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The novel is fiction. It deals with the momentous ‘sea’ changes in
the political world that we set our hopes on with a glimpse of the
world of universal love. Too often we find that we have built on
sand in both arenas. But should we not have built at all? The
honest sparks of love keep us going, often unrequited, but they
remain love nevertheless. With them a gentle constancy unfolds
amidst the tides of the ever-changing ‘seas.’ In time the initial
sparks become a light as we patiently labor on. And labor we
must, in order to discover what is worth holding on to. At the
portal to the land of universal love no tourist information booth is
erected that offers maps with shortcuts. Nothing is given for free.
All must be won. This makes the journey more precious, even as
we stumble and fall and pick ourselves up. Surprisingly, with the
struggling our world becomes brighter, as we find a greater bright-
ness within. - The novel is an episode of the epic series, The
Lodging for the Rose.
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Part 1 - Anton in the Light
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Chapter 1 - Snowflakes

  On the plane crossing the Atlantic I convinced myself that
I was glad for the chance to make a real difference in the world
again, no matter how small that difference might be. I felt the same
feeling that I had felt in Venice where we had made a difference
in a big way, all of us together. I felt that the Moscow conference
might have the potential to be another one of those rare opportu-
nities at which the destiny of the world could be 'uplifted' if the
right ideas prevailed. I saw my invitation as a privilege, a rare
opportunity to be able to be in the middle of it all where history
was being made. I even fancied myself as an ambassador from our
beach project with a chance for putting the imprint of our leading
edge discoveries into the ever-changing sands that are marked by the
course of mankind. History seemed to be that way, a pattern of
choices, a mirror of intentions that shaped the world. Momentous
events happened in history, but like the footprints in the sands of
the seashores, the pattern became eroded with the changing tides.
The great events tend to be preserved only in picture albums and
storybooks that gather dust on so many shelves and are rarely opened
to be relived.

  I felt that history should be brought into the future. History
isn't a flow of water that passed down a stream and will always
flow in the same manner. Human history is something that was
made by human beings and was directed for a purpose, right or
wrong, which means that it can flow differently when the purpose
is upgraded. We learn from the past, not to repeat history, though
we often do, but to create a different world that reflects our changing
intentions that unfold with new discoveries about ourselves and our
potential in creating a New World. And so we make new history
in the continuing story of our growing up as children of a universal
humanity leaving our footprints in the sand of time.

  In that light the Moscow conference came with a promise
attached, though it all turned out differently than I had hoped, less
encouraging, more sobering, more humbling. Our history, unfortu-
nately, is littered with far too many grand opportunities left unrealized
that were squandered by people with little minds and nearsighted
vision. I was aware of this, but never dreamed that I would follow
that pathetic course as I did, with one exception that seemed to
absolve my fumbling. When the plane touched down in Moscow and
taxied across the field of blowing snow amidst a maze of other



6

planes, I felt small suddenly and impotent in this vast icy world of
theirs. What could I accomplish that hadn't already been attempted
a thousand times in the past, when nothing had been attained? What
could I contribute that would be new and exciting, that would
shake the world, that would make the 'deserts bloom?'

  Once we got off the plane my outlook changed. A totally
different feeling came over me on the way to the gate. We were
welcomed like VIPs there. Everyone on our aircraft who had come
for the conference was given the VIP treatment. Perhaps it was all
just protocol. Perhaps it was all fake. Technically speaking, we were
on enemy territory. Still, some of the welcome seemed real. In the
arrivals lobby a reception center had been set up for us with six
desks. I noticed a dedicated 'English Desk' among others. A young
woman with long dark hair, dressed in a black jump suit, staffed
the English welcoming desk. She was quite a picture to behold. She
introduced herself as our interpreter, tour guide, supply officer for
anything and everything, and organizer-in-chief of whatever special
events we had in mind.

  "Anything, really?" I asked.
  "Anything at all!" she replied promptly, "just ask."

  My first reaction was that something didn't add up. What
was at the root of it? Her clothing was by no means the run-of-
the-mill Soviet State Uniform that one might expect, nor was it
English. Was this an honest gesture by the Soviets? If it was, they
had gone miles out of their way, so it seemed, to make us feel
comfortable. But that wasn't their style. So, was it just another
element of a game?

  I figured that the woman might have been handpicked out
of many for this particular assignment. Not only did she speak
English fluently; she also looked somewhat English and had a touch
of class about her that one might find at the heart of London if
one looked for it long enough. In addition to that, she lacked
nothing in charm to any woman in the world. What a treat the
Russians had prepared for us, if that's what it was. It certainly went
a long way to narrowing the East/West gap, at least on the personal
level. Also, it reflected something of what Fred had talked about on
the plane. She treated us as though we were family.

  On the bus ride to the hotel a stout Scotsman sitting next
to me, who might have made a fine circus announcer and never
would have needed a microphone, commented on our tour guide;
"Ladies and gentlemen, there is hope for ole Russia yet."

  Everyone on the bus broke into laughter.
  I grinned at him and nodded. Still, the laughter sounded
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hollow. I couldn't join the chorus. The situation that we faced was
too serious for such a reaction. We needed to get results at this
conference. Results were hard to inspire in a world where no one
was committed to lay aside entrenched positions in exchange for the
common good. It seemed to me that I was the only person on the
bus who came with those high expectations, hoping against all odds
that something significant might yet be achieved.

  + + +

  The call for the conference had come as a surprise to us,
and more so since my presence had been requested by name. It
came just a few months after the Venice affair and after the un-
official grand opening celebration of our beach project back home
in the last days of the summer. A great deal had changed in the
world during the summer months. America had been under attack,
but had defended itself. Then came the Venice conference as an
opportunity to soften the Cold War. That too, had been a success.
Even our beach-project hearing back home had been a success and
had ended with a celebration. It seemed as if the whole world was
going our way. However, this string of successes was deceptive. In
terms of real progress we hadn't achieved anything. We were in a
dreamlike trance that was all bright but largely meaningless. Our
celebration at the beach, as the summer was coming to a close,
should have been dubbed a celebration of innocence. We were so
'innocently' ignorant of the vast scope of the problems that our own
advances had increased. Those advances seemed to have posed chal-
lenges that isolated us into a world of our own.

  Steve might have been aware of the unfolding trend. He
might have said so, and we hadn't heard him. Or he might have
kept quiet about it all when he had been with us at our celebra-
tion, so as not to spoil our enthusiasm. We were exuberant then,
though languishing in the sunshine of our successes as if the summer
that drew to a close would never really end. But it did end.

  Ross and Heather had invited all three of us, Tony, Sylvia,
and I, to stay with them in their log house high above the beach
as their guests, while our own 'castle by the sea' was being built.
Our building had been started, but was interrupted many times
when I was sent away on assignments. In this sense the 'summer'
continued as it began with us all living together under one roof.
Nor did any problems arise between us on the personal level, as one
might have expected with five people being crammed into a log
house, even if it was a huge place for a log house. The only
problem that arose was that our scientific advances towards greater
freedoms, socially and politically, had gradually isolated us from the
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world at large. The world hadn't changed, but we had. We had
become freer and had moved ahead without really being aware of
our advances. We had drawn ourselves away from society in that
sense, which we were determined to elevate to a higher level of
self-perception. In fact the resulting isolation of ourselves that re-
flected our physical isolation at the beach, had happened so gradu-
ally that none of us became aware of it.

  Sylvia and I had sold our two-level house in Pittsburgh with
the intention to build an even grander home that would match the
grandeur of living in the wide world of endless horizons at the edge
of the sea. In this sense too, an era had ended. The Pittsburgh era
was one we didn't mind to leave behind. But there was another era
that also came to a close, and almost simultaneously with it.

  We had been lucky as it turned out. The sale of our house
had been concluded just days before the collapse of the world-
financial system began. Almost no one had imagined that the 'golden
tower' that was deemed as solid as granite and steel could collapse.
The one person who had warned the world that this was about to
happen, had been ridiculed and slandered in the press. They had
called him a "crackpot" until the day he was proven right. Naturally
the building of our new house was impacted by the brewing finan-
cial crisis that put everything into disarray, which wasn't supposed
to have been possible. We were living between two worlds then, as
it were. The Old World was fading, and the New World had not
really begun. Its shape was uncertain.

  Many times we had to remain idle until enough of the
financial world had been propped up again for even the simplest
house building steps to become possible, like getting a concrete
truck to come to pour the foundation. Also, we were in a race
against time. We felt that we had to move fast whenever an op-
portunity opened up. We never knew if our money in the banks
would evaporate into thin air in one of the numerous tremors that
kept shaking the banking system and had become common. Some
banks never opened again, and some only in a limited fashion. I felt
like celebrating on the day when our money became 'unlocked' in
one of five banks that we had distributed our assets across. With
the unlocked money the construction work was quickly started in a
big way, with Sylvia and I doing most of the work ourselves of
course, and Heather, Ross, and Tony lending a hand.

  So it was that we were finally on the way to building our
'dream palace' for a new life. Oh yes, it all started with a New
Hope for the future.

  The foundation for the house had been poured on top of
a small rocky plateau that extended to the edge of a cliff above
the beach. We had chosen the same spot that we had camped on

Chapter 1 - Snowflakes



9

in the summer, the place we had fallen in love with on the first
day, as a virtual paradise. The only drawback was that it was a long
way away from Ross' place, at the opposite side of our bay.

  Nobody could have suspected in those days that by moving
away from the city to an isolated beach, we would also become
isolated ourselves in many respects from the world around us, and
eventually even from one-another. Of course, the isolation between
us was later dealt with, but not until it stared us horribly in the
face.

  At first, though, the five of us were all far too busy build-
ing our new world to notice the deep moving changes in our life.
In fact, it took us twelve years after the building had been com-
plete to realize that we had been drawn into a rut. So gradually
had it happened. Now, looking back it appeared that the conference
in Moscow was strangely connected with the beginning of all that.

  Initially, the link wasn't visible. We were all riding high on
the laurels of our accomplishments. I felt like we were like living
on the top of the world in also the political sense. Our success in
Venice had put us there, even though the success had been just a
facade that had been full of holes. In some ways we found out even
then that the top of the world is a narrow and lonely place. We
discovered more of that the hard way later on, and this too, started
in Moscow.

  Oh, if I had only paid more attention to Fred when the
Moscow conference had come up. Fred had warned me, but in vein.
My ears had been too dull to hear him. After all, who likes to take
any advice from his boss? I had created for myself a world built
of hard-won perceptions, so I thought, that were rooted in discov-
eries that I had drifted into through the work of Steve whom I
respected as a great scientific pioneer whom I looked up to. I had
also drifted into a whole new mental landscape by working and
living with Ushi, Steve's wife. Together, the three of us had moved
so far in advance of the common perception, almost from the day
we met, that our expanding community now seemed to be living in
a totally different Universe than that which most of humanity was.

  I don't know why I had expected people to understand
what I had been dealing with at the mountaintop of Steve's science
which I barely understood myself. I didn't realize then that one can't
stand in front of a grade five mathematics class and expect them
to understand differential calculus. I hadn't made that connection in
the political realm. The basis for understanding advanced calculus is
not been established at the fifth grade level. I wasn't even aware
that I hadn't yet fully established the basis for our advances myself.
Nevertheless it seemed to me that we had the world in our pocket.
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  In this 'trance' the Moscow conference appeared to be a
piece of cake. Of course arrogance is always a perfect recipe for
failure, and so I failed. I came to Moscow on the wave of a success
that had opened that gate to the coming failure.

  The Moscow conference became that kind of a paradox.
Instead of solving the paradox I had made a mess of things. The
reason might have been that our success in Venice had been hollow
too, in real terms. Still, I rode forward with it, arrogantly and
stupidly, while in the end only that counts which is based on what
is real. The real basis had not been established for what I had tried
to achieve both in Venice and later at the Moscow conference.

  The Youth World Peace Conference, as it was called, ap-
peared to have had the same kind of flaw built into it that had
made our work in Venice hollow. Fred had suggested that the Moscow
conference was designed to take the world a step further, a step
past Venice, towards real peace, and real security. I had told Fred
not to worry, that it would be cakewalk. We would, without us
going out of our way, cause a revolution. I didn't see then that our
prior step in Venice that seemed like a cakewalk in retrospect had
been on shaky ground from start to finish, with a faulty footing.

  Fred just shook his head at my cakewalk talk. He turned
out to be right. In Moscow, I did worse. I took us two steps
backwards, nut just one. Nothing was resolved in Moscow, and I got
the blame for it. Fred, though, never said that the blame was
deserved. He only said in the end that my bungling might have been
the reason why the press at home had remained largely silent about
the entire affair.

  For a long time afterwards I felt badly about my failure. In
the back of my mind, though shutting it out whenever it appeared,
I had this feeling right from the beginning, including the feeling that
I should have declined the invitation and stayed at home with my
hammer, nails, and drywall boards, finishing the house. I didn't know
why I had felt that way. It seems that I knew myself better than
I wanted to admit. Since one's feeling don't count as a valid excuse
for refusing an assignment, I found myself involved on the world
scene once again. I even told everyone, including myself, that I was
looking forward to it. My excuse was, that this time I wasn't driving
the project personally as I had in Venice. Also, we didn't come to
Russia with an absolute agenda as in Venice, or something bigger
and more binding than what we had been mandated to put forward
in Venice. We came to Moscow with nothing more than a reputa-
tion to defend. That's how I saw it. So, am I to blame then, when
in the heat of the battle that was poorly defined, I missed the mark
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by a mile?
  I spoke three times in Moscow. I addressed the peace con-

ference with a scientific thesis on the hierarchical model of the
Byzantine Orthodox belief system and its continuing reflection in
modern statecraft under the Soviet system. I didn't miss the mark
technically. Everything that I had said was correct. It should have
had an uplifting effect. It had been designed to honor the Russian
achievements and to open the door for them to step up to higher
ground. Instead, I ended up insulting all of Russia. My presentation
had been intended to be a compliment to Russian endurance and
resilience in an environment of top down domination that begun
long before the Soviet State was born, and by which the state itself
was now threatened. Well, sometimes things don't work out as
planned when the prevailing perceptions stand miles apart and can-
not be bridged. The Soviets thought they were the rulers of a far-
flung empire that would stand forever. In reality they were ruled
themselves like slaves by an ideology that was not really their own,
which they simply bowed to and stood powerless to get away from.

