along. Tony had already ordered. When he 

saw me, he motioned the waitress to come back. Mechanically, I ordered 
the usual; fried eggs, toast, coffee, orange juice. We were at the table by 
the window with the view of the beach, the same table that Heather had 
chosen the day before. 

"It's about time," he said in a sharp voice. He looked at me angrily. 
"You wanted to get away early! Look at the time, man! And where the 
heck is Heather? Fixing her? It's funny how the beautiful sex always has 
time for getting pretty. It's more important, almost than eat'n." He gave a 
casual glance in my direction while loading a heap of jam on his toast. 

Without answering I handed him the letter. 
He took the envelope and put his toast aside. His anger melted 

away, as if he could guess what it meant. 
"From Heather?" he asked in a quiet, now gentle voice. 
I nodded. 
"What happened?" 
He turned it over and handed it back. "I can't read this, Pete. 

That's for you. Letting me read this, wouldn't be fair to her." 
He reached for his toast again. I stopped him. I insisted that it 

would be all right if he saw the letter. 
"It contains no secrets, Tony!" 
He put his toast down again and took the letter. 
 
"So she's left you," he said quietly, after a long silence, and shook 

his head. 
"I found this, as I woke up." 



Chapter 1 – The Beach Project 

6 

He gave the letter back and reached for his toast again. "Well? 
What the heck did you expect? Couldn't you see how she had hoped you 
would find some way of making this thing last? It probably never entered 
your mind." 

"Believe me, I had hoped there would be a way. But what could I 
have done, Tony? My hands are tied. There are limits." 

"No, that's not what's eating' you," he said angrily. "You're mad, 
because you would have called the thing off anyway in Pittsburgh, just as 
she said in her letter, but she beat you to it. Isn't that so?" 

"Some friend, you are," I muttered. "I hoped for some sympathy, 
not for a lecture." 

"Sympathy!" he laughed. "You have my sympathy. I'm as shook up 
about this as you are, for a different reason mind you. I know she isn't the 
beauty queen of the world, by a long shot, but she is pretty enough and 
quite wonderful as a person. I would have loved to start something with 
her, but I thought you had something better going. I really thought you 
would work this thing out, considering all the fancy stuff you told me 
about East Germany. I had looked up to you, envied you, but you blew it! 
Some scientist you are! Free from marriage!" He began to laugh.  "If you 
only knew how deeply you're in it! Up to your ears, don't you see? Your 
attachment to your wife has forced you into the isolation that Heather 
laments in her letter. Attachment is isolation; can't you see that? And 
then there is the way you were attached to her as though you owned her. 
This must have felt to her, as if you were isolating her from the rest of the 
world. Attachment is a form of isolation. I learned that in the Air Force." 

He shook his head. "But don't get me wrong, you almost had it, 
man. If you only had realized what a beautiful thing you could have had 
going with Heather, if you hadn't tried to make some sort of marriage out 
of it! But that's the trouble with all you scientific guys, you can't see the 
plain things in front of your nose!" 

"I had hoped that an answer would emerge, Tony." 
"Whoopydoo! So you let the thing ride. Is that your scientific 

freedom from marriage? Freedom, my foot! The way I figure it, if you 
were divorced tomorrow, you still would remain a slave to it, tied to its 
lure with your very soul. Some hero! Start'n someth'n that you can't 
finish. And what the hell was it all for?" 

"I had to stick my neck out, Tony, to find out what is real between 
people. I need to find out what is real and what isn't, in order that we can 
break this deadlock of isolation that is evermore a danger to the whole 
world. We have turned the simplest relationship between people into a 
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giant mythology. But you got we wrong, Tony. It isn't freedom from 
marriage that I am looking for, but freedom from what it isn't, from the 
isolation that has been attached to it, that has been superimposed on it, 
that has surrounded it with barriers and fences of all sorts, to such an 
extend that we cannot even talk to each other anymore. We treat each 
other, men and woman, as if we each came from a different planet. In 
fact, if we were from a different planet we would have closer 
communications going than we have between us right now with all these 
fences standing in the way that we have erected." 

"No, Pete, that's not what's eat'n you. You want the goodies, but 
without paying the price, isn't that so?" Tony stopped and laughed. "You 
call that scientific freedom? I would call it freedom from conscience!" 

"It doesn't matter what you call it, Tony. Something is wrong with 
the marriage process that we have created. It doesn't work as it should 
work. It doesn't bring people together. It divides people. That is why 
Heather ran away. Everything has become privatized and made small, and 
has been surrounded with fences, so that there isn't any room for 
anything but the smallest form of love. One can't make the union of 
people any smaller than two. That's what most people presently idealize 
as heaven. But it isn't heaven, is it? How can it be heaven if half of 
humanity is forcibly kept outside the 'fence,' as if it were a mortal enemy 
to the bond within? Don't you see how crazy society has made the whole 
affair that it calls heaven?" 

"Man, what do you want?" Tony interrupted. "Countless people 
would envy you for what you have; and you are grumpy and want more?" 

"I don't want to be the owner of an Olympic trophy, Tony. 
Marriage shouldn't be like that. It shouldn't be an isolating process. It 
should be a catalyst for ever-wider bonds, for enriching one another's 
existence and building a brighter world. It should be a center that glows 
like a sun, rather than being a confining institution. It shouldn't be a 
country that is surrounded by iron fences. That's what Heather was too 
scared to come even near to. I don't blame her, Tony. Nevertheless, this is 
precisely how society runs the world these days. It has created a world so 
deeply isolated and divided that wars have become as natural as the rain. 
Now we face nuclear war. That's the present choice of society. Steve has 
made it quite clear that our international problems are basically the same 
as those that we've created for ourselves on the private level between 
individual people. Steve is insisting that we can't possibly succeed in the 
big world, without sorting out our small world first, and learn to relate to 
one-another as human beings. Once we can do this, Steve thinks, we will 
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have a reason for hope in the larger world. Unfortunately, to actually do 
that, which means treating one-another primarily as human beings on a 
platform of universal Love, is far more challenging than I ever imagined it 
to be. Heather has illustrated how great the difficulty is, by running away. 
But should I not have tested the waters? I had to stick my neck out to 
explore the barriers that society tries to live behind, but really can't in the 
long run. Sure, the result turned out to be far more difficult. Sure, I failed. 
But that's not enough of a reason for throwing in the towel. I have no 
intention of quitting, Tony. The consequences of maintaining the status 
quo in the world, are immensely greater than the few pains are that come 
with stumbling at the first step." 

"Oh, what a nice excuse, saving the world! How noble of you! It's 
all for peace, you say? You ignore people's feelings, your wife's too, and 
go on a rampage of freedom that is not freedom, and all this in the name 
of peace. It happens so often! You acted like a kid who has exiled itself 
into a candy shop to curb its appetite for chocolate!" 

"Enough! Listen, Tony," I interrupted him. "What would you have 
done in my stead. How would you have reacted, if you had been touched 
by this marvelous freedom that I found in East Germany? Would you not 
have done anything to find out what has brought it about and how it can 
be perpetuated? Or would you rather have lived your life out in self-
imposed poverty? Isn't that what we all do as we sit idly back in 
anticipation of the eventual nuclear nightmare that already looms on the 
horizon? Who is taking even a single step to uplift the human-relationship 
scene so that this nightmare can't ever happen? Damn, I can't sit idly by. 
I'd sooner dare to take the most impossible steps that I'm able, even if 
they offer just a glimmer of hope! And let me tell you, I'm not responsible 
for other people's limitations, barriers, and emotional feelings. What this 
is all about is far bigger than any one of us. This is bigger than feelings, or 
sex, or fooling around, or the freedom to do so, which doesn't really exist. 
This is about the survival of civilization, everyone's survival. It's about 
giving ourselves the power to become human beings, rather than being 
content to live like underlings to ancient axioms and dogmas that run 
against the grain of all the universal principles we know. It's about 
acknowledging the Principle of Universal Love." 

Tony just shrugged his shoulder. 
 
I reminded Tony that a phase shift had taken place in 1945, with 

the introduction of nuclear bombs. I reminded him that we have created a 
type of weaponry that can destroy all of mankind in a single sweep, 
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against which no physical defenses exist or can be built. "Our only hope is, 
Tony, that we develop our sense of humanity with a scientific honesty 
that is reaching sufficiently deep so that we can destroy these weapons 
before we destroy ourselves with them. In order to do that we have to 
begin to regard one-another primarily as human beings. We have to 
become honest with ourselves about the value of our humanity. We have 
to stop being divided against one-another and living isolated from one-
another. We have to learn to embrace one-another in the fullest possible 
way, and as rapidly as possible. Sure, I am not a genius, Tony. I make 
mistakes. I have made a terrible mess, but I can live with that mess. I'm 
sure Heather can live with it too. But I can tell you, Tony, that we cannot 
survive very much longer sitting idly on our ass, doing nothing, while we 
have 65,000 nuclear bombs hanging over our head. We have to pull all the 
stops out to become human again. We have lost our humanity in playing 
these empire games. We need to get this danger eliminated. We've 
tinkered with it for decades, without success. So far we have only made 
the situation worse. Obviously we haven't done the right thing, Tony. The 
whole world has been endangered by the growing insanity that we call 
defense. We've been trying for forty years to get us out of this mess, but 
we've ended up worse than ever. Doesn't this prove my point, Tony? 
What we face here can't be resolved politically, because it isn't a political 
problem. It is a problem of us not recognizing ourselves as human beings. 
It's a human relationship problem! Can't you see what I'm getting at? The 
world is in a crisis, possibly the worst ever, and there are no solutions in 
sight. We need a breakthrough at the level of people relating to people 
with enough caring that civilization can survive. Unfortunately, in this 
relationship department, I too, am but an amateur. But I know one thing; 
the key for it is Principle and Love." 

Tony didn't laugh anymore. He became quiet. "We nearly blew 
ourselves up already in the sixties, during the Cuban Missile Crisis. That's 
what my dad told me. It was a hair-trigger crisis. We came that close to 
loosing it. But those were the good old days. Now we have twenty times 
as many nuclear bombs. We can now launch them from submarines and 
from ships, and we can deliver them on missiles raining down from sub-
orbital space. We've got thousands of those space-bombs tucked away 
into giant missiles hidden deep into the earth. We've also built thousands 
of cruise missiles to carry our deadly load against each other below the 
radar curtain. They fly too low for radar to pick them up. I've trained with 
the AWACS that might be able to track them down, looking for mere 
shadows observing the ground from above for moving voids. I can tell 
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you, it's damn hard to locate these kites, even if we know that they're 
there, to say nothing about shooting them out of the sky so close to the 
ground. They are small. They are agile. One can barely see them in perfect 
weather, much less in bad weather; and then pray that there is only one 
of them coming. They've got whole swarms of them built by now, on both 
sides. Maybe 65,000 nukes don't add up too much, considering how many 
different ways we've developed to use them against each other. We play 
this game without any technological defenses in sight for protecting 
ourselves." 

"Hasn't the world become scary enough for someone to act, and 
put an end to the game?" I interjected. "I think society is insane to feel 
secure in this crisis. I would even call it infinite insanity, Peter, considering 
that a single nuclear bomb deployed is already one too many. Even some 
politicians are scared. They agreed to scale the numbers back a bit. I'm 
sure you heard this being said. In my book, scaling back the numbers is 
just as insane as building the bombs. The goal has to be zero!"  

Tony hit his fist on the table as he said this. "The goal has to be 
zero tolerance for this insanity," he added angrily. 

I reached my hand out to him. "Welcome to the real world, Tony. 
Now you proved my point that the Principle of Universal Love is our only 
hope. You also proved what I said, that we are amateurs in this 
department. We are like babies, taking their first steps."  

"But are we taking those steps in the right direction, Peter?" said 
Tony and began to laugh. "Or are we going backwards, like you've been 
doing, messing around with Heather?" 

"The real messing around that we did was in not being able to 
reach the higher level where this would have worked, Tony. We failed to 
get there for the lack of scientific power to do the right thing. This should 
have worked. The principles do exist for this to have worked. Perhaps we 
failed to trust those higher principles that our conventions, axioms, and 
emotions don't support. We messed up for that reason, for this one 
count. We have too much dead weight to carry on our shoulders. That's 
why we didn't get this thing off the ground.  

Tony burst into laughter. "Do you remember the days of the 
stretched DC-8s that they used as airliners?" he said. "Those were gutless 
wonders. Those were the only planes that I know that the pilots had to 
turn backwards when they entered the runway before taking off. They 
needed those extra hundred feet going back to the very beginning of the 
runway. And even then its engines huffed and puffed all the way to the far 
end of the runway before the pilots attempted liftoff. They always got it 
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off the ground, of course. It would have been messy if they hadn't. Still, it 
wasn't done with the ease that one should expect." 

"Being with Heather wasn't messy, Tony. Most of it unfolded with 
ease. It became messy only in the end when the unresolved weight was 
being felt. You are right, of course. Taking this thing further would have 
been dicey like flying the stretched DC-8s, except we didn't even attempt 
that. I think we sensed a point beyond which one cannot go, not yet 
anyway." 

 
I told Tony that if I caused any agony to Heather, or to my wife, it 

is so because of those traditions that ensnare us in the form of a dead 
weight that everybody is carrying, weighing down his heart by subscribing 
to the traditions that are not supported by universal Principle. The 
tradition of impotence, for example, that divides people and isolates the 
sexes, and likewise the nations, is a part of that dead weight that we 
shouldn't be carrying. "I think this tragedy defines our universal problem 
for which nuclear weapons exist. The countless forms of division and 
isolation between human beings, which are all weighing us down into 
impotence and rage, have to be bridged over with a new sense of 
humanity, Tony. The healing process has to begin at the grassroots level. 
It has to begin as close to the home gate as one can get. The engine for 
this breakthrough has to be the Principle of Universal Love." 

Tony just shook his head. "Your talking big, my friend, but mostly 
you're causing big headaches. We did better when the DC-8s came out. 
What we did in those days wasn't just talk and creating headaches, and 
shaving our chances to the last hair. The later DC-8s did actually fly well, 
once they had the appropriate engines installed. Some of the DC-8s had a 
range of almost nine thousand kilometers. One of the earlier models even 
broke the sound barrier back in 1961. Did you know that? The airlines did 
well with the DC-8s, and then again with the big stretched DC-8s." 

"The technology of flight had a long history, Tony," I cut him off. 
"Mankind has been flying for over fifty years before the DC-8s were built. 
That's a long time, Tony. Obviously we've come a long way since the 
Wright Brothers first illustrated the principle of flight back in 1903. That 
puts aviation miles ahead in comparison with implementing the more 
profound Principle of Universal Love. We haven't even come to the 
starting gate yet with this principle. Or maybe my embracing Heather was 
comparable to the Wright Brother's 120-foot historic hop. If I remember 
my history lessons correctly, I believe that first flight that changed the 
face of mankind lasted for twelve seconds. Maybe what Heather and I had 
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achieved must be seen in equivalent terms. We have touched upon 
something that has never been done before, something deep that echoed 
the beauty of the human Soul. We weren't messing up, like most people 
do who violate a taboo. We scrapped the taboo and replaced it with the 
Principle of Universal Love. We just couldn't maintain the 'altitude' for too 
long. It's precarious to venture into an unfamiliar world with nothing 
more than a lofty principle to guide one, and to dig deep into our Soul as 
human beings against all odds, right down to the roots. There was a need 
for what we did, Tony, to purge long-standing axioms that have become 
too dangerous for mankind to live with. Sure this is bound to cause a few 
agonies, but what are they compared to the joy of flying? I am certain 
Heather would not have opted out at the beginning even if she knew how 
this would end. I think she loved every moment of it and came out richer 
for it, as did I." 

Tony shook his head again. "That's a wonderful fairy tale, Peter. 
Get real. The reality is, you couldn't make it go."  

"Maybe I did make it go, Tony, or something at least. I've been 
trying to find a way to get us all free from this agonizing crisis of facing 
nuclear war. I believe Heather and I have made a point, namely that it is 
possible to step across at least some of the barriers. In any case, whatever 
agonies are associated with the problems that arise are far easier to bear 
than the agony of watching the world's present mad rush into war and 
killing without one doing anything about it. Doing nothing is more 
agonizing, Tony. So don't tell me it's too risky to fight for sanity! It's you, 
who are too scared to move ahead, and the whole damn world that is tied 
to the same isolating model that trails out into impotence. This, Tony, is 
what makes the world volatile, and ties everyone down so that no one can 
move as an honest human being. This, my friend, is what it means to let 
things slide. It means shying away from one’s responsibility as a human 
being. So, don't accuse me of that please. Look into the mirror. Look at 
what a hero you are, all of you! And I have news for you from Steve: The 
imperials think they own the whole of humanity as their private zoo, to do 
with it as they please. I tell you, their goal is depopulation, just as it always 
has been." 

"Yes, but you are no better, start'n something that you aint got 
the brains to see through. Even the imperials can't be that stupid." 

 
Oh, if he only realized what he was saying, I thought, he would 

cry. "OK, Tony, tell me what I should have done, apart from doing 
nothing? All right, I admit I have failed on the final round. But at least I 
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have tried. The Wright Brothers became famous for their daring to move 
ahead! So what that they didn't cross the Atlantic on their first flight? 
They took just a small step. Unfortunately, society doesn't do even that 
anymore. Society has regressed to babbling baby talk, and to thinking that 
way. We should be thinking in terms of creating a new renaissance." 

"Yes, yes!" Tony interrupted and began to laugh. "What you did 
with Heather was blind enthusiasm, charging ahead into fantasyland. 
That's not building a renaissance. Hitler was the patron saint of those with 
blind enthusiasm. That's dangerous stuff my friend!" 

"That's dangerous stuff, indeed, Tony. That's just my point. The 
most horrendous has already happened, and it's getting worse. Look at 
what happened in Kiev in 1941 at Babi Jar. That wasn't just Hitler's blind 
enthusiasm that you can blame there. The big September massacre 
happened. Thirty thousand people were herded into the ravine of Babi Jar 
and killed, one person at a time, simply because they were Jewish. That's 
history, Tony. Hiroshima and Nagasaki also happened. They happened, 
though the Japanese had already offered their surrender months earlier, 
as historians point out. That's history, too. We had built three nuclear 
bombs at the time. We had kept the war going until we could use them, 
and we used them all. Now we have 65,000 of them. All it takes now is 
one mad man with blind enthusiasm who is insane enough...." 

Tony raised his hand. 
"I am only saying that we have reached a state of emergency that 

calls for emergency measures," I said forcefully. "In our world that means 
creating a new humanist world that we shied away from so far," said I. 

"That's not what I mean, Peter," Tony interrupted me. 
"Then, what do you mean, Tony? Look at Africa. History is 

repeating itself on an even bigger scale. Human life means nothing when 
the insane run the show, and blind enthusiasm takes over and becomes a 
rage of madness, or madness becomes a calculated objective for a 
superimposed goal." 

"You know darn well what I mean, Peter," Tony interjected. 
"Damn! No, Tony, I don't know what you mean. When the house 

is on fire I'll stir my stumps and get the fire out in a hurry, and I'll help as 
many people to escape with me as I can. That's not blind enthusiasm. I 
wasn't moving about blindly when I dared to treat Heather from the 
standpoint of a human being, responding to the Principle of Universal 
Love." I protested, raising my hands. "Heather understood this. She 
understood this in the context of escaping from a great fire." 

"But the fire hasn't happened yet, Peter." 
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"Yes it has! Open your eyes, Tony! The fire is raging. The 
doomsday clock stands at five minutes to midnight. That's the time it 
takes for submarine-launched missiles to hit our coastal cities. How much 
longer do you want to wait before you get involved? You are standing at 
the precipice of being killed. Stepping away from that, even by one step, is 
not blind enthusiasm. The Principle of Universal Love gives us the only 
available alternative. It's our way back to a human world. It's the only 
open door that we've got with a promise for a new sunrise." 

Tony just laughed. "You messed things up. Now you want the 
whole world to follow your lead? That's a paradox. You are moving 
backwards. Is that what you want the whole world to do? A new sunrise 
you say! Eh? I see not even a trace of a new dawn on the horizon. What 
hope is there in what you've done? You've made the black sky blacker." 

"Aha, Tony! I think I have opened your eyes, have I? The horizon is 
black alright, as you just admitted. But I didn't make it blacker. In spite of 
the fact that I failed with Heather, I had a scientific basis for the moves 
that I have made to respond to that black horizon. So it wasn't blind 
enthusiasm! In fact, that's why I got stuck! I could move only as far as I 
had a clear scientific basis for moving. There was something missing at the 
end that I hadn't figured out. It seems that my hands and feet are still tied 
to the old marriage model as you say, and to its boundaries. I freely admit 
this. It has become a barrier against the Principle of Universal Love. It's 
been like that for as long as anyone can remember. That's why I couldn't 
go any further. But believe me, this experience has gained us something, 
both Heather and me, and you, too. Admit that much Tony. Sure it didn't 
work out as I had hoped, but...." 

"Oh come on, sitting back and waiting for things to fall into place 
by themselves, as you were evidently hoping, is a dumb solution, Peter. 
You could have phoned home and told your wife that you're bringing a 
friend along to help her getting established. That would have been 
honest. But you couldn't do that, could you? That would have been like 
setting off a bomb." 

"I would never do that, Tony. Unfortunately, the right ideas don't 
pop out of the ground on command. One has to work at the paradoxes 
until one can solve them. Heather and I simply ran out of time." 

Tony began to laugh now. "I probably would have been as stuck in 
this situation as you were. I probably would have done the same thing, 
nothing! I'm just as dumb and as crazy as you are. In fact, I never stuck my 
neck out for anything; not one bit. It just hadn't occurred to me." 

"Ah, so who's complaining then?" 
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"OK, OK. I admit, you've got me on this one. And let's not forget 
that at least you've got some beautiful memories to take back with you, 
you devil! I only have dreams of what might have been." He started to 
grin now.  

"There you see, Tony, at last the truth comes out; you're envious." 
He started to laugh out loud now. "Oh, you're all right, Pete. I just 

hope Heather forgives both of us for not being any smarter than we are." 
I had to laugh over the way he said it. 
"A man can't do what he can't do," Tony added, still grinning. 
"OK, let's drink to that," I said to him and reached for my orange 

juice. 
"Yes, and let's drink to our friendship, Pete. Let's stay together, 

the two of us. Let's not fight. You're not really that rotten." He grinned 
some more and gave me a punch. 

"Maybe, the two of us together, if we put our heads to it, might 
figure out how the problem could have been resolved," I added. 

"Now, that's quite a project," he said and smiled. 
 
This somehow ended the conversation. Tony became withdrawn 

after that. 
We ate our breakfast quietly. He looked at me now and then, 

shook his head and smiled, as if he was about to say something, but he 
didn't. Afterwards we went for a long stroll along the beach; much farther 
than we had gone the previous morning. I didn't feel like talking either. 

I remembered other times long ago, walking on the high dam of 
the Ashkan Reservoir in the Catskill Mountains in New York. Those had 
been peaceful walks, overlooking a forest on one side, and a sweeping 
view of a long chain of mountains on the other. I had also come in the 
winter when icy winds swept through the bare forest, and in the spring 
when the air was gentle and sweet from a sea of blossoms and fresh 
leaves that had changed the silver forest of wintertime into a pastel 
landscape that blended with the clouds and their reflection in the water. 
And in summer, this was a great place to observe thunderstorms, when 
black clouds came sweeping in low from behind the peaks in the distance, 
fast closing in, boiling within. Then the showers would pour down from 
them. 

I had often wondered why only so few people ever came to the 
reservoir in the mountains. I had been mostly alone there. They must 
have become dull with their amusements at home, with television and 
radio, playing games, or being locked into dull jobs, tedious household 
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duties, and worries. It might have been frightening for them to be alone 
and face their inner emptiness. Did Heather feel as desperately alone 
after she left, as some do? Or was she rich enough within, from the riches 
that we had shared, to be happy to be alone? 

 
Tony interrupted my pondering to ask about East Germany. "I 

envy you for your experiences behind the Iron Curtain," he said and added 
that he would give anything if it were possible to go back in time and 
trade places with me, or even it was possible now. "Diplomacy looks so 
much more interesting than flying airplanes," he said. He asked jokingly, if 
I wouldn't be in need of a personal pilot on my diplomatic missions. 

"Sure, Tony, you'll be the first to know," I said and began to laugh. 
"But you're wrong about those diplomatic jobs. I remember moments 
when I cursed the day I signed up." 

"Don't we all, Pete? Don't we all?" said Tony. 
"No, not you too! I thought you fly-boys consider life a year round 

holiday!" I interjected. 
Tony shook his head. "You diplomats haven't got a monopoly on 

second thoughts about signing up. If you'd seen the accidents I have come 
across, you wouldn't touch the yoke with a ten-foot pole. You'd wonder 
when it's your turn. Then you'd ask yourself, as I have many times; what 
the hell is it all for? And you know, Pete, you'd get damn tired of asking 
and of playing those dangerous games that don't amount to much in the 
end." 

I didn't know what I should answer to that. So I didn't. 
 
"Guess what a little shrimp of a Navy boy called the United States 

Air Force?" said Tony a while later. 
I shook my head and took a guess. "Puff the Magic Dragon? Did he 

call you that?" 
Tony nodded 
"He didn't? Did he?" 
"Yes, he called us that," said Tony acidly. "He called us Puff the 

Magic Dragon!" 
"That lived by the Sea and frolicked in the autumn mist in a land 

called Honalee," I added and began to laugh out loud. 
"That's very cute my friend," Tony answered, "but it aint funny." 
"Yes, the Navy boy really got you there," I said. 
"The trouble is, Pete, he is right. All we can do is play games to 

impress children. We put on great shows for the public. The whole nation 
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lives in this wonderful dream that there is that mysterious entity that is 
really able to defend the country. It's humbug, and getting buggier by the 
day." Tony grinned now. "We simply haven't got the tools to counter the 
growing Soviet threat. They cut us back everywhere. They cut us back on 
planes, on the SDI, on the MX, on the cruises, every system has been cut 
to the bone!" 