  Only Steve wasn't dismayed by my failure to change things
in Moscow, even though he had put his professional reputation on
the line to get me invited. I found out much later that Russia had
responded to our gesture in Venice as the result of Steve's urging.
Fred had suggested right from the beginning that Steve had some-
thing to do with me being invited by name.

  Officially the international peace conference had been con-
vened in Moscow for the purpose of finding a way to rid the world
once and for all of its 65,000 nuclear weapons that were deployed
in America, Russia, England, France, Israel, China, and other coun-
tries. Those nukes had been stashed away in dark and hidden bun-
kers, silos, launch tubes, in the belly of ships, airplanes and subma-
rines, all ready to go on a moment's notice, while everyone knew
that they could only be used for the total destruction of the world
in which humanity lives. They had become a giant paradox, as Steve
saw it. A wide coalition of concerned youth groups from all over
the world, had pressured the governments for action. They saw
themselves living in a world without a future, and decided to fight
for a change so that they would have a future. Steve became aware
of their fight, and through his academic network managed to get
Russia to respond. And so it became my task, as I saw it, and that
of many others in Moscow, to help resolve that growing paradox of
Mutually Assured Destruction, without anyone getting hurt in the
process of stepping away from it.

  Well, it didn't turn out the way I had hoped. I was told
officially that we had made 'negative' progress. The situation had
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become more precarious. Every nuclear-armed country had its own
agenda, so it seemed, even while their populations became frightened
and protested and demanded change. They were demanding actions
from their governments, but ironically they weren't willing to act
themselves. Peace doesn't come from the top down like rain de-
scending. It can only unfold from the grassroots up as mankind's gift
of love to one-another. I didn't know this then.

  The world had been a scene of countless antinuclear dem-
onstrations in those days, with peace marchers protesting against war
threats in many countries. Steve had laughed at them. He told me
that the protesters were essentially protesting against their own failure
in changing themselves to build a brighter world. He said that the
protesters expected others to change the world for them, so that
they wouldn't have to bother to change themselves and build a
foundation for peace.

  To me the anti-nuke demonstrations appeared like just an-
other paradox, a paradox within a paradox, one of the many para-
doxes of our time. Steve had become known in diplomatic circles
for his insistence that those peace demonstrations where a paradox
that begged for a resolution, a kind of cry for help by a society
that felt impotent to help itself. But how does one then fulfill the
wishes of the demonstrators that were demonstrating against their
own failure? The fulfillment of their hopes would have to begin
with inspiring in them a sense of power as human beings, not
weapons power, but spiritual power, like love with which to uplift
themselves and their world into a new renaissance as this once
happened in the early 1600s when the Peace of Westphalia was
achieved that became a new foundation for civilization. That peace
truly was a gift of mankind to itself, built on the budding reali-
zation of the Principle of Universal Love, or the Principle of the
Advantage of The Other, as they might have called it then.

  I realized that a renewal of this peace would have to begin
with a scientific exploration of what had enslaved mankind with a
growing sense of impotence. We needed to get back to that prin-
ciple of love by which we acknowledge that we are all human
beings across the world, with a common humanity and a common
universal human soul. But in the political world nobody cherished
the notion of meddling politics and love.

  In theory, every government on the planet, with a few
exceptions, had been elected by the people to carry out the will
of the people. The growing demonstration indicated that the political
process wasn't working anymore the way it should, which reflected
the simple fact that society wasn't functioning anymore as it should.
One reflects the other. I felt that the reason why governments were
unable to free the world of nuclear weapons, reflected the state of
society that stood in contempt of the Principle of Universal Love

Chapter 1 - Snowflakes



13

- the principle that should serve as a foundation for the govern-
ments to fulfill society's wishes. I knew that if I was to achieve
anything in Russia at the peace conference, I would have to inspire
them to first build the foundation for peace within themselves,
before any progress could be achieved by international policy. But
how does one do that? Evidently this development had to start in
every person's own heart. If that could be made to happen the
conference might become a peace conference indeed. In this sense I
realized in the end that the Moscow conference had been convened
to achieve something that cannot be really achieved on the kind of
platform that it was placed on.

  Evidently the antinuclear demonstrators who had filled the
streets in those days in many cities had taken their personal respon-
sibility too lightly. Thus, having failed themselves, they had failed to
elect qualified leaders, or even to invite qualified persons to stand
for election as leaders. And so, as the people had failed themselves,
the youth was now calling on us to meet in Moscow to clean up
the mess that frightened them. It seemed to me like a cheap excuse
that they would do this. Of course, they couldn't even see that far
either. The Principle of Universal Love isn't reflected in rosary beets
and rock music.

  I remembered Steve telling me that when he talked with
the anti-nuke demonstrators in the streets and had tried to convince
them that they were protesting against their own failure, they had
just laughed at him without exception. He told them that they were
in essence protesting against themselves. They called him an idiot,
while they were the real idiots. Now, all of a sudden, we in the
diplomatic community were called upon to make up for society's
arrogance and negligence, even its unrecognized own idiocy.

  In their small-minded thinking people thought that the con-
ference in Moscow had been called with a noble goal on the agenda.
That's what the papers were saying before it started. The goal was
set forth to cleanse the world of something that should never have
been built in the first place. But the mentality that had stood
behind the building hadn't changed. I should have reminded myself
too that this paradoxical task that was placed before us had never
been accomplished in the past, because nobody had ever tried to
address the core issue. I had a quiet gut feeling that I wouldn't be
anymore successful in Russia in uplifting society than Steve had been
in talking with the peace demonstrators who had called him an
idiot. We had been called to Moscow with a task that the whole
of mankind hadn't given a damn about. But it was a start and an
opportunity.

  In this respect, Russia's call for a peace conference was a
bold adventure, though it was dead on arrival. Fred called it an
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impossible challenge, but also a great opportunity. To my knowledge,
what we hoped to achieve had never even been attempted before
on a world-youth-forum platform. Thus, as the nuclear doomsday
crisis was becoming evermore critical, the youth's attempt was made
in Russia to do, well, something!. It was a cry of fear, not an
invitation presented with outstretched arms. It was doomed to fail
for the lack of a renaissance foundation. The only saving grace was
that the call for the conference came from the grassroots level up.
It was a youth-organized conference that elected politicians had been
officially barred from. They were only allowed to attend as observ-
ers. On the organizational stage it was designed to be a wide-open
international event. It was to establish a basis for real progress
where never any progress had been made. Nor was it allowed to
become a stage for state-dominated propaganda or utopian ideologies
that are by their very nature as far removed from the reality of
human living as the Moon is from the Earth.

  I loved the idea of having been invited to an event where
the politicians had been barred. It inspired hope that against all
odds we might yet achieve something. I loved the idea that the
politicians with their own agendas had been barred. The world scene
had become saturated with politicians that increasingly had prosti-
tuted themselves to their clients, the moneybags, to serve insane
games hidden behind fairytale mythologies and Disneyland-type fan-
tasies that were served up for their masters to the public, on order
to keep public opinion tied into knots while the empires were
raping the world to the point that mankind's future now hangs in
the balance. The lobbying efforts for developing and building the
nuclear bomb came out of the background of the old British Empire.
They wanted a weapon so terrible that all nations would lay down
their sovereignty into the hands of a single world-empire, just to
survive. The Hiroshima and Nagasaki bombing had been carried out
to drive this terror threat home. The plan would have succeeded
had Russia not built a bigger bomb, the H-bomb. And so the quest
for world-empire status had become an arms race, a new Thirty
Years War, while the Peace of Westphalia Principle that ended the
Thirty Years War in 1648 wasn't even on the horizon.

  In this respect the Youth Peace Conference posed a great
challenge to the world, to turn itself around from the bottom up,
as nothing else would work, while none of the youth who had
called for the conference knew how to begin, or were even aware
of the Westphalia Principle. Much less had anyone established a
foundation that came close, on which any real movement could
begin. Of course, neither had we moved forward ourselves suffi-
ciently with the Principle of Universal Love, which had remained
but a vague idea for us, inspired by Steve and Ushi and a few
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others - an idea that still hang precariously on the horizon as through
it didn't really belong into the real world. I, for one, had no idea
how one might implement such a vast principle and make it a
global foundation. Consequently I had nothing substantial to offer. I
shouldn't have been surprised therefore when the conference flopped
and I failed. It was said at the closing of the conference, which had
started with such high hopes, that it soured the soup by simply
accomplishing nothing. And it was also said that this sad state of
affairs, that has become the state of the world, might not be re-
versible.

  Fred had been excited like a kid when he showed us the
official invitation. His eyes sparkled when he read to us the long
list of the conference goals. He was so excited that he convinced
himself that we had a real chance to achieve a breakthrough. He
felt that our achievement in Venice had fermented the thinking
around the world sufficiently to create a new environment, so that
a few steps towards peace could be taken. With such hopes, inspir-
ing excitement, Fred came down from Washington to North Caro-
lina, personally, to our coastal surveillance outpost, as if descending
from his ivory-tower world. He seemed especially excited by the
fact that he found my invitation by name attached to it. He told
us that his office rarely receives requests by name for such events.
Of course, he nor any of us, knew why my personal attendance was
being requested, or Fred knew and kept it a secret.

  Steve didn't answer that question, though it was he who had
alerted us on Ross' rock almost a month in advance that the Moscow
peace event was being planned. He always knew about those things
before they happened. His large private network of contacts in the
intellectual community evidently also extended into Russia. He had
sent us several notes about the Moscow event before Fred knew
about it. One of the notes from Steve came with a warning attached
that the political layers in Russia weren't looking for any kind of
real breakthrough, but were only hoping that America would take
some of the pressure off Russia in the arms race that was hurting
Russia's economy. Steve warned us therefore, that Russia wasn't
looking for peace at all, but for a strategic advantage. Steve wrote
that they had no intentions to change their ideological posture in
any fundamental way, much less was there a demonstrated eagerness
at the lower levels behind the political scene towards that. The
Soviets evidently had not the slightest intention to scrap their key
military project, the Ogarkov Plan, a plan for a 'winnable' nuclear
war. Steve warned that Russia was only looking for concessions from
the West, not solutions. They wanted the West to give Russia
breathing space in strategic matters in order to enable them to
shape the arms race into a more survivable proposition for them,
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especially economically. Steve said that they were looking for a type
of peace that includes the West's guaranteed accommodation of the
Soviet System while the Soviets intended to offer nothing substantial
in return.

  Ross spoke about the Soviet's goal during our next day's
breakfast in his log house by the sea. He concluded that Steve is
obviously right.

  "The sad fact is that no one really wants peace," commented
Heather during the breakfast conversation. "It's as if no one is al-
lowed to have peace, or to become serious about it. The reason
appears to be that the building of peace would require mankind to
launch a new renaissance that would shut down the imperials system
together with every empire, including the Soviet Empire and the
West's New World Order Empire. The Soviets don't want a renais-
sance unfolding, and the West absolutely doesn't want one either.
Both want to dominate society. Both want to be the World Empire.
They don't want anyone to be free and prosperous. And even the
populations themselves, don't want a real renaissance. Everyone wants
to keep its little empire alive, from the rich to the poor. That's
why peace won't be allowed. It would require building a renais-
sance."

  "The imperials that own us in the West, just as the own
the Soviets with their agents and their bribery, wouldn't know what
to do if real peace broke out in the world," commented Ross. "They
would loose their power, their profit engines, and their opportunity
for looting. War is the means for their empire's survival. It opens
the floodgates to profits and keeps everyone impotent. That's why
the imperial fondi love war. That's why the world has been in a
constant state of war ever since the imperial fondi defeated America
in 1913."

  "I don't envy you one bit for going to Moscow on this
hopeless quest," said Heather to me and laughed.

  "Who wants to be drawn into this kind of an arena that has
all the features of a Roman circus?" said Sylvia.

  "Would you say this, even if it was the only chance we've
got to save the world?" said Ross to Sylvia.

  "That's not a fair question," said Sylvia.

  Fred just smiled and shook his head when he entered our
discussion on the day he came to visit our outpost to tell us about
the conference and present my invitation. He turned to me. "Your
friend Helen would have said, what has any of this unresolved crap
got to do with anything? She would have asked, do the challenges
change the principle involved?"

  "The fact is," Ross countered Fred, "that no principle has
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been established in the modern political arena on which to build
real peace." He turned to me. "Your task is to create this foundation
that has never been created in the modern political arena, and to
do this in the midst of a lions den. The Westphalia Principle is
being slandered by the imperials, but you need to not only start
there, but go further with it. That's what it means to be dishing
up the Principle of Universal Love." Here Ross began to laugh.

  "Society hasn't been able to do the equivalent socially for
thousands of years either," I replied quietly. "But it's happening in
our midst."

  Ross just nodded, smiled, then shook his head. "I rest my
case," he said.

  "On what foundation would the political peace be founded
if there was no foundation for its principle established in people's
lives at the grassroots level of day to day living?" I said to Ross.

  "Precisely!" Ross defended himself. "Without the Principle of
Universal Love established at the grassroots level, I see no founda-
tion existing that one would build on to establish unity and peace
at the political level," said Ross. "But I see nothing on the horizon
in both spheres. All that I can see is more and more isolation and
self-isolation. I see more war on the horizon, not less."

  "How do you propose that we change that?" said Fred.
  "The Principle of Universal Love is one of the great prin-

ciples of the Universe," said Ross quietly, looking directly at Fred.
"All of the physical principles of the Universe, from the smallest
atom to the largest galaxy, are harmonizing with one another in
their concert of interaction. Not a single universal principle is an-
tagonistic to any other, otherwise the Universe would disintegrate or
not exist. The principles of our humanity reflect the same all-
embracing Spirit of the Universe, as do all the other principles. If
mankind chooses to ignore them, as I see it happening in a big way,
society is doomed to disintegrate. That's what I have been trying to
say. The point is, I see no movements on the horizon for society
to step back into the light, which means that we must reestablish
those principles to get the movement started. If the 'Spirit' of the
Universe is its central sun, which all of its principles reflect, then
what I see is that mankind has chosen in its folly to step out of
this sunlight into the black shadows cast by the countless silly
notions that the imperial manipulators have erected for mankind for
4000 years already, which mankind hasn't countered and overcome.
Are you are saying that you want to change this in Moscow? Good
luck!"