I looked at him. He was serious. "The only thing that has not been 
cut are the personal risks one is required to take," he said. He told me that 
he found a way to cope with that to some degree. "I have learned to 
conduct my own business. As a wing commander I transact the business 
of the Air Force, but as a pilot holding the yoke, I am conducting my own 
business. I make sure the plane is in top shape, and the other guys' too. If 
a single indicator is off, the whole squadron stays on the ground until the 
fault is corrected. I'm not asking anyone to underwrite my experience as a 
commander. Sure, it is fun the moment that one gets caught up in the 
game. But safety comes first. That's my responsibility to myself. You 
wouldn't believe how many pilots got killed because they didn't take 
responsibility for themselves, and beyond that, looked out for one-
another. It's my hide that's at stake up there, as well as everyone else's." 
He stopped for a moment and asked in a much quieter tone, if I had 
phoned my wife for permission before I became involved with Heather. 

"Permission?" I repeated. "Are you mad? If I were to ask her for 
permission, I would cast her into the impossible role of having to conduct 
my affairs, and take responsibility for me. What a rat I would be if I did 
that!" I enjoyed using his words. They made sense. 

"Ah, so you do see my point," said Tony. "I must always be 
prepared to conduct my own business in matters pertaining to myself, 
and deal with the rest of the world in a transaction mode according to the 
highest principles I know! Trans-action means lateral action. I transact the 
business of the Air Force according to its laws for which I carry no direct 
responsibility, which, by signing on with the Air Force I have chosen to 
obey. You have done the same thing as a family man, haven't you? You 
transact the family's business according to a set of moral and legal laws 
that you have chosen to obey when you became associated with Sylvia. I 
bet you haven't changed your devotion. If anything, you brought a new 
dimension into it by bringing a new dimension into your life. You made 
everyone's world richer by making your world richer. I think that is what 
transacting means. It doesn't mean stepping on anyone, but enriching 
anyone by being human." He began to grin. 

"My God, that's the answer, isn't it?" I said. 
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"That's the only way you can be safe as an individual," he 
answered. 

I told him about the Ogarkov Plan. I told him that Leroy Anderson, 
the spy that I got out of East Germany, has seen plenty of real physical 
evidence that Russia's Ogarkov Plan is an actual first strike nuclear war 
plan in the final stage of implementation. "The danger is real, Tony, and it 
is immediate. But that's not transacting. They are stepping on us all." 

 
Maybe I shouldn't have said anything about that to Tony. Tony 

became silent again. He stopped down, then sat on the nearest log, quite 
pail. 

"I think we were that close before," I said to him. 
"I have seen the nuclear bombs with my own eyes," said Tony. 

"We will never know how many times we came that close, Pete. Those 
bombs are real. They were ready to go when I saw them. But I thought we 
were getting away from that. We had doubled our efforts to prevent that 
from happening. We even scaled back on some systems. It seems we're 
damned no matter what we do," he said. "Maybe the SDI project will 
change that." 

"It all depends," I said. 
"On what?" 
"On what you we're aiming for with the SDI. If we build the SDI as 

a defensive shield to make it save for us to attack others, it will become 
self-serving and not address the core of the issue. In this case it will 
actually add to the manipulation of the nations. But if we had desired to 
build it, as an expression of compassion and for the protection of 
populations everywhere in the world, and had included the whole world 
on the Principle of Universal Love, we wouldn't likely have trapped us into 
those mythologies that prevent us from finding a real solution. It's all a 
matter of attitude, isn't it? The rest is secondary. Security, or the lack of it, 
certainly isn't a matter of by what margins the Russians out-gun us, or we 
them. The key lies in how we regard one-another as human beings. 
Unfortunately, we are not very good at it, are we? We can't even do this 
well at the most intimate level with people that are closest to us, like 
reaching a hand across a table. So, how can we even hope to succeed on 
the international political level? We've got to take our baby steps as fast 
as we can, Tony, because time is running out. We have a long way yet to 
go." 
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"A long way you say?" said Tony and laughed. "I tell you, hell will 
freeze over before America changes its attitude towards the Russians. We 
haven't even begun to move!" 

"I didn't say it was a matter of our attitude towards the Russians," 
I replied. "It's a matter of our attitude towards ourselves as human 
beings." 

Tony frowned at the thought. 
"Indeed it is!" I affirmed. "It depends on us being able to conduct 

our own business as sovereign human beings according to the principles 
of our humanity, and transact international affairs under universal 
principles that we can all subscribe to, as we enrich one-another. The 
Principle of Universal Love is what we must transact," I replied. "If we 
don't, we'll step on one-another." 

Tony thought about this for a while. He said, that this was the 
clearest statement anyone could make. 

I began singing his Air Force song again, "Puff the Magic Dragon, 
lived by the sea." 

"Oh you!" he scolded, "That was in very bad taste, and off key." 
"Have it your way," I said, and began to laugh. 
"Damn! That's serious business, Pete!" he scolded me. 
"Indeed, but what can the Air Force do about it?" 
"The best it is able!" 
"I suppose, a lot more needs to be going on behind the scene to 

create peace, than out front through a display of brute force," I said to 
him. 

Tony shook his head after thinking about it for a while. "I like your 
friend Steve's ideas about winning the peace much better than winning 
wars with airplanes, nuclear missiles, or protective shelters. Universal 
Love looks so much better, and richer, and saver, and cheaper..." 

 
When we reached a stony part of the shore, a sea of shallow 

pools lay before us, teeming with crabs, starfish, and anemones. The war 
was temporarily set aside. We stopped. We poked around in the shallows, 
watched the crabs hide themselves. The slightest disturbance of the water 
caused them to scurry away under rocks and into crevices. 

"I envy them," said Tony. "They know nothing about nuclear 
deterrence, Star Wars, cruise missiles, ICBMs...." 

"And terrorists," I added, interrupting him, "and debt problems, 
and Malthusian clubs who aim to cut humanity by fifty percent and 
more." 



Chapter 1 – The Beach Project 

20 

He looked at me. 
"Yes, you heard me right," I said. "Still, I wouldn't swap the totally 

chaotic existence in our world, for the life that these crabs have. No! I 
wouldn't for a minute. It would mean that I would never have felt the 
freedom of controlling my own life." 

"Conducting your life," Tony corrected me. 
"Yes, to the degree that I am able. Also, I would never have known 

people like Steve, Ushi, Sylvia, and...." 
"And Heather," Tony added quickly, and grinned. 
"So, who wants to live in the dream world of these crabs?" I said. 

"It's fantastic what we have in the real world. It's exciting! There is so 
much life in what we have to face, in being pitted against these incredible 
odds. We are on the greatest adventure in history, Tony. It's a world of 
miracles we live in, something the crabs know nothing about." 

"Oh, there you go again talking about 'knife edge' experiences!" 
said Tony and shook his head. "You had a knife edge experience with 
Heather and you let it slip away. I wonder how many people feel the same 
about the world's nuclear standoff, eyeing those knife edge experiences? 
What you find fantastically exciting may appear as absolute hell to 
others," Tony added. "Who knows at what point fascist patriots can no 
longer see beyond their impasse, and start taking things into their own 
hands, sending out missiles by their own volition, or by some imperial 
coercion, or by blackmail, or by deadly threats?" 

Tony paused for a moment. "Heather is a good example of what 
can happen if a person is pushed against a wall," he came back. "Heather 
reacted in the best way she could. The chance is probably immeasurably 
high for someone to be pushed beyond the point of restraint in the 
nuclear war games, be it a trigger-happy commander, or a terrorist, or 
perhaps a saboteur. Nuclear weapons are so widespread now, it wouldn't 
take much for someone, somewhere, to lay their hands on one, and do 
something foolish; oops!" 

Tony let out a shriek. He had slipped and tumbled. As I looked, he 
stood waste deep in the salt chuck and swore profusely. Not that the 
water was cold or dirty. We just weren't dressed for that kind of 
adventure. So, we turned back. 

"What the hell do you think we should do?" he swore at me. 
I looked at him and laughed. 
"Not about that!" he blurted out. "We have to do something 

about nuclear war. That's what I had devoted my life to when I joined the 
Air Force." 
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"Yes, but what?" 
"You keep telling me about East Germany and that nudist beach. 

You said that people there are simply human beings to one-another, so 
that the clock is turned back to the days before the 'Tree of Knowledge' 
was invented. It is that knowledge that made us believe we are far less. 
Maybe you want to bring some of that over here, to America. We can 
certainly stand to be reminded that we are human beings after all."  

 
Tony was quiet after he said this, pushing his feet through the 

sand towards the Sand Castle. 
I liked the idea that we bring that wide-open beach atmosphere 

over to us, for a start. I told Tony that we could establish a duplicate of it 
in North America, right here, or nearby. To judge by the way a nudist 
beach urges people to become more honest with themselves, I wouldn't 
be surprised if people stumble onto ideas for winning the peace, even 
those that no one has ever dreamed off. 

Tony liked the idea. He suggested that if we were to do that, we 
would set up workshops for artists and writers. 

I told him that artists thrive in a challenging atmosphere. 
"Except it wouldn't work," he said sadly. 
"Why not?" 
"A nudist beach close to Pittsburgh!" he began to laugh. "It would 

never work! The burlesque operators would run us out of town." 
"No, not in Pittsburgh, Tony!" I interrupted him. "No one needs to 

know about it in Pittsburgh. We ought to set it up right here!" I suggested, 
we should buy a few acres of beachfront, preferably some thirty miles 
from the highway, just to be safe from those who hate having to face the 
truth. 

"Yes," said Tony. He said that he liked that idea. "We might build a 
fence around it to protect the public from being shocked with reality," he 
added. 

"And we might have a hotel built for people to stay in, and 
camping facilities," I added instantly to expand our dreaming. "That would 
be the most profitable hotel in the nation, built smack in the middle of the 
world's Number One theme park, a theme park totally devoted to the 
truth. We would offer society the vacation of a lifetime, a two-week 
holiday from lies. I can't imagine how people really do survive in this 
country without such a vacation opportunity. People are lied to at every 
turn. The government is lying to them! The scientific community is lying to 
them! The commercial world is lying to them! The schools are lying to 
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them! The churches are lying to them! And they themselves are lying to 
each other, to their friends, to their families, to their peers, to their 
spouses, to their lovers, they even lye to themselves. Mostly people lye to 
themselves. They deny their honesty with themselves. In fact, they deny 
themselves by accepting all the lies that are thrown at them as the truth. 
Wouldn't it be a wonderful vacation for people to get away from that, 
even if it was just for a two-weeks holiday? 

Tony nodded and smiled. "We would of course have nationwide 
advertising; with the exception of Pittsburgh" Tony began to joke. "Can't 
you see the banner headlines already, Pete? Experience America's Fifth 
Freedom, the Freedom from Lies!" 

"Why do you call it the Fifth Freedom?" I interrupted Tony. 
"Don't you know anything about our country," said Tony and 

laughed. "Franklin Roosevelt gave us the first four freedoms. People once 
had them framed and hung on their wall, to remind them of their ideals as 
a commitment to themselves. You could even see them hung up in 
barbershops in prominent places. That's what my dad told me. So you see, 
Pete, it is all Roosevelt's fault that we have become a country of liars. He 
forgot to add 'freedom from lies' to the list. He limited himself to all that 
common-sense stuff that we now all take for granted. Even my dad can't 
remember anymore what Roosevelt's four freedoms were. People forgot 
the phrases once the principles were part of their life. Maybe we can have 
the same effect with our peace camp." 

"Can't you just see it already, Tony? Carolina Peace Camp!!!" 
Tony shook his head. "We need something more catching." 
We sat down on the sand to figure this thing out. 
"We might call it, 'Freedom from Lies Nudist Peace Research 

Workshops,'" I suggested and laughed at the idea. "The project would 
invite artists that work on abstract ideas, glass blowers, print makers, 
weavers, potters, painters, writers, and scientists too," I said. "We would 
build a conference center for round-table discussions. Also there would be 
a place for everyone else who is interested in counteracting repressive 
mythologies, which are all lies of course; and regressive institutions, which 
put the lies on society's plate; and regressive governments, which make 
lying the law!" 

"To counter this long train of lies would be the most exciting 
project ever invented," said Tony. "A universal think-tank on the sands 
where everyone transacts, and no one rules. That would be the only true 
peace workshop in the world, because there can be no peace without 
society's freedom from lies." 
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"It would be the greatest advance of civilization, Tony," I said and 
nodded. "It would start a renaissance!" I didn't laugh anymore. The idea 
seemed feasible. 

 
As we stumbled on through the soft sand, Tony remarked, that 

considering our footprints being the only ones visible, no other people 
had come to this part of the beach all morning, possibly all week. Would 
we really get a lot of people to come here? 

I told Tony not to worry. "People are known to travel half way 
around the globe for the right idea. And what idea can be greater, more 
challenging, and more fundamental to peace?" I asked him. "What can be 
greater than turning back the clock of the ages to a time before the Tree 
of Knowledge was invented? We truly have created a huge tree of false 
knowledge. False knowledge is built on either ignorance, or lies." 

"Is there any difference?" said Tony in a sarcastic tone, and 
laughed. 

"Our civilization has become a monument to 'learned ignorance,'" 
I said to him. 

"All of this would be countered at our nudist beach," said Tony, 
without being sarcastic in the way he said it. 

"It would be the center of it," I said, "the very focal point of a 
person being honest with oneself, setting the stage for a kind of inner 
renewal!" 

"The crux now is money," said Tony and kicked off another burst 
of sand. "You need lots and lots of money for this kind of a project. Do you 
think America's rich will support us?" 

I shook my head. 
"I thought so." 
"One of the foundations? The Ford Foundation perhaps, or even 

the government? Look how many trillions could be saved each year that 
go to arms spending?" 

"We would get the Nobel Price." 
Tony smiled. "Eh, it's a lovely dream," he said. 
 
We left the hotel late that afternoon. Barely a mile had passed 

beneath us, when Tony brought the subject up once more. "We should 
look into it," he said. "My term with the Air Force runs out in October, I 
would have the time if we were to find the money." 
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During the long hours of expressway driving, we continued our 
tall dreaming. I came up with a name for the project that Tony liked, too. 
We would call it 'Wreck Beach.' We agreed on that. We were trying to 
wreck something that has been falsely built up, like an ugly building, a 
building that has been wrongly built up in consciousness that is 
obstructing peace. 'Wreck Beach' would therefore not refer to a naval 
junkyard coincident with lack of attention, but to a kind of wrecking that 
makes space for new buildings, coincident with proper attention. We 
would be clearing 'space' to build a New World. We would be preparing 
the ground for peace, so to speak, building a platform on which peace 
may be established. 

 
We talked late into the night in this fashion, until we reached 

Pittsburgh. There, our ways parted. 
"How are you going to tell your wife about all of this?" said Tony 

and grinned, when we shook hands. "You must tell her, you know, if the 
project is to succeed?" he added. 

"Of course I must," I replied, and punched him gently, "and not 
just for the sake of the project. Anything less would be a lye, and that 
won't do. The problem is, how does one tell the truth in a way that it 
creates peace and elevates our relationship to one-another?" 

Tony just laughed. "You may have to journey to the ends of the 
Earth to find out. But so what, Pete? For a scientific guy like you, that 
shouldn't pose a problem." He just laughed and laughed as we shook 
hands. But we parted with a hug. 

 
+ + +  
 
Coming home touched off a celebration. My first real mission had 

been a success! Sylvia was proud of me and let me know it. The years 
prior to joining the diplomatic service had been filled with economic 
struggles, overtime, call-outs at night. My life then, as an electronics 
service engineer, had been staged around the most demanding customer 
service requirement of any industry, while I seldom reaped the 
appropriate rewards in recognition. But this was history, gone and 
forgotten. Now my horizon had expanded into a new dimension, serving 
the nation, the world, and mankind. My successful first step into this new 
field of diplomacy demanded to be recognized with a celebration, 
considering all the hours, sweat, and agony that had gone into preparing 
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for this job, and the midnight oil that had been burnt. All this was but a 
shadow now in the 'glitter' of success. 

 
The celebration began when I woke the next morning. Coffee was 

served in bed, and breakfast expanded into a four-course meal, complete 
with champagne. It was served on our best china with crystal goblets that 
were never brought out unless we had guests. And the dinner that night 
turned into a surprise party. Sylvia had invited all of our friends. 
Everything was perfect, done with the greatest care. Sylvia excelled in this 
like no one else I knew. 

I felt rotten. I couldn't dare say a word of what had happened, but 
neither could I deny that it had happened. A denial would have been a 
betrayal of those who had touched my life, and a betrayal of myself, and 
of what had grown out of the depth of my innermost feelings. 

During the party, many questions were asked: "How did you find 
East Germany? Was it dangerous? Was it exciting? What are your feelings 
about a country that is a prison? Are the communists really like that?" 

It was painful not to tell the heart of the story, of what I had felt 
about Steve, Ushi, Heather, and how Tony came up with that crazy dream 
of a nudist beach project. It involved a taboo. Of course, Steve's logic had 
broken the taboo, but could I ever make Sylvia, or anyone else, 
understand what I didn't fully understand myself? 

Oh, Steve had made it sound so easy. For him it had been easy. He 
grew up with the idea for years. But it hadn't been like that for me. One 
thing I learned from him: one cannot be dishonest in science. No one can 
ride on the coattail of another's work and hope to succeed. I had to move 
by my own steam, a seemingly hopeless task. 

 
By some miracle, I survived the grand party without spilling one 

wrong word. I had in mind to put it all on the table right there and then 
and ask, "aren't we all human beings? Why can't we deal with one-
another as human beings? Why can't we lay down the Jewish yarmulke 
that we all wear, or the Islamic hijab, or the burka, or whatever isolating 
symbol we hide behind in so many ways? Why can't we begin to regard 
one-another as human beings, even sexually? Why must every woman, 
other than 'our own' be regarded as a creature from Mars, or from 
another world, which would make it a crime to embrace her even as one 
would cherish a rose?" 

As it was, I didn't say these things. It seemed impossible to say 
them. It wasn't that I had ever dared to cross swords with the demands of 
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marriage before. Once had I invited a girl for lunch that I had admired in 
the office. It had taken me weeks just to get my nerve up to ask. I was 
scared, God knows of what. And then, during the week until the great 
event took place, oh God! These had been days of being alive, of 
exuberant feelings, of having the world at one's feet. I had been proud of 
having the opportunity to have lunch with that girl. Then, when Sylvia 
asked in the evening about how my day had been, I didn't deny for a 
second that I have had lunch with a lady. This openness towards her 
hadn't destroyed anything. Only now, the situation was different. Sex had 
made everything different. The myth about sex was too powerful for me 
to risk letting Sylvia to be harmed by it. I simply couldn't. And so the old 
lye was reasserted that we are not primarily human beings after all. 

It's not that Sylvia was old fashioned in her attitude to life. She 
had close business associations with some exceptional men, beautiful 
people, open, whom I count myself lucky to know. But these associations 
would never have included sex, as if sex was something apart from life. It 
seems to shift living unto a different level that nobody seems to fully 
understand, which people are afraid of. 

 
In the days that followed my return from Key West, all that I could 

think of was that Sylvia would inevitably get hurt if I didn't sort this thing 
out, and bring what happened there, into the open. But how could this be 
done? It was hard enough to look her in the eye, knowing deep within 
myself that I had fallen in love with four other women in three weeks. To 
say this out loud was unthinkable! 

Still, the logic was imperative. It had to be said. However, it had to 
be said in a scientific way. It became apparent that there was a parallel 
between our marriage and the world's political marriages, and between 
sex and whatever related deeply to a person's identity as a human being 
in the political sphere. No, to say that this would never work wasn't right. 
It had to work. In this respect, whatever demands my affair with Heather 
had thrust into the open, would have to be researched, faced, and be 
resolved, not hidden. Whatever pain this would bring, would have to be 
endured. Whatever effort would be required, would have to be expended. 

I had become a diplomat, because I had felt that our being able to 
live together as human beings in this world, was foundational to staying 
alive in the nuclear age. Now, all of a sudden, I couldn't meet the simplest 
challenge myself. The sacrifice that I wasn't prepared to make, was to be 
responsible for seeing Sylvia in tears. But why should she be in tears? 
There had to be a way to avoid that. 
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Here the thought came to give Steve a call, to ask for his advice. 

The next day, when I was downtown, I phoned him. 
"It's totally simple," said Steve. "The distorted marriage ideals 

create fragmentation, have you forgotten that? The ancient marriage 
dogmas deny the existence of the natural unity between people. It was 
designed to make everything small. Then it offers you a system of 
structured responsibilities that are designed to artificially recreate, on a 
small scale, the very unity that the dogmas deny." Here Steve laughed; "I 
don't blame you for having problems with it. Any structure built on an 
erroneous platform is destined to destroy itself. It has to destroy itself as 
soon as one becomes aware of how extensively the limiting model has 
cheated one, as one recognizes the underlying principles. Your task is not 
to let this happen to your marriage, but to uplift it, to make it right, to 
turn your marriage into a renaissance that has never be seen before on 
this planet. You owe it to yourself and to Sylvia to uplift your marriage 
onto a higher level, based on the principle of Truth and Universal Love 
that the marriage concept reflects. Isn't that the stuff of a renaissance?" 

He added moments later, "I knew you would call. I just wondered 
what took you so long. The thing is that once you have started to become 
aware of the universal principles of our humanity, and have taken the bull 
by the horns, you can't go back. You must bring Sylvia up to the level in 
understanding, where you now stand yourself, where she cannot be hurt. 
She must become enriched by it. This can only happen in a real 
renaissance environment, where every person stands as a human being 
and the human being stands supreme, where everything is raised up to 
that standard of truth that impels universal loving. For that you need to 
shift the focus from the boundary, that you both hide behind, to the bond 
that really unites you, which your loving has forged. That's foundational. 
Someone I knew, who was a devout Hindu realized one day that he could 
not agree anymore with the logic behind Hinduism. He also knew that as 
soon as he realized that, he wasn't a Hindu anymore. He simply wasn't a 
Hindu regardless of the myth that says that a Hindu is a Hindu for life." 

Steve added, "The bottom line is, you are not a slave anymore to 
enslaving doctrines. You need to bring Sylvia out of the environment of 
doctrines, into the freedom empowered by universal principles where life 
is so much richer. That has nothing to do with claiming personal freedom, 
but with developing the universal freedom of the human being, to reach 
for the stars. That's building a brighter world for both of you and for us 
all." 
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"All right then," I said to Steve, "I realize that you got the ball 
rolling from the moment we met. What am I to do now, today? How do I 
start with the next step?" 

"Do, Peter? I suggest that you do the opposite to what your fear 
moves you to do." 

"The opposite of what?" 
"Be true to what is real!" 
"And this translates into what?" 
"Oh, come on Pete! You know very well." 
"You mean, autonomy?" 
"Yes! Autonomy really means that you must be responsible to 

yourself as a human being. Don't lye to yourself about that. That must be 
your first love, and you must bring all your loving up to that level. That 
opens the door to universal autonomy. I think this is what the Principle of 
Universal Love implies. Scrap the vertical relationship that you have had 
with Sylvia, where one person polices the other. Be empowered by the 
Truth, and establish a lateral relationship that overflows out of your being 
in Love with your humanity. This mirrors our universal humanity that no 
one is separated from. If marriage kicks you in the teeth, because your 
axioms and traditions are all screwed up, then you must bring your 
marriage up to a higher level at which Sylvia can feel more secure than 
she ever felt before. Isn't that what universal Love demands, a progressive 
unfolding of our loving for one another on an ever-wider scale? Never 
forget that your prime responsibility is to uplift yourself first, as a human 
being, to be able to uplift others with your love. Without it, what 
treasures do you have in your store house with which to enrich the life of 
the people near you. You've got to love more fully! Your glass has got to 
be overflowing. You've got to bring the whole world up to a higher level? 
Don't forget what it is that Sylvia may regard as her marriage duty, such as 
subjecting herself to your approval in regard to everything that she may 
think or feel, or recognize herself to be. Let her be a human being! All the 
rest must fall behind that imperative for the larger freedom of herself. 
You must take her out of the trap of false traditions. How else can there 
be an unfolding of Love? On this basis of honesty, you will never loose 
each other or hurt one-another." 

I thanked Steve and hung up. Except his answer didn't help. How 
could I focus on autonomy in an environment based on an ironclad 
traditional marriage that allows no autonomy according to traditions? 

 



 

Chapter 2 –  
Mansions with Giant Windows to the World 

 
Three days later I was called to Washington for a meeting. The 

thought came, to give Raymond a call while I was there. Actually I hated 
the thought. I respected Raymond as an experienced psychologist, but he 
was also a deeply religious person. Both Sylvia and I had come to know 
him during my time in Washington, while I had been in training. I feared 
that my asking for his help might open the door to a long lecture on 
Christian morality and the like. How dare you treat your wife like this, he 
might say. I feared that I might not only lose a friend, but also Sylvia, if he 
betrayed my trust. However, what other choice did I have for getting 
myself out of my predicament? 

The chance of straightening things out with Sylvia seemed worth 
the risk. So I called him. I phoned him right from the airport. I said to 
myself, if he becomes religious, I can always play stupid and ask where in 
a marriage contract it is written; Thou shalt not heal thyself of tunnel 
vision! 

"Tunnel vision?" he would ask. I would explain how the traditional 
concept of marriage invariably inflicts one with 'tunnel vision' that makes 
half the human race disappear from a person's view. 

Nonetheless, I felt terrible the next day, when I waited for him at 
a basement restaurant on K-street, near the White House. 

He was genuinely glad to see me. He asked how Sylvia was. His 
face changed, as expected, when I told him of my problem. 

"So you are looking for a divorce?" was his immediate response. 
"No, of course not, that's why I've come to you," I replied. 
"All right then," he said slowly, leaned back, and started to play 

with his napkin. He rolled it up, twisted it, and stood it on its end. "But 
you do intend to annul your vows?" 

Oh, God, here it comes. I knew it! "Why should I annul anything?" 
I said in a manner of protest. "My vows haven't been violated, and never 
will be. I love Sylvia, I honor her, I cherish her, perhaps more so now than 
ever. If I didn't, I wouldn't be here. Nor did I swear to enter the loneliness 
of a monastery. 'From joy does all creation spring, into joy it does enter, 
and by joy it gains its immortality.' That's from the Upanishads, I think. But 
what does it matter where the text comes from? The human being is 
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designed that way. The sexually sensitive tissues of men and woman alike, 
are all up front, as publicly in the open as they can get, for the 
proliferation of joy on as wide a platform as possible. Doesn't this tell us 
something about ourselves, and possibly why the human species has 
successfully snubbed countless millennia of the worst Ice Ages in geologic 
history." 

"Ah, so you say you never made a promise to Sylvia that you 
wouldn't be looking at another woman, you never swore an oath that you 
wouldn't allow yourself to be touched by the forces of life, which must of 
necessity include love and joy and whatever follows?" He grinned, and 
started to unroll his napkin. 

I nodded. 
"So what's the guilt trip? Why are you fighting this silent war 

against yourself? Is it, because your additional affairs had involved sex of 
some sort as a part of the joy of it?" He put the napkin back on the table. 

I nodded again. "Sex is interpreted as adultery." 
"Oh, you are now telling me that you swore to Sylvia never to 

have sex with another woman, that you swore an oath to enter a 
monastery, as you have put it, at the moment you got the wedding band 
on your finger? This would really please Sylvia, if you thought that way," 
he said and grinned again. 

"Hey, that's not funny," I protested. "The taboo against 
extramarital sex is implied, isn't it?" 

"Oh, it is! But is it really? Can you banish joy? Joy is spiritual. Can 
you banish something that is spiritual? Sex begins in the mind, unfolds in 
the mind, and is controlled by the mind. Our sexually sensitive tissues 
would be as insensitive as shoe leather, if it wasn't for the mind being 
connected to it by the profusion of nerve endings in those tissues. 
Everything related to sex flows through the mind where a vast profusion 
of visual images become intertwined and shaped into sexual images. And 
so it is all mental, Peter, and it being mental, it is spiritual. Thought 
objects are spiritual objects. You can't bottle them and sell them, or throw 
a hammer at them to shape them. You can't even see thought objects. 
You can only experience their essence, their spirit as it were. This defines 
them as spiritual. And so I must ask again, can you banish something that 
is spiritual? Sure, we can build barriers around it all, but we can never 
banish it. What you feel you must banish is just assumed to be implied in 
the marriage contract, but is it really? I have never seen a marriage 
contract written out in ink, much less in blood, that promises that the 
undersigned will never have warm sexual feelings for other human beings 
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of the opposite sex and respond to these feelings. The assumption that 
this is implied might have started a long time ago out of someone's feeling 
of insecurity, which is reflected in an apparent need for gaining control 
over another person's life. Next, add territorial rights to the equation, in 
order to really get sucked into a power trip. This is the implication where 
sex comes in," he grinned. "What I have described is not the essence of 
your association with Sylvia, as far as I can tell, or anyone's who ever 
came to my office with such concerns." 

 
Raymond seemed pleased with this answer. He picked his napkin 

up again, unfolded it, smoothed the wrinkles out, and put it on his lap as if 
this ended the discussion. He opened the menu and started to read. Then 
he looked up at me over the top of his glasses. "What you are guilty of," 
he said in a most serious tone, "is that you dared to play with matches, 
without making yourself aware of the consequences of fire. You played 
with matches in a hay barn, and now the place is burning down. So you 
come to me and say, put the fire out! You want exoneration from me. I 
can't give this. It has to come from yourself. Nor can I put the fire out for 
you. You decided to stick your neck out into the world and play with 
matches in a hay barn. You must deal with the consequences of your 
actions. That's your responsibility. I can only help you to recognize what it 
is that you accuse yourself of. I can help you to recognize that you are not 
a bad person, Pete. That's all I can do." 

He was quiet after that, and read the menu again. After a while he 
looked up and grinned. "Tell me about your sexual affairs," he said. "Were 
there frequent encounters?" 

I nodded. 
"Intense?" 
I nodded again. 
"How so?" 
"We imposed no restrictions, Raymond. She was beautiful, gentle, 

and sweet." 
"And no doubt beautifully wet, right?" 
"But all this got washed off. There isn't anything remaining that 

could physically affect Sylvia?" I assured him. 
"This leads me to wonder what the problem is?" said Raymond. 
"You know darn well what the problem is," I answered in protest, 

"I'm scared to tell Sylvia about it?" 
Raymond glanced at me with a grin, then started to read the 

menu again. "And you should be scared," he said. "You should be scared 
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to death my friend, because you are treading dangerous ground. In a 
world where the sexual scene has become a hotbed of sexually 
transmitted diseases that are infecting more than 300 million people each 
year worldwide, you should be scared indeed." 

"But they are all treatable, well almost all are, aren't they? The 
only exception is AIDS," I countered him. 

"AIDS isn't a STD, Peter. It shouldn't be classified as a STD," said 
Raymond in a serious manner. "It isn't that primarily as you probably 
know yourself. It's an artificial disease created for political purposes that 
happens to be sexually transmittable. It's not a disease, then. It's a 
weapon. It didn't even exist in 1969 when the grand sexual openness 
became a part of the peace movement in those days against the Vietnam 
War. You may remember the famous Woodstock peace concert that had 
put peace so strongly into the foreground that Nixon made it his 
campaign promise to shut the war down. There was sex, and joy, and 
power in this movement for peace. You said yourself, from joy does all 
creation spring. This applies also to peace. Nixon promised to honor peace 
by shutting down the war. This got him elected, and society didn't allow 
him to go back on his promise. Although he tried this at first by expanding 
the bombing into Cambodia, he was forced into peace. The peace 
movement powered by an inner joy had this profound effect. For this 
effect the movement was officially slandered as the "Rock, Drug, Sex 
Counterculture," to minimize the effect it had for peace. 

"That's a paradox," I interjected. "When the peace movement is 
termed a counterculture, then the masters of empire want society to 
believe that making war is an act of culture, that war is a natural thing, 
which it isn't, just as AIDS isn't a natural thing like a disease, but is in real 
terms a warfare agent." 

Raymond nodded quietly, looking at the menu again. "The 
masters saw themselves forced to do something, Peter, to keep the killing 
going," he said in a sarcastic tone of voice. "The Vietnam War was shut 
down in 1973. The Cold War didn't go well either. The Soviet Union had 
become too strong for anyone to attack them. So how would the masters 
of empire keep the killing going? Empire and peace cannot coexist. The 
killing had to go on for the 'good' of the empire, but how to do it? They 
came up with an ingenious idea for a solution that would kill more people 
than war, and which they could also use against the peace movement." 

"And this was AIDS?" I interjected. 
Raymond nodded. "They announced it in 1974 as their new 

doctrine. They presented it the very next year after the end of the war. It 
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was given the official designation of NSSM-200. The doctrine defined all 
Third World population growth as a national security threat for the USA, 
as these nations were inclined to use their country's raw materials for 
their own development and thereby create peace. The doctrine also 
stated that these raw materials belong to the empire and should be 
preserved for its future needs. The doctrine therefore demanded that 
Third World population growth must be stopped, and must be reversed. 
The doctrine became official policy in 1975. Four years later the first strain 
of AIDS was released. The timing indicates that AIDS was developed as a 
direct response to the success of the peace movement in the late 60s and 
early 70s." 

Raymond paused. He turned the menu over to read the back side. 
"Aids was released in two stages," he continued. "It was first released to 
the homosexual community in New York and California, evidently in order 
to give AIDS a bad name. For the second-stage release, and this was the 
big one a year later, the scene was thrown wide open in a campaign all 
across Africa via the channels of mass vaccination as the evidence seems 
to suggest. Of course, once the first vector had succeeded, it was stopped. 
The vector of insect transmission that is highly common in tropical areas, 
became the next potent vector for proliferation, similar to the 
transmission of malaria. Sexual transmission became only the third-
common vector for transmission, though it was evidently the prime factor 
of intention. And so, AIDS became an excellent killing machine in the Third 
World, especially in Africa for which it was intended, and in addition it 
shut down the peace movement in which the sexual factor had played a 
bigger role than had been apparent at the time, on the surface. So, you 
are correct, Peter. AIDS isn't a disease by nature, but is a political weapon 
that is also by design a biological time bomb. The time-bomb danger is 
especially great, because a slight AIDS infection causes almost no 
symptoms in the early stages, so that people can infect others without 
knowing that they are themselves infected. That is why I am saying, you 
are treading dangerous ground, Peter, because AIDS isn't curable and is 
always fatal. You are a danger not only to yourself, but you are also 
putting Sylvia at risk. You have become a danger to her life." 

"You are contradicting yourself," I interrupted Raymond. "You are 
telling me that the only place where one can be save in the world is a 
monastery, but just minutes ago you said the opposite. Turning the whole 
world into a monastery is not the answer. It solves nothing. Nor was AIDS 
the only 'poison' against mankind that was brewed up in the hellhole of 
empire in 1974. The global warming scam was brewed up in the same 
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year and for the same purpose, wasn't it? The masters created a two-
pronged devil's fork in 1974. They probably saw the peace movement as 
something so dangerous that they needed this two-pronged approach." 

"Do you realize what you are saying?" Raymond interrupted me. 
"Do you know what this means?" 

I simply nodded. "It means that AIDS and the global warming 
scam were created as a coordinated project to massively kill human 
beings with two diverse, but equally devastating approaches. AIDS kills 
from within by destroying people's immune system, while the global 
warming scam is destroying society's food supply to massively kill people 
with starvation. Starvation is a potent killer, Raymond, and the global 
warming scam is focused on this by preventing economic development for 
the excuse of holding back global warming, and by enforcing the burning 
of food in the form of ethanol under the same lame excuse. All the 
evidence that I see, especially in the timing, indicates that AIDS and the 
global warming scam are two coordinated weapons created at the same 
time, and are designed to hit mankind from two directions at once. While 
the two were developed at a different pace, the origin for both is located 
in the 1974 timeframe, which, as you have pointed out, is located one 
year after the end of the Vietnam War when the killing ended there, so 
that, as you have also recognized, a new platform for inflicting genocide 
on mankind had to be developed by the masters whose policies require 
ever-greater blood baths. One can't stop this threatening avalanche while 
living in a monastery. For this one needs to be on the front line. A new 
and bigger peace movement is needed than we had in 69. We need to 
start at the high stage that the 69rs had built, but had failed to defend and 
develop further. For this one needs to take reasonable risks. Only he who 
went beyond the farthest limits will ever know were the ultimate limits 
are located, and what power for peace we are yet able to develop. That's 
the front I like to see myself being at, though I'm still far from it. But at 
least I'm moving, Raymond. That should count for something." 

"I can save you a lot of trouble on this front," said Raymond. "As I 
said earlier, sex unfolds in the mind. Without the mind being deeply 
involved, nothing would happen on the sexual front, and this makes 
sexual intimacies a spiritual adventure. But sex is only the starting point of 
the spiritual adventure. You can take the process to higher and higher 
levels to where the human being becomes a creator and producer, a 
scientific discoverer, a builder of cultures, technologies, and economic 
processes that enable ever-greater freedoms for mankind and create 
majestic new forms of civilization. These are all spiritual aspects, Peter, 
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and the farther you go in this spiritual direction the greater your joy will 
be, and your power to build peace. So, don't get stuck at the entry level." 

"But neither is it wise to scrap the entry level," I countered him. 
"If our human development has caused sex to develop into such a 
powerful thing that a mere spark of it can set the stage for a period of 
peace, then shouldn't we develop this powerful entry-level thing to as far 
as it can take us towards the higher levels? And that's a huge challenge, 
considering how we've got this entry-level all screwed up. We need to 
unscrew this mess. No one can build a house from the top down. To build 
a house, one needs to start with clearing the landscape for a foundation. I 
know I have a lot of unscrewing to do before I can start building, 
especially in terms of marriage and sex. Our spiritual world has been 
deeply smothered with lies, misperception, emotions and myths. Where 
does one even start?" 

Raymond smiled and put the menu down again. He said quietly; 
"Your problem appears to be that a myth is in control of your life, Peter." 
He said this in a serious tone. "Sex was a part of the peace movement, 
that's true, but the world was still innocent then. You forget that it isn't 
that anymore. The sex factor is still there, and so is its power for peace as 
an element of spiritual intimacy from which unity unfolds in the natural 
world. And it still does that. But in today's world, the movement that you 
are talking about requires immense caution. Sure, it is possible to engage 
in sex safely and in all cases and circumstances, even in the face of AIDS. 
This is totally possible with the greatest of care and the highest quality 
condoms, and the use of surgical gloves, and also with the use of a virus-
save barrier like a dental dam when you go oral on a woman. But will you 
play it safe to the needed extend? That's my concern. I can also see this 
working in your favor. If you are alert about the needed precautions and 
proceed with the care that a human being's respect for another person 
requires, the caution that you thereby apply can work powerfully in your 
favor as it demonstrates a deeply honest active care on your part. But, 
Peter, are you that paragon of care and caution? I think you are not. This 
worries me, Peter."  

 
Without changing his tone of voice, when the waiter came to take 

our order, Raymond simply ordered "soup." 
"Which soup, sir?" the waiter asked. 
"Soup!" Raymond replied and gave him the menu back. 
"Only soup?" the waiter replied. 
"Oh, and this special you have," Raymond added embarrassed. 
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I turned to him after the waiter had gone. "Did you ever realize 
how children are much more honest than we are?" 

I told him my favorite story about a schoolteacher friend who had 
taken her class of second graders to the local library. The next day she 
discovered that some boys had found the pornographic magazine shelf. 
When she questioned one of the boys about it, his face lit up, and the boy 
said with the brightest grin on his face, "But Miss Lisa, you should have 
seen those pictures!" He kept shaking his hands excitedly as he spoke, "Oh 
boy, oh boy, Miss Lisa!" 

"Anyway, Raymond, that's how she told me this story," I added. 
 Raymond smiled. "We grown-ups have evaded honesty, and have 

learned to manage our feelings with lies," he said quietly. "We rather 
prefer to deny our feelings and to be living a lie to one-another. I think we 
do this out of fear, Peter. Some heroes we are! It's a sad situation, isn't 
it?" 

He looked around the restaurant after he said this, as though he 
was about to utter a State secret. "What kind of a person do you think, 
Sylvia would rather want to be living with; one who is living a lye, or one 
who tries to live honestly with himself and with her?" 

I told him that this wasn't a fair question, that he knew the 
answer to it perfectly well. 

"Oh, indeed I do, but how about Sylvia? Have you not been telling 
me that you regard her as being too stupid to be aware of this fact, too? 
At least that is what you imply by being afraid to tell her about how you 
feel? Now if this is what you honestly believe about Sylvia, I'm afraid, I 
must say that I'm ashamed of you," he said with a grin. 

"Yes, but you forget the weight of convention." 
"What convention, Pete? Tell me about it. Did you know that our 

researchers have discovered that out of eight hundred human societies, 
six hundred considered polygamy as an acceptable way of living? That's 
seventy-five percent. So tell me about convention! And did you know that 
in our own society, a whopping fifty percent of all married men were 
found to have had an affair of some kind outside their marriage, before 
they turned forty-five? Those who didn't, probably would have joined the 
list, if they hadn't been too scared to do so. And then, of course, there is 
that small matter of the world's oldest profession. That's convention too, 
isn't it?" 

"The convention I meant, is one of honor?" I interrupted. 
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"My God, you are a hard one to help!" Raymond sighed. "Were 
you not in Nam during the Tet Offensive? I thought you told me you 
were." 

I shook my head. 
He said that I had missed an important spectacle, by not being 

there, a spectacle that should have cured the human race forever. He said 
that the civilian casualties were so high during the offensive that one US 
commander lamented in public; "It seems we had to kill all those people 
in order to liberate them." 

Raymond paused, and added quietly that today's society was 
doing exactly the same to itself, both men and women alike, for the honor 
of their spouses. "We all do this. We invent mythologies with which we 
put us behind prison walls where we psychologically starve ourselves to 
death, and demand the same of our loved ones. And to top it all off, we 
are proud that we have the strength within us to make us model 
prisoners. We isolate the whole of society thereby, from one another, and 
we do it in the name of honor. Moreover, we have the gall to tell the 
world that the entire process is based on deep feelings." 

"Indeed, there are deep feelings involved, Raymond. I have very 
deep feelings for Sylvia, and I'm sure she has for me. That's exactly why I 
have to be careful. I don't want these feelings ruined." 

"Deep feelings! - My foot! You are kidding yourself! Can you 
honestly speak about deep feelings when your relationship is so 
completely circumscribed with restrictions that you're practically choking 
yourself to death in your constant denial of the least bit of honesty with 
yourself? Indeed, you have deep-seated feelings, feelings of fear, but not 
of the deep feelings you've been talking about. I wonder if you ever had 
such deep genuine feelings for the nature of an autonomous human being 
who is struggling in the world to find his or her identity. If you ever had 
such honest, deep feelings, the superficial stuff that you are now worried 
about wouldn't matter. The way I've come to know Sylvia, I would venture 
to guess that she has these kinds of deep feelings for you, so that you are 
very likely torturing yourself over nothing." 

 
There was an occasional pause in the conversation while 

Raymond and I ate. These silent periods rarely lasted long. We had giant 
prawns, fried Vietnamese style, served in a delicious buttery sauce. There 
is this thing about eating prawns. One is never too busy eating so that one 
cannot talk. 
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"Most men don't bother to struggle with themselves, as you do," 
Raymond came back. "That's what I like about you. Most men just close 
their eyes and put themselves emotionally to sleep, as society expects 
them to, or they lye through their teeth, mostly to themselves. For this, 
society rewards them with exciting diversions, like sports, the stock 
market, or captivating banking or business careers, or standing in public 
acclaim in politics, or in show-business. However, have you ever looked at 
the results? I have wives come to my office complaining that their 
husbands are treating them like some low cost prostitute, or they 
complain about marital rape. This degradation, apparently, society 
accepts as quite proper. It comes as a shock to them, when I tell them 
that they have created some of the torture themselves." 

"So what is the answer, Raymond, what is the bottom line?" I 
asked him. 

"The answer appears to be, that people have become increasingly 
immoral, not dangerously immoral, but immoral none the less, though not 
in the way you said it." 

"So, what are you telling your patients then?" I asked him. "Are 
you telling them that the system is wrong under which they live, or are 
you telling them that they are wrong? Are you telling me that the system 
is rotten that got me into trouble, or are you telling me that I am rotten? 
What is your answer going to be? If my problem is the result of a systemic 
failure, as it appears to be, let's fix the system." 

"This is not a systemic failure," said Raymond. "A systemic failure 
is one where everything is failing the same way across the board, by a 
common cause that is a failure in the system. The human social system 
has worked for many thousands of years, unaltered. It hasn't changed." 

"That's not a valid answer, Raymond," I came back. "The imperial 
system has remained in power for just as many thousands of years, and it 
is killing us, bit by bit. This means that we have a systemic failure to deal 
with when we accept the rule of empire. This hasn't changed for just as 
long. Ages old conventions aren't necessarily right just because they are 
old. What we call civilization has existed for only 10,000 years at the very 
most, while mankind has existed for two or three million years.  Couldn't 
it be that both systems, the natural system and the modern system, are 
suffering interdependent systemic failures? This means that we must deal 
with both of them together, if we want to survive on this planet in a 
nuclear-armed world. In this case, could it not be that there is really 
nothing wrong with me, and likewise with those countless millions who, 
as your own researchers tell you, rebel against the system? How many are 
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those who rebel, Raymond, half of humanity? Also, you really can't 
exclude women. It takes two to tango. Don't tell me that the whole of 
humanity has become rotten. Maybe humanity is waking up." 

Raymond didn't answer. Perhaps he didn't understand the 
question. He didn't elaborate more on the subject, but became quiet. This 
puzzled me. Maybe it shouldn't have. He always came back with an 
answer eventually, one that made sense. 

He played with his napkin again. "It is humanity that is failing," he 
said a long time later. "I have read a report of a survey that was 
conducted in Britain recently. The survey covered five thousand women at 
an average age of thirty-eight. All five thousand admitted to having lied to 
their husbands, or partners, about their sex life and a lot of other things. 
Of the women that have been surveyed, over seventy percent said that 
those 'little white lies' don't bother them. Lying has become acceptable, 
Peter. Four out of ten also lied to their partners about their none-use of 
contraception in order to become pregnant. Five out of ten, who became 
pregnant by having an 'affair,' have never told their husband that the 
baby isn't his. I am sure the male component of society would measure up 
with similar results were a comparable survey conducted. I would say 
therefore, Peter, that the results don't indicate that the system is breaking 
down. We are witnessing a new phenomenon. We are witnessing society 
failing itself. This is evident everywhere, especially in the sexual arena 
where it is exacting a huge price with the proliferation of sexually 
transmitted diseases." 

"It shouldn't be that way," I interjected. "The bottom line is that 
society is shooting itself into the foot with the lies the individuals aim to 
protect themselves with. The secrecy that pervades this arena of lies 
effectively prevents people from seeking medical screening and the 
needed medical treatment, whereby the STD mess proliferates in leaps 
and bounds. And the end result is that we have over 300 million new STD 
infection around the world each year. The sexual secrecy and lying have 
thereby made society its own most potent enemy." 

"Today's STD danger is more an effect than a cause," said 
Raymond. "With proper care all the infectious diseases can be made to 
disappear. But it takes a great deal of honesty to get us there, including 
scientific honesty. In prehistoric times the STDs weren't much of a factor, 
because most people didn't live long enough anyway. The average life 
expectancy for human beings in those times was roughly 15 years. We've 
extended this to 75 years with the power of civilization, even 85 in some 
places. In this environment of long life spans the STDs have become a big 
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factor. But with enough honesty with one another, this factor shouldn't 
pose a problem, especially since most of the STDs are treatable in their 
early stages." 

 "So you agree then that they are only a problem because of our 
dishonesty when it comes to sexual intimacy," I interjected. "And religion 
is the cause of this dishonesty." 

 Raymond looked shocked, and then smiled. "This applies not only 
to the sexual domain, Peter. Dishonesty has become the universal 
problem of mankind, especially in politics and economics, under the 
religion of greed." 

"And the best place for starting to solve this universal problem is 
the innermost home ground," I interjected. "This leads us back to sexual 
intimacy. Do you concur? And this means facing it, not running away from 
it." 

"It means developing more honesty in dealing with it, even at the 
leading edge," said Raymond. 

"At the leading edge of sex?" I said and began to laugh. 
"No Peter, at the leading edge of honesty is the key to paradise." 

Raymond began to laugh too. 
"But why are we failing, instead of living at the leading edge?" I 

asked. 
"Now, that's not easy to recognize," said Raymond quietly. "We 

are failing, because the Universe isn't failing. Does that make any sense? 
Men and women are not the same, as you have already discovered, so 
you can't measure them both with the same meter. Each has a different 
role to fulfill for human living to become successful, and with it come 
different sexual needs that to some degree reflect different biological 
conditions, and to a very large degree conditions that are related to 
bonding to create a civilization for the welfare of society. What is highly 
important for women is rarely a big thing for men, and vice versa. And this 
is good, Peter. It turns the sexual scene in life into something akin to a 
white-water stream with rapids and whirlpools. Wherever there is a 
differential, there is power being generated. I am not talking about 
hydropower. I am talking about spiritual power that motivates people to 
come to life, to dance at the leading edge, to test the limits, discover 
principles, open arenas that otherwise would remain closed. Can you 
imagine what life would be like if the differential did not exist that causes 
human living to become a white-water stream?" 
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I nodded. "That's elementary, I guess," I commented. 
"Differentials unfold power, and in this case, that's a power that we would 
otherwise not experience." 

Raymond smiled. "That's good, Peter. And I mean not just your 
answer. Just ask yourself, would you rather live a life that's comparable to 
a languishing river where the flow is minute with so little movement that 
it can hardly be detected? That's how most religions want society to live. 
Of course if you allow life to be like a white-water stream, some 
challenges are to be expected. We grow by these challenges. Maybe that's 
how mankind came to muster the power to survive two dozen Ice Ages 
during its long period of progressive development spanning more than 
two million years. If men and women had the same needs and interests, 
we would likely not have made it as far as we have, and might not even 
exist today. When I say that society is failing itself, I am basing this on 
society's religious devotion to what life is not. People are told by their 
preachers to force life to conform to the pattern of a languishing river, 
while the life within remains a white-water stream that asserts its power. 
So what do you expect people to respond to in this paradox? The 
preacher pushes them one way, and life into the opposite. Most people 
respond to the preacher and fail themselves in living. They find 
themselves in a white-water stream that makes its demands, and so, to 
put an end to millennia of conflicts, they tell the preacher what he wants 
to hear, and likewise their spouses who live in the web of the same 
preacher. But you can't do this, Peter. You are too honorable for such 
deception. And so, the unresolved paradox is tearing you apart. You may 
be saying to the white-water stream: don't be what you are. But the 
stream won't comply. It's you who are put into the hot seat to comply. 
You can't be both, what the preacher demands and what the Universe has 
made you to be." 

I looked at him, shaking my head slightly. 
"No, Peter, don't look at me this way. How to resolve this paradox 

is your task? I can do no more for you than telling you about the two 
types of rivers, one that is religious and one that is real. How to respond 
to this is up to you. The survey that I told you about seems to indicate that 
you are far from being alone in the predicament. For me, of course, this is 
great. I would be out of business as a psychiatrist if it wasn't for that. 
Most of what people seek me out for is rooted in that." 