  "All we can do is put something concrete onto the table,"
I replied. "What more can we do? What more can anyone do?"

  Ross just smiled and raised his coffee mug as if it were for
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a toast.
  Fred didn't smile.
  + + +

  The discussion we had that day seemed far out of sight and
almost forgotten when we got to Moscow, as if Ross' sense of
reality pertained to a different world. When our airport bus arrived
at the hotel, the one that had been officially designated for us, Fred
and I were led to a row of tables that had been set up in the hotel
lobby for what they called, the' VIP express check-in service.' Fred
and I were told that we were registered to share a room. Fred
seemed shocked. "My rank won't allow that," he said to the desk
clerk. Fred demanded his own private place in order to be able to
conduct meetings as required. He offered to pay for the additional
room out of his own pocket.

  At first the clerk said that it was impossible to change
arrangements already made. However, it seemed that even a Soviet
female clerk, the rock of the system, could be persuaded with a
fifty-ruble note, and persuade her to have a talk with the hotel
manager. It turned out that this talk wasn't necessary as the impos-
sible suddenly happened. The girl apologized and called Fred, "Com-
rade General," and registered him in that manner.

  Actually a lot of things happened for a few rubles changing
hands. The bell captain stepped up personally and carried Fred's
bags, and mine as well. We were given preferred attention in every
regard, so it seemed, for the appropriate reward. Would this con-
tinue for the entire stay?

  The swift handling of our luggage, of course, was most
appreciated since we had barely enough time to change before the
opening ceremony was to begin in the grand ballroom.

  Something puzzled me about Fred as we walked into the
ballroom. In fact he had acted strange since we arrived. It was
Fred's exuberance that puzzled me that day. He was as happy as a
lark, but oddly he tried to disguise it, though he couldn't. He
wouldn't tell me what was going on. He said that it was nothing,
but as we entered the ballroom, this 'nothing,' seemed to be con-
firmed to him in a way that it made him happy. Still he kept
hedging about, making casual remarks about the Star Wars system,
as if that meant anything to me.

  I told him that this SDI Star War thing was history now.
I said it wouldn't be likely for the Soviets to respond with a major
announcement of their own on the same scale. "They're too proud
to do that," I added.

  "Or not dishonest enough," said a gentleman next to us.
  Fred disagreed.
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  At this point Fred reached for his billfold and took a ten
Ruble note from it. "This says there'll be a surprising announcement
tonight," he said to me and grinned.

  Was he asking me to bet on something? I looked at him.
I was sure I would win if he were serious. What major surprise
could they announce? "Ten it is!" I said, accepting the offer, though
I knew I shouldn't have, as I knew that Fred was not a habitual
gambler.

  As it was, he was right. There was an announcement made
even before the dinner was served. It was a most significant an-
nouncement indeed, but it was significant only to me personally.
When the panel was introduced, Ushi's name was read out. Fred
grinned and reached out his hand.

  "Heh, that was cheating," I said to him. "That doesn't count.
Insider trading is illegal."

  "Wasn't this the most surprising announcement you could
have heard?" he said.

  I nodded, but waved him off.
  "It's half and half then," he said and grinned. "We both

win."
  + + +

  The Moscow Peace Conference had been scheduled to begin
on the 6th of December. This had definitely been the worst timing
for me, back on the rock. It meant that I had to interrupt my
house construction. The windows needed to be put in place before
the winter storms would cause damage to the interior. Also the
siding needed to be installed in order to protect the framing. I had
hoped to have the whole thing completed by Christmas. That's when
Fred arrived from Washington with the invitation.

  I had the feeling that Fred had personally come down from
Washington for a bigger reason than to just break the news that
would interrupt my building 'holiday' as he had called it. I soon
realized that I was right. He had come to help to get the house
finished far enough so that I could step away from it without being
worried. He knew how far along we were with the project and how
tough it was at this time to get anybody's help, considering that the
value of our money was as uncertain as the weather.

  Fred had confronted us all with the simple fact that my
attendance had been requested by name, and that the 'demand' to
attend had come through official channels. He explained that a request
of this type was "too big" for anyone to decline. He told us that
none of us, him included, had any choice in the matter. He said
it was a matter of protocol that I go, for which my vacation would
have to be suspended. He made it clear that to say, no, was not
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an option no matter how much I needed to work on the house.
And so his story went.

  To judge by the way Fred spoke, our invitation to go to
Moscow seemed important to him. Perhaps the way it was presented
was unusual in the diplomatic sense, since such requests are rare and
this one came directly from the East without any prior consultation.
Also, he couldn't figure out why Moscow had requested me of all
people, by name. It seemed to me that he had been ordered to
attend as well to keep an eye on me to solve this puzzle.

  He seemed surprised, though, that I wasn't surprised. I told
him that Steve's grapevine has been buzzing with rumors for some
time, about something big that would be staged in Moscow.

  "Yes, Moscow, on the sixth of December," Fred confirmed.
"I don't want to hear any excuses. Your house can wait. You will
go, and that's final! In fact, we will both go. Those are my orders
from above."

  "Of course, I'll go," I replied. "I'd love to go. The sixth is
fine with me. I'll hire somebody, somehow, to finish the house."

  Maybe I shouldn't have said this. Maybe I should have argued.
I caught him a bit off guard. He evidently expected protests. This
time I was ready to surprise him. "The sixth is OK," I said.

  He really didn't have an answer ready, except to say, "fine!"

  The only thing I didn't like about going away at this time
was that we had to go away in the midst of the still brewing
economic turmoil that could blow up again. The house suddenly
didn't seem that important anymore. Whatever damages might result
from leaving it wide open, could be repaired. I didn't like the
financial uncertainty. I didn't like leaving Sylvia behind in a critical
situation with a house half-built while she herself was still recov-
ering from another one of her extensive medical treatments. On the
other hand I also knew that those justified concerns amounted to
nothing with our civilization hanging on a fine thread, as it had
been for years under the Mutually Assured Destruction dogma. We
had diffused it somewhat in Venice after America had been attacked
with a nuclear cruise missile that had been intercepted. I saw it in
Fred's eyes that he felt that maybe the Moscow Conference could
be our key to maintaining our precarious world a little while longer
until a real solution could be found that addresses the real issue.

  "But why do they want you to come along?" I asked Fred.
"You have never come on a mission with me in the past. Were you
really ordered to?"

  Fred said something that didn't make much sense, so I didn't
probe it any further. But neither did he go back to Washington.
Instead of going back, he spent the remaining few days before our
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departure at Ross' place, lending us all a hand to secure the house.
Hireing a contractor, as I had proposed, seemed so hopelessly im-
possible in the middle of the economic crisis that was still brewing
that we gave up the attempt. Nobody wanted to come. Nobody
wanted to even talk about it, much less inspect the house to assess
the scope of the work. Ross kept saying that with the value of the
dollar in doubt, if not the dollar itself, who would bother. The
whole idea of commerce seemed to have ground to a halt. On the
other hand, I never imagined in my wildest dreams that my own
boss from the ivory tower would take time out to help me install
windows and siding on my house, struggling against the winter winds
that were blowing in from the sea. Naturally, we discussed the
issues that might come up. We shared ideas even in the storm while
we worked. The discussion continued further into the evenings by
the fire at Ross' place. Fred explained to Ross while I was out of
the room what I had suspected, that he didn't want me having to
worry during the conference about something as trivial as construct-
ing a building, when the survival of civilization is at stake.

  The next day, inspired by Fred's commitment, Ross called
up some local friends and persuaded them to come too and give us
a hand for free, with no strings attached, simply because the work
had to be done, and persuaded them to call up a few other people
as well. Three days later the building was secured.

  + + +

 As expected, the opening speech at the conference was bor-
ing. A thousand-word avalanche came crashing down on us that said
nothing. Fred remarked that the opening speeches typically are boring.
Usually high level dignitaries, who are half-drunk and unfamiliar
with the details of the business at hand, make wild speeches that
seem intended to befuddle everybody. There was something odd,
though, about this particular opening speech. It had a religious flavor.
It reminded me of the speech that the distinguished preacher of The
Cloth had delivered at the public permit hearing for our beach
project. He had turned religion into a weapon. Of course, here in
Russia, the religion was called communism. But in each case the
tone of the speech was the same. When I remembered the people's
lack of a decisive response to the man of The Cloth at our hearing,
I had to smile for Russia. If the same scenario would repeat itself
at the conference, the speaker would be in trouble. Unfortunately,
this didn't happen. He was protected by protocol. He got the re-
quired standing ovation, the kind that seems to be automatically due
to someone of his exalted position.

  + + +
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  "You must judge your life by the difference that you make
in the world as the result of having lived as a human being," said
Fred to me in front of Ross' fireplace on the last evening before
our departure to Moscow. "You must consider what power is, by
taking that one insignificant seeming life that you have been given
at birth, and use it to change the world. That's power, Peter. No
animal can do this in a way that uplifts the world. Only a human
being can do this and create a renaissance. No human life, no matter
how small in the halls of fame and stature, is insignificant. Every
one of us can change the world, because we are human beings.
What we have within us, each one of us as a human being, is
sufficient in power to advance civilization. We have been given an
immortal life in that respect that comes to light when our efforts
uplift the world for future generations."

  "That's the Spirit of the Universe," Ross intervened.
  "We should not deny ourselves by believing that we are

impotent," Fred continued. "We should love ourselves for what we
are, because there is nothing greater in this world than a human
being. We stand at the leading edge. We are the leading edge of life
as far as we know. Every person is endowed with vast and grand
capacities that define us as human. That's what we have the poten-
tial to bring to life. But if the entirety of one's having lived is
consumed with menial tasks and inconsequential pursuits to the point
that the total effect of one's having lived adds up to zero, or less
as in the case of oligarchic pursuits, then nothing resulted from one
having been in the world, except chaos perhaps. In this case human-
ity as a whole comes out poorer. In this way of running away from
itself and hiding itself from the light of the principles that it should
reflect, the whole of mankind becomes ultimately doomed to col-
lapse in some fashion."

  "That is why we are doomed at the present time," said Ross
in a hushed voice. "In today's world most people contribute nothing,
or less than nothing, to the advance of civilization. And I mean less
than nothing, because most people willingly aid the destruction of
what has already been built. They call this destruction, progress. But
this blindness, this self-destruction, is not build into the principles
of the Universe. It is just a void, an error of self-perception. Let
me assure you that this error is not a part of the real Universe or
the real nature of mankind. An error has no truth, and being devoid
of truth, it has no history, present, or future. It is darkness that has
no meaning in a world of light. This universal fact gives us the
authority to roll back the entire seeming history of error that mankind
made concerning itself, even though this error spanned 4000 years
of the dark ages of empires. The moment an error is discovered in
the light of the truth, nothing of the error remains. The step from
darkness to light, can be made in the smallest fraction of time, in
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a wing of an eye. The movement of ideas is not subject to inertia
that would hold it back like physical movements are impeded. Ideas
can move us instantaneously."

  "That is why I expect much more from you than you may
think you can give," said Fred to me.

  Almost as if it were an after-thought, he added quietly, "I
expect a real contribution from you in Moscow. I expect something
that amounts to something enduring in terms of advancing the cause
of peace."

  + + +

  The first official task on the conference agenda, after the
welcoming speech finally ended, was to hammer out an agenda for
the next two weeks. Written suggestions had been put forward
regarding the subjects that should be discussed, and in what order.
Each one was voted on. During the voting a call came from the
floor that Afghanistan should be on top of the list, referring to the
Soviets' war in Afghanistan.

  "No, no!" protested our tour guide who was also a member
of the panel.

  "Then, let's discuss terrorism, Soviet terrorism," shouted
another man from the back.

  "And what about the West's capitalist terrorism against all
the poor countries in the world?" shouted someone else with a
Russian accent. "If you want to compare the body count of the
dead, capitalism will show up as the number one enemy of human-
kind."

  "Yes, but who has his fingers on the pulse of economic
terrorism? Who wants to wreck everything that is decent and good?
Who but the Soviet Union and its cronies would want that?" The
outburst came from an American sounding person at the back of the
hall.

  Most people didn't even bother standing up as they spoke.
After this diatribe, Vietnam and Afghanistan were both brought up
together.

  Our tour guide stood up and waved her hand as someone
who would be firm in this matter. Still, she spoke in the gentlest
manner. She said that this meeting shouldn't concern itself with such
contentious political items that cannot be resolved on this kind of
platform anyway. Rather, the conference should explore the princi-
ples that can counter the underlying mental forces that invite con-
flicts; the forces that divide us and isolate us, which are the forces
that drive us towards war and are killing mankind. "We are not here
to 'rape' each other mentally, emotionally, and politically, and to
tare each other down. We are here to do the opposite. For this we
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need to develop the technology of grace that brings the humanity
of the human being to the surface that is rooted in all of us."

  I nudged Fred. "Did you hear that?"
  Fred nodded and smiled.
  "I don't know when I had last heard the world, grace, spoken

aloud," I said to him. "But here, it was practically the first thing
she said," I said to Fred while our tour guide was still speaking.

  "Let's be clear about one thing," said our tour guide at one
point, gently, in closing, "there is not a single person on this panel
that is authorized to discuss contentious political matters anyway.
Let's also be clear that even if we were authorized to discuss them,
the hysteric battling that would result, would be of no practical
value to anyone. So why would we waste our time with that?
Instead, let's do something constructive that profits us all in a
practical way. Doing that might even uplift the world a little."

  I nudged Fred again. "Did you hear that? She is talking like
Steve would, or like you sometimes talk." I told him that I also
liked the firm control she had established with her gentle manner,
and this in spite of the fact that there was apparent disagreement
with her guideline proposal even among the panel.