 
"Maybe what we are seeing is the response of a systemic failure 

after all, Raymond," I replied after a while of dead silence between us. 
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"Maybe what your survey indicates reflects society's response to its 
government constantly lying to it. The process of lying is typical in an 
imperial environment, such as in Britain where the survey was conducted. 
And now, we in America, are troubled the same way. We are dragged into 
an unnatural system that causes us to fail." 

Raymond shook his head. "This is not systemic by your very 
definition. It is religious. Sure, religion is a system that is designed to fail 
for mankind. But the failure goes deeper. Mankind is failing itself by 
clinging to religion. That's the critical difference, Peter." 

"Maybe it is society's response to expectations that are lies in 
themselves, that causes society to fail," I said. "If a partner doesn't want 
to hear or see the truth, why then would one tell the truth? Why not tell 
the partners what they want to hear? Indeed, why would people not lye 
under those circumstances, since the whole society vehemently refuses to 
recognize that no universal principle supports the sexual division and 
isolation of society, or else there wouldn't be this great struggle erupting 
to bridge the division and isolation? But we struggle to bridge this gap 
even in the face of great danger. Doesn't this tell us something about the 
value of what we have lost, that we struggle so hard to get it back? We 
wouldn't struggle if what we are aiming at isn't exceedingly valuable to us, 
and also to civilization." 

"People may not be scientifically aware of what you are saying, 
but they are responding to it by the prodding of their soul, Peter. Maybe 
there is a progressive note in all this, as people, like you my friend, are 
courageously responding more honestly with themselves, even why they 
tell the lye to others who are lying to themselves and don't want to hear 
the truth. Those who don't want to hear the truth, don't want to 
acknowledge the principles of our humanity, especially the Principle of 
Universal Love. The 'white lye' then becomes a compassionate lye as it 
doesn't force the others to leave their comfortable small-minded world. 
Indeed, the majority of people might do this as a compassionate 
response, by not forcing another person to acknowledge what the other 
person is not prepared, or willing, or able, to acknowledge. But that's not 
you. You've stepped away from that. You've stepped away from lying. You 
sooner tear yourself apart with fears and doubts then to take the easy 
road." 

"It may be a simple human failure on my part," I said quietly, "in 
that I fail to uplift my marriage into accord with the reality of our being 
and to let it unfold in the white-water world, acknowledging thereby that 
we are all human beings with a common humanity that is as diverse as the 
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sand of the seashore, and cannot be isolated, divided, and privatized, but 
should rather be cherished. Maybe I'm aiming too high." 

Raymond just shook his head in response and left it be with that. 
 
 
After lunch, as we left the restaurant, Raymond asked if I had 

seen the new European show at the Hirshhorn. 
I told him that I hadn't been at the Hirshhorn since Sylvia had 

been in Washington with me for my training. This had been some time 
ago. 

"Then let me invite you," he replied, "I know you are interested in 
sculpture." Immediately we changed course towards the Mall and the 
Hirshhorn. 

 
We stopped briefly on the way at the little park across the street 

in front of the White House. Raymond sat down and took some letters out 
of his briefcase. He said that he and some friends had formed a church 
several years ago, and that they had encountered the same kind of 
problem that I was dealing with. He said that the Manual of the church, 
that his church was to become a part of, provided for the forming of 
autonomous branch churches by any loyal member. "But look at the 
letters, Peter," he said. He gave them to me. 

I read some of them. They were all filled with demands for 
approval, or demands for submission, requiring approval by the church of 
the founding members; approval of the congregation; approval of the 
locality; and approval of the building, and on and on. 

"It's the same thing, isn't it?" said Raymond. "According to the 
church's own law, each branch is designed to be totally autonomous from 
its very inception. No church is allowed to interfere with the affairs of any 
other. This by-law is on the books, but it's being totally ignored as if it 
didn't exist. Do we deal with a systemic failure in this case, or with a 
human failure?" 

"The directors have abandoned their first love, their autonomy, 
my friend Steve would have said to me in Leipzig," I said to Raymond. 
"That makes it a human failure. The system promotes autonomy and 
sovereignty. These are aspects of the universal principle of Love. You are 
not dealing with a systemic failure. There is no failure possible in the 
operation of universal principles. If a system that is built on this 
foundation is failing, because its foundation is being ignored, then you are 
dealing with a human failure. My advice would be that you live by the 
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principles in building your church, and accept your autonomy and 
sovereignty. The rest is irrelevant, Raymond. If the directors fail to fulfill 
their duty, that is only a reflection on them, not on the system, or on you. 
Stand up to them, and demand that they fulfill their duties, and that they 
support the system that they claim to serve." 

Raymond approved the answer. Still, he had to think about it for a 
moment. 

"Actually I don't blame the directors," he said moments later. "It is 
tempting to abandon one's autonomy. The reason is that by 
acknowledging one’s autonomy, one must also acknowledge the 
autonomy of every individual of humanity, or else one is a hypocrite. This 
is something that everyone in the world should be keenly aware of," said 
Raymond, as we walked on. "If people were aware of this, Pete, it would 
change the world. Unfortunately, they aren't." 

I reached my hand out to him. "Congratulation my friend," I said 
quietly. "I think you maybe one of the very few who have discovered that 
religion and imposing control over society are one and the same. Religion 
does not exist for the benefit of society, but to control it contrary to its 
innermost motivations and needs. It's become a facet of the war of 
empire against mankind, a war by the rich to control the poor in order to 
exploit them better and enslave them. Is there anything more effective for 
this, than the system of religion that gets people to willingly lay 
themselves down to die at their masters' bidding? Most religions have 
been abused for that, don't you agree? I have a feeling that you came to 
your senses, however, and began to discover how the process is staged, 
which you discovered as a paradox, as we all must discover, for that's 
what religion is. This means that my trust in you is justified. And it also 
explains in turn why I am here. You may be one of the few who are 
thereby qualified to help me." 

"Or maybe I'm not at this stage yet, Peter," said Raymond quietly. 
"Aren't we all still at the discovery stage, and are learning from one 
another? I think I am just beginning to discover the power of the principle 
of autonomy, but also its demands for discipline. I can see you moving in 
this direction, but I can also detect in you a lack on the side of discipline. 
The two aspects must match, or else you cannot be free and soar. Every 
bird has two wings, without which it cannot soar, and those do always 
match."  

"I have a hunch that this dual principle should operate within the 
marriage bond," I said to Raymond, "and when this happens, I suspect, 
the unfolding bond has the potential to greatly enrich us all and uplift 



Chapter 2 – Mansions with Giant Windows to the World 

45 

civilization. I think once people begin to realize how much they are 
sacrificing by living in accord with confinement-oriented religious 
doctrines, screwed up perception, or customs, or whatever they may call 
it, changes will happen quickly. I have already seen the beginning of such 
changes taking place in my own life. My problem is to find a way to get 
Sylvia to move ahead with me without violating her autonomy and 
without causing her any harm. But this seems like an impossible 
challenge." 

"What about asking for a divorce then?" said Raymond. 
"That's not a valid question, Raymond. Divorce is isolation. It's a 

denial of the principle that demands one to move into the realm of reality. 
Divorce demands one to deny the universality of Love. Getting a divorce, 
would be like stepping back from life into the Middle Ages." 

"I know divorces don't solve anything," said Raymond. "These 
should not happen for light and transient causes. I just wanted to hear 
you say it." 

I grinned at him. "That was from the Declaration of 
Independence, right? So, you agree, we need to fix the system. The Bible 
gives a fit definition for a system that robs a people of their soul as human 
beings. The Apocalypse speaks of a whore 'arrayed in purple and scarlet 
color, decked with gold and precious stones and pearls, having a golden 
cup in her hand, full of abominations and the filthiness of her fornication.' 
What greater abomination can you imagine, than an artificial system that 
takes your life out of your hands, which forces you to deny your 
innermost feelings and perception, even your very identity as a human 
being, and denies your love to exist honestly and to unfold? Doesn't that 
constitute a systemic failure? But that is not the way our marriage has 
been, Raymond. Sylvia never demanded anything of the sort. Doesn't that 
mean that the system that society has accepted, is breaking down, and 
that it is possible that one step away from it, if indeed it isn't essential to 
do so? The ancient dogmas that operate still in general society are 
cracking." 

"Perhaps some of the old perceptions are failing," said Raymond. 
"But the marriage principle isn't failing. It is as inevitable as the rain. 
Aren't we all human beings of a common humanity? We are married more 
deeply to one-another than we dare to admit. So, when the marriage 
system that we live under doesn't work, it's not a systemic failure, Peter, 
it's a human failure. You are torturing yourself over a human failure, and 
this is your own failure, that you can no longer live with, Peter. That's a 
good first step." 
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"Maybe we are all failing ourselves by not recognizing that the 
system that we've sworn to devote our life to, doesn't take us far 
enough," I said. "If we recognize that, we would uplift the system. First, of 
course, we would have to uplift ourselves. And that goes for every system 
that I know of. There is no such thing as a systemic failure in the human 
world, if it is built on universal principles." 

"So you agree with me that our failures are human failures," said 
Raymond. "The whore of Babylon is us. She is the trap that we fall into, if 
we loose sight of our humanity." 

"Maybe we have to create a marriage concept that is more 
substantial with a foundation rooted in universal principles, like the 
Principle of Universal Love," I replied. "The old failing system is after all an 
imperial system, isn't it? It wasn't designed to develop our humanity, but 
to control it. Are you surprised that it incorporates all the basic features 
that one finds in any imperial system?" 

Raymond laughed. "Universal Love! My friend, you are talking 
treason in the social world, when you talk about universal loving. Are you 
on a crusade to awake the world without being awake yourself? Don't 
take away, what you can't replace with something better. Remember, 
Jesus said, 'I am not come to destroy, but to fulfill.' I regard his saying as a 
recommendation to us, to fix the failures in the system that we have, in as 
much as we can live by the principles of the higher platform that we have 
discovered. The Principle of Universal Love poses a huge challenge that 
we may never meet. You are playing with fire, Peter." 

"Marriage should be a platform for honoring any bond forged by 
love between human beings. It should encourage us to become enveloped 
by Love," I interjected. "Why should that not be possible?" 

"I am only saying that the fundamental principle behind the 
marriage idea, is a highly moral one, even a spiritual one," said Raymond. 
"Don't throw it away!" 

"Yes it is that," I replied. "And it is a beautiful principle. I am 
suggesting however, that we are not going far enough with it? Shouldn't 
we build on it? The principle of marriage should never limit the 
universality of Love. You cannot limit universality. Love is a universal 
principle of our humanity. We cannot throttle Love. Our marriages 
shouldn't be focused on something that is fundamentally impossible to 
do. Isn't that what your researchers found out? The marriage principle 
should enrich our being in Love. Isn't that what it is build on? You said 
yourself, aren't we all married to one-another as human beings in one 
universal bond? Every form of marriage should reflect these attributes. It 
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should reflect the nature of our being, which already incorporates the 
Principle of Universal Love. We should honor it, by implementing it further 
and further, and by giving it expression in ever-greater forms of beauty, in 
our life. Unfortunately, we don't do this. We reject what is spiritually 
right." 

Raymond didn't answer me. He played with his napkin again that 
he had kept from the restaurant. 

"Love is a universal principle, Raymond," I continued. "My friend 
Helen, a scientist of history, has taught me that. I felt this to be true. The 
system that we have now is all screwed up, isn't it? We have a systemic 
failure on our hand if the system is such a danger to our social existence 
that Sylvia would be hurt by it, and ask for a divorce. The system causes 
something that is vital and real, not to function. Steve's research suggests 
that the failing system was never designed to function, and to advance 
human development, but to keep society tied into knots and easily 
controllable. Maybe Steve is right. My experience has been that the bond 
forged by Love, or the flow of Love that binds us together as human 
beings, is a universal phenomenon. My experience has been that Love is 
primary. It knows no boundaries. It comes to light in people as a 
commitment to enrich one-another's existence; to protect one-another; 
to support one-another; and to help develop one-another's potential. 
That's all there is to Love. Love can't be a closed door. It has to be an open 
door. If this involves a great responsibility, a responsibility to guard the 
open door against thieves, so be it. Maybe marriage should be a guarded 
door. I can accept that. But it shouldn't be a closed door. The procedural 
considerations may well have to be broad and wide, in the face of the 
central reality that love is a universal principle that makes its own 
demands. I think that is what I am looking for, Raymond. I lack the needed 
skills for the procedural considerations that will assure that Sylvia won't 
be hurt by the evermore unfolding strands of Love, but becomes enriched 
by the light of it. If something wonderful happened to me, wouldn't she 
be glad for me? Why should the touch of Love be excepted from that?" 

Raymond still didn't answer. He looked puzzled. 
I had to laugh suddenly. "You should tell your patients that their 

marriages need to be brought up to a higher standard, where Love is 
acknowledged as universal," I said to Raymond. "You should tell them that 
they must begin to understand the principle that is involved behind the 
marriage bond, and forget about the boundaries, in order to secure and 
enrich the bond that needs no boundaries to exist. This, of course, 
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requires honesty. Deep honesty can create a stronger foundation for 
uniting people than anything we have now." 

Raymond shook his head. "Do you really want to tell all of this to 
Sylvia?" Raymond asked quietly. 

"That's not a matter of choice anymore, is it?" I answered 
confused. "It needs to be told. I just don't know how to do it." 

Raymond shook his head again, as if in disbelief. "Go, talk to your 
love, my dear friend, that's all I can tell you, and leave me out of it." 

 
In this, Raymond was right. I had to talk to Sylvia, but I also had to 

do it in a way that would cause no harm. I knew this before I came to 
Raymond. Nevertheless, our conversation had helped to bring out what 
the focal points must be that I needed to address. 

So it was that with Raymond's 'help' the kaleidoscope of 
superlatives had actually been turned once again. "If my struggles were 
the result of a human failure rather than the cause of an ignored universal 
principle, then overcoming the human failure with a richer sense of our 
humanity, as human beings, promised to ultimately create a whole New 
World. What a promise this thought held!  

 
We talked about sculptures for the rest of the time, as we 

continued towards the Hirshhorn Gallery. I remembered some of the 
Henry Moore pieces outside in the Sculpture Garden. I mentioned this to 
Raymond. He just smiled. 

Actually, to my surprise, a few of the sculptures that I 
remembered were still on display, while the others were all new. 

Inside the gallery, its long curved halls of it were filled with 
strange shapes that I had never seen before; imaginative, wildly daring 
adventures in glass, stone, bronze, plaster, even concrete. Things certainly 
had changed. Some pieces where large. One was cast in iron. Some small 
ones were created in polished bronze and chrome. Some larger ones were 
shaped in burnt clay and some in rough concrete. A single tiny sculpture, 
an abstract female figure, was cast in gold. There was also a huge ceramic 
sculpture on one of the floors, and a scrap metal sculpture assembled 
together into a grotesque installation. 

"The trouble with us ordinary folk is," said Raymond, "we think 
too small." 

I looked at him, puzzled, though I thought I knew what he meant. 
"We like to paint our life-experience on small canvasses," he 

explained. "We live in small houses and seldom bother to go out and 
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explore the world, the fields, the mountains, the sea, and search for their 
meaning, or touch the wind, the rain, face hurricanes. But all of this is a 
part of life. Oddly we remain locked up in our little worlds. Sometimes we 
venture out with great effort and look around our immediate 
neighborhood. We see some railway tracks perhaps, and convince 
ourselves that thereby we understand trains and transportation systems, 
and the economies involved that moves them. This crazy delusion has 
gone on for centuries with unvarying consistency," he said. 

I suppose I still looked puzzled. 
"Look at these sculptures here," he almost demanded. "They are 

totally illogical to most people's narrow experiences, are they not? They 
are monuments of inconsistencies. But can you imagine, how dull this 
gallery would be if the artists hadn't courageously thrown out of the 
window what people have cherished in their time-honored narrow 
consistency?" 

"The museum might never have been built," I suggested, "There 
wouldn't have been anything to show." 

Raymond nodded. 
We walked quietly on through the gallery. 
"The works that you see here are by artists in the most primitive 

sense," he suggested a while later. "They are paintings on huge canvasses, 
by people who live in mansions that have the doors and windows wide 
open on all sides." 

I nodded. I always got the feeling that one needs to be quiet in a 
gallery to be able to think. We moved silently from display to display, 
along the familiar glass walls that endlessly surround the circular inner 
courtyard. Light flooded through the glass walls. Neither did the yard 
detract one's thinking from the artworks. The courtyard was stark, 
austere, and plain. There was not a glimpse of anything to remind us that 
we were in the middle of Washington DC. We were in a dream land, in a 
sixth dimension, in an unfamiliar world which mirrors the world in which 
we live, but leaves no clue as to which of the two is the more real. I 
marveled at how mirrors and class had been utilized to become effective 
in separating the Universe of art that reflects the images of imagination, 
and separates them from the conventional world. In this case, the 
separation from the real world was justified. In my case, it was not. The 
great good that I had experienced in the East, and later again with 
Heather, was the real world. 

"Would you say, that this art palace is a temple of discontent?" I 
asked Raymond. Some pieces showed discontent, torment, and pain. 
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He nodded. "Do you mean the kind of discontent that kicks you 
out into life, with your nose to the ground, which is an energy that 
generates loving, joy, intelligence, a discontent that is shown in the great 
sensitivity that we feel and recognize behind these shapes?" 

I nodded and smiled. 
"Do you realize that you're an artist too?" he said. "You came to 

my office driven by discontent. Discontent is the dynamism that separates 
the living from those already dead. Damn, Pete, I wish to God there were 
more people like you in the world. It's a pity how many people are 
content with the status quo. It's literally killing us, Pete, it really is." 

I told him that I have friends in the Pentagon. "Unofficially, they 
say the same thing." 

He nodded. "The trouble is, Pete, there is too damn much 
discipline to false axioms in the world, and too much obedience to 
insanity. Nothing becomes rich in life anymore." 

 
I appreciated his remarks. I thought about them for a long time. 

Some of them stayed with me through our entire stay at the gallery. He 
was right of course, in some respects. In fact, everything he had said 
before seemed to be bound up in this one last sentence that there is too 
much discipline and obedience in the world to false axioms, though he 
didn't elaborate on what the right axioms might be. Unfortunately, he 
stopped short of that. He appeared to be bound to the false axioms that 
he abhorred, maybe without being aware of it. 

He regarded himself to be open to Life, Truth, and Love, but he 
was bound to the mythologies that limit them, as everyone else was so 
bound. Not for a single moment did he suggest to me that Love is an 
element of the great universal good that defines the nature of the 
Universe and the nature of our universal humanity. Never did he say that 
love could only be understood aright as a universal principle, becoming 
manifest universally. Never did he say to me that what I had experienced, 
had been an unfolding expression of that great universal good that is 
imbedded in our humanity. I stood in awe before the wonder of that great 
good that I had experienced in East Germany, and marveled that it had 
been possible at all. 

I also stood speechless in the face of his audacity to deny all that. 
He told me in essence that I was evil or crazy, but not to worry, since the 
whole of humanity is evil and crazy, too. What a cruel indictment this was, 
of me, and of humanity as a whole! He had talked about religion and 
science, and forming a church on that basis, while spitting in the face of 
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Truth. He should have congratulated me for having been touched by this 
incredible unfolding of good. He should have helped me, based on 
everything he had within him, to determine how this beautiful manifest of 
a great universal good might be presented to Sylvia, so that it would 
enrich her life, too. Instead, nothing happened. The man whom I had 
respected, suddenly seemed empty inside. He appeared to be like an 
artist painting on huge canvasses with nothing to say. 

Obviously, this revelation didn't answer my question regarding 
Sylvia, as to how to uplift her into the realm of universal Love. His wisdom 
for this task was as lacking as my own wisdom, except for one count when 
he insisted that there are no true systemic failures in the world, only 
human failures, and that those failures could be corrected by our 
development as human beings. 

We shook hands on that and said good bye, leaving the Hirshhorn. 
We parted as friends. I felt sad, though, that I hadn't been able to enrich 
his life even a little with my story, since he didn't see it as a profound 
story at all. He only saw it as a problem that made no sense to him. 

As I walked away, I wondered about that. I recognized that one 
momentous idea had emerged out of the background of our conversation. 
The thought occurred that the one single recognition, that all apparently 
systemic failures are human failures, might be the equivalent of the 
Wright Brothers first twelve-second flight. The Wright Brothers had 
changed the world with their 120-foot long historic hop. It ushered in a 
new era. This miniscule flight turned out to be an achievement that 
started aviation history in 1903. 
 



 

Chapter 3 - The World at Suchumi  
 
 
I went from the Hirshhorn directly to our headquarters, to see if I 

could get another mission in the East. I was hoping for a chance to get 
back to Leipzig, so that I could talk my problem over with Ushi and Steve. 
Well, I did get a mission in the East all right, but it wasn't another mission 
to East Germany. I was sent to Russia instead, to a peace conference. It 
was scheduled to be held in a resort town on the Black Sea. The 
appointment officer told me that this was the first grassroots level 
meeting ever to be held in the Soviet Union that was neither organized 
nor sponsored by the Soviet government, but by the youth of the country. 
It would be held at a small place that he called, "Suchumi" at the Black 
Sea. My mission was to be an observer. Every country in the world had 
been invited to send an observer. 

 
I was rather pleased to have been chosen for the assignment, 

especially when I found out that my boss had already selected me before I 
had asked for it. Of course, I knew that this wasn't a real mission, even for 
a greenhorn like me, as I still was. Nevertheless, I was excited about the 
assignment, mostly, because it promised to give me plenty of time to 
figure out my puzzle. I felt that two weeks at the Black Sea should be 
more than enough time for such a relatively simple task. Steve would 
likely have said that it shouldn't take any time at all, for someone with 'my 
experience.' But Steve wasn't there. However, I had all the time in the 
world now, so it seemed. I felt so grateful for the mission that I went 
straight to the boss' office and thanked him personally for the 
appointment. 

 
As it turned out, I had no idea how wrong I had been, when I 

thought that those two weeks in a resort city at the Black Sea would be a 
time for quiet contemplation. Life didn't stand still. It left no room for 
retrospection. It surged ahead. It was anything, but quiet there. 

The moment that I arrived I felt an excitement in the air that I 
hadn't felt at a public gathering for a long time, especially at a peace 
conference. The conferences that I had attended had all been gloomy 
affairs. This one promised to be different. It wasn't designed to focus on 
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merely political issues. The focus of the conference was on the liberation 
of mankind. A daring idea! I felt it was daring, because the organizers felt 
that this focus had to include also the liberation of men, side by side with 
the liberation of women, something nobody had been prepared to talk 
about before. The liberation of women was one thing. The idea has long 
been accepted around the world, but the liberation of men? It was 
unheard of. It was something that Helen might have been prepared to 
deal with, but not the whole world. 

Maybe this was Helen's contribution, I thought. Maybe that's 
what she'd been invited to Moscow for. Maybe the whole conference was 
her idea in the first place. Maybe she was at the conference herself. What 
a thought! 

In this regard, I was soon disappointed. The official list of 
delegates and officers had not a single person listed with the first name of 
Helen. Of course, I could guess why. If Helen had been involved in creating 
the conference or its platform, she would have felt that the hard part was 
done by the time the conference started. If in this case she were ever 
asked why she wasn't at her own conference, she would likely answer: 
What has my personal presence got to do with anything? Is my idea not 
big enough? Is the principle involved not enough? 

"This conference belongs to the youth of the world," she might 
have said. "It is their task to build on it. I am not going to deny the 
universality of love by presuming that the young people of the world are 
not up to the task of loving one-another, and supporting one-another, 
which this conference was evidently designed to facilitate. I love them by 
respecting their integrity and their wisdom. Love isn't something small. It 
is as big as the Universe." 

That was in essence what I heard Helen say in my mind. 
Another aspect, apart from the theme, was equally unheard of. 

The conference was initiated with a full-scale cultural event that included 
a symphony concert where the finest pieces of the foremost composers 
from all around the world were performed. That too, I felt, might have 
been Helen's idea. To judge by the attendance, the symphony concert 
became the centerpiece of the entire day-long cultural event. It certainly 
became that for me, although in a slightly different context. 
 



 

Chapter 4 - Tara at Ruggels  
 
A few days after the opening of the conference the delegates' 

attitude began to change. The angry faces gave way to smiles. My long 
conversation with Nic, and our dire, and also profound, predictions drifted 
into the background, as though they were a part of a surreal painting by 
Salvador Deli. The old dreams re-emerged. Life became conventional 
again, and in some respects, brighter, as the great unmet challenges 
drifted back into the background. People from different places in the 
world became friends. Astrid soon became just a memory. I never met her 
again. Nic, it seemed, also faded into thin air. I looked for him now and 
then, but in vain. Soon I lost interest, as new people drifted into the 
foreground. 

The change in people's attitude occurred gradually. Still, it was 
remarkable that it happened at all. People were protesting angrily at first, 
against the actions of governments and empires, and their politics and 
economics. In real terms they protested mostly against themselves, 
against problems caused by their own folly, that they could neither 
understand nor cared enough to escape from. Like persons confined into 
a box, they seemed unable to move, unable to do anything, except 
protesting. Instead of taking a leadership role and building for themselves 
a foundation for freedom and the freedom of the world, as Steve had 
insisted was required, and Nic and I had explored, many delegates 
stooped to reacting angrily with complaints. Eventually the anger abated 
as the people began to realize that civilization doesn't become advanced 
by complaints. Some even realized that they, the youth, were the future 
of society and had it in their hands to build the New World to their liking. 
However, this realization took time. 

Right from the beginning the delegates had trapped themselves 
into making ugly speeches about political issues, without ever presenting 
even a hint of a foundation upon which those issues could be resolved. 
Maybe they all felt that the liberation of mankind was a political issue, 
instead of an issue that resolves itself by human beings falling in love with 
their humanity, as my beautiful friend Helen in Leipzig had discovered. 