  Ushi stood up in to support of our tour guide. I felt that
her help hadn't really been necessary. Still, I was looking forward
to hear what Ushi might say that would raise the platform still
higher as I knew she would attempt.

  Ushi raised her hand when she got to the lectern. "I, too,
would love to see the Afghan war ended," she said softly. "But ask
yourselves, what can we expect to gain from discussing war as an
issue? By its very nature, war is something totally illogical. Believe
me, I know. I have spent two months in Afghanistan as a journalist.
I have seen the whole tragic effort first hand, and I've been trying
my damnedest to understand the meaning of it. In my courier as a
journalist I've seen countless atrocities committed by all sides. I have
experienced horrors that most of you cannot imagine, and witnessed
immense pain and also the raging anger that unfolds in the heat of
the battle. Believe me, I've heard too many of the battle cries, and
cries of the heroes fueling the flames, and I have also seen too
many people die in those flames to find any sense in it at all.
Believe me, those kinds of issues are far too deep to be addressed
via a round table discussions."

  There was order while she spoke.
  "Let me illustrate what I said with an example," she con-

tinued. "I had joined a refugee caravan once. We were high up in
the Afghanistan mountains on our way to the Pakistan border. For
three days we had struggled at dizzying heights, across steep slopes
and ice fields, always in danger of slipping and falling to our death,
or of being seen by the Soviets. A jubilation erupted among the
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people when we finally reached the high valley behind the last
ridge. Before us lay the way to the border to Pakistan. We entered
a lush valley in comparison with the kind of high-mountain wilder-
ness we had been in previously. Camp was set up beside a mountain
stream. On the surface all was a peaceful and idyllic, a scene of
serenity, far from the chaos of war. But we were at war. While the
children were playing in the water, the grinding-on war hadn't
stopped, though the people were oblivious to the danger they couldn't
see. They were supposing to be safe by being so near to the Pa-
kistan border. I urged them to take shelter. There were plenty of
low trees in the valley - a patch of forest with widely spread out
branches. The thick evergreen would have provided at least some
cover from the reconnaissance aircraft. Nevertheless, the people in-
sisted on pitching their tents in the open as they had always done.
I warned them that this would pose a great danger. They were too
naive to comprehend the meaning of reconnaissance. How could they
have sensed the danger? There was no danger reflected in the gentle
calm of that sunny afternoon."

  There was a sense of tension modulated into Ushi's voice,
with a sudden sadness in her expression. She seemed to have been
deeply touched by the experience. "A single aircraft appeared in
early evening high above the valley," she continued quietly. "The
children spotted it first. They watched its flight in a cloudless sky.
High flying aircraft had never been a cause of danger to them. I
tried to explain the danger to make them flee, to get them to
abandon their tents, to run for their lives, to hide as far away as
possible, under trees or behind rocks. But it was all to no avail.
They stayed. The children continued their games. In desperation I
fled alone. I ran as far away from the camp as I could, until I
heard fighter-bombers over the mountains. I saw two aircraft ap-
proaching. I spotted them briefly through the branches, each carrying
two bombs strapped beneath its wings. I was lucky. They couldn't
see me or hear my screams over the noise of their engines. The
bright tents and colorful clothing of the people must have been
glaring targets for them.

  "They wouldn't have heard the chorus of the people's screams
that filled the valley after two of their bombs exploded," Ushi
continued. "No one in the valley could not have heard them, screams
that I can never forget. Only the pilots were oblivious of the screams
that were drowned out by their engines. And so, the two aircraft
returned for a second run with their guns blazing. Had they heard
the voices of agony, they would have veered off."

  Ushi stopped speaking after that and reached for a glass of
water, and added quietly, "They left thirty people dead. By nightfall,
a hundred more had died of their wounds. The impact that this
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senseless massacre has had on me was so overwhelming that I could
not talk about the experience to anyone for a long time. For years
I was ashamed about what I had seen. What kind of person does
this horrible thing to another person? What I had seen had shattered
my image of humanity. I was ashamed of what I had seen happening
and had been unable to prevent. I thought of the pilots in the
planes. They could have been people from any nation that demands
its people to isolate themselves from their humanity and their in-
nermost self-love as human beings. The history books are filled with
stories of atrocities of this kind committed by Germans, French,
Japanese, Englishmen, Chinese, Americans, Russians, Israeli, Turks,
Dutch, Spaniards, and whoever sold their soul to the whore of the
empire that ruled them. All nations have fallen into this trap at one
point and made demands for atrocity on their people in various
ways. As a human act, even as a military act, the massacre that I
witnessed was totally illogical, as indeed any massacre or war will
ever be. Still these things happened and continue to happen all over
the world."

  She gave us another example from a totally different arena,
perpetrated by different people for different reasons. "But the insan-
ity behind it was the same," she added.

  She had witnessed a revenge attack against the people of an
occupied town who had fought back against the occupation of their
country. "In this particular attack," she said, "of a kind that had
become almost routine by then, 26 people were killed, 245 wounded,
12 houses were demolished, a school, a factory, and some infrastruc-
ture facilities. As the wounded were rushed to the hospital, the
occupying forces didn't even allow the wounded to get near the
hospital. When some people rebelled and forced their way in, in
order to have their wounds treated, the occupiers shut off the
hospital's water supply and electrical power. A number of emergency
surgeries had to be performed on the street. Obviously, only a few
victims survived."

  Ushi told us that this particular atrocity was perpetrated in
a supposedly civilized part of the world, and was carried out at the
hands of a supposedly civilized people, a people with a deeply
religious background in their culture. She suggested that a people's
humanity and civilization becomes suspended when insanity rules.

  Ushi suggested to the assembly, that to debate acts of in-
sanity with an expectation to derive conclusions from such debates,
is an act of insanity itself. "What I saw and experienced," she said,
"had nothing to do with anything that is human. There was no logic
behind it, nor was it the result of a natural reaction. It wasn't even
fear, or hate, or required for self-defense. The madness that had
isolated the people from each other had become elevated to the
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level of a war against their own humanity, within a war. War had
become an orgy of murder for its own sake. We need to explore
what we have to do to become human beings again.

  "This goal is the only thing that makes any sense to me,"
she added after a pause. "It will forever be illogical to me to
discuss illogical phenomena. It is more fruitful to explore the dimen-
sions of truth, the dimension of what defines us as human beings.
By this process of self-discovery to advance our self-development, we
may be able to develop a platform of sanity that has the potential
to prevent more insanity from breaking out in the world, and to
counteract that which already rules."

  Ushi sat down in a thunder of applause. Our tour guide
went over to her, shook her hand, and then kissed her.

  The episode unmistakably settled the controversial issue over
guidelines. Our tour guide had won. Nevertheless, our tour guide did
accept another reference to the Afghan War as a comment on what
Ushi had said. The speaker had promised her to make his remarks
immediately relevant to that.

  The speaker was German, a mathematics professor from the
University of Heidelberg. He said that he found it hard to believe
that the Afghan refugees could be so naive as not to recognize the
danger of their situation. He said that they had lived for years in
the shadow of constant danger that this war had brought. He said,
he became resentful of the speaker for presenting what he felt was
an impossible story filled with politically motivated lies.

  Then he told us that something happened in his thinking
that changed all that. He said that the idea dawned that much of
humanity behaves as naively ignorant about the dangers to its ex-
istence as did those people in the high valley. He told us that with
this realization in mind, the refugee's story suddenly became believ-
able. He said that he saw the same ignorance reflected throughout
the world. The tragic refugee story had for him become an echo of
a face of humanity that he said he was more ashamed of suddenly
than the senseless, terrible inhumanity that Ushi had witnessed.

  "We live in a world," he said, "that is filled with paradoxes
that no one recognizes or cares enough to open his eyes to. Eco-
nomically, humanity has shifted its focus away from the physical
production of the things necessary for its daily existence -- away
from creating and maintaining infrastructures and industries, including
farming -- towards financial speculation on a scale that goes far
beyond what is wagered at the roulette tables in casinos. By this
trend humanity is loosing the physical foundation for its very ex-
istence, and it is rushing towards this tragedy by its own action, by
its own insanity. It is happening on a vast scale without most
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people even recognizing that it is happening."
  He told us that he had found it paradoxical for a long time

before the great financial crash had occurred in the West, that while
the physical economy was collapsing, the financial portfolios were
growing in leaps and bounds, that represent this collapsing economy.
He pointed out that the vastly inflated financial values that result
from this ever-expanding swindle represent fundamentally a huge lie
against the truth of the real situation in the world. "But people
close their eyes to the real things," he said, "and lye to themselves.
They don't see the reality that stares them in the face. And, like
the Afghan refugees have experienced, they cannot escape the con-
sequences of their naive denials of the truth that they should have
recognized."

  The man lamented that the same was happening in educa-
tion, which is the foundation for the future of humanity. "Education
is being decimated for purely ideological reasons. The lack of money
is just an excuse. Society is throwing its future away and blaming
it on money so that they can cripple the children financially before
they even come of age. Also, what goes for education has been
reduced to match the environment of the world's decaying economy
and its degenerating civilization. No school is teaching the art of
making discoveries anymore, that guide its pupils to relive the process
of discovery achieved by the great pioneers in the unfolding history
of mankind. This kind of teaching, which was pioneered by an
institution called the Brotherhood of The Common Life, is the stra-
tegic force that broke the dark ages and gave us the Golden Ren-
aissance. All of that is gone now, since there is no renaissance
allowed that would eliminate empires. The Dark Age mentality has
been reestablished with the destruction of real education."

  The professor lamented that the students are no longer taught
to think, to discover, to learn the process of making fundamental
discoveries. Instead, education has become smothered under the mantle
of power, greed, and insanity, and been reduced to a process of
disseminating information that may be politically correct, but is often
actually fundamentally false, and this by intent in order to serve
some imperial objectives. The man suggested that in this process of
making people dumb, falsely called education, the students become
diseducated. They loose the little humanity they had to begin with.
He concluded that the resulting tragedy is fast becoming a platform
on which society has doomed itself to collapse into a New Dark
Age. He suggested that the outcome is in no way different than the
fate of the refugees because of their refusal to protect themselves
from a danger of war that they couldn't see.

  He said that he was also disgusted with the way that health-
care was collapsing around the world. "A person's right to live is
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no longer deemed absolute," he said. "Whether a person lives of dies
has become a matter of cost-effectiveness. If it costs too much to
save a person's life, then, according to the modern axioms, one
should aid the affected person to die efficiently. The next step will
be to provide no choice whatsoever." He said that this impossible
seeming trend to ever-greater insanity is here. "It's here now! Weigh-
ing human life against the cost to maintain it, is already being
discussed in a big way in the imperial halls around the world. The
discussion is conducted secretly of course."

  He pointed out that the most insane topics are now being
debated in governmental circles, like, "Why should the poor have
access to health care at all, which they cannot pay for?" He said
that the watchword has become, "Let the poor die. The world is
over-populated. Hail the money barons, hail stolen wealth, hail greed,
hail inhumanity, scrap the rest."

  The professor suggested that the very fact that such topics
are being considered, indicates to him that society is drifting towards
an artificially created collapse of civilization by which a large por-
tion of the world's population will no longer be able to maintain
its physical existence, even if the people wanted to. "Is this any
different than what happened to the Afghan refugees?" he said.

  The man added quietly that the Afghan refugees should have
run for cover, as Ushi had pointed out. He said that this is what
the whole of humanity should be doing right now in the light of
today's danger to its civilization. "Unfortunately, the opposite hap-
pened in Afghanistan and the equivalent still happens around the
world on an ever-wider front. People now steal from each other
openly, with greater intensity than ever before. They concoct clever
financial schemes for the looting. They call the loot, profit. In doing
this they neglect their duty to themselves, to their community, and
to their nation on which their existence depends. They are more
inclined to pour their living into gambling casinos of the worst sort,
then to protect their own existence. By this process mankind is
poised to disintegrate, just like its world-financial system is poised
to disintegrate," said the man. "The filthy rich oligarchs will sud-
denly realize that their money will no longer buy the food they
need when the production facilities have become dismantled that
once produced the necessities for their living. People will die once
the fuel they need for their homes and for transportation, becomes
too expensive to produce. People can't live long without these
necessary goods and infrastructures, and facilities."

  The man said that it might take a few years yet until a
'real' final disintegration begins. He said that there is still time left
for humanity to grow up as human beings and change itself, but
time is running out as it did for the refugees. He said that unlike
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to what we see in the refugee's example, mankind should look at
itself and its world with a wider perspective. The man predicted
that in the end phase enormous changes that seem totally unlikely
in the present, might become common place, and would then occur
evermore rapidly.

  "The whole political geometry will change, for the good or
the bad," he said. "Political names and institutions that make head-
lines today will disappear and become forgotten. Entire countries
will disappear if society continues on its present course. Then peo-
ple too, will disappear. When this happens it will be too late to
discover that in the unfolding anarchy the quality of leadership that
is needed to open up a way out may be hard to find, or be not
there at all. To some degree, that's already happening. Where would
the pioneering leadership come from when the mental platform is
torn down upon which any leadership that respects the truth about
our humanity needs to be established.

  "Right now it may seem unthinkable," he said, "that for
example an American President would lobby for the legalization of
torture in American prisons. But the trend has been established.
Unless we change our course, the road to hell lies before us.

  "Friends that kind of insanity is what the world is moving
towards," he continued in a softer tone. "Can you imagine that a
U.S. President, when confronted with the illegality of his official
torture policy, would simply rip up the U.S. Constitution and shout
to his aids, 'do not throw the Constitution in my face. The Con-
stitution is just a goddamn piece of paper. It means nothing!' Today,
such a President would be impeached immediately," said the man.
"But in a decade or two he will be hailed as a hero, because society
becomes increasingly blinded by its greed and by its neglect of the
foundation for its civilization and its own existence."

  The German speaker predicted, that unless humanity changes
fundamentally and pursues a wiser course, it is just as doomed as
the Afghan refugees were that refused to broaden their perspective
by which they would have recognized the danger they were in, that
they couldn't see. "As it was," the man added, "the bodies of the
refugees were torn by the bullets they could not see, but which
they should have recognized in their mind.