One of the first speakers of the conference had talked angrily 
about the Soviet Union's involvement in terrorist activities. He had 
warned the assembly to be aware that the current wave of terrorism by 
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Russian hands was merely an exercise for the fine-tuning of the command 
structure and of the stamina of the people involved. He said we hadn't 
seen anything yet. He said they were readying themselves for a full-scale 
irregular warfare assault on the West, with nuclear terrorism. 

The man never came to the end of his speech. Three security 
officers escorted him off the stage. A second political speech was aimed 
against the United States' Strategic Defense Initiative. The speaker was a 
disenchanted American calling for appeasement. He, too, wasn't allowed 
to finish his speech. I would have had a question for him, whether he 
realized what instability the cancellation of the Star Wars program would 
create. I wanted to ask if he felt the United States should be prepared to 
surrender its territory to Russia. The Soviets certainly could make such a 
demand once their defenses were in place and ours had been derailed. 
But before I had a chance to ask him, the man was escorted out of the 
hall. 

The conference platform didn't allow the discussion of purely 
political issues that were brought forward as protests. They wouldn't be 
allowed without an elevating idea that would raise the issue to a higher 
level. The conference organizers, a number of Soviet youth organizations 
working together, had been given license for a peace conference that was 
designed to be constructive. They didn't want the outcome of their efforts 
to deteriorate into a gripe session leading to a political showdown and 
increased isolation between the nations. 

A tall blond woman from the University of Moscow made the first 
real speech that didn't stray from the official objective. Her theme came 
close to what I felt was at the heart of the issue of World Peace. Her 
message was that women couldn't be free until men also are free. She 
said, "The enslavement of men threatens the world." She was adamant 
about it. I cheered for her. It was a brave attempt by a youth of the Soviet 
Union to set a direction for something really great. Also there was 
substance in what she said. She pointed out that most of the would-be 
heroes, are but stooges to ideas that are not their own. They are servants 
to ideals imposed on them. They are defenders of axioms that they 
neither understand, nor have even the desire to understand. She said, 
that in their 'captivity,' they become instruments of oppression, and even 
inflict self-oppression on themselves. 

The woman didn't get much applause for her remarks, except 
from me and from a few others here and there. Still, I was right in 
applauding. Her speech became a catalyst for a shift in thinking that 
began to counteract the ugly mood that had initially unfolded. 
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Most of the other speakers didn't come even close to hitting the 
mark. Occasionally a speech mirrored to some degree what Steve and 
Raymond had said, or might have said, and Annibal, and Nic. But those 
thoughtful speeches were rare, and even then, they lacked the depth of 
reasoning that I had become accustomed to from Steve and Nic and 
Annibal, and also from Helen and Ushi. 

Nevertheless, there was a movement going on in the background. 
In this regard the conference marked a tremendous beginning for the 
difficult journey we all had to make. The great impasse that Heather and I 
had come upon, which we hadn't been able to deal with, was intertwined 
with this movement, and so was the challenge that Astrid, the Swedish 
woman, hadn't been able to meet in respect to the Principle of Universal 
Love. All of these challenges illustrated to me the difficulty of this journey 
that lay before us all, and the world. In this larger context the conference 
was far too feeble, for it to be counted as a significant event. 
Nevertheless, a few ideas surfaced that did start a shift in thinking to 
quietly alter the course of the conference, and possibly also the world. 

I remembered an old saying in this context, that the difference 
between having no money, and having some money, is enormous, while 
the difference between having some money and huge amounts of it, is 
really rather slight. I realized that the same could be said for ideas, and for 
scientific reasoning. Hadn't the few small moves forward that began in 
East Germany produced tremendous changes in me already? In this 
respect I welcomed those leading edge speeches, even if they didn't go far 
enough. I welcomed them as catalysts for causing the less visible, deeply 
moving changes that were still unfolding. 

With that criterion in mind the theme of the conference, the 
liberation of men, stood like a lone brave star above the chaos of a 
troubled world. Still, it had all the potential for shaking the world from 
within. In a sense, a small part of this potential was being realized within 
the 'flow' of the conference itself. I could feel a decisive movement going 
on near the end of it, even if it wasn't reflected in the speeches and in 
direct actions. 

In this sense, the conference was probably no less a great historic 
event than man's first step on the moon, or the Voyager space probes 
sending close-up pictures of worlds that no human eye had ever seen in 
detailed fashion. 

As the conference drew near the end, there was a spirit in the air 
that bordered on exuberance. People projected a feeling that the future is 
in their hands. There was optimism and enthusiasm everywhere. Never 
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had I seen the old USSR like this, as if for a brief moment the Cold War 
had been temporarily set aside and put out of mind. I had come to a place 
where the whole world had been rolled together into one mind and into 
one being without borders. There was a feeling that mankind was moving 
ahead, not nations or political systems, but mankind itself. 

 
The conference also became a growing experience for me in a 

personal way. Among the tumult everywhere, I met two more individuals 
who stood out above the rest and gave the conference a special 
significance. In fact, I soon realized that they had each turned the 
kaleidoscope of the superlatives forward another turn, by which it 
revealed yet another array of the wonderful shades and color of human 
life and of love. 

The name of one of these, is Tara Pavlovna Azherov, an average 
looking girl in her late twenties. The city was teeming with girls much like 
her. If you ever met her on the street, you would most likely pass her by 
without taking note. Nor was she anyone famous. In the beginning, she 
was just another bar room girl at the tavern of the Pavlov Hotel where we 
all stayed. But this soon changed. Before long, she was everyone's 
favorite. 

Let me begin by saying that the Pavlov Hotel is the most famous 
of the city. Maybe this bears some reflection on her character. Jobs at the 
most prestigious locations are obviously the hardest to get. In any case, if 
you were there, if you visited that city, you would only have to mention 
the name, Pavlov Hotel, and that you stay there, and immediately you rise 
a notch higher in respect and esteem. 

The hotel was named after the Nobel Prize winning physiologist 
Ivan Petrovitch Pavlov; whose statue dominates the grounds of the 
nearby institute where the peace conference was held. Architecturally, 
The Pavlov Hotel is probably one of the finest hotels in Russia of an 
unpretentious style with clean lines, open spaces, and simple decor. I 
found a feeling of honesty expressed in its architecture that didn't 
overwhelm, except in the main lobby, which was dominated by a twenty-
foot-high tapestry created by an artist from Uzbekistan. The building itself 
was constructed almost entirely out of concrete. In many places the 
concrete was left bare, complimented with gray rugs, mirrored walls, and 
an extensive use of chrome. 

The tavern of the hotel had quite a different atmosphere that was 
distinctly its own. One had the feeling that the tavern wasn't a part of the 
hotel at all. One felt as if one was in a place that is deeply rooted in the 
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very heart and soul of Russia and its down to Earth traditions. The place 
was filled with song and lively music, all in Russian of course. They called 
the place, Ruggels. A live band played every night. 

Ruggels served as our unofficial meeting place, mostly in the 
evenings after the official conference proceedings had ended. There were 
sixteen of us, of the English-speaking group of observers. Ruggels became 
for us an oasis of dependability in a life of organized uncertainty. It 
appears that Ruggels was chosen, because it was close and was always 
there. Many of our group were seasoned diplomats and ex-organizers of 
peace rallies, people who had lived for long periods in bars, hotels, and 
meeting halls all over North and South America, and in Europe. Bars had 
become a part of their life. That's where they would relax, meet, plan 
strategies, eat and even sleep at times. Ruggels became home for them, 
and of course also for me, as an official member. 

 
To most people in our group the conference wasn't anything 

unique. They were used to full schedules. The preparatory meetings 
sometimes started quite early, while discussion sessions afterwards lasted 
at times for hours, sometimes till midnight, on one occasion right until 
breakfast. 

Most of the group's meetings, unfortunately, regressed quickly 
into gripe sessions, rich in foul language, but lean on individual 
commitment to elevate anything. However, above this entire 'chaos' 
shone one lone, bright star, the woman named Tara who stood a notch 
above the whole lot of us, so it seemed, our Tara. She, all by herself, had 
touched everyone more deeply in a human way, than all the proceedings 
at the conference had. At least so it seemed. She seemed to mirror to 
some small degree what Nic and I had recognized during our discussion on 
the Black Sea cruise-boat. 

Of course, Tara wasn't the only woman at Ruggels, though one 
would swear that she was. That's when it dawned on me that someone 
who leaves such a mark on people would have to be someone with a 
highly developed sense of self-love. The environment that this creates 
elevates people. The test of love lies in the residual effect, it seems. If one 
steps away from the sphere of a love and one feels empty inside for the 
loss of it, that love was probably fake. There was no outflow occurring 
that would bridge all separation, by which the end result is emptiness. 
And how could there be such an outflow happening from an empty heart 
that can't inspire one to love oneself more? But if one steps away from 
the sphere of a love that is elevated, having been uplifted to a higher level 
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of living by the effects of that love to an enriched type of living, then one 
is facing the substance of a love that is rooted within, that can never vane. 
That was the effect that Tara had on all of us. One had the distinct feeling 
that the most productive element of the peace conference unfolded at 
Ruggels, because of her, rather than in the meeting halls. Ruggels became 
a laboratory for me, as it were, for the study of love, similar to what Astrid 
and Nic had drawn me into. Only at Ruggels it unfolded in a new way. 

 
Actually, it is quite impossible to comprehend the impact that 

Tara had on us all and on the atmosphere in the place called Ruggels 
where she worked, unless one actually goes there oneself and sees, and 
experiences, her innocence, her caring, and her unique and beautiful 
character. Allow me to invite you, therefore. Come and join our group, the 
English speaking delegation. Be one of us. 

What you need to do for this adventure, is the simplest thing in 
the world. Just stroll into Ruggels Lounge to the beat of the music and not 
looking for anything or anyone in particular, grab the closest chair. Then 
sit back, look around you, you will notice someone filling the dim place 
with light. This is she! This is Tara! Then watch carefully which tables she 
serves. Find a place there! What happens from this moment on will 
appear like a fairy tale unfolding into reality -- fiction, fact, fantasy all 
melting together and becoming one -- a dream coming true that you may 
have never let yourself dream. Then open your eyes and your heart to a 
touch of life that is clearer and sweeter than anything you may have 
experienced before. That's when fiction, fact, and fantasy do indeed 
merge. There, you begin to learn, love. 

Now this is madness, you may say. You might want to tell me, 
"Look my friend, fact, fiction, and fantasy are contradictions of one-
another." You will soon realize that in Tara's presence contradictions 
unite. Night becomes day; light becomes a rainbow. Nor is she a dream 
where miracles happen, she is real. She is all that and more; one of a 
million, a marvel indeed, certainly she is the undisputed sweetheart of the 
entire English speaking delegation, the one uniting impetus. 

She loved everyone within the context of the game in which she 
became someone magical, someone esoteric, someone from out of this 
world. Apparently, there wasn't much role-playing involved. She was a 
woman alive, not just trying to be. She was boldly touching the realm of 
honesty that most of humanity struggles to hide itself from, out of fear. 
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I discovered one day what her secret might have been. I 
discovered it in the lobby of the hotel. Not far from the giant tapestry, I 
discovered a short poem that was framed and hung nearby as if it 
belonged to the tapestry. The poem was in Russian. It said in essence that 
love is one’s joy in the beauty of another; joy that enriches from the Soul 
and erupts from the heart; joy that compels us to care for and uplift one-
another. 

The moment I read the poem I felt that I understood Tara. I 
copied the poem onto a post card and mailed it to Steve as confirmation 
that I understood something of what he had admonished me to keep in 
mind. Much of what he had said, on the day when we shook hands before 
my return to the West from Leipzig, had been unclear to me then. Now I 
was beginning to understand something of it. No doubt, Tara has had a 
part in that. 

Out of an evident love for herself, Tara had set herself up as 
someone to be loved. The flow of this love was returned and enriched us 
all. Naturally, her care, her affection, her gentleness, and her 
consideration, were all reflected back to her in rich measures. Perhaps 
now you can see that she really did bring light to the subdued world of the 
tavern, our tavern. 

 
So let me invite you to experience her for yourself. Come and join 

us at the peace conference. Come and see. She really is at the center of it 
all. I should warn you, however. If you follow me, be prepared for a shock. 
She isn't the beauty queen of the world. She is as thin as a spindle and 
flat-chested as a board, but her smile isn't like that of any other. It is the 
greatest delight. You order a draft, and if you're lucky, all you have is a 
twenty. When this happens, pray that she doesn't have change! This will 
bring her back to your table for a second time and for another 
opportunity for you to see her close up and to be touched by her charm, 
her gentle manners, and her tone of voice. You love to talk with her, to be 
touched by her presence, and her care for you. 

You may get the impression that she is the only girl there, 
although there are plenty of other girls serving at Ruggels. In all fairness, 
they too are beautiful, with nice smiles and great figures and legs, but you 
won't hear the guys refer to them with the same admiration with which 
they speak of Tara. It's Tara this, and Tara that. And it is all justified. 

When Tara serves you, be prepared. She kneels beside the low 
coffee tables and talks about many things; asking you who you are, what 
you are doing at the conference and at home, how you enjoy the 
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meetings, the city, and the other girls. Then you tell her about the long 
hours, the boring speeches, and the late sessions afterwards. She feels for 
you. And so, before you know it, she becomes a part of your existence 
there. 

At first you admire her face, its distinct features, its interesting 
profile, and you agree that she is at her loveliest when she is smiling, most 
of all when she is smiling at you. You will always remember her that way. 

 
When I first met her, she put her tray down and helped Paul open 

a package that he had purchased at the craft center. The lid was stuck. He 
wanted to show it to her. Immediately she helped him to open it. Mind 
you, the place was by no means empty. Still, she showed genuine interest. 
With her prying at the lid, and Paul pulling, the box opened up. He gave it 
to her with a smile. She unwrapped the little sculpture and admired it. 
Paul grinned, and explained how he found it. She was interested in 
everything. She carefully wrapped it back up and helped Paul put the box 
back together. That's how she was, quite an angel. 

 
You may wonder whether she realized how affected everyone is 

by her, and what it is about her that attracts people so much. That's when 
you begin to appreciate the hotel's good taste in providing its staff with a 
decent uniform. You realize that the attraction isn't stirred up lust. Her 
uniform might have been a bit provocative perhaps, but nothing like the 
uniforms the girls were made to wear at other taverns, which left them 
half-naked. You love her in her uniform, a dark tan evening dress that's 
elegant enough for the finest occasion. You would invite her to dinner, 
just as she was, if you could, to the fanciest dining salon at the grandest 
hotel. The Maitre-d' would bow and take you to the most prominent 
table. And in the ballroom, afterwards, she would be the center of 
attraction just like she was at Ruggels. So come and see. Tara is the 
greatest. No doubts about that. Everyone agrees. 

I must warn you, also. As a result, it is an unwritten rule, that 
when you come into the lounge, and you are the first of the group, that 
you must find a table that is served by Tara. When someone makes a 
mistake about her territory, as one fellow did, the bar becomes the dullest 
place of the house. Hardly anyone speaks then, and woe to the guy who is 
responsible. Of course nobody says anything openly. No reprimand will 
await you should you break the rule. The result will simply be that few of 
the guys speak with you. 
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There is also another thing you may find surprising. It suddenly 
strikes you that she is everyone's girl. Listen closely when the group 
gathers between sessions during coffee breaks with their boxes of Russian 
style doughnuts and giant coffees. Invariably someone pipes up right out 
of the blue; "Oh I would love to have Tara!" and another replies calmly, 
"that makes you number sixteen in line." 

You may find it strange to hear such comments from guys that no 
one would suspect of being interested in women. That's just the way it is 
when Tara is at the center of things. Conventions no longer apply. 

 
There was a day when Tara was ill. She had come to work 

regardless. She stops at your table for her usual chat. You tell her that two 
people of your group are also sick with the flu, and suggest to her that she 
should just go home and rest. Randy tries to convince her, too. But she 
says no, or maybe she isn't allowed to go home. Still, seeing her there 
making her rounds, you would never suspect that she wasn't well. 

You find it remarkable that she can be cheerful even being sick, 
and smile at her customers. She stops at their tables and chats with them 
and keeps right on carrying those heavy trays around as if there is nothing 
to it. Still, you can sense that she doesn't feel well. You find it painful to 
see her like that. I certainly did. I went quietly to her and suggested that 
she should go home and get well. I told her that we loved her too much to 
witness her struggling, as she did just to please us. 

 
Later in the evening at the end of long sessions it's easy to 

become grumpy at times with all this political madness floating around in 
the background. In a conference on political issues it is not unusual for 
anger to be stirred up by challenging presentations. I promised myself to 
be more cheerful in spite of it all, especially after those late wrap-up 
sessions when the eyelids refuse to cooperate. Unfortunately, those good 
intentions are at times to no effect. But when Tara is around, and she 
always seems to be there, one finds it far easier to remain cheerful, even 
at the late hours. 

 
 Everyone missed her the evening when she wasn't there. She had 

this kind of an uplifting effect on the guys that one comes to cherish like 
the morning sun. On the day she was sick, after she finally did go home, I 
overheard some of the guys talk about her. 

"What happened to Tara?" 
"Why isn't she here?" 
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"She was here earlier." 
"Didn't you know; she went home around seven?" 
"Oh!" 
"She wasn't feeling well. Peter sent her home to recover..." 
 
If there is anything about Tara that you may want to know, most 

likely you won't have to ask about it. All you have to do is listen. You are 
sure to find out. 

Of course not everyone reacts the same way. Randy for instance 
loved touching her, whenever he had a chance, and always ordered a 
'beer and a kiss.' I saw him once sneak up at her from behind, hugging 
her, playing his game of, "Guess Who?" Of course she knew who it was. I 
think she called him "Shorty." 

But let me warn you about Randy. His real name is Andrew 
Martin, the most respected member of our group. Don't be surprised at 
him if he prides himself on being able to fall in love five times in ten 
minutes. And I'm sure this was true. He once bragged that he had 
practiced that extensively two years earlier at a shopping mall in Rio. Now 
it was Tara he was falling in love with, and she knew it. 

Actually, Tara inspired me in a similar manner. It became easy to 
fall in love five times in ten minutes, unfolding in me with an ever-wider 
love and appreciation for her, and for many others. 

My experience was that I became more sensitive to the beauty 
and the integrity of the people around us, of those at the conference, at 
the hotel, in the streets. It was easy to fall in love five times in ten minutes 
on the foundation she had established. It all happened without any effort, 
and not entirely in Randy's way, but it happened. It happened quite 
naturally, almost unavoidably. It happened in the background to a 
growing sensitivity to the beauty of the human realm that she inspired, 
which we are all privileged to be a part of. Suddenly it dawned on me that 
I was beginning to experience what Erica had hinted at with her analogy 
of the flower garden, and in it ones unfolding love as an appreciation for 
all that is good and beautiful. Against this background life became a 
celebration. 

That's how it was with me. Falling in love became natural. This 
feeling became so strong that I felt the urge to send another post card to 
Steve and Ushi. The message contained just a few words: "Human beings 
exist to be cherished, for love exists." 
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This idea, that human beings exist because love exists, which I put 
on the table for discussion in the pub the next day, also gave rise to one of 
the most amazing political speeches that I have ever heard anyone make 
in a pub. A young woman spoke up and commented on my theme. She 
was well dressed, European looking, and spoke in English as if it was her 
home tongue. Only the name she had on her nametag, "Dianah," didn't fit 
the pattern. "What have we come to the conference for?" she said in a 
clear voice. "Have we come here to celebrate the beginning of a New 
World, or did we come here to take part in the requiem for the death of 
civilization and mankind with it? The evidence weighs in on the side of the 
requiem. Mankind is dying, and I'm not sure if we have the power to save 
it. Mankind is dying, because it has been gradually and consistently 
murdering itself. It has done this not the soft way, but with bullets. And I 
mean real bullets. The bullets fly everywhere; in Asia, Africa, the 
Americas, in the Middle East. Every bullet that is pumped into a human 
body tares into the gunman's own soul, and into the nation that provides 
the bullet, and the society that justifies the purpose for the killing. And so 
the nations murder themselves. Every bullet fired by a nation is a bullet 
into its own soul, unwittingly perhaps, but it is murderously destructive 
nevertheless. The brave IDF soldiers who pump bullets into the bodies of 
children and women and men, of a people whose land they occupy, do 
not defend the State of Israel with these actions. They destroy the very 
meaning that the name, Israel, signifies. The acronym IDF should 
therefore be reinterpreted to read, Israel Destruction Force, because they 
have destroyed the name of Israel indeed, whereby the comment of the 
man so named in biblical history, still stands to day, who is the father of 
Judah, Joseph, and so on.  His comment was, to those of his sons who had 
murdered all the male inhabitants of a city, saying to them, 'what have 
you done? You have made me 'to stink among the inhabitants of the land.' 
(Gen 34:30)" 

Many people in the pub cheered her. Some raised their beer mug 
the show their approval. 

"The name of Israel still stinks to this very day," said Dianah who 
may have been Jewish, and not proud to be so, who in this case would 
have had no avenues open to her to speak out against the war that was 
being waged by her country against a once gentle people who had 
everything stolen from them. And it was done in her name, in an 
unending crime that was tearing up her soul. One could see the pain as 
she spoke. I noticed tears forming when she spoke of the "rotting corpses 
filled with the countless bullets fired into them in what became a sort of 
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sport by the sons and daughters of the name of Israel, who thereby fired 
these bullets into the nation's own heart and soul as human beings, so 
that the name now stinks throughout the world." More tears were 
forming as she spoke. 

She began to sob. "With its heart and soul destroyed. this once 
honored nation now stands as but a shell with a black void inside, 
vulnerable to fall when the winds of time blow upon it. And the winds are 
gaining in strength. Thereby the State of Israel is doomed by its own 
actions to fade from the pages of civilization and to be remembered no 
more in future history." 

"The same doom awaits much of the world," interjected our 
Randy. He stood up and put his arm around her to show his empathy. 

"Our great America has been moving towards the same doom for 
quite a few decades already, and we are making 'progress,'" he said to 
her. "We have become champions in this game, a nation whose face is 
now 'black' for the loss of its humanity. It's been blackened with the blood 
of Hiroshima, Nagasaki, North Korea, Vietnam, and the blood of countless 
millions in far-off places around the world whose bodies where shredded 
with American bullets in those close to ten thousand 'private' wars by our 
CIA that exists for no other purpose than to protect the greed-driven 
empty empire that America has become as a branch office of the blackest 
empire of all times, the British Empire that bears the face of evil of Venice, 
the face of the masters of the Dark Age in Europe, the murderers behind 
the Thirty Years War that had been arranged to destroy the Golden 
Renaissance. America has been hired to do the same to its own 
renaissance that once made it the most envied nation in the world. Now 
its name too, stinks around the world. I'm not proud of it. I'm afraid of it. 
I'm scared to death by it. A nation that has lost its human soul is a dead 
nation. It is doomed to loose not only its honor, but also its economy in all 
essential aspects, and thereby the basis for its existence. America is on 
this road and much of the world applauds us for our progress on the road 
to hell, for the people of the world see in our doom an answer to their 
prayers for peace. We are the cause for which the world is now brimming 
with 65,000 nuclear bombs that can eradicate all of humanity in the space 
of a coffee break. It was us, who created this mess. We had put a policy in 
place to eradicate the entire communist sphere that stood in the way of 
the expansion of greed, primarily the Soviet Union and China. We had 
built the B36 bombers for this purpose - the farthest-reaching aircraft 
ever built up to this time - and we built more than 400 of them. We even 
staged the Korean War for this purpose to gain a secure air base there 
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that would augment our base in Turkey. From these two bases we could 
reach every place in the communist world. We were totally serious in 
wiping out this part of the world. That's when we began to loose our soul. 
The Russian's saved themselves by creating the hydrogen bomb, a vastly 
more destructive bomb than we had. Thus, the cold-war race was on. But 
we escalated it. We pushed it forward in leaps and bounds. We built the 
XB-72 Valkyrie to prove it, that was the fastest long-range bomber ever 
built in the history of military aviation. We created the most potent 
technological marvels imaginable, with which to further destroy our soul. 
Then the age of missiles began that gave our insanity its current global 
reach. Our doom therefore would be the world's salvation in this regard. 
The people of the world are praying for this end, and they may have their 
prayers answered in the not-so-distant future, for a nation without a soul 
is loosing itself, its economy, its industries, its financial system, its culture, 
education, science, and its infrastructures, even its food supply. Where 
there is no human soul the human elements that give a society its 
strength will vanish with the passing wind, and society will collapse. The 
collapse is inevitable. A non-collapse is not possible under those 
circumstances. In many respects the collapse is already ongoing. America 
is destroying every industry that once served the welfare of the nation, by 
which it became great and the envy of the world. It is even destroying its 
financial system by taking down its legislated firewall, the Glass Steagall 
Act, that had prohibited the looting of the nation by the greed of foreign 
banks. This has already opened the door to unlimited derivatives 
speculation in the so-called financial markets, the casino of thieves, by 
which our currency is doomed to become worthless and less useful than a 
piece of toilet paper. What scares me my friends is that this is our 
collective future that looms before us with an inevitable certainty, 
because I seen no movement happening anywhere in the world, not in 
Russia, not in Europe, not in Israel, and definitely not in America, to 
rebuilt the human soul that has been more deeply and more thoroughly 
destroyed than at any time in the history of mankind. The Universe itself 
may condemn us for this reason and purge us off its landscape. A people 
who have collectively stepped down from the platform on which human 
life is built and is supported on, have committed themselves to an 
inevitable doom. And this is not empty rhetoric, my friends, for the 
moment is unavoidable on this path when one fine morning, by a minor 
event in the markets, the value of money becomes so intensely uncertain, 
in the form of any currency, that the entire trading process ceases up and 
shuts itself down. At this point the banks follow suit, and the merchants 
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and supermarkets and gas stations and so on, will shut down. When the 
value of money is lost, and this could happen in the space of just hours, 
everything that depends on the value of money shuts down. The entire 
transportation infrastructure grinds to a halt then. Most cities don't have 
enough food to last for more than a week. Add to this the possibility that 
the entire market oriented electric utility grid then shuts down too. When 
enough utility operators become itchy and uncertain of the financial-value 
system that their game depends on, who them pull themselves out of the 
game, the resulting load fluctuations will bring the entire electricity grid 
down. Without electricity the water and sewage systems grind to a halt, 
and also communications systems. It wouldn't take a week for civilization 
to collapse under those conditions. And this is what we are setting 
ourselves up for. This is the face of a society that has lost its soul. Its non-
collapse is not possible. No final judgement day awaits society to answer 
for its folly. The consequences are already all around us and highly visible 
in the growing armies of the destitute, unemployed, homeless, or the 
cynical who flow with the trend and become armies of criminals, white-
color thieves, corrupt officials, civil terrorists operating in high places, 
torturers in the camps of war, swindlers in the financial markets, and the 
list goes on. The collapse of civilization is already in progress and is far 
advanced. But who cries for the human soul?" 