  "Still, there is something that we can see happening," the
professor said, "because this is something that is more deeply rooted
in us, and I mean all of us, something that is far more valuable
than our alertness to dangers, something that needs to be dealt with
primarily and intensively to avoid doom. This one thing can be
summed up with a single word that the first panelist has challenged
us all to develop, and that is the word, grace. Friends, if we choose
grace as our platform - some may call it beauty, sublimity, honor,
and so forth - then I see hope, because grace is an elevating el-
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ement of human existence that we should all be able to recognize.
With it all the lesser problems can be solved and will be solved
if we go the route. And so I see a light unfolding on the horizon
that promises a new dawn."

  + + +

  What neither of us might have suspected when the confer-
ence began, was that it would end in failure and that my contri-
bution to this failure would ultimately save our life many years
after the conference had become forgotten, as so much of history
tends to become. Except this remarkable time lay still far in the
future. Likewise, undetected by us, was that deep searching move-
ment within that caused us to boldly touch the fringes of that
future that our budding perceptions were shaping and creating its
texture, thread by thread.

  When all of this begun I hadn't been at all concerned about
who had invited me to come to Russia and for what reason. The
reason for my invitation wasn't officially spelled out; so I let it be
with that. The perceived importance of the conference, especially
the way Fred saw it, was the main enticing part for me, even
though he expected more than I felt could be achieved. The sec-
ondary part that I found enticing about the conference was that it
was called at a time when I was secretly hoping to get away from
sawing and nailing, and from the inevitable drywall dust that was
about to cover my world. As impractical as it seemed, I wanted to
get away from that, though I didn't dare hope for it. Now this hope
was being fulfilled, and more so with so many people pitching in
to complete the critical work. Was this a sign of the future and the
dawn of the Principle of Universal Love on the horizon? I didn't
dare hope for that much.

  Also we had virtually no money left in the only bank account
in which, miraculously, all of our assets had become unfrozen. Of
course, bank borrowing was an impossible dream in a world with
a still collapsing economy. Luckily we had bought most of the
materials for the house before the crash occurred, so that the money
we had left could be devoted to buying food, and that seemed
barely sufficient to replenish our supplies on the rock that always
needed to be substantial since there were no major stores in the
area. The nearest shopping center was eighty miles away.

  Saving money had also become important for the simple
reason that food was no longer readily available even in the big
stores, and there it demanded high prices, when there was any to
be had. Luckily, by living far out in the country, we were living
near the source. The small family farms were still the best source
where most of the basic food was being grown. The farmers earned
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a windfall by selling it to the public, compared to the pennies that
the big cartels traditionally offered that at times didn't even cover
the cost of production.

  Actually, the whole nation was lucky in a way. What might
have become the worst food crisis in US history had been narrowly
avoided. There were calls made for the government to intervene
where the private financial markets had failed. There were calls
made for the government to provide financial credits to rebuild the
economy and to impose strict regulations to protect it. Other calls
were made for the government to intervene to prevent the bank-
ruptcy shutdown of banks and key businesses, and major economic
sectors on which society depends for its existence. There were fears
in the background that the food supply would become interrupted
for a long period if the required extraordinary help from government
wasn't forthcoming. Luckily for society, everything that needed to
happen did happen, spasmodically, although it was unclear how it
happened.

  The speculators, of course, were crying. Many had their eyes
set on windfall profits that always become possible in times of
supply shortages. "Keep your hands off the private free market" they
screamed at the very same government agencies that were struggling
to keep the nation afloat. Contrary to some of the speculators'
wishes, in spite of their screaming, the necessary governmental in-
terventions were carried out that kept society from collapsing.
Hoarding of food by producers and distributors was officially de-
clared to be a crime, and the worst violators were prosecuted in
various ways to save the country's food-supply system from collaps-
ing at its weakest point. And so, somehow the system muddled
through.

  Steve had made it clear that what we saw was minuscule
in comparison with the big crash that the entire world-economic
system was moving towards. He said we experienced one of those
minor things like the little rumbles that often precede a major
volcanic eruption. He promised that the dust would settle and
everyone would soon forget that the whole global financial and
economic system is rotten to the core and is slithering towards a
worldwide systemic collapse. He said a real economic system isn't
really a system of money, but is a living thing. He said that this
living thing is currently being bled to death, and if the destruction
goes on far enough, this living thing will die. He promised that
when this happens the big 1929 crash will be seen as but a small
thing too, a little rumble. Steve suggested that society should heed
the warning of these little rumbles and address the underlying false
assumptions that will eventually bring the house down if no re-
sponse is forthcoming to reestablish a real economy.

  Steve also said that no one listened to his call for sanity.
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He said that he saw nothing being addressed in a fundamental way.
He said that just a few Band-Aid measures were being applied, like
the proverbial cork plugging a leaking dam. He warned that there-
fore things would get worse. He compared the current approach to
a doctor treating leprosy by hiding the symptom with ever-bigger
Band-Aids.

  For a few weeks food became scarce in our area, before the
government's rescue project, if it ever reached that far, could be
implemented. We were told that the food situation became cata-
strophic in other places, until as by magic, so people believed, the
situation became slowly 'normal' again, even though the vast global
gambling exposures weren't written off as they should have been in
a global bankruptcy sweep, in order to start a real economy again.
Evidently, that step forward was still to come. If this had been done
in the beginning most of the banks could have been saved during
the 'little' crisis, which crashed under the burden of their gambling
exposures that had already become untenable before the crash began.
Many of those who thought that their money was safe in the banks,
who lost all they had except the shirt they were wearing, would
have lost nothing if the entire system had gone through bankruptcy
reorganization. We were lucky. We only lost half. The needed uni-
versal bankruptcy intervention by the government could have pre-
vented all of that. In that case all of people's pensions would have
continued. No one would have lost any savings and deposits. The
losses would then have been born by the imperial speculators and
looters of society, who caused the crash in the first place with their
insanity. Likewise people's wages would have been protected by the
global bankruptcy reorganization of the world-financial system. But
this didn't happen. And so, in many heart-wrenching cases, people
lost even what they needed to live. Society lost a large chunk of
what its economy needed to function with.

  When the dust was settling, though things were far from
functioning again, we should have celebrated. We should have cel-
ebrated that the potentially major catastrophic damage was avoided.
Except we didn't feel like celebrating then, because as Steve pointed
out, the real dark cloud was still on the horizon promising a future
with consequences that no one might survive. Also some of that
looming darkness was still hanging over us on Ross' rock by the sea.
The dark cloud of uncertainty was still there. Nothing had been
fundamentally healed. The governments hadn't taken steps to refi-
nance the physical economy with government credits directed for
building new industries, new infrastructures, new water systems, new
power systems, etc.. All of that had been needed before the crash,
and was afterwards even more needed to achieve an economic re-
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covery. There was talk about a recovery, but that remained only
talk. There were signs that the markets would recover and that with
it the gambling orgy would resume and threaten to become even
more intense. This sort of thing always happens in the wake of
major losses. People gamble more insanely in their hope to make up
the losses, but end up loosing evermore. That's what Steve pre-
dicted, if the right steps weren't taken, and it was easy to see why.
Without signs that a physical recovery would be initiated for an
enriched and decent life for people around the world, with better
housing, better education, and better health care, and so forth, there
was nothing on the horizon to reverse the trek to hell that became
a path on which the crash was but a ripple. Our renaissance-dream
had therefore remained a dream on Ross' rock.

  That was the background in general terms, against which our
mission to Russia happened.

  All of us on Ross' rock knew that the government's emer-
gency measures fell far short of what was really required to address
the underlying systemic failure. No free financing had been created
for the kind of industrialization that would bring the 'good old days'
back to America. The government continued to move backwards,
where it should have taken three steps forward, liberally. The pri-
vate banking empire that is deceptively named the Federal Reserve
system, remained in private hands. We really had nothing happening
on the ground with which to justify any hope.

  Ironically Russia hadn't been affected much by the collapse
of the dollar, as we experienced. The Russian economy, such as it
was, was still functioning as poorly as ever, and getting worse,
whereby it was also doomed. Russia was fortunate only in that it
hadn't been rich in dollar holdings.

  + + +

 After the German professor's speech ended at the conference,
our tour guide embraced the professor as an expression of thanks.
There was also applause forthcoming, but the applause was mixed
with shouts of protest. The shouts of protest, ironically, proved him
right. They proved that much of humanity was indeed too naive to
see the truth about itself and its situation in the world. Obviously,
our tour guide did see the beauty of the man's speech, and the
relevancy of what he had said. This was the mark of a beautiful
soul to match the beauty of her person.

  Perhaps it was this warm human gesture, the promise of a
person in love with her humanity, which caused me to fall more
deeply in love with her than I already had when I first saw her.

  My first reaction was that I must meet this beautiful person.
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I also knew that Ushi could arrange that, being on the panel with
her.

  Still, it didn't happen that way. Immediately after the offi-
cial part of the evening was concluded, I made my way to the
podium. Everyone was already leaving when I came up the side
stairs. Still, I managed to catch up with them behind the stage. Ushi
was delighted to see me. She offered an embrace. "So you are here,"
she said and kissed me, then introduced me to our tour guide,
whom she introduced to me as "Antonovna Valentina Lisitov, a dear
friend."

  After the introduction she took me aside for a private
embrace. "We must get together," she said when we were facing
each other again. "But not every night," she added. She reminded me
of what I had said to her on our first day together in the cafe in
Leipzig, that we must try to uplift every situation we find ourselves
in, no matter where we might be. "This must be the guiding prin-
ciple to our situation here," she added. She said that quality counts
far more than quantity. "A single day correctly lived may well be
richer than a thousand years of slavery to mediocrity."

  I told her that I fully agreed.
  "So, how often shall we meet?" she asked. "We can't tie up

all of one-another's time. How about a third? We'll be fifteen days
in Russia. Let's meet five times. This gives us time to build up to
the days when we do meet, to make them count. If we cannot
uplift each other in some way, whenever we meet, by which we
come out richer, what point is there in meeting at all?"

  She began to laugh suddenly. "If we can't meet that goal,"
she said and grinned, "the old song will come true, which asks: 'Is
this all there is to love? If this all there is, then lets keep on
dancing, break out the booze and have a ball.'"

  "What's wrong with dancing," I replied, "and having a ball?"
  "Nothing," she said, still grinning, "if it is a part of enrich-

ing one-another, like on that wonderful day that we shared in
Cozumel. That was rich. That wasn't an escapist exercise. Each time
we meet must be a grand celebration like that one." She added,
"don't you agree that there are countless ways to make that happen?
We must find them. Each time we meet we must brighten the
sunshine of our spring."

  "Of course," I said in full agreement.

  While the next morning unfolded an incidence happened of
a type for which I grew more and more fond of our tour guide,
so much so that when lunchtime came around I was able to con-
gratulate her for her contribution. As I did, I sneaked a chocolate
bar onto her table. The next day I became even more daring. I
invited her out for dinner. To my surprise, she said yes.
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  "At seven, on top of the tower?" I said cautiously.
  She nodded with a smile.
  I grinned.
  "Permit me to take care of the reservations," she said. She

wrote her name onto the edge of the program sheet that I had in
my hands.

  Wow! What was it about her that put me for the rest of
the day into a tipsy? Ushi's words came to mind. "Each time we
meet we must brighten the sunshine of our spring." But how does
one uplift a person that one doesn't even know? The answer to that
question was recognized immediately. It had three elements: love
built on truth, science, and dialog. However, this was Russia. We
were in a frozen land in more ways than one. Could such a project
be pulled off in Russia? Indeed, could I pull it off at all, now that
I was living under the spell of her charm?

  + + +

  Getting to Moscow had been as easily accomplished as in
the past, in spite of the still lingering effects of the western finan-
cial and economic crash. Tony had the air transportation arranged for
us with his usual efficiency. An ancient floatplane came to the
beach to pick us up, piloted by the famous Michael, a living legend
that wouldn't die, the longest serving pilot of the American services
now serving the Coast Guard, one of Tony's buddies from his early
days in aviation. Tony said that the man should have been retired
ages ago, but he refused to leave. He wanted to keep on flying. His
plane, too, simply wouldn't quit either. Both he and his plane had
become famously synonymous with dependability. That feature was
eventually recognized as a valuable asset. Now, the man's services
were one of the few that were still functioning reliably, apart from
those that were absolutely essential and had priority government
support.

  When Michael's old plane came in low above the water
towards our bay, Fred remarked that what Tony had pulled off in
these tough times was better than any response he himself would
have gotten in Washington, even with his rank.

  Michael, our pilot, a stout man with a full beard, wearing
his famous Yankee baseball cap, took us a few hundred miles south-
west to the Marietta Air Force Base. Tony had found space for us
from there on a supply plane of the US Air Transport Service that
was on a mission to London via Thule. The aircraft for this flight
was not quite as old as Michael's plane. We flew on a C-130
Hercules, one of the many of those crates that were still in opera-
tion, because they likewise wouldn't quit. After a few stops along
the way, Aeroflot took us from London on its regular flight to
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Moscow.

  One aspect about the flight to Moscow struck me as odd,
especially after we boarded the Aeroflot flight. It was Fred's relative
silence. I couldn't figure it out. He was holding something back.
"Are you afraid that we are going to fail?" I asked him. I told him
he shouldn't be afraid. I repeated, "Moscow will be a piece of cake
compared to Venice."

  I brought this up to get an argument going. I asked him if
he ever heard Gustav Mahler's Fifth Symphony. I suggested that this
music reflects what our Venice mission was like. "The first move-
ment of Mahler's Fifth is like a funeral march," I said. "This reflects
how I saw our mission at first. I wasn't at all keen going to Venice,
as you might recall. But out of the gloom came a significant victory
for us, even though it didn't solve the underlying problem. What we
experienced with this mission is reflected well in Mahler's music.
One reflects the other. Both reflect an underlying principle. Even the
beautiful adagio movement near the end of the symphony, was
reflected in our mission in Venice, and also in our private life there.
The powerful rondo that ends Mahler's symphony was Steve's Ice-
Age-Renaissance presentation that gave our trip to Venice a whole
new purpose. What Steve and I put on the plate, may yet change
the world. The ending rondo reflects our daring declaration of war
on the Fondi Empire. It opened up the horizon to a powerful new
renaissance that the fondi cannot survive once it begins to unfold.
While we blundered with the SDI cancellation, I think we put
something better on the table than any of us expected. We broke
new ice. That success should count for something, shouldn't it?"

  Fred disagreed with my assessment. "I don't think you really
know what you're talking about," he added.

  His comment shocked me. What he said bordered on being
an insult, but insulting people wasn't Fred's way. So what was it?
In any case, his remark wasn't taken as an insult. Still, I protested
against what he said.

  "Protests don't make you right," Fred commented, and began
to smile. "Protests don't cause people to do the right thing and be
sensitive to the truth. This factor might be very profound in the
case that we are facing now."

  Fred looked at me and began to smile again. "What are the
two major elements that stand in the way of every form of unity?"
he asked.

  "That's easy," I replied. "Division and isolation. They both
inhibit unity."

  "You're right," he said in a serious tone. "Still, you don't
know what you're talking about. That is my point, Peter. You don't
know what these concepts mean."
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  "You'd better explain," I replied, and shook my head.
  "So, you really don't know?" he said. "You told me that

America's intention to build its SDI-antimissile system had created
a deep division between the USA and Russia. You told me that you
have achieved a victory over that division in Venice when you
announced that the SDI was being scrapped. What you believed to
be true, Peter, is basically incorrect. That's where the problem lies,
and the problem is bigger than you think, because almost everybody
now believes that the SDI, and its principle, had been a bad thing.
Unfortunately, that doesn't make it true. It makes the problem more
severe. The reality is, Peter, the SDI hadn't caused the East-West
division. Something else had caused it, which still remains. The U.S./
Soviet division existed long before the SDI was introduced, nor had
the SDI deepened the division. The SDI had only deepened the
isolation of the two nations. It had added another potential threat
to a long list of threats. It is common knowledge that a shielded
attacker is more threatening if the opponent doesn't have a similar
shield. That's why the SDI had become so enormously dangerous to
peace, in the way it had been implemented. However, it was origi-
nally designed to reduce the isolation of the nations. It would have
done this if its design had been followed through as a cooperative
project that the Soviets had been invited to participate in actively.
The cooperative development effort would have bridged a lot of the
isolation between our two nations that we had allowed to develop.
The SDI would have created mutual respect. That was its main
principle, and it wasn't allowed," said Fred.

  "Why do you use the phrase, OUR two nations?" I inter-
jected. "We have nothing in common with the Soviets."

  "I am referring to Russia," said Fred. "The Russian people
have the same aspirations to free themselves from oligarchic domi-
nation, as we have. Communism was foisted on them by the British
Empire, because we in America had succeeded to free ourselves
from the imperial choke-hold. Russia was about to follow our lead.
We are brothers in the same fight, Peter. In fact, we are brothers
in more ways than one. If Russia hadn't come to our aid earlier,
during the Civil War, the USA would have been crushed by the
British Empire, and America would have become a colony again. The
Czar had prevented that. He had promised Lincoln the full command
over the Russian Navy if Britain got involved in the war in support
of its imperial surrogates, who ruled the American southern slave-
owner states, the so-called Confederacy. Russia literally saved the
existence of our republic. In return, when the British Empire and
its agents in America had financed Hitler's rise to power, the hired
madman who had promised the empire to crush Russia, America
came to Russia's aid. We always had a strong cooperative relation-
ship with Russia, and a common adversarial relationship with the
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world-enslaving British Empire, the war-empire. That is why huge
efforts are now being made, by hook and by crook, and all kinds
of lies, to isolate us from one-another. They'll dig deeply into their
sewer to find something that will isolate our two nations and then
destroy them one at a time. That's their game, Peter. Isolation is a
key element in this game. It's a more dangerous element, because
it is hard to detect."

  Fred explained that creating divisions between people invari-
ably involves hostile confrontations, which the Empire of the New
World Order ultimately wants. "The empire wants a big endless war.
That has been its tradition for as long as it existed. Creating di-
vision among us instigated the Cold War. That was precisely what
they wanted. They isolated our two nations ideologically and then
manipulated each one separately to reach for the other's throat. The
isolation shouldn't have been possible, but as soon as Franklin
Roosevelt was in the grave, the isolation was quickly and cleverly
orchestrated and became a completed fact before anyone realized
what had happened. This means, Peter, our only hope in squelching
the Cold War, is located in overturning the roots of isolation.
Everything else is secondary. It's pointless to fight against secondary
issues. You've got to reach for the core. Nuclear weapons treaties
are useless."

  Fred explained that isolation is a difficult phenomenon to
deal with, because it does not involve a hostile confrontation. "It's
a force that produces inner struggles against oneself, like sexual
isolation."

  Fred also said that unless one overcomes the cause for iso-
lation, there would never be any social unity possible, or any peace
in the world, or a renaissance victory in society over the nuclear-
war madness, and over war altogether. "Whenever the necessary
elements are missing that counter isolation in the heart of society,
one finds a world that is torn by disunity and dangerous clashes that
promise to destroy civilization. On the surface our challenge is to
eradicate all nuclear weapons, but this poses the deeper challenge to
accomplish the feat in a world in which the knowledge of how to
build nuclear bombs will always remain. It's impossible to fight that
knowledge, so it's impossible to scrap the nukes by treaty. The
knowledge to build them is here to stay. We are challenged there-
fore to create an environment in which that knowledge of how to
build nuclear bombs becomes irrelevant. Nobody has ever dared to
face this kind of deep-reaching task, Peter. And it won't be faced
until we face it boldly and directly at the heart and become suc-
cessful. Until that time the whole of mankind will continue to live
under the shadow of a potentially horrendous tragedy that could
happen within moments."

  "Why are you so arrogant as to insist that this task won't
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be faced until we face it?" I interjected. "We are not alone in the
world. You are denying the humanity of mankind by insisting that
the task belongs to us alone, and won't be fulfilled until we fulfill
it."

  "I didn't say that the task belongs to us ALONE," Fred cut
me off. "I said it belongs to us. It belongs to all mankind, WE ARE
mankind, but if everybody waits for the other to do it, it won't get
done. That's why the war against war hasn't been won for 4000
years. And so I say the task belongs to us, not excluding all mankind.
I am saying this for everybody. By saying anything less we ourselves
would continue to submit to isolation. I'm speaking for the entire
human society on this planet when I say that the task belongs to
mankind collectively, to win the war against war, which is a war
against isolation. The truth is, we are not isolated from the conse-
quences, or the risk of suffering the consequences. All it might take
is an accident, or an act of sabotage, or a President becoming insane,
or a military ruler going nuts, or a patriot intervening in a stupid
way, and bang, the world will be on fire in the time-space of a
coffee break. For as long as we live by the doctrine of Mutually
Assured Destruction, our collective destruction is thereby assured,
and our individual destruction with it. No one is isolated in real
terms. Isolation is artificial, created and cultured for a purpose. We've
got the technology today to eradicate mankind as a whole. No one
is isolated from that. It means that the outcome, which no one can
survive, is fundamentally assured to happen for as long as the nuclear
weapons remain poised on this planet and targeted against one-
another, and for as long as the knowledge to built these weapons
remains a threat. This means that the task to overcome isolation
belongs to us all. It belongs to you, Peter, and you must take it
on as if your life depends on it, because it literally does."

  "Everybody knows that it is just a matter of time before we
blow up the world. Some people even warn that we're on the fast
track to eradicate all life on this planet with radioactive pollution
from our new DU bombs, the slow-acting 4th generation nuclear
weapon, which we are about to mass-produce by the tens of mil-
lions," I added. "I agree, we can't undo the knowledge of how to
build any of those bombs. The knowledge for building them remains
with us forever. And so, the potential we have developed, to radi-
cally destroy our planet, will always remain with us, unless our
loving negates this potential to zero. But can we eradicate the danger
of that potential, by eradicating our isolation from one another as
human beings that has been getting deeper and become more uni-
versal? Can this be done?"

  "If we assume even to the slightest degree that this can't be
done then we have already lost, Peter," said Fred. "Then we assume
that we are not human beings. As human beings we have that
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potential. It is our task to develop the potential that we have, in
order to eradicate the danger that comes with advancing technolo-
gies. It's a small challenge that we face with this, because the power
to meet that challenge is already built into our humanity. We don't
have to reinvent mankind, we just have to bring our humanity to
light, even though this has been rarely done before. And so, in this
way, we can make the knowledge obsolete, for making war, and
render it inconsequential. Thereby we make war obsolete."

  "I agree this can be done," I interjected. "It has to be done,
but how, how, how? That's the question. How does one eradicate
isolation."

  Fred laughed. "That's elementary, Peter. It can be done the
way it has always been done, with our humanity, Peter. It's principle
is not designed to cause isolation. Isolation has no principle. It is
a black-hole type void that has no principle. Darkness has no prin-
ciple in comparison with the principle of light. Darkness is a void
that light displaces with its radiance. We are that light, and that
light is already shining."

  Fred asked me to consider how many knives every family
has in their kitchen. "How many of these are large enough to kill
another person with? There are many such knives in every house-
hold, no doubt. We need them to live, to prepare our meals. In that
case the technology exists on a massive scale to kill one another,
and so does the knowledge of how to use a knife for killing, but
both the technology and the knowledge are completely irrelevant.
Our humanity has made them irrelevant. It prevents us from using
the means we have for killing one another. That is also how we can
be save ourselves from nuclear weapons once we eradicate the in-
sanity of near universal division that has already robbed us of a
large chunk of our humanity. We have to rebuild what we lost.
That's how we overcome isolation. We are united by our humanity,
and not isolated from one another by it. We are a people of a
common universal humanity and a common universal human soul.
That's the fundamental truth."

  "The platform that you propose has to reflect the Principle
of Universal Love," I interjected.

  Fred nodded.
  "I knew this all along," I said, "but never in such terms."
  Fred nodded again. "Is isolation possible under the Principle

of Universal Love? Ask yourself that, Peter. Is the isolation of mankind
from one-another supported by any real universal principle? That's
an important question too, and the answer to both questions is, NO!
The answer has to be a resounding NO, because the Principle of
Universal Love is the principle of the Universe and of mankind. As
Ross said many times, there are no antagonistic principles in the
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Universe, or else it would not exist. Take one principle away or
make it antagonistic, like the principle of universal gravity, and the
whole Universe would disintegrate. But there are no such phenom-
ena, as antagonistic principles. All principle are harmonizing. This
pattern is evidently reflected also in the principles of humanity and
the principles of civilization. No counteracting principle exists. The
imperial policies of stealing, hating, killing, making war, and so forth,
are black-hole voids resulting from interventions that have drained
the humanity from society and replaced the void with irrational
ideologies that are a void themselves. The Universe isn't built on
voids or conflicting principles. The Universe is the manifest of an
array of singular active, cooperative principles. By acknowledging the
real nature of the Universe, as being cooperatively harmonious, we
acknowledge ourselves, and with it our essential unity. No one exists
in isolation from that Universe that we are also a part of. Isolation
is a false belief that is used for making war, but it has no truth
in it. Peace means that we snap out of those false beliefs, and
acknowledge the principles of our humanity. That makes peace an
active process, and unity an undeniable reality. Peace can never be
passive. Only isolation is passive. It's the result of dense blindness
to the truth."

  I began to smile. "Unity has to be active," I agreed. "Love
cannot be passive. That's elementary too, Fred. Isolation in contrast
is never an active thing. Isolation results, when we have drifted far
away from love, so that there is no movement happening. That's
where we are now, aren't we? Can we expect to repair this passive
tragedy in Moscow?"

  "No, Peter, you asked an invalid question. Don't ask if we
can repair isolation. That's nonsense. We can only flood the scene
with an active peace. If isolation is darkness, bring in the light.
Where there is no humility, bring in the light of our humanity.
Take a few faint steps towards this end, and you will work wonders.
If we were to take a single profound step in that direction, that
step would usher in a 'miracle' that would change the world. Of
course those 'miracles' don't happen if we won't make them happen.
The conference will therefore likely fail. But if we play our cards
right, we might start some movement in the background, some basic
movement in the right direction that might cause one or two people
to think in real and universal terms, as they discover themselves as
human beings and to get the ball rolling. I would call this then a
great success. Remember, Peter, peace, like love, can only be an
active thing. When you sense isolation, the warning flags should rise
and tell us that an active sense of our humanity is needed."

  "But that's easier said than done," I interjected.
  Fred began to grin. "That is so because we were too lethar-

gic in developing the skills. Too few people have dared to even
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touch the principles of our humanity, like the Principle of Universal
Love. The last time this happened in a big way was in 1648 and
even then it was a faint step. Isolations seems far more comfortable
for one to live with. It doesn't require any effort, any honesty with
oneself, any response to what is true. That's the rut where one
doesn't have to stand up for anything. You are a perfect example
yourself."

  "Me?"
  "Yes, you, Peter. You have ignored those warning flags in

your private life when you drifted into an impasse with Heather.
That's why you both got stuck and couldn't move. You didn't utilize
the power of the Principle of Universal Love to get yourselves out
of your rut."

  Fred suggested that this was the reason why Heather finally
had to leave me that day at the SandCastle. "It is important that
you understand what causes these impasses," he said in a serious
tone of voice. "This is as deep-reaching in your diplomatic work, as
you found it in your private life. You can't operate from a separate
platform in your official work than you operate from in your pri-
vate life. If you do, you are a hypocrite in both arenas. Universal
principles apply universally. That makes the Principle of Universal
Love so challenging. Since you can't really step away from love, you
might want to become sensitive to the two key aspects that inhibit
it, that inhibit unity. Don't drift into isolation, and be even more
alarmed about division. Isolation may seem moral, but it is a dead
thing where nothing is moving, and if you don't get out of this
environment, you drift into division and war and every depravity in
the book. You need to be alert to both of these aspects, but with
a special alertness to isolation. Isolation, and even more so self-
isolation, is the world's most subtle and devastating foe."