When Randy stopped talking, no one cheered. There was such a 
deep silence in the pub that one could have heard a pin drop as the saying 
goes. 

When the silence broke and people began speaking again, a 
woman stood up holding a book in her hand. She held it up high. "On the 
first page of this book is the official signet printed in black and white of a 
society without a soul," she said, and paused. "You can find this signet 
printed on the first page of nearly every book in the world as it were the 
seal the devil has placed on our culture as his proud signet for a failing 
society. But it wasn't the devil who has placed it there. Humanity itself has 
done this. This signet of a grave error is indeed shaped like a seal. It 
consists of a simple circle with the letter C inside it. You have all seen this 
symbol. It is the internationally respected copyright symbol that has 
privatized the culture of mankind and monetized it as a marketable 
property, called intellectual property. There was a time when beautiful 
things were created for the enrichment of society and the creators were 
honored for their contributions by society emulating their achievements 
and sharing them. Now, this has become a crime. In real terms the 
criminalization of the actions of the soul is a grave folly that has 
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cheapened culture, pushed its timeless beauty into the background, and 
opened the door to commercialized trash. The great composers have 
been disowned by this process as every performance of their work has 
become the private property of someone, whereby it was taken out of the 
public domain, and society became culturally poorer and poorer." 

The woman began to laugh. "The devil's signet is well-crafted," 
she said. "The circle represents the boundary of the marriage privatization 
of every facet of society, and the letter C at the center of it is the signet of 
a circumcised society. Just as the circumcision amputates up to 80% of a 
man's sexual sensitivity and leaves in the shadow a life deprived of much 
of its human color, so culture has been made increasingly colorless by its 
own circumcision. Few people have any way of knowing how truly rich a 
rich culture can be, especially in terms of expressed humanist principles. 
The same can be said about society's humanist color. Increasingly fewer 
women in modern society find themselves privileged to have a normal 
intimate relationship with a man, for the simple reason that the non-
mutilated men have become increasingly rare. And I can assure you, there 
is a difference. One of my friends who has lost her husband many years 
ago laments that the difference in the quality of life is so great that she 
may never marry again as all of her attempts have failed to build a deep 
relationship with a mutilated man. And she said, she won't marry out of 
compassion. She also agrees with me that our modern culture suffers the 
same tragedy and that this tragedy reflects itself onto the nation as a 
whole. In this respect I agree completely with what the man said who 
spoke before me, except for one point that even he didn't see. He spoke 
of America as a nation that has shredded its soul; that has mutilated itself 
so extensively that is no longer able to function as a human society. He 
failed to note that what he said about America applies to a large portion 
of mankind, and that the doom he speaks of applies globally. When 
America falls, the world falls down with it. When the American currency 
looses its value, all of the currencies in the world loose their value with it, 
for the doom is built into the system of monetarism that the whole world 
now subscribes to. In this context, what the man said about a non-
collapse not being possible, applies to much of the world, for no one cries 
for the human soul in its death agony that mankind has brought upon it in 
its folly. Those who pray for the collapse of America in recompense for its 
crimes against mankind, thereby pray for their own doom. Their salvation 
lies not in recompense, but in the fundamental healing of society, which 
tragically, they do not seek. This is their doom. This doom applies to all of 
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us. So, I must agree with the man who spoke before me when he asked: 
who cries for the human soul?" 

The woman sat down. No one else spoke after her. It appears that 
the three speakers left us all empty in the wake of their speeches, as if 
they had opened us up and there was nothing there.  

I was certain that day that I had never heard any more-deep-
reaching, and powerful, and devastating speeches in my entire life, not in 
a pub, not in a lecture hall, not in a political forum, nor in a religious 
setting. It wasn't until after Tara started making her rounds again in her 
beautiful warm female manner and sexual charm, that sense of emptiness 
began to fade for she represented something of that precious soul of 
mankind that had become so precarious to be lost. I even had a sense that 
she understood something of the role that she played, in a process that is 
aimed towards healing, and that was carried forward consciously by a few 
whose soul was still alive. She was definitely one of those few. 
 



 
 

Chapter 5 - Impotence and Power  
  
 One day I noticed that Tara's nametag was pinned on slanted. I 

was determined to draw her attention to it, and then re-pin it straight. I 
recalled seeing her in conversation with another girl, busily straightening 
out the collar of the other girl's dress while they talked. Had she pinned 
the nametag on slanted, on purpose? Was this an invitation to gently 
interact? I puzzled about that. The thought seemed exciting. Should I 
simply go up to her and re-pin it straight?  

Of course, actually doing what I was hoping to do, like rearranging 
the nametag on her dress, is something quite daring, too daring perhaps 
even to contemplate. 

When she came near, I couldn't move, and this wasn't for the lack 
of opportunities. I was the first in the bar that day. Tara had stopped at 
my table three times for a chat. But I simply couldn't get my nerve up to 
do this simple loving thing. Three times I could have kicked myself. The 
next time I saw her, her nametag was straight. 

So, who was I to complain about the renowned Russian scientist 
for his omissions in an otherwise marvelous presentation, courageously 
delivered at the conference? It struck me as odd that while I complained, 
both he and Tara had moved much farther ahead in challenging 
conventions than I had allowed myself to go, so that she, a tavern girl, was 
now gently nurturing me, a diplomat, in the art of interacting as human 
beings. And more than that, to my shame, I had failed the first grade. 

 
The little episode with the nametag made me even more 

ashamed when I remembered that I had intended to step forward in the 
convention hall during the ovation for the speaker, to congratulate the 
man. It would have given me a perfect opportunity to gently start a dialog 
with the man, to explore the omitted issues by which his presentation 
would have been more complete, and the audience more enriched. But 
there too, I couldn't move. As if my feet were nailed to the floor, I just 
stood there without the slightest sense of power. By this stupid 
impotence, a great opportunity to contribute something of substance was 
squandered. 
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I wondered after the episode with the nametag, whether Tara 
might have sensed some of my frustrations with myself after I couldn't get 
my feet unstuck. I had met her in the lobby after the session ended. I 
wondered if her sensing my frustration had prompted her to nurture me 
gently along, in order to awaken my sense of power as a human being. 

I should have responded better to her during the nametag 
episode, than I had. I could have cried afterwards over my stupidity. Three 
times had a great opportunity been wasted that evening, and all for my 
lack of power that was in essence just sheer self-denial. Maybe she did 
teach me after all what she had intended to teach. That's just the way she 
was. Helping people came easy to her in the flow of her loving. 

 
Should you ever allow yourself to 'meet' Tara, you will soon find a 

beautiful rapport developing between you and her, a gentle rapport that 
is special and unmistakable, something you would feel you want to 
protect, even if it forces your impotence to the surface. My advice for you 
would be to open your eyes and your heart. When you come walking into 
the tavern, or you aren't seated at tables that she is serving that day, she 
will notice you and instantly wave. Don't be surprised if she waves to you 
right across the whole bar. It feels wonderful when this happens. You feel 
as though you and she are the only ones there, and all the others are but 
props of a stage setting forming the background. That's when you will 
agree that fact, fiction, and fantasy do indeed come together in her, 
without them being a contradiction to each other. What should be 
illogical under normal circumstances, becomes absolutely logical with 
Tara. 

Through her touch, old logic becomes reversed. It makes you 
question many things. Don't be surprised when you see contradictions 
were you had seen none before. It shocks you when you see people who 
on the surface live momentous lives, who move empires, who direct the 
flow of history, suddenly come to light as being quite dead inside. It 
shocks you when you find them strangled by tradition, by mythologies, by 
ambition, and by being locked into a conflict with themselves; who 
struggle against an impasse they cannot understand. Then Tara comes 
along and changes all that.  

An example of this kind of contradiction is Dieter Hoffman. Be 
prepared. Watch him! It is Saturday night. Saturday is the day for big 
dinners at Scuppy's, the very best of all the restaurants in the city. Watch 
for the power plays, the strangleholds, and the impasses. You walk into 
Scuppy's restaurant together with the whole group, a party of twelve, 
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with no reservations. Even in Russia you need reservations, especially 
during major events, and more so on weekends. It all adds up to a heck of 
a long wait. And let me warn you about those waits, they are highly 
profitable for the bar. Of course the waiting is also a lot of fun while 
you're chatting with the bar manager. Her name is Kimi. At Scuppy's all 
managers are female, some even speak English. When it comes to paying 
the bill, however, the fun ends, temporarily. 

One of the guys makes some wise crack about giving the bill to 
Dieter. Everyone, of course, supports that idea. After all, Dieter is the big 
man of the delegation, who had organized the entire Western group into 
one. His fame in this kind of game goes back a long way in organizing 
cultural exchange projects, like sponsoring a British rock group that had 
toured the entire USSR and had made him famous around the world as 
the engineer of the new cultural 'openness.' In this respect Dieter was a 
giant, a man who can stand up in a storm and raise his hand, and have the 
winds cease. 

You will remember this and feel a sense of pity when this giant of 
a man becomes caught up by the wind, being handed the bar tab for 
fourteen people drinking for over an hour. You look at him in disbelief and 
see him pay without a whimper. You would have fainted in his stead. But 
that's not how Dieter reacts. The whimper comes later, after midnight. By 
then you hardly remember that episode. The dinner is still on your mind. 
And what a dinner it had been, with eight of the most experienced bar 
sluggers assembled into one group, together with a bunch of lesser ones. 

During dinner the group became split across two tables. The 
drinkers on one, the 'normal' guys on the other. But that is where the 
division ended. There was instant rapport with every waitress that came 
to the tables, three in total. One was the bar manager herself. She came 
down from her bar-loft to see if her favorite patrons were properly looked 
after, suggesting which entries on the menu are the best of the day. And 
later she came again to see if everyone was pleased with her suggestions, 
and then for a third time to see if the dinner had been satisfactory. What 
a service! And in between she had sent one of her own bar waitresses to 
supply everyone with drinks, a lovely little blond girl, also named Tara. 
Tara served everyone a glass of wine on the house. She said it is a Russian 
tradition and winked. That's the kind of dinner it had been. 

Naturally the whole group ends up in the bar afterwards, blocking 
every thought from consciousness that relates to leaving. Who cares 
about the all-important communications meeting that always convenes at 
the end of each day, which had been rescheduled that day to start at 
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midnight in order to coincide with a similar communications meeting in 
Washington. Dieter was responsible for those meetings on our end. It 
seemed important to him, and it probably was. Tragically, none of the 
guys of his group cared that evening. 

At midnight the restaurant's staff, all of them girls, congregate at 
the bar for an after-work drink. The excitement of meeting all the lovely 
girls outweighs the call to duty. So you stay for another coffee, another 
Grand Marnier, and a second one, and a third. 

"We should call Dieter," someone pipes up in a loud tone. Dieter 
and a small group had left a long time earlier. Obviously, they were at the 
communications center. They obviously were the only ones there. You can 
somehow sense Dieter's anger. "We really should call Dieter," the guy 
repeats. 

"No, let's get Tara to call," someone suggests. 
Before it dawns on you what happened, one of the guys is on the 

other side of the bar, talking to Tara, the bar waitress. Using the phone at 
the bar, she calls and identifies herself as Tara. The girls at the bar giggle. 

You realize that Dieter must have heard them in the background. 
Suddenly you realize that things have gotten way out of hand. Someone 
offers you a ride. You leave with him. The rest stay. As you enter the 
communications room, you meet Dieter head on. He snarls at you, boiling 
inside. Then he turns silent, dead silent. You watch him pace quietly up 
and down the nearly empty meeting room, glancing at the telecom 
equipment, looking at the clock, at the door, at you, his face cold, drawn 
with anger. It hits you hard, this silent one-man show. You become 
inevitably envious of the others who hadn't returned yet. 

Of course you try to understand Dieter's reaction. He shoulders 
the responsibility. But you also realize that something much more 
profound is unfolding, that is eating him. The incident must have drawn 
into doubt the professionalism of 'his' team. He had never failed. Least of 
all he couldn't stomach that his guys had involved a girl. He couldn't deal 
with that. He had accepted a great responsibility. This particular 
conference was apparently an important one for him. Our mission was to 
read between the lines and look for subtle twists in Soviet policy. His 
anger, no doubt, came from his realization that he had overestimated the 
guys, that now some vital information might become irrecoverably lost. 

You try to reason with him. You tell him that one slip-up isn't the 
beginning of disaster. But you make no impression on him. 

He stops his pacing and looks you into the eye. "If the end of 
civilization hangs in the balance, we cannot afford to miss one single step, 
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the smallest point, the faintest idea. It's all much too important for any of 
you to be sloppy," he says angrily. 

He leaves the room. Someone mentions that he is going to the 
hotel to pry the guys out of the bar. You wish you could have told him of 
his mistake, that it was Scuppy's Tara he had spoken to, not our Tara from 
the tavern. But he finds the guys at the hotel lobby anyway. They had just 
returned. Some were getting their security badges from the hotel's safety 
deposit. 

Randy gets the full brunt of Dieter's anger. He retaliates. He 
threatens to fly home on the next plane. The atmosphere remains tense 
for four entire days. 

Of course, Tara at Ruggels is the first to be told about the mistake 
in identity. She actually never met Dieter before, as he seldom mixes 
socially with his group. When she finally does meet him, she grins; "Ah, 
you are this famous man everyone has been telling me about." 

You look at Dieter, at her. You see him smile. 
"Hope it wasn't anything bad," he replies. 
"Bad?" she replies. "Be careful! Don't get me confused with the 

other Tara!" she grins. 
"Oh, you know about this, too?" you hear him say. But you see 

him grinning. The anger is gone. 
"I know everything," she replies in her sweet voice, waving her 

finger at him. Then she starts to laugh, Dieter also. Suddenly you realize 
that this is the first time you've seen him laugh about this silly sad 
incident. 

It really takes you by surprise, how little it took to stop this four-
day private war, though Dieter will never admit that a woman had been 
involved in bringing peace to the affair. A joke surfaces in the background, 
that to Dieter a woman is someone bare-footed, pregnant, and working in 
the kitchen. You feel compassion for him, as you realize that no one is 
beyond becoming entangled in mythologies. 

There is Roger for instance, getting drunk one evening. "I hate 
women," he keeps saying, while doing everything in his power to be near 
any female, tall or small, or say Tara's name and look at Keith, calling him 
darling, commenting that without his glasses Keith might be rather good 
looking. 

"If this is the cream of the crop that the Western World has 
produced, God help us!" I said to myself. 
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My views about Tara were quite different. My dreams about her 
were totally free of any reference to marriage or sexual involvement. They 
were far more than that. They were dreams about an unrestrained unity, 
filled with affection. Those dreams were beautiful, not contradictory. 
Naturally, some facets in the imagination were centered on sex, but these 
were dull by comparison with the sweet interchange of mutually enriching 
affections. Tara became synonymous to me with an escape from the 
myths and the boundary-creating traditions, though she had established 
her own boundaries of sorts, and myths that she clung to. I felt that there 
was something powerfully healthy about knowing her. She is the kind of 
person that touches one deeply and simply, and with a glorious sense of 
liberty. 

My daydreams about her went beyond sex, to visions of meeting 
her someplace nice, merely to see her smile, to feel her vitality, having 
holidays together, inviting her for a visit. It all seemed totally practical if it 
were not for the myths surrounding marriages, hers that was about to be, 
and my own that had become overshadowed by a bright promise that I 
couldn't fully understand. If it weren't for those factors, what a reception 
we would give to one-another! How wonderful it would be to show her 
the sights of Washington, New York, Tokyo, and Beijing! You will agree 
that dreams of this kind appear to be forever blocked by an impasse of a 
much deeper nature than those little hurdles that we courageously had 
brushed aside at Ruggels. 

 
Have you ever felt that the taller your dreams are, the more 

beautiful they get? That's because the taller dreams imply a base of 
freedom that is far greater than anything that you've ever dared to reach 
for. Maybe in the untangling of the enslaving mythologies, will we 
discover the key to stopping the destruction of humanity? You also know 
that this aim will not be reached easily, if ever, seeing how demanding the 
slightest steps in that direction already are. 

 
Imagine you really wanted to invite Tara out for lunch or dinner! 

We had dared, once, a few from our group. 
Imagine you stroll into Ruggels to the beat of the music. You're 

lucky, you meet her right near the entrance. You put your arm around her 
and give her a gentle hug. 'Hi Tara.... Do you think it is possible....? 

Well, this isn't easy! Doubts, fears, inhibitions, all well up and 
control every inch of you. It took me three hours just to get my nerve up 
to ask the little question. I had been chosen for the 'mission.' 
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She blushed and shook her head. 
My heart was pounding. 
"It's very sweet of you all to invite me," she said in her lovely 

gentle way, "but I can't. I have a boyfriend; he would be mad at me." 
Could I think of anything intelligent to reply? No! 
"Maybe it is possible to arrange something that would include 

him," she added, turning away. 
Wow! What she had suggested made no sense. This would mean 

total conflict. Almost a day went by before I realized what she had really 
said. Obviously she had a wider vision. She had made this suggestion 
without hesitation. She must have felt it to have been possible for several 
men to be in love with the same girl and to somehow let each one’s 
affection stand - not in competition to one-another, but as something 
valid, - each being vital in its own way, and enriching. 

This was tall stuff, the stuff I had dared to believe existed in 
theory, but never in practice. The only exception to that rule happened 
during those two days that I shared with Steve and Ushi in Leipzig, which 
seemed so distant now. Was Tara their equal, with everything flowing 
freely from the heart? 

When I met Tara again the next evening, I hugged her once more. 
"Do you really think it is possible?" I asked. 

She smiled and nodded. "I'll introduce you to my boyfriend when 
he comes in." 

 
Her boyfriend did come by. He is a medical student in his final 

year of study. He speaks in a matter-of-fact kind of way, with an 
unreserved friendliness that almost matched hers. 

You will find it beautiful being touched in that wide open and 
honest fashion, an experience you won't soon forget. In fact, it comes 
more into focus as time goes by. It is easy to be impressed by him, too. He 
tells you he is getting ready for a critical exam for certification as a 
surgeon. Naturally, you don't bring up the subject of having dinner 
together. "Not now!" You say to yourself. Such a thing would be cruel. 
Still, you have the distinct impression by the way he talks, that the 
invitation wouldn't have created a conflict. He seems not to be possessive 
of her. You see that he likes her a lot, in a gentle, generous way. 

 
The thought crossed my mind during those days to invite them 

both to Washington. There was a need for more people to help counter 
the imperials' depopulation project with a greater sense of unity based on 
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the Principle of Universal Love. There was a need for this principle to be 
unfolding profoundly, and in such a way that it isolates no one, but 
bridges all isolation. I felt that this process needed to be learned from the 
ground up, before it could be extended to include also the oligarchy. 
Inviting Tara and her friend, seemed like a big enough start. I had a feeling 
that they might become valuable contributors in the fight for a freer 
society, but on the other hand, I already knew what they stood for, what 
their limits were, how far they had dared to move, and that didn't seem to 
be quite enough to warrant the invitation. I was looking for 'big' answers. I 
was looking for answers as big, as those were that Olive had expected. Or 
maybe the invitation would have contributed enough for a tiny step 
ahead, which is better than no step at all. I certainly hadn't made a single 
step of progress in dealing with my own impasse, which I had hoped to 
find a resolution for during the time of the conference. Nothing had been 
achieved on that front.  
 



 

Chapter 6 - Words Without Meaning  
  
  
The next day was our last day in Russia. It became a day of healing 

for me, at last. The exuberant joy, and also the feeling of shame that 
emerged later for the terrible things that were being committed by 
humanity against each other, that I had become ever-deeper committed 
to prevent, both became replaced by something that created a deep 
sense of peace. This occurred on the last day. It occurred almost as a 
surprise. The entire conference schedule for the last day had been 
changed. The final speeches, ceremonies and summations were all 
cancelled and replaced with a cultural celebration. 

We were not told to whose credit it was that our last session at 
the conference should become a cultural uplift. All that we were told was 
that someone had arranged for the city's symphony orchestra to close the 
conference. Evidently the ruling council recognized that a celebration with 
classical music would reach deeper and say more than any political 
dignitary would. They might have even recognized that classical music is 
rooted in one of the greatest period of renaissance, and is therefore more 
suited to speak to the heart in a way as each person needed it. 

I had a faint suspicion that Nic might have had a hand in the 
change in plans. That's why I wasn't totally surprised by it happening. I 
also wanted to believe that it might have been Olive, who had 
accomplished this brilliant feat. It would certainly be her style to do that. I 
felt that Nic, too, was sensitive enough to the real needs of people to do 
such a thing. However, I felt that Olive understood those needs more 
deeply from her own experience. 

As it was, I couldn't locate either one of them among the crowd of 
people. They simply weren't anywhere to be seen. I tried to contact them 
through the front desk, but to no avail. I kept an eye out for them in the 
hope that I might see at least one of them after the concert. But this 
didn't happen, either. Of course I understood that a personal meeting 
with either of them wasn't really necessary anymore. I knew what they 
both stood for. This understanding also seemed to be confirmed in the 
music. 

The music was Brahms' Fourth Symphony. Logically it should have 
been Beethoven's music to mark such an occasion. Personally, I loved 
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hearing the Brahms. The Fourth of Brahms was the last symphony by a 
great man, as if it were composed in celebration of a life lived to the full. 
That's how I felt about the conference too. My struggles had turned into 
the satisfaction of knowing that my coming to this place had been 
worthwhile. The symphony brings out a sense of satisfaction with life, as if 
Brahms was saying farewell to a beautiful world that he was glad to have 
been a part of. I remembered the music of his Fourth Symphony as a 
melodic ode to life itself, carried on the wings of joy as it were, speaking 
of peace and power. 

The music left me with a deep sense of deep peace. In this peace 
there was no feeling of loss, or sadness for not seeing Olive again, or 
shame for what I should have done and had been unable to do in terms of 
changing the world, or even discontentment over the unrealized little step 
of embracing Tara more fully. Nor was there any apprehension anymore 
about meeting Sylvia again with a full disclosure of what lay behind and 
ahead. 

This peace was built on a platform that Raymond the psychiatrist 
knew nothing about, but which Brahms had known, and Olive and Nicolai 
had somehow discovered. Perhaps Brahms had been on that same path 
that we are all on, except perhaps in a simpler world, though it probably 
didn't seem simple to him. And then, perhaps today's world might appear 
simple to someone like Nicolai, hence the ironclad hope that he had 
conveyed with his speech on the second last day of the conference. The 
world also seemed to be simple enough and beautiful all at the same 
time, to Olive Osipov. Somehow, the names Nicolai Vasili Berendeyev and 
Olive Osipov remained stuck in my mind, when the conference ended. 

 
The finale of the symphony closed the conference proceedings. 

No speeches seemed necessary, no awards were given, and no 
recommendations were made. The conference simply ended as if to 
acknowledge that everyone knew what had to be done. When the music 
ended, there was a standing ovation for the conductor and for the 
orchestra. Then, everybody simply left. 

 
After this ending of a remarkable event, it became holiday time, a 

time for lounging by the pool, for getting soft drinks at the bar, a time for 
swimming and getting boiling hot in the whirlpool. It was a time to 
celebrate the conclusion that became a celebration of life, but also a time 
to get back down to Earth and to deal with its petty annoyances. 
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I skipped the pool. Swimming seemed too boring, too lifeless, too 
stale, after the exuberant ending and the hope and joy it had inspired. I 
went for a walk instead, all the way to the end of the five-kilometer long 
jetty that had been built straight as an arrow into the Black Sea. I was 
surrounded by the endless sea, virtually on all sides, and by a sea of 
cumulus clouds above that seemed close enough to touch, extending 
from horizon to horizon. I was alone out there to celebrate our wonderful 
world, and the peace that I had now found with its promise for 
unprecedented freedoms for mankind. 

 
It turned out that my lone celebration was somewhat premature, 

as a final celebration. The final celebration unfolded later that evening, 
where another small breakthrough was made, which too, inspired great 
joy. Unfortunately, the power to implement its continued imperative, to 
claim the freedom that it promised, had not yet been attained, except 
perhaps a tiny bit of it that added still another sense of celebration at the 
end of this last day. 

 
It became apparent to me that one can't overturn centuries of 

obedience to false axioms in a single moment, or with a single step 
forward, and boldly step beyond the isolation they produce. In this case 
the as yet unmet challenge was to step beyond the encumberment of 
peer pressure, and the boundaries they create for one, including the 
myths they are founded on. Those barriers became rather imposing that 
evening. Where was my power that we have as human beings to step 
beyond those barriers? I got caught up in them. 

 
With this in mind, allow me to invite you once more to experience 

with us the impasses and the joys that unfold when it becomes possible to 
move beyond the impasses just a little. 

The 'official' evening starts with a big dinner, as you might 
suspect. A big 'victory' dinner is on the agenda of our group, as the final 
event. But, oops! Why has John chosen to start the gathering of the clan 
for dinner at the back lounge that isn't Tara's territory? 