  Fred cautioned me. "Isolation creates a boxed in feeling. It
imprisons people without bars on their door. It creates frustration.
These elements are dangerous elements that lead to hostile confron-
tation when left untreated. They are difficult to get out of, once
one is trapped into them. That's why religious wars go on, seemingly
forever."

  Fred cautioned me further. "You would have been more
successful in Venice if you had announced the cancellation of the
SDI in such a manner that people could have sensed the danger
inherent in the western self-isolation. They would have sensed the
boxed-in feeling that most of them might have already been familiar
with in their own lives. You should then have helped them out of
that box that nobody really likes to be in. In this manner they
might have experienced a faint sense of the principle that is re-
quired for saving the world. This would have been a greater achieve-
ment than the one you wrought."
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  Fred urged me to keep those aspects in mind in Moscow.
"These are aspects that render peace and love as being identical in
nature, and as both being active qualities. There can be no passive
peace of that kind, Peter, just as there can be no passive love."

  He paused, and then added that the economic prosperity of
a nation depends on active principles too, and on those alone.
"Speculative stealing, or just plain looting, are economically passive
pursuits, because nothing is being created in these pursuits. Unfor-
tunately, in modern days, 99% of the rich people's wealth is derived
from stealing. They call their process of stealing speculative invest-
ment, but it's really stealing. We live in a world in which entire
economies have become passive in this sense; when nothing is pro-
duced for society; when no or little real wealth is created in pro-
ductive processes, except perhaps by slavery, which is also a form
of stealing. And so, having lost their humanity, people resort to
stealing to get rich. In a passive economy that's their only option,
because the productive scene is a dead void. That's the same option
that empires try to induce and have induced throughout history,
because empires are economically passive. They depend on the void
in society that allows them to steal. Empires don't produce anything.
They don't elevate civilization. They just steal, often by the force
of arms. The only real economic power in the Universe is Love.
Love is never passive; its manifest is creative power; its social
reflection in our country's Constitution is the Principle of the General
Welfare. The Principle of the General Welfare is the most profound
key element in the Preamble of our Federal Constitution," Fred
continued. "It calls for the developing of the active skills that we've
been talking about, the skills for creating a human civilization with
productive involvement, innovative efforts, which altogether uplift
the whole of society."

  "Yes, and when society is moving with the Principle of
Universal Love, that principle causes society to dedicate itself ever-
more to the Principle of the General Welfare," I interjected.

  "The founders of our nation understood that a nation cannot
prosper and long endure without building itself up on an active
platform, a productive platform, the platform of the Principle of the
General Welfare," said Fred. "If that is lost, the nation is lost. There
is no such thing as passive wealth, which is speculative stealing. Our
founding fathers evidently understood this, for which the General
Welfare Principle has been given such a prominent place, right in
the Preamble of our Constitution. And so, it is the active Principle
of Universal Love that fundamentally defines the nature of our
republic. The USA was not created to safeguard the looting of
society by millionaires, but to safeguard the welfare of all its peo-
ple, and to improve the welfare of society as a whole, with ad-
vances in education, science, technology, industry, and cultural pur-
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suits. That's the principle on which our nation is built. No one is
exempted from the task of upholding that principle. A principle is
something that is both active and universal,"

  "Like love is," I interjected. "The General Welfare Principle
therefore means that love is reflected in love, actively and without
exception. National unity means universal love. It means active love
without exception."

  "We have lost sight of this, Peter," said Fred. "That is why
our nation is doomed. We have lost sight of it, all across the world.
That is why mankind is doomed. And being so doomed by the void
we allowed to develop, our civilization will likely collapse within
that void, into a new Dark Age that few people living today will
likely survive. This will happen if the void isn't filled, even without
nuclear weapons being thrown around. We are even more doomed
by this void, if one adds to the consideration that the return of the
Ice Age is also standing on the horizon. We can't survive the next
Ice Age while living in a void in which the power of our humanity
is negated to zero. As you know, the transition to a new Ice Age
is near. The preparations for it should be well under way. We
should be building the greatest renaissance ever. But we don't. We
make war instead."

  I was impressed by Fred's analysis. "Do you teach these
things in Washington to all the other agents?" I asked. "Is this being
taught in the CIA school and in the training academy of the FBI?"

  "You must be joking," said Fred and grinned. "Those gun
slinging, sledge hammer toting maniacs would never understand any
of this. They weren't selected for their ability to understand univer-
sal principles. They are not supposed to even think about anything.
The secret services are hired to work against the USA. Their task
is to wreck it. That is why their work is kept secret. Secrecy
doesn't protect a nation. It only protects lies, and it protects the
hired agents who have been enlisted to destroy our nation. You
seem to forget that the CIA had been created directly by the fondi,
and primarily for the fondi's goals. The American people only pay
the bills, but they have no say about what is done in their name,
especially the treachery that is done in secret. The CIA and to some
degree now also the FBI, should be regarded as foreign adversarial
assets operating behind 'enemy' lines, meaning our country. This
outcome is not surprising considering by what these agencies have
become, and by whom they were designed. The CIA was set up
with the 'guidance' of British Intelligence, which in turn serves the
fondi. These institutions were never designed to be agents for na-
tional unity and to protect the freedom, and the development of
society. They serve the empire's game, and that game is, was, and
always will be, to isolate, divide, conquer, and rule. This process is
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the imperial process. The process has been protected in America for
half a century and is now wrecking the world, both from within the
nations and from the outside. One wouldn't need a vast covert
warfare apparatus if the goal was to create unity, Peter. Unity is a
natural thing, because love is a natural thing. However, if the goal
is to create isolation in the world, and then divisions and war, vast
covert operations are needed. And that's what we in the USA have
developed and perfected into a fine black art. The covert operations
are needed to overpower the natural tendency in society, which is
to love. They are needed to wreck the power of love. That's an
ancient game for which the philosopher Hobbes has been showered
with honor and fame, who had virtually outlawed love, probably in
prostitution to the Venetian Empire that wanted to destroy the
Golden Renaissance in Europe. Obviously the wrecking of love serves
the imperial forces well. That's what the super-secret NSA and its
CIA have been created for, to wreck the last vestige of love any-
where in the world. Hobbes, not surprisingly, is still honored in
today's wold, especially now in America. Almost our entire govern-
ment with few exceptions, from the freshmen in Congress to the
most senior members of the Senate, have prostituted themselves to
the houses of the empire's money bags, the various fondi who own
them and dictate their services. There is no free government left in
America at the very top. Hobbes is still honored. That's what we
have to overturn, and it won't be a cakewalk, Peter. Russia offers
us a platform to take a little stab at this momentous challenge
before us."

  I shrugged my shoulders. "What are you saying Fred? Do
you propose to fight against the USA?"

  "I propose a fight against the vultures that have devoured
the USA alive," said Fred. "This fight can't be won with any weapon
of force, or any type of conspiracy known to us, as you well know.
Weapons of force are powerless to create a brighter world, likewise
conspiracies and lies. Our need for a brighter world can only be
satisfied with the power of a new renaissance of love and humanity.
That's how we fight FOR the USA, my friend, while everybody is
out to wreck it, even from within. It's a 'known secret' that the
old imperial crowd of the British Empire has replicated their rats-
nest in our country, and that society has failed so far to free itself
from that crowd."

  "But that was a long time ago, Fred, going all the way back
to 1947, when the NSA was created and its enforcement arm, the
CIA."

  "No Peter, 1947 was the year when we began to loose our
nation a second time. We suffered the first big defeat in 1913. Our
second defeat in 1947 was subsequent to that, and so was our third
defeat in 1951 when the CIA started its cultural warfare project, the
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infamous Congress for Cultural Freedom, meaning freedom from
culture, humanity, love, and all that is good and essential for civi-
lization. Each time we were hit by the empire, we became 'isolated'
in another major way from what we once were as a nation. In 1913,
at Christmas time, our national currency and credit creation was
isolated and taken away from us and placed into the private hands
of the financial empire. Traitors thereby stole our currency from us.
We now have to rent it back at a ransom, and we won't even get
it if it is for development purposes. Then in 1947, our even greater
national treasure, our innocence, was stolen from us, which we may
not get back easily. The stage for that was set several years earlier
when the imperials managed to get Truman into the White House
as Vice President, who turned the nation upside down at the moment
when President Franklin Roosevelt died. All of Roosevelt's policies,
which had been focused on the Principle of the General Welfare,
were overturned. Some say that Roosevelt was killed to enable that
overturning. He stood in the way of the imperial objective to cap-
ture the world. One thing is certain, from the moment of his death,
America became devoted to the welfare of the imperials. America
became a welfare state for imperial bankers and rich oligarchs. The
atomic bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki was planned and ex-
ecuted for precisely that purpose, the purpose of terrorizing the
world into surrendering its sovereignty into the hands of the impe-
rials. That horror show served no military purpose, Peter. It served
only the new imperial objective, which was and still is, to rule the
world from behind a front of terror. That rule of imperial state
terror has not been quenched since. It's become the New World
Order, the imperial Terror Order that our NSA and CIA serve, and
do so in total secrecy. Hiroshima and Nagasaki were the rising
shadow that set the stage into ever-greater darkness. Both cities had
been spared during the previous bombing runs in order to demon-
strate to the world the power of the terror weapon against a
completely intact living city. The opening salvo set the tone for
both of America's imperial welfare agencies, the NSA and the CIA,
that have over the years killed ten or twenty times as many people
as the atomic bombs have. Of course you are not supposed to
believe these agencies are controlled by the fondi, Peter. Neverthe-
less, the truth is slowly leaking out. And it was the CIA, wasn't
it, that sponsored America's third defeat in 1951 under the banner
of the Congress for Cultural Freedom. How can you speak of free-
dom from culture when culture is freedom? But that's not a paradox
in the imperial world, where the goal is to prevent all forms of
freedom. In 1951 a range of worldwide processes were set in motion
to do this, especially to isolate America from its national culture.
The goal was to take this last treasure, too, away from us, leaving
in its place an empty void. The process wrecked our sanity, our

Chapter 1 - Snowflakes



48

decency, our morality, and our very heart as a nation, by wrecking
education, finance, science, health care, music, literature, entertain-
ment, and so on. That is what happens when people become iso-
lated from themselves as human beings, from the very essence of
what human beings are, who thereby loose their humanity."

  "This means that the NSA, CIA, and related organizations,
all operate essentially like a mole that is pursuing foreign imperial
policy objectives under the flag of an American institution," I in-
terjected. "This means we will soon have a new Hitler rising, taking
residence in the White House, privately financed into power, pri-
vately selected, privately vetted for the imperial task, and privately
controlled once in power. That's what Ross thinks," I said to Fred.

  Fred nodded. "All imperial institutions that are operating in
our country are foreign adversarial institutions with the intention to
destroy our nation from within. Their intention is clear, no matter
under which noble name they are hiding in the modern world. Their
name doesn't mean anything. In most cases the name is a deception.
It's the policy that counts, which often reflects the opposite to what
the name spells out."

  Fred began to smile. "Do you know what some people call
the NSA. Officially the acronym NSA stands for National Security
Agency. Some people say the acronym NSA really stands for 'Na-
tional Self-destruction Agency.' They say this, because they can see
that's what the NSA's real objective is for America. Its task is to
cause the self-destruction of the USA. And I might add, they are
extremely efficient at it. It's the same with the CIA, Peter. Officially
the acronym stands for Central Intelligence Agency. Some people call
it the 'Cultural Isolation Agency.' That's what it does, Peter. It
isolates society from its humanity, and thereby its human culture, as
it crushes it around the world."

  Fred now burst into laughter. "Can you guess from that
what some people call the PNAC crowd? Officially 'PNAC' denotes
the private imperial 'Project for a New American Century.' Some
people say that's a deception. They say the term, PNAC, really
stands for 'Poisonous Neocons for the Annihilation of Civilization.'
Fred began to laugh out loud. "That's a good one, isn't it?" he said.
"It brings out what the organization's real goal is. That's how humor
can cut through the fog and bring out the truth. The people that
run the PNAC show, are also the chieftains of the 'Clean Break'
policy for Israel that aims for the complete expulsion of the Pal-
estinian people from Palestine. That's what they want. They want a
clean break with history, as they steal their home country by force.
The goal is, NO MORE CIVILIZATION! That's what people see as
their objective now, as shown in their actions and in their speeches."

  "You shouldn't make such awful jokes," I countered Fred.
  "Why shouldn't I? They make the same kind of awful jokes
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about society," said Fred. He stopped laughing. "Didn't one of the
chiefs of these traitors call the entire military of our nation, a
bunch of dumb animals that one uses for imperial objectives? Our
soldiers leave their home, their jobs, their kids, their spouses, and
everything they hold dear, and risk their lives for our country in
some foreign land. It's a terribly awful joke to call them a bunch
of dumb animals that one uses and expends like animals. My point
is, that if the imperials can joke about our military that way, which
they use and throw away with disdain, then I'm perfectly entitle to
joke about the imperials in the same manner."

  "I don't think they were joking when they said this about
the military," I interjected.

  "In this case maybe the people weren't joking either when
they interpreted the acronyms NSA, CIA, and PNAC in a more
accurate manner according to the policies that these agencies pursue.
When the public calls the NEO-CONs the 'New Con Artists,' is the
public wrong? The public seems to be more intelligent than we give
them credit for, at least a few of them aren't brainwashed yet," said
Fred.