"Maybe he did it on purpose," someone suggests. "His girlfriend 
arrived from Montreal. They are going to visit China afterwards." 

Nevertheless, John of all people, should have known that this 
creates a problem for the rest of the guys. Doesn't he realize that this is 
our last day? How is one to say farewell now? Everyone knows Tara isn't 
allowed to intrude into another girl's territory, not even for a chat. 



Chapter 6 – Words Without Meaning 

81 

Luckily you arrive late enough so that you don't get to sit down on 
the chesterfields, but at the nearby high table equipped with tall bar 
chairs from where you can scan the whole place. You look up, then smile; 
Tara has spotted you. You both wave to each other as on previous 
occasions. Only this is no longer enough, not for the final farewell. 

Actually, you're puzzled why none of the guys are bothered by 
this inconvenient situation. Or maybe they are, but are careful not to let it 
show. Only once did someone ask me, "Did you see Tara?" 

"She's over there," another had replied in my stead in a grim sort 
of voice, as if he would love to be there with her and couldn't. 

That's when you'll decide that you will talk with her no matter 
what. So you slip off your chair, as quietly as you can. 

"Where are you going?" someone asks you. You could kick him. 
"Getting some snacks," you reply hastily. 
The snack bar has German style wieners that evening. Of course, a 

hearty snack is the last thing you need before dinner. Still, you get some. 
But Tara isn't anywhere near the snack stand. So you decide to try again 
later. 

"Look he's getting more snacks," someone notes, as you get up. 
So you oblige the chap, and meet his expectation. You get more 

snacks, a few vegetables this time, some tomatoes, and a scoop of the dip 
they have prepared for it. Fortunately, vegetables aren't filling. But the 
worst is that you failed again to meet Tara. You become frustrated and 
tell yourself you should have waited for her to come back out of the 
kitchen. She moves around swiftly during the busy hours. But had you 
waited for her there, the guys would have asked; what took you so long? 

So once again you determine to try later. 
Naturally someone notices you as soon as you get off your chair. 
"Are you leaving?" he asks. 
"No, I'm heading for the can!" you say angrily and go. 
It's like having to ask permission for every move. And you fail to 

meet her this time, too. The conversation had spoiled your timing. 
At last you're fed up with the secrecy and the submission to 

whatever it is that holds you back. You decide you don't give a hoot, and if 
anyone should ask, you would announce to the world that you're going 
down to the main lounge to have a chat with Tara. But now, everyone is 
intensely arguing about something, and you slip away unnoticed. You 
can't help a big grin when you finally meet her. You find her talking with 
another waitress. She instantly stops the conversation. She introduces you 



Chapter 6 – Words Without Meaning 

82 

to her. You talk for a while, reaching out for her hands, holding them 
tight, saying your lines to bid her farewell. 

"I'm glad we have met," she replies. "You people have all been 
great!" she said smiling. 

"You too, Tara," you reply. "We'll miss you of course." 
She smiles again. Then there follow some moments of silence, 

followed by a sudden torrent of last-minute thoughts that needed to be 
voiced at this last chance, all uttered in private conversation, while you 
smile at each other. Your conversation culminates into a tight embrace, a 
long lasting bear hug, the first real intimacy. Oh what joy! And it was all 
'crowned' with a kiss. 

"But after your dinner tonight, be sure to come to my area," she 
said. 

This you promise, though you doubt that the dinner would be 
over in time. Actually, it didn't seem to matter now. You have had your 
last embrace. You walk away smiling and satisfied. 

 
Naturally the dinner is late getting started, and it drags on. And 

why shouldn't it? There's nothing to hurry for, no meeting to go to. 
Everything is casual. Everything is a celebration. There are drinks made 
available before the meal, with appetizers, and more drinks afterwards. 
Of course everyone congregates at the bar again after the meal. But all of 
a sudden, around eleven thirty, you hear Bill speak up. Bill is the person 
who has the car, and whoever controls transportation calls the tune. He 
tells you he wants to leave early the next morning, and is going back to 
the hotel. Naturally, as his rider, you go with him, Paul and Keith too. But 
at the hotel, Bill pipes up and suggests having another drink first. He 
wants to say good-bye to Tara! 

You can hardly believe your ears. Bill has never shown any special 
interest in her. Suddenly he worries about picking the wrong area. After 
looking around for a second, he marches straight into the kitchen to ask 
Tara herself, which area she is serving. He isn't going to take any chances. 
No Sir! Nothing, it seems, is going to stop him from getting this last 
meeting with Tara right. The lounge manager tries to interpose, but 
comes too late. "We want Tara to serve us!" Bill excuses our intrusion. 

 
"Pick any place," the manager suggests. 
Tara suggests differently. She suggests a corner table on the 

upper lounge. "I can talk with you there, without the manager seeing it," 
she whispers. 
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Closing time is 2:30 AM. You have two hours to go. At first you 
order beer, but you call Tara back and correct yourself. You remember 
Randy's suggestion: On a special occasion, why not have a fine liquor? 
Don't be so cheap! So you ask for a Grand Marnier to celebrate the 
occasion. That's also when you get the idea, and the courage, to ask Tara 
for her full name and address to be able to send her a present from 
overseas. You remember a time when you had paid her with a US quarter 
by mistake. You had offered to exchange it. "No, No, I'll keep it as a 
souvenir," she had said. How much more then would a parcel from a far-
away country mean? 

You aim to do this for her. You casually slip off your chair, and 
boldly go up to her and ask for her address. She looks at you and grins. 
She doesn't answer, but you know you've got it. So you climb back on 
your chair, beaming brighter than a light bulb, totally surprised that none 
of the others had noticed what happened. They don't even notice when 
she walks by later on and places a napkin in front of you without saying a 
word. You fold it up quickly. Everything is there; her name, address, all 
neatly printed. You stash it away. 

Eventually Randy comes by and some of the others. He orders his 
usual, "a beer with a kiss." The beer always comes; the kiss never does. 
Ah, but while unloading the tray, Tara rests one of her legs on the barstool 
beside him. Poor Randy, he can't help himself. He quickly reaches for it, 
and stroking it once or twice announces in a loud tone; "You shouldn't do 
that, Tara!" 

It was all in good fun, of course. 
Later, when she comes collecting for the Grand Marnier, she 

stands very close, and in a flash you remember something that happened 
the previous Friday. 

After your usual swim you had stopped at the bar dressed in 
shorts and sneakers, a towel under one arm. Of course you didn't come 
for another beer or to talk with the guys. You wanted Tara to see you, to 
see what her reaction would be. 

So there you are. You meet her right by the door, at the music 
stand. You glance at her as you walk by. She glances back, but she doesn't 
say a word. Neither do you. You find the guys at the table opposite the 
entrance. You pretend to come for a chat, all the while watching her out 
of the corner of your eye. Then someone gets the better of you and 
remarks about this being a beach party night, and you’re being the only 
one in the place properly dressed for it. You don't mind the joking of 
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course. You're waiting for her to pick her tray up again, your cue to excuse 
yourself and start walking. 

You meet her exactly half way. It all happens very quickly. She 
grins as you pass close to her, and in passing, you feel her hand touching 
you at the top of your leg, her fingertips sort of rolling off. 

Gosh, this reaction was more than what you had bargained for. 
All this comes to mind as she stands very close to you that night, 

collecting for the Grand Marnier. You suddenly feel yourself driven by this 
impulse that this is the moment to return the gesture. Scared as hack you 
hesitate, then you touch her leg and tap it three times with your fingertips 
against the stocking, then stroking it briefly. 

She reacts by not reacting at all. Still it's exciting. You wish you 
could know what she had thought about it. But you'll never know. It 
happens in the flash of a moment and you certainly can't ask. 

 
Ah, but a reaction of sorts does come, quite unexpected, in a 

somewhat delayed form. At the time of our getting ready to leave, she has 
a farewell kiss for all four of us, and a bear hug followed by a few 
moments of facing one-another with a smile and a few sad phrases that 
have little meaning in themselves. The words were too shallow for the 
depth of the feeling they should have conveyed. Nevertheless, what sticks 
fast in the mind afterwards, isn't the memory of the kiss and the hug that 
were so freely given, but these glorious moments of facing one-another, 
all filled with smiles and with those words that had no meaning. But oh, 
they had a grand meaning. There was something rich there, a touching of 
hearts, a unity of affection across the boundaries of mythologies and 
traditions, a breath of freedom, a movement without aim, a loveliness 
that no man causes and only a few care enough to see. 

As she walks away from that last fare well, you suddenly get this 
gnawing feeling that you will never see her again. She waves one last 
time. You wave back and close your eyes. 

 
That evening, as it were in a dream, Helen's universal lattice of 

our universal humanity came into my thoughts again. I loved that image 
that represents the universal marriage of human hearts, as Helen had 
described it. It came to light suddenly as an image of a reality that is more 
profound and real than any God is; the image of a boundless kiss; an 
embrace without words. Was this what I had come to Russia to find 
reflected in real life, so that I could take the substance of it back to Sylvia? 
In Helen's experience this image had been intertwined with the healing of 
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a friend. Why shouldn't the truth that it represented to Helen, of a 
universal unity, unfold its power for healing also in my case? Could this 
truth become the 'gold' of our union, and unite us all more deeply than 
ever before? 

I realized that I did see some reflections of Helen's spirit in Russia. 
I saw it reflected in Tara, Olive, and in Astrid the Swedish woman, even in 
our entire group, and in many more people, like our last speaker, Nicolai 
Vasili Berendeyev. All seemed united in some way by those threads of 
love that Helen had beheld, universally threaded across the whole lateral 
lattice that she saw before her as the reality of our being. I realized that 
the people that I had learned to love and embrace during our short time 
in Russia, were extending those kinds of threads of love that one rarely 
ever sees, or is reluctant to acknowledge when one does see them. Tara 
had made these threads stand out clear and strong, and so had Olive and 
even Nicolai in his own way. I seemed to be alone, though, in my 
realization, which brought all those strands together into Helen's lateral 
lattice. I realized that in the realm of advanced perception one is almost 
always alone. At the leading edge one is necessarily alone with oneself 
and with the reality of universal truths, because the interface needs yet to 
be built that uplifts the real world into this realm of unfolding truths. The 
advancing thought therefore always precedes its manifestation. 

 
In relating to one-another universally as human beings, we truly 

share the world that we have built. And so, I invite you one final time to 
share my life with me in this amazing world, and to share the joys that I 
find there. It has been said, that before the altar of truth one is always 
alone, but in the wide world of daily living the truth, that one finds in the 
privacy of the mind, all stands in unity and this truth nourishes one. It 
becomes the seed crystal for new and ever greater joys. At the leading 
edge of discerning truth, ideas are born; the cradle of humanity unfolds; 
we find ourselves cradled in it; we find our sanity and our sanctity there, 
where the sublime universal truth is coming to light from which alone love 
unfolds and our world begins anew, moment by moment. 

As we meet in time and space I cannot offer you my heaven, but I 
can offer to share with you the outcome of it, and to let you know that we 
are united by its reality, in which the reality of our humanity is reflected. 
That's our common world, the so-called real world that we can see and 
feel and touch, in which we smile and enrich one-another, and part as we 
must, but never again part enough to become separated in thought. And 
so life goes on. 
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So, let me invite you one last time, to join me in thought. Your 

plane leaves the city the next morning. It is a bright morning. You look 
down onto the city after takeoff. You reflect on what has been, on what 
has happened and is now past, but which has changed you and thereby 
would change the future. 

You search the shoreline for the hotel. It isn't hard to find. You 
notice the jetty that jots out from the shore. The highway is busy again. 
You look at your watch. It is 7:56 AM. You realize that Tara's workday is 
still a half a day away. Most likely the bar will be empty now. The 
conference is over. It will be cool and lonely in this now largely empty 
place. Will she feel a touch of sadness as you feel it, and at the same time 
feel richer for us all having met, even if it was just for those few days, 
ending with the realization that we may never meet again? Will she 
remember the excitement, the creativity, and the love? Or will she 
remember nothing at all as though this meeting was but another flicker 
on an endless horizon? Most likely this flicker will blend into the 
background with other great events, and meetings, and other loves, 
which, too, fade away in the brightness of the new days ahead. 

 
As the plane climbs, Suchumi recedes in the distance. You see 

things in a larger context now, in the context of how she relates to your 
great puzzle and to the world, and how her touch had turned rationality 
upside down in her unique way. The kiss and the hug that should have 
been the zenith of touching one-another, all paled against this last bright 
smile and those words without meaning. 

 
For me, Tara's 'touch' had started a quiet liberation. Yes, she had 

made a difference. What Raymond hadn't accomplished, she had helped 
to accomplish with ease, against the background of Nicolai's speech and 
Olive's love, without ever becoming aware that she was a part of that 
movement. She had gone but a few steps on that trek that neither she, 
nor I, knew how to finish, but those steps had been richly human and 
affectionate. I felt a trace of despair in my heart, because the world knows 
far too little about those riches. How dare those people on the thrones of 
the world claim for themselves the right to wipe all of this out for some 
dark and hidden political objective? The thought of depopulation weighed 
heavily against my Soul, perhaps as heavily as Olive had experienced it 
tragically. Still it made me laugh. I had to laugh at myself, because Tara 
had been right. You might wonder what the laughter was for. 
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Please forgive me. I should have invited you to share the intimacy 

of the private conversation, that I have had with Tara in the flow of saying 
good bye to her on the last evening before the big dinner, before the big 
hug and the kiss. Parting, it seems, is never easy. 

The moments of silence on such an occasion that seemed to be 
reserved just for smiles, are actually filled with a desperate searching for 
what should have been said, what needed to be said, but what had been 
withheld for the lack of the right moment, and now the moments were 
running short. 

The torrent of words that follows the silent moments of our last 
meeting starts with laughter. "How can I ever forget you?" she had said. 
"You are the most peculiar people I have ever met, and the most daring. 
You come to Russia and you find yourself in an Olympic ski race as it were, 
but you never skied before. You stand at the starting gate in the great 
race with the tips of your skies pointing into the air, and what you see 
below them is not the course before you, of the race, but the valley 
below, and you ask yourself, what am I doing here? 

"I never knew about this race," she says. "I never knew that 
mankind is in a race for its survival, competing with the galactic forces of 
the Universe. By all that I heard, the Ice Age schedule seems to be as tight 
as any Olympic competition. You, Peter, entered that big race while 
having to learn to ski as you go. That has never been done before. So you 
hear the starting gun go off, but before you're fully out of the gate you 
fall. However, that doesn't deter you. You get up and go again, 
determined to reach the next mogul without crashing into it, but being 
able to use it to get to the next gateposts. 

"You seem to be in this race for all of us," she said. "We should be 
on the course with you, but lack the daring. All we can do is cheer you on, 
even as you fall and try again, and you get better at it. It seems there has 
been no Olympic race in the history of racing, with so many hurdles to 
cross and challenges along the way, with so few champions on the course, 
and those who are, racing as unprepared as you all are. And still you are 
the leading edge. We should be all out there with you. Then we would be 
less inclined to chuckle, when you loose your balance and go through all 
kinds of gyrations to regain it, before the next turn comes that demands 
you to be in total control. But somehow you seem to be staying on your 
feet. 

"This is what Olive had said to me," Tara says quietly with a smile. 
"That's what she said about you before she had to leave on an urgent 
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mission. She came by here at the bar while you were in the meetings, and 
had made this comparison, and had asked me not to tell you until the last 
day, and to tell you that she loves you. Of course, I fully agree with what 
she said, Peter. She is totally right in everything she said, and I love you 
for it myself from the bottom of my heart. I only hope that some day I 
have the courage to strap on a pair of skis myself, to be able to follow 
your lead, and experience the challenge, and the danger, and the 
satisfaction when the small achievements are made that probably seem 
like giant achievements at the time." 

"Don't belittle yourself," I said to her, and began to smile. "Your 
contribution during those two weeks that we have had here have been 
amazing. They enriched the landscape and gave color and sunshine to it 
that won't likely soon be forgotten and maybe more of substance than all 
the political talk has been. In fact, I am certain that your contribution was 
the most substantial in the one area that ultimately counts, that of 
reviving the human soul that has been largely left to die in the world. I 
think I can also say with near certainty that you will be remembered by all 
of us long after the political stuff has been blown away with the wind and 
become forgotten." 

"Oh, did you boys dream every night of having sex with me," she 
said with a grin and waved a finger at me. 

I shook my head. "I can't speak for the others," I said. "As for me, 
I'm afraid to say, that I haven't, not even once. It took me a while to 
realize why." 

"Oh didn't I measure up to your expectations?" she said and 
ginned again. 

"More than you may imagine," I said. "But this is bigger. It has 
something to do with science fiction novels. In some of these exotic 
novels space pioneers go far out of their way to terraform other planets 
to make them into a replica of what they have on Earth. But what have 
they accomplished in the end? They don't end up with anything greater 
than what they always had. Why wouldn't they aim for something greater, 
for something that they don't have, or cannot have on Earth, for 
something that the Earth is too small, or too limited, or too primitive, to 
enable? This is the equivalent for what you became. Why would I dream 
of you when you offered every day with your wonderful charm something 
greater than I could possibly dream up? You have a sparkle that keeps the 
fire in the heart burning brightly. A boy like me needs this fire. It feeds the 
soul. Of course, a boy like me also needs sex, but this I can have plenty at 
home, which meets many needs and satisfies. I am saying with this, that 
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as human beings, we need both the fire and the satisfaction, and that 
neither of the two is any less profound than the other. Every bird has two 
wings. It needs them both to fly. You have nourished a fire that may some 
day enable me to soar high above the landscape of our deeply troubled 
world and aid it in some way and bring healing to it. And for this you'll 
always have a place in my heart where I keep all what is precious to me." 

Her response came in the form of tears and a hug that seemed to 
last forever.  

 
I remembered this precious farewell, the tears and her smiles, 

when I was in the plane the next morning. I remembered also what I had 
not told Tara, though should have, that she had been slightly mistaken 
about one aspect concerning my ski race, namely that I had entered the 
race not totally unprepared. I should have told her that I had skied before 
in Leipzig with Steve and with his wife Ushi, with them both being the 
most scientifically grounded instructor I had ever studied with. "Steve had 
guided me gently down on one of the little hills that children use," I 
should have said to Tara. I should have told her that the little hill seemed 
like a vertical slope to me then. And even after I barely had mastered that 
entry challenge, I had tried to ski on my own shortly thereafter. Skiing 
seemed easy suddenly, even skiing alone. Still, I fell many a time. I made 
mistakes. Once I could barely get up again. I had injured a ligament as it 
were. I should have told that that this was the reason why I had come to 
the Black Sea resort. I had come for a cure, not to be drawn into the 
greatest ski challenge in my entire existence. But I should also have added 
that if the future of mankind is the gold that must be won, can anyone 
justify to himself not to be in the race? Yes, it's damn scary to be on the 
racecourse, I should have said to her. And I should have also said that she 
was wrong about another thing, namely about her standing idly by. I had 
seen her on the racecourse checking out the equipment, mentally 
strapping herself into the exotic racing boots and shooting down the 
course with me. Maybe she was laughing with me when I fell and got up 
again, when I missed the gate that she had set up with the name tag that 
she had pinned on slanted and I couldn't master the slope to pin it on 
straight. Maybe she was also laughing for joy that nothing could hinder 
the final completion of this race now once the run had been started and I 
was on the course to stay and to win. Maybe she had noticed that I too 
had tears in my eyes when we parted, tears of joy in the final moments 
before the big bear hug that was followed by that grand and only kiss. 
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As I remembered the kiss, Suchumi was receding in the distance, 
barely visible by then through the small window of the aircraft. I felt the 
same joy as if the kiss hadn't ended. Maybe it had become lodged in the 
soul, now feeding me, whereby it would become intertwined with a 
growing hope for a victory that had begun its unfolding in the brightness 
of Olive's love and her determination to fight for the life of all mankind 
which I had come to value evermore now. I knew that Olive's love would 
never be forgotten, nor Tara's love and her name. Nor would their kisses 
become forgotten, few as they had been, or recede from memory for a 
long time, if ever. I also knew that Olive and I, too, would never be far 
apart, since we were linked by Jean Sibelius' Symphony Number One and 
his violin concerto, which with their golden strands of what is precious to 
the heart, link us with the whole of humanity. I also could still hear the 
peaceful music of Brahms Number Four, perhaps more so because of the 
peace that I now felt, and the joy, and the power that the music conveys 
abundantly, which were so richly reminiscent now of my meeting with 
Olive and Tara too. 
 



 

Chapter 7 - A Power Greater than War  
  
 
It unfolds gently in the universe of the soul. It did so for me that 

day. With Suchumi far behind me now, I became grateful for those 
multifaceted experiences of unity that I had made more profound with my 
being there. Unlike most travelers, I came away far richer from this place 
than I had come, because of those experiences, even as I had enriched 
others in some small way.  

While the aircraft was still climbing to its cruising altitude of 
42,000 feet, my looking back over all that had happened, suddenly also 
brought on a sad feeling together with the joy it had inspired, I began to 
compare our event in Suchumi with the great Woodstock peace-concert, 
the greatest peace-power event in modern history, and I found our efforts 
wanting on many counts in the light of what I felt they had not 
accomplished.  

For three days, back in 1969, the youth of America had come 
together on a farm near Woodstock in New York State to listen to great 
songs of music in which they found echoed the power for peace that they 
had in their soul as human beings. They came as strangers, but departed 
with this concept of human beings as strangers turned upside down in 
their heart and invalidated. There had been a quest for peace rising across 
the nation at this time, a yearning for peace. In this setting the concert 
became an invitation to do something concrete towards peace that was 
fast fading in the world, an to do it also in the service of America.  

50,000 people had been expected to attend the three-day concert 
that would feature some of the most-leading bands of America. This 
expectation of 50,000 attendees, reasonable as it may have been in 
comparison with previous events of this type, was soon superseded. 
Before the event got under way close to 200,000 tickets had been sold, 
and when it started more than half a million showed up. Peace had been 
the driving power. The optimism for peace that arose from the realization 
of the Moon-landing mission was still in the air. Just a month prior to the 
event, the first manned Moon landing in the history of mankind had been 
carried out that everyone had celebrated as a spectacular success, and as 
an example of the power of mankind as an infinite species. This had 
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furnished the background for the peace concert and a counter-
background to undermine the powers driving for war. 

Near the end of World War II, President Franklin Roosevelt had 
assured Prime Minister Churchill, the front man at the time for the 
masters of empire, that after the war colonialism would end, empire itself 
would end, and all the oppressed and exploited people in the world would 
have peace and be supported in their development. But this was not to 
happen. Instead of empire coming to an end, Roosevelt's life came to an 
end, and with it all that he stood for was turned upside down. Instead of 
allowing peace, the empire began to expand its reach across the world 
with America as its servant at its side. The new assault on mankind began 
in 1951 with the CIA-organized Congress for Cultural Freedom. In this 
case, cultural freedom meant the unrestrained freedom to kill, to 
destabilize third world nations, especially those who had looked for the 
realization of Roosevelt's promise. In the background of the Congress for 
Cultural Freedom, the entire Communist block had been targeted for 
eradication that stood as a barrier against the coveted World Empire. For 
this the Korean War was erupted a year earlier, in 1950. The USA fought 
this war to secure an airbase close enough to enable its threatened 
nuclear strikes to reach across the entire Asian communist world, and the 
communist world fought to prevent this. The prevention failed. The war 
ended in 1953 after more than three million people were killed, and 
almost all of North Korea was destroyed. With its airbase secure, the USA 
began to terrorize the Soviet Union and China from it and from Turkey in 
the ensuing nuclear arms race that over the years had become a world-
engulfing monster. The American goal had been to eradicate communism 
with an envisioned death toll exceeding 200 million. President Kennedy 
had stopped this.  

It appears that President Kennedy had understood the game, and 
had understood that communism hadn't been the real target, that instead 
the real target had been mankind as a whole. In 1953, long before the 
cold war heated up, the elected government of Iran was overthrown in a 
CIA organized coup by which the West 'captured' Iran's oil. The year 
thereafter, Guatemala came under the gun in a similar game. 

Among the many people in the world who had been inspired by 
Roosevelt's promise, were the Vietnamese people who eventually 
rebelled against their French colonial masters in 1954. But the empire 
didn't let this be. Vietnam became a battleground thereafter. In order to 
liberate Vietnam, the North Vietnamese army started to built the Ho Chi 
Minh Trail in 1959, on the territory of Laos near the border with South 
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Vietnam. The pre-existing trail system was built up to become a staging 
ground for liberating incursions, to liberate South Vietnam, and to serve 
as a supply line. That's the Vietnam trap that President Kennedy inherited. 
He was elected in 1960, came to power in 1961. He entered the scene 
with sending advisors and equipment to aid the South Vietnamese 
Government that stood on the side of empire. In 1962 the Monsanto 
produced herbicide, Agent Orange, was sprayed onto the trail to defoliate 
the forests that had provided cover, and to eradicate food crops all across 
South Vietnam that might have provided food for the insurgents. An 
estimated 10 million hectares of agricultural land were ultimately 
destroyed, up to 85% of all the crop lands in some areas, leaving 
widespread famine in the wake with hundreds of thousands of people 
malnourished or starving. Of the more than four million people, who were 
unfortunate to have come into direct contact with this hyper-toxic 
witches’ brew that was sprayed from helicopters and airplanes, 400,000 
died or were maimed, and 500,000 children were born with severe birth 
defects. President Kennedy had countered the erupting, murdering 
madness by staging in the same year the greatest program for cultural 
optimism in American history, the Apollo Moon Landing project. In 
addition, he ordered the withdrawal of all American involvement in 
Vietnam, in 1963. Within days, while the withdrawal order was blocked, 
the President himself was shot, after which the floodgates for total war-
involvement were opened wide by his successor, President Johnson, who 
was threatened with the same treatment if he didn't comply. And so the 
war escalated in leaps and bounds, but the war went badly for the USA. 

"The year 1968 was a horrible year for the USA. It started with the 
Ted offensive by the Vietcong, on the Ted Holiday in January, in a 
simultaneous surge attack into 100 cities and towns by more than 80,000 
Vietcong troops. The goal had been to disrupt the civilian and military 
control, and to cause a revolt in the population that would shut down 
Saigon and end the war in a single step. But it failed. By the time it was 
over, the defenders of empire had killed more than 40,000 Vietcong and 
had caused an equal number of deaths and injuries in the civilian 
population and half a million refugees. More than 100,000 houses were 
demolished or severely damaged in this 'fighting.' The American casualties 
were a mere 2,500, but the greater casualties were taken by the soul of 
America. It cried for peace. Many an American heart cried for Vietnam in 
its desperate struggle for freedom. Then came the My Lai massacre in the 
shadow of this horror, in which 200 Vietnamese civilians were massacred 
by an American company and only one person was tried and found guilty.  
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In January 1969 President Nixon comes into power who 
campaigned on achieving "Peace with Honor." However, his first act is, to 
expand the war and its bombing campaigns into Cambodia. This is what 
the American people saw in 1969, and this is what stood behind the great 
peace concert near the town of Woodstock in upstate New York, in 
August 1969. 

No speeches were made in Woodstock to hide the ugly reality of 
war and America's bloodstained hands in it. It appears they all knew 
instinctively why they had to be there, to cause a change in direction for 
the country. The demand for peace was in the air. I saw this call for peace 
erupting in my mind, looking back onto the Suchumi event. I saw it as the 
reason why the Woodstock event, the kind of musical event that would 
normally have drawn 50,000, this time drew half a million. And the music 
had been right on the mark. With rare exception, it wasn't music about 
war. It was music about freedom, music from a free soul. The concert 
itself became a free event when the surge of people coming in exceeded 
all expectations. And the people came as free people, free to unite, free 
to accept each other as human beings. In the hot summer August heat 
many breasts were bared, by men and by women alike, and skinny-
dipping in the great pond on the farm grounds became a popular event. 

I was struck with amazement when I realized that the peace 
movement of the time, that Woodstock was exemplary of, had 
incorporated all the parameters that Nic had laid out in his lecture on the 
second-last day. Everything had been there in an amazingly rich measure: 
music, poetry, and also sex, with all of them together adding up to peace, 
and becoming a power for the peace process that did have an effect on 
the course of the world. And as Nic had suggested it logically should be, 
the factor of sex wasn't timidly expressed. 

I remember a woman stating in an interview during the event, 
standing boldly in front of the camera on her way to the skinny-dipping, 
that the kind of freedom that she and other women had given themselves 
there, had been defined as wrong by all the accepted conventions and 
religions, but that it all felt totally right to the soul to claim this freedom. 
"Haven't we been doing this increasingly for a long time already with 
deeper and deeper-cut dresses and shorter skirts?" she had said in 
essence. "We enjoy the men noticing our bosoms. They respond to the 
sight of them. All men do this. It's built into their design as men." She said 
things along this line during the filmed interview. "Why would I hide from 
them what they value, and what they and I, feel happy and cuddly about? 
Why would I not respond to this crazy wonderful attraction that is built 
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into our human nature, if it is practical to respond as the heart directs to 
bring us closer to one another? And it is practical here. Why should we 
play this crazy war then, of hide and seek, that sets up so many barriers 
between us? Isn't there enough war in the world? We are here for a 
peace event. Why should we not empower us here, daring as it may seem, 
to bury a war that we've been fighting for centuries? The face of war has 
become too ugly for me to let this game continue that divides us all and 
isolates us from one another. For too many centuries, in what we call 
civilization, the rich have waged war against the poor of mankind on ever-
widening fronts. This war of the rich against the poor has also pitted the 
women and men of mankind against each other, staging a war that has 
darkened the centuries to the point that our modern century has become 
a century of nations pitted against each other in endless seeming wars. 
Shouldn't we stop this war of the rich against the poor? That's what I have 
begun to do. I am rich in what I have that the men of our common 
humanity value, and I am rich by what comes back to me when our riches 
are not blocked, but are allowed to unfold." 

When the interviewer challenged her about the morality of her 
actions, she simply laughed at him. "I will not be controlled by religion," 
she said without hesitation, "not even by the religion of tradition. I aim to 
acknowledge what I know in my heart to be the truth. That's being honest 
with myself. You can't condemn me for being honest. This single step of 
being honest with myself ends the war within, and that's a giant step 
towards ending the wars in the world, including the war of religion and 
tradition that forces us to be at war with ourselves individually, quietly, 
devastatingly, smothering the heart, killing the soul. If I can't be honest 
with myself, what do I have left that is worth standing up for, and protect, 
by fighting for peace?" 

The interviewer appears to have motioned his disapproval. I could 
see a trace of agony in her face. Still, he kept the camera rolling. Almost 
instantly her expression changed and she began to smile. "Do you want 
me to behave like a sheep and move with the herd that follow their 
shepherd all the way to the slaughterhouse? I won't do this. That's not 
me. I'd sooner be a rebel for my own cause and be maligned for it. I am 
sure, however, that those who have a human heart and soul and value 
them will know that I am right." 

It appears that she met with disapproval again. She hesitated 
slightly and smiled again. "Modern society has become a mass movement 
set into a war against itself," she said. "Am I a rebel, because I refuse to 
participate? That's where peace starts. It starts with rebellion. And this 
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starts with me. If it doesn't start with me, with whom shall it start? I am 
creating a field of peace around me, a field of peace energy. That's how I 
start. Can't you feel this energy, at least a bit of it? Obviously you do. You 
were attracted to it. That's why you are interviewing me. That is why you 
have selected me from all those around me who are merely naked; who 
are merely naked of religion and convention. They have yet to take the 
next step in letting the soul have its day." 

I couldn't remember more than that of the interview. I did 
remember however that this interview had been broadcast as a part of an 
evening TV special, about the concert, which by then everybody knew 
about. It became a news item as the traffic congestion that the concert 
had caused, had at one point shut down the New York State Freeway. And 
maybe it was good that this happened as it raised the interest level high 
enough so that the interview was conducted.  

I also remembered my comparison of the Woodstock event with 
Mozart's Marriage of Figaro as a third-level event as I had explored the 
four levels with Olive in the context of Dayita's four levels of humanist 
power. I remembered suggesting to Olive that Mozart had put the 
Principle of the Universal Marriage of Mankind onto the plate of society as 
a third-level type scientific platform, acknowledging a fundamental truth. I 
had boldly stated to Olive that our Woodstock event in America has been 
mankind's first implementation of the Figaro principle of a third-level type 
civilization, above oligarchism, above religious division and isolation and 
the fragile, merely moral ground that isn't rich enough to assure peace.  

On the Woodstock grounds numerous types of religious barriers 
by tradition - barriers against the soul - were broken down, and some 
together with the fences that are typical for commercial events. The 
barriers came down naturally as the event unfolded as a third-level event, 
by which the concert became a free concert for all. A third-level event is 
by its very nature a free event. I realized that it couldn't have been 
anything else at the third level. With this in mind I had to ask myself the 
same question that the woman in the interview touched on. "Isn't this 
gentle, honest, deep-reaching unity were all 'distance' diminishes in the 
'sight' of the general welfare that expresses the universal marriage of 
mankind, the very substance that peace depends on?" 

To the best of my knowledge there had been peace exercised in 
Woodstock in every respect. Apparently not a single woman, man, or 
child, had been assaulted in this crowd of half a million, crowded together 
for three days, with music going on deep into the night. If an assault had 
happened, even slightly, the papers would have made a big deal of it. But 
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nothing of the sort had been reported. No crimes had been committed. 
The people had come committed to make peace work, to make it a 
reality, to express it to one another.  

Doesn't peace depend on braking down the barriers that stand in 
the way of our humanity being expressed? This question came repeatedly 
to mind. Aren't those barriers all barriers of division between people, and 
of isolation from one another at every level and for almost every 
imaginable reason? Those barriers, at least some of them, were 
powerfully challenged in Woodstock. What came out of it became thereby 
the most profound peace event that may have ever been staged, that may 
have contributed to the changes in the world, at this time, towards peace. 

In spite of all his faults, the then newly elected President Nixon 
may have been a politician at heart, and as such he might have been able 
to read the wind of the times and hung his flag in the wind. One thing that 
history tells us about the 1969 timeframe, especially of the time after the 
Woodstock concert had made its mark and a big one at that, is that the 
war was being shut down from this time on. The American presence in 
Vietnam, that had stood at over half a million in military personnel at the 
time of the concert, was being rapidly reduced and then brought to zero 
in 1973. South Vietnam did become liberated thereafter. With the 
American involvement no longer standing in the way, North Vietnam was 
able to reach its goal and free South Vietnam from foreign 'occupation' 
and intervention, whereby it became a single country in 1975. 

Nobody knows of course to what extend the Woodstock concert 
has contributed to this shutting down of a horrible war that by the time it 
ended had claimed the life of nearly 60,000 Americans, four million 
Vietnamese, and close to two million Cambodians and Laotians, and had 
wounded America for which a recovery was not even in sight. Instead of 
America healing its wounds after the war was shut down, America 
became a greater terrorist than it had been before. It became the world's 
greatest terrorist with an arsenal of more than 30,000 nuclear bombs. 

Who can tell if the Woodstock event for peace had an impact on 
the way the world unfolded, or to what extend our own peace effort in 
Suchumi would contribute to restoring peace. Nobody can ever know 
what the world would be like if those events that have happened had 
never occurred. History only tells us that the universal holocaust of 
nuclear war that the superpowers of the world were preparing the stage 
for, which threatens to pail all wars in history into insignificance, had been 
kept successfully bottled up. Nor would anyone be able to tell how many 
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more Woodstock-type events will be needed before the genie of war of 
any kind is forever banished from the citadel of civilization. 

Obviously I found no answer to this question that day on my 
return trip home from Suchumi. I only found new and weightier 
questions. I felt it might even have been that the impact of the 
Woodstock peace festival had been greater than we yet dare to imagine, 
for it was in its 1969 timeframe that the masters of empire had strung 
their dirty banners all across the world that the Earth has cancer, and that 
this cancer is man, thereby arguing for depopulation, for genocide, for the 
peace of the grave, which likewise had been kept in the bottle. The 
master's genocide projects, that were later implemented and became 
known as AIDS, never really became as successful as the masters had 
hoped they might be and had stated as their intention.  

I was awe struck by the thought that those majestic outcomes - 
those that had prevented the worst and unimaginable - might all have 
quietly culminated from a vast profusion of little individual peace efforts, 
of which each one was of profound importance, so that all subsequent 
efforts, no matter how small, are too important to be allowed to fall to 
the ground unrealized. In this sense, what we had achieved in Suchumi 
suddenly came to light with a power that might have already changed the 
world. 

 
With Suchumi now behind us in the distance, I drew the 

Woodstock concert into comparison with our event, and couldn't help 
note thereby that the air of peace had been the same in Suchumi, though 
the remaining similarities were rather slight. In comparison with the 
Suchumi conference proceedings, the Woodstock peace concert had been 
a huge and profound, even majestic, event, while the Suchumi event had 
been rather lame when measured with the same meter. But was this 
comparison valid? A bit of that air of freedom that had shaped the world 
from 1969 onward, modest as it had been in its unfolding and weak in its 
dynamism, had been felt again in Russia, behind the great iron curtain. 
While Tara, and probably many others like her, had taken a step away 
from the old sterility in sexual relationships, they hadn't reached the level 
of freedom that the people had cherished at Woodstock. Only Olive had 
reached that far, if not farther. However, it appeared nevertheless that a 
turning of the tide had begun once again, away from division and 
isolation, towards a more profound unity, empowered by honest hearts 
by which the beauty of the soul was coming back to life. 
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However, I also saw another angle that I hadn't seen before, when 
looking back to the Woodstock peace concert. It struck me that the 
interviewed woman was likely more correct in what she said, than she 
might have realized herself, that the Vietnam War had been a war by the 
rich against the poor, as nearly every single war been that had ever been 
started, including the Cold War. In the Vietnam War six million people of a 
gentle and poor country were murdered in America's grand holocaust in 
Asia. Nor was the war lost by the West as appearances would indicate. 
When America withdrew and Vietnam reached its goal of self-
determination after its long struggle for freedom in which six million of its 
people were killed and the country was massively destroyed, a great 
victory had been won on the side of empire. The war of empire, of the 
rich against the poor, that Vietnam had become drawn into, had been a 
splendid success for the masters of empire, for its objective had been to 
launch the self-destruction of America from within. The Vietnam War was 
never meant to be won, but to be dragged out for as long as possible until 
America had been so deeply wounded, morally, socially, politically, 
financially, and economically, that it would never recover. This point had 
been sadly missed at the Woodstock peace concert, but it hadn't been 
missed in Suchumi. The entire American peace movement had fizzed out 
of existence once the Vietnam War was over, while the real war had just 
begun its second stage in the form of the escalation of the Cold War that 
had been designed for the same purpose - the destruction of America. 
Neither would this second stage of the war likely be lost either, by the 
masters of empire, but would fulfill its objective. Then, only the scale of 
the murdering and the destruction that the second stage would unleash, 
promised to be vastly greater this time around. But a new peace 
movement had also begun. It started with the meeting of the youth of the 
world at our two-week conference in Suchumi. With all the other peace 
movements fizzing out, we had become the powerhouse for peace. And 
so, without even being aware of it, we had achieved something great, 
something that had not been achieved before, a peace effort that aimed 
at the core, that aimed at mankind's freedom from empire which we have 
come to realize, is the world's only driver for war, and always has been 
that. 

That the Vietnam War has been an element of the war of empire 
against mankind, and not really an American war, is evident by the 
comments about it by the highest ranking none-elected official in the U.S. 
White House, who stood at the center of the war. He boasted in a speech 
to the masters of empire that he always kept the empire's offices better 
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informed about the critical details of the war than his own boss, the 
American President, whom he officially served, though not in deed. This 
was the man who sent half a million American soldiers to Vietnam to kill 
and be killed, and thereby destroy his own nation from within. He 
commented in writing some time later that what interested him in those 
days, is what one can do with power. He became promptly knighted for 
his loyal service to empire, while in contrast he had nothing but contempt 
for America that paid its salary, and for its military forces that he 
described as but a bunch of dumb animals that one uses for geopolitical 
objectives. 

And all this was just the surface layer of the thick shell of empire 
that we had begun to crack open in Suchumi in the context of the ever-
widening war of empire against the living of mankind; such as the global-
warming war, designed to hide the recurring Ice Age; and the bio-fuels 
war, that was designed to cause the greatest genocide in history by the 
act of burning food; and not least the war against science, that was 
designed to prevent another renaissance in the world, such as with the 
development of the infinite space-electric-energy resources that surround 
our planet and also power the Sun, from the outside. By us fighting for a 
new renaissance, we had cracked the shell open that had protected 
empire for many ages on all of these issues. We brought thereby into the 
open what lay underneath. I was proud suddenly of what we had 
accomplished in the space of just two weeks towards an era of real peace 
and freedom. Without us winning on this front we had no basis for hope. 

On the other hand, I also realized that the masters of empire had 
nothing to fear from us. We were but a spark on the horizon that would 
soon die into oblivion. At Woodstock half a million stood for peace and 
freedom. They had made headlines in the papers that told the story, and 
had television coverage and a few movies made about the event. They 
even had a museum built to commemorate it. As for us, we drew no 
headlines and just a few thousand people, and those on their return 
would likely be laughed at if they carried forward what was put on the 
plate in Suchumi. Few, if any, would raise as much as an eyebrow. Our 
world had become a world of the indifferent and indoctrinated. Sylvia 
would likely raise the cane and threaten divorce rather than recognize the 
logic of events. No, the masters of empire had nothing to fear, coming 
from us.  

Still, Sylvia, came to mind more precious now in this unfolding 
recognition of the principles of our humanity that we had explored in 
Suchumi. She appeared more beautiful in this context, and even more so 
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in the hope that through my trust in her, inspired by her as a giant in her 
soul, that against all odds she would join the fight that we ultimately all 
must win. I found in her the reflection of the dimensions of the great love, 
a love for one another that humanity shares in the universe of soul where 
we are all universally human. How richly blessed we both were to have 
met each other there, and to have found each other precious; and how 
much richer the future now promised to be as the door had become 
opened wider towards an expanded unity and love.  

I felt Olive's fire still in my heart, and the agony that brought us 
together, and the fire that Tara had kept burning with joy, even on those 
days that were dark. How dare anyone claim the right to destroy any of 
this grand wonder that humanity has become in its millions of years of 
progressive development, and wipe it off the face of the planet, or deliver 
four-fifths of it to the hell of genocide as the royal masters evermore aim 
to do, singing their ugly song of depopulation in countless different tunes 
and in ever-greater choruses! 

 
The peace that I felt unfolding as a force that stood against the 

ugliness of which mankind had not yet been healed, that I had found in 
Suchumi, and largely outside the sphere of the conference, reflected now 
the certainty that somehow Sylvia would be touched by this fire for life, 
and that she may be moved by it to join the fight that we all must fight for 
our civilization's ultimate renaissance, even to cleanse away the shadows 
that should thereby become forgotten in the brilliance of the unfolding 
light. 
 



 

Postscript:  
About the Sex and Sacrament Project 

The Sex and Sacrament project developed out of my Kaleidoscope 

that started as a project to select individual stories from my 14 novels that 

are sufficiently complete in themselves to be republished in the form of 

special-focus short stories. The earliest were presented as PDF e-books, 

later as audio books, some as videos, and the most recent additions in the 

form of separate books. All are designed to make the special-focus stories 

more directly accessible. 

Many of the selected stories are from my series of 12 novels, The 

Lodging for the Rose. The series is large, because is core subject, universal 

love, is immensely wide in scope, even while it is rarely recognized as a 

critical element of civilization. From this extensive background, numerous 

stories stood out with a potential for inspiring healing in the world outside 

the framework of the novels. In the resulting Kaleidoscope of stories 

certain groups of stories stood out with vistas on a common theme, such 

as sex and the sacred. The Sex and Sacrament Project emerged from this 

scene, with a special scene of its own. 

The combination of Sex and Sacrament as a theme was chosen as 

a project to gently highlight the fact that in spite of the wide division and 

deep isolation of numerous types in the human ‘landscape,’ we remain 

fundamentally what we have always been, a people of a common 

humanity that we all share as human beings. In this context the focus on 

sex was chosen for it being one of the longest-enduring aspects of our 

humanity with a high-level uniting and equalizing quality that transcends 

all the little artificial things we place in our way to keep us isolated to the 

point that we fight wars against each other, religiously, politically, 

militarily, socially, and even in the sciences. 

The Sacrament was chosen in combination with sex, for its 

potential to bring the divine quality of humanity into focus, which is 

spiritual in nature and begs to be recognized as such. Our spiritual name is 

intelligence, creativity, power, productivity, sublimity, and beauty, 

expressed in art, literature, science. With them we have developed the 

ability to ‘see’ the future that has not yet happened, and to uplift the 
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present for it to meet its needs before they occur. With these qualities in 

our ‘pocket’ we can recognize the principles of the universe and their 

changing dynamics in cosmic space, and thereby become inspired to 

prepare our world for the rapid start of the next Ice Age in the 2050s, for 

which the transition is already in progress.  

In preparing for the next Ice Age, we have the power at hand as 

we stand today, to produce 6,000 new cities to meet the future 

requirements, and to do this in the short time we have still remaining, and 

provide them to one-another for free. This isn’t utopia. It is absolutely 

required in order to enable the relocation of most nations on earth into 

the tropics, together with their agriculture and industries, for our 

collective continued living in an Ice Age world. We can do this. But will 

we? 

No other form of life on Earth has the grand qualities and 

resulting capabilities to do this, that we have as humanity in rich 

abundance, which define us as human and as a shadow of the Divine, 

both impersonal in nature and wide in individuality.  

The concept of the Sacrament stands in the background here as a 

celebration of who and what we are, which is profound and enduring, 

regardless of the mess we have allowed to come upon us. 

Sex comes into this profound context for its historically enduring 

quality, as something real that time has not erased. Our sexual qualities 

and their intimacies are also supportive of the grand, cooperative 

civilization that we have become. Sexual intimacies lead to social 

intimacies, and beyond that to regional and national intimacies, becoming 

expressed in the Principle of the General Welfare, without which 

civilization would not exist, and likely neither would we exist. 

The concept of the general welfare, which may be the most 

fundamental factor in civilization is fast vanishing and has become almost 

completely lost in the present world, as a principle. Entire industries have 

become destroyed in many parts of the world, under the thumb of greed, 

looting, privatization, and so on, so much so that the world is now hanging 

precariously on a thread.  

Instead of meeting the human need, we now live in a world where 

greed, like a wrecking ball, is forcing far-reaching financial collapse, 

imposing terrorism, and is staging the ever-looming potential for a nuclear 

war amidst the mounting food crisis that, even without war, brings with it 
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the danger of unleashing pandemic diseases.  

And again, this isn't fiction, or a theory of the future. This is here, 

though it is largely denied, while universal love, which should be the 

impetus in civilization, is regarded as fiction and sex is degraded as a 

nuisance, a mistake by God. 

But what is Sex, really? Does anybody know? Is it spiritual? Is it 

sin? Is it private? Is it divine? Should we shun it like the plague, or should 

we share it with the generosity of a great love, and celebrate it in a 

sacrament with the divine as an element of the goodness of living? Should 

we amputate it and hide it in denial of what God has created, or should 

we acknowledge it to one another and ourselves as an element of the 

fullness of God? No patent answers can be given, but its dimension, which 

is evidently wide, can be explored. 

The Sex and Sacrament project leans in the direction of having a 

uniting impetus. The focus on the combination may have the potential to 

draw the two great spiritual aspects into one; our long enduring unity as 

humanity and our power as an ‘infinite’ species. While both of these are 

becoming evermore denied in modern time for purely artificial reasons, 

the resulting tragedies can be dealt with by us becoming aware of them. 

One the world’s greatest spiritual pioneers and spiritual healers of 

the late 1800s, generally known under the name, Mary Baker Eddy, wrote 

in 1881 in the opening paragraph of the platform of her science of 

healing, saying, “that there is neither a personal Deity, a personal devil, 

nor a personal man.” Her statement renders sex as something far greater 

than a personal possession, something inherent in the sacrament with the 

divine. In 1870 she rendered Soul as substance, and man its shadow. 

Evidently, a lot of healing flowed from this type of recognition for which 

she became widely known for as a healer.  

Mary Baker Eddy is also the only founder of a major religion that I 

know of, who has made no provisions for formal marriage bonds, in line 

with her recognition of an impersonal deity and humanity, as if to say to 

society, you need to stand on higher ground, on the universal, spiritual 

platform of reality. On this higher platform, the link between sex and the 

sacrament becomes drawn evermore into the foreground, where it totally 

alters the marriage-relationships scene, socially and politically, and the 

nature of intimacies. With the uniting factor sex is raised to a higher level 

that countless people are instinctively aware of, but cannot locate the 
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root for, nor find wisdom to bridge the gap to from old traditions and 

debilitating doctrines. 

Religion has deep problems with sex on the low-level platform. A 

case in point is the story of the adulterous woman in John 8 who has 

committed the crime of having had unauthorized sex, for which the law of 

the priests demanded the death penalty. The case was brought before 

Christ Jesus, demanding a judgement that was designed to entrap him in 

defending the woman. To deny the law would have been treason, and to 

allow the woman to die, would have destroyed his reputation as a healer. 

But he did neither. He healed the accusers instead, of their intention to 

become murderers. According to law, the accusers would become the 

executioners, who would be required to throw stones at the woman until 

she would die of the injuries inflicted. Thus he healed the accusers of their 

intention by illustrating that no crime had been committed that was 

rooted in anything real. When the accusers saw that they had no case that 

would stand up before God, they left the scene.  

With this example, Christ Jesus illustrated the scientific spiritual 

platform on which terrorism in all its forms can be healed, which appears 

to be the only possible platform for such healing that exists.  

Terrorism has an ancient root that can be summarized as “denial 

of the fullness of God’s creation,” as Mary Baker Eddy has termed it. It 

appears that sex was dragged into the terrorist scene quite early in 

history, as a cause for inciting it, which to a lesser degree is still happening 

with destructive consequences in the breakdown of social relationships. 

But was the woman in the case cited, faultless? No, she wasn’t? 

After the accusers had left the scene, now standing alone with the 

woman, Christ Jesus may have asked her to look into her own heart, deep 

into the soul. Had the sexual intimacy in her case occurred in the sacred 

context, as in the sacrament, as a celebration of the fullness of God’s 

creation? Or had it occurred in the small personal context of sex-slavery, 

that is never more than slavery and has corresponding effects? She may 

have nodded to the latter, to which he would have answered, “sin no 

more,” as is reported in the Bible story. Thus, Christ Jesus evidently 

healed the woman too, of her incorrect sense of sexual intimacy, which is 

healed once it is corrected. 

For a scientifically alert person, as Christ Jesus evidently was, the 

case wasn’t hard to resolve from a purely scientific spiritual standpoint. 
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On a lower-level platform, however, the case appears to be ponderous 

and impossible to reconcile with the platforms of doctrinal imperial 

religion, so that in some cases the entire story was simply removed from 

the Bible, like in the 1970 Oxford Study Edition of the New English Bible, 

where the chapter, John 8, begins with verse 12 instead of verse 1.  

Consequently, with the case being swept under the rug, rather 

than inspiring a scientific uplift in society, the healing of sex and related 

relationships remains yet to be accomplished in a significant manner, to 

the present day, where the sacrament at the intimate level, uplifts social 

intimacies, and national intimacies, and so on, all the way to the world-

political level towards the end of wars, terrorism, murder, looting, and 

destruction, and inspires our commitment to meet the Ice Age Challenge 

for which the transition is already in progress. We can do all this in the 

natural context of the goodness of living as human beings. 

 

 

 