  "I am saying this with a heavy heart," he continued quietly,
"because all the imperial objectives that are pursued in our country,
and in many other countries, are totally alien to any nation's natural
objectives and aspirations. The Federal Reserve System, for example,
that we created at Christmas time in 1913 is a foreign imperial
private agency with the task to rob the nation. This task hasn't been
spelled out, of course, but its evident in our national experience
ever since that infamous day when we gave our currency and our
right for credit creation away to the Empire as a Christmas present.
We gave our nation away. Of course we were more honest in those
days. We put the deception right in the open. It was plain to see
that the Federal Reserve, as an institution, is a lye, because there
is nothing federal about it. The Fed is a private organization, owned
by private bankers, operated for their private profit. We lied openly
to the people, when we gave the nation away. Obviously this treach-
ery was carried out as the end-result of years of pressure and
corruption. And of course that pressure and corruption increased
after 1913, so that close to 200 amendments could be added to the
act that enabled the imperial's looting of our nation to become
more deep-reaching and more easily achievable. That is how we
began to loose the war against fascism, Peter. Then came 1947. We
sank deeper into the sewer where we were raped. In 1951, we began
to loose our culture. The resulting trek into tragedy was followed
by a lot of other years of infamy, like 1971, when the postwar
Bretton Woods world-financial system was wrecked in order that all
the world's currencies could be turned into gambling chips in the
biggest private gambling casino in the entire history of civilization.
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The casino became known as the currency market. Russia, I am sure,
has a similar history of tragedies."

  "By playing the imperials' game we have become a house
that is divided against itself," I said to Fred.

  Fred nodded again, but he nodded only slightly this time.
"You are too generous," he said. "We have become a living example
of the artificially created isolation of a people from their humanity.
We are the Hallmark of what the imperial have unleashed. The
imperial intrusion goes deep in our country, very, very deep. The
mess we are in today, which few people recognize is upon them,
goes far deeper than the East/West division of the Cold War. The
Cold War has likewise been manufactured for the purpose of iso-
lating mankind from one another for imperial objectives. But that's
just the outward symptom, not the cause. It's illogical to fight against
the symptoms without eradicating the cause. My point is that once
a nation subjects itself to alien imperial agencies that by their very
nature are adversarial and out to destroy that nation, it opens its
door to an avalanche of 'rape, that it may not survive. So, don't cry
rape! Search for the open door. For example, when the Soviet Union
falls, which is presently being raped in countless ways, and that fall
may happen soon, the isolation of the world into adversarial camps,
that the imperials demand, will not end, because communism has
nothing to do with that East/West isolation. It's a facade. The iso-
lation of the world is the underlying imperial objective. When one
facade fails, another will be erected to take its place. And so the
looting goes on, and the raping continues. This ratcheting down of
civilization will continue to tear the world apart without end for
as long as empires rule, and will continue more violently the longer
they rule. Every step that we take as a nation, that takes us deeper
into the imperial sewer where everyone and every nation is totally
isolated and broken up, will be a step deeper into the fascism of
violence, inhumanity, and unrestrained brutal stealing. When the Soviet
Union disintegrates, the imperials will steal all of Russia's resources
and instantly create a different adversarial cause that it can exploit
to keep the raping of Russia going. The new cause will be built on
different lies of course, that hide the escalating terror-spree. And so
the process will on continued until the imperial objectives for
complete world domination are fully achieved and 90% of mankind
has been eliminated. The depopulation objective is openly stated as
an imperial goal under the rubric of population management and
other civil sounding names and noble seeming projects. Depopulation
has been the imperial song throughout the ages. The tune of the
song is, and always has been, to isolate people, divide the nations,
conquer the human spirit, and destroy the populations by means of
destroying the infrastructures for society's physical existence. The
imperial song is a terror song, Peter, that will never end for as long
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as the imperial rulers and their institutions are tolerated that have
infested all nations across the world."

  "And that's how we will all die, unless we end the game,"
I interjected.

  Fred simply nodded and pointed out that the alien imperial
institutions operating inside the USA, operate totally outside the
sphere of the democratic process. "The secrecy that society sanctions,
allows the traitors to abuse the free reign they have, whereby they
give themselves more power, even to destroy the constitution and to
instigate dictatorships. And so, we become isolated as a nation from
some of our most essential institutions of civilization, such as our
legislature and our courts, which will soon be turned to destroy us
evermore deeply and leave us without recourse and without hope.
The laws of the land are increasingly applied only against the poor,
in order to entrap them to aid the gangsters that victimize the poor.
What then have we got left as a people? From this empty platform
on which we stand now utterly defeated, America's leader to hell
will soon have the audacity to arrogantly preach to Russia and
China, and so forth, the virtues of unity, democracy, and human
rights. When this happens, you can be sure in your heart that
America has suffered its fourth major defeat since 1913. When the
leaders lye, they are hypocrites, Peter, aren't they? And so are we,
if we tolerate them. And they will lye. They will lye to each other,
to the nation, to the world, and some will even believe their own
NEOCON crap, and lye to themselves."

  I shook my head. I cautiously raised my hand to stop him.
  He held me off. "My point is that a profound and active

unity must be achieved across the world, based on the principles of
our humanity, if we want to avoid the four crosswinds that are
rushing towards us already to some degree, from blowing our house
down. When they all blow in unison, watch out! The onrushing four
winds are well known for their power, by those who have eyes to
see, and they are already fast moving. The worldwide total economic
collapse has already begun."

  "Are you referring to the old German poem of the four
winds, the North-wind, the East-wind, the South-wind, and the West-
wind, that conspired to come together at the central pillar of a
great bridge spanning a canyon?" I interjected. "The four winds did
come together as they has conspired, and did so at the midnight
hour when the last train of the day was crossing, and raveled in
their wild and fiery dance, mingled with fire, shrieking voices, and
the sound of braking steel. And so, the bridge that stood for ages,
fell. Once it was done, the winds conspired again, 'where shall we
meet next?' Isn't that how the game of empire functions?"

  Fred nodded. "The bridge of civilization is already shaking,"
he said. "But the empire's house of cards is shaking too. The masters
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of empire are scared for their own existence, and so they aim to
win their war against mankind before their house of cards falls
down. They are the ones who are driving the four winds into
evermore-furious frenzy. Economic looting is one of their winds for
shaking civilization. The second wind they might unleash, might be
nuclear war. This nightmare is already on the front burner. The
third wind will likely be bigger still and cause a massive earthquake
to take down civilization altogether. Its path is the biological and
cultural collapse of society into fascism, terror, anarchy, hunger, total
starvation, engineered diseases. The path is already pursued with
ever-greater gusto with the rumbling for the coming earthquake being
felt evermore strongly, and is welcomed by some, even hailed as the
imperial New World Order. But the fourth wind is the big night-
mare they are setting up. It is to be a nightmare of 100,000 years
of famine that the next Ice Age will impose if society doesn't built
the necessary infrastructure for global indoor agriculture."

  "I know," I interrupted Fred. "The imperials are hiding the
coming Ice Age under the blanket of the manmade-global-warming
doctrine. The doctrine is a lye. The phenomenon doesn't exist."

  "And so they get us to focus away from the real challenge,"
Fred continued. "They do this openly to assure that the Ice Age will
cause a famine that will kill 90% of mankind and give them total
control over the survivors. After over two million years of mankind's
existence, mankind came out the last Ice Age with no more than
1-10 million people. That's all the population the Earth can sustain
in an Ice-Age world without the appropriate technological infrastruc-
tures. Those infrastructures can be built that support a ten-billion
world-population from indoor agriculture in an Ice Age environment,
but it will take mankind a hundred years to build them, and that
may be all the time that we've got left. We should have started
already, but I see nothing moving. And so, we might loose the
opportunity in that arena too, to assure our survival."

  "Yes, those are the four winds that are already gaining
strength to blow our house down," I interjected. "But the way we
go in destroying ourselves in the USA, by playing the imperial's
game, we won't need the last three winds to finish the job."

  "That's the challenge we face, Peter, and we face it as a
society that is increasingly isolated from its humanity and is locked
down in total indifference."

  "How can we even hope to meet this challenge then?" I
interrupted Fred.

  Fred laughed. "We'll do it by taking the first step in the
right direction, and then another, and hopefully another after that."

  When we arrived in Moscow for the conference the distinc-
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tion between division and isolation had been thoroughly explored.
Once we were on the ground, however, all of that was pushed into
the background again. The normal routine began to rule once more.
In this normal routine, Russia was more 'normal' than our own
world had been that we left behind. Moscow had been shielded
from the financial crash in the West. It benefited from the shielding
effect of its iron curtain. Life in Russia had remained remarkably
unaffected by the dollar crash. The Russian economy still functioned.
It functioned as poorly as it always had. However, it still func-
tioned, whereas ours no longer did. One could see the familiar signs
of Soviet 'normality' already from the air as we approached. Air
traffic was strong. I saw trains on the ground in motion. There were
probably also trucks on the highways that we couldn't see from the
air. However we saw the blooms of smoke rising over the cities
from industrial plants. These signs now sparked a quiet celebration.
They were welcome signs to see, of human activity, of people working
for one-another, not against one-another as we had begun to do in
the West. Strangely, old Russia had become somewhat of an oasis
for us in that respect, even an oasis of beauty, where our tour
guide Antonovna was playing a part in it in a gentle and beautiful
human way. It seemed as if Antonovna all by herself had changed
the dimensions of the Cold War. She lit up the darkness in an
active and wonderful way, bringing to it a brightly human spark of
light. Maybe that is how active peace needs to begin.
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Chapter 2 - Anton of Grace

  The Seventh Heaven restaurant was most pleasantly different
than all the other revolving restaurants that I have been in over the
years. For one thing, it was higher than most. It was located at the
900-foot level of Moscow's Ostankino TV-tower. For quite a few
years this tower had reigned as the tallest building in the world.
Also its restaurant, slightly above midpoint, was more beautiful than
most that one finds on tall towers. In addition, as if it were to
match its decor, the staff was polite and the service great. They
even knew about my coming and remembered my name.

  "Antonovna Valentina Lisitov," I read from my program sheet.
  "Ah," said the Maitre'd, the American gentleman, Mr. Peter

VanDerMere." He took me to the third level and to the far side,
to a table for four.

  Antonovna was already there when I arrived. She was el-
egantly dressed in black velvet with a silk blouse that matched the
soft shine of her hair. I had wondered if I had taken a chance in
renting a black suit for the occasion. Instead it was I who appeared
to be underdressed, both in respect to her and in respect to the
elegance of our surroundings.

  At the particular part of the restaurant where we were
seated, each table had been placed into a private space of its own.
The entire floor was partitioned with elegant two-panel dividers
made up of seven panes of glass each. The glass panels had delicate
artwork etched into them. The two-parts of the dividers were set
side by side, mounted into steel frames like a pair of French doors.
The completed panels had a rounded top placed over them that
reminded one of the rounded shapes of clouds, as if one was indeed
in heaven. These panels surrounded us. Two much smaller panels of
stained glass, also with rounded tops, were mounted over the win-
dows like so many 'clouds' to complete the heavenly setting. Only
the tablecloth didn't match the pattern. It wasn't white. The table-
cloth was of a deeply dark green color, as if Earth and Heaven were
coming together at this place close to a thousand feet above Mos-
cow.

  "Good evening Miss Lisitov," I greeted our tour guide and
bowed slightly, as if I was addressing a person of royalty. The
atmosphere of the place and her gentle charm inspired the gesture
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of formal respect. It made it appear natural. Of course, I always
thought that every human being needs to be so honored, with the
deepest respect.

  "Good evening, Sir VanDerMere," she replied, and stood up
for a handshake. She smiled benignly as she sat down again.

  "Did I pronounce your name correctly?" I said when we
were both seated.

  "Well almost you did," she said and smiled again. "My name
is Antonovna Valentina Lisitov. There is a long history attached to
my name. And if I'm correct, you are Peter VanDerMere. Right?"

  "Right!" I repeated. "I'm certainly pleased that we could
meet," I added politely.

  "Oh, so am I," she said.

  I searched for a good opening line. Diplomats are supposed
to be adept at this. But this time I wasn't. I couldn't think of
anything that fitted the situation. Nor could I take my eyes off her
to collect my thoughts.

  "Are you puzzled by my first name?" she asked. "Anton is
a boy's name in your country, isn't it? But in our country these
things don't matter much. Would you like a drink?" she added.

  "Some wine with the dinner, perhaps?" I said cautiously.
  "How about a glass right now?" she said.
  "Yes, that's a good idea, Antonova!" I said.
  "No, no, Peter, my name is Antonovna," she corrected me.

She emphasized the 'n' in the ending.
  I apologized. "Maybe I should call you Anton for short," I

said jokingly. "This way I'll get it right."
  "Oh, you men! Why should you? I'm proud of my name.

I'm Antonovna Valentina Lisitov. I have been given a beautiful name.
Don't you think so? But for you I will make an exception," she
added, grinning from ear to ear. "You Americans are all alike. You
prefer to have things simple. So you may call me Anton, if that's
your wish."

  She took the wine list and opened it, but a moment later
she laid it down again. "No one has ever called me Anton before,"
she said and smiled. "I never thought I would like it, but it sounds
a kind of special coming from you, from a hero!"

  "Me a hero? Heaven forbid, Anton!"
  "Oh, no, I heard all about your involvement with America's

Star Wars cancellation, and the way you presented it with hugs and
kisses. I read about it in the papers. You gave to the world what
millions of people had been hoping for. That makes you a hero. You
gave the world a light at the end of a long tunnel. No one has
done this for years. I said to myself, as I read about it, that I must
make an effort to meet these people some day that had the courage
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to do this great thing. And here you are. And the most remarkable
thing of all is that I didn't even have to ask. You came to me."

  I shook my head. "You've got it all wrong, Anton. What we
did in Venice was terribly wrong. There is no glory in canceling
something that was designed to make the whole of humanity more
secure in our nuclear-armed world. Believe me, there was a time
when I hated the very idea of being involved in canceling it. I only
allowed myself to become involved in wrecking this great idea, when
I realized that it had already been wrecked by the time I got
involved."

  "You don't make any sense, Peter," Anton interrupted.
  "That's because you've been taught to hate the wrong thing,"

I responded. "America's SDI proposal has been wrecked by sinister
forces working in darkness, before I even became involved. The SDI
idea was a grand an daring intervention to uplift and secure the
whole of mankind. The glory for that belongs to the original author
of the idea that officially became America's Strategic Defense Initia-
tive. Unfortunately, it was wrecked before it got off the ground.
You see the SDI in Russia as a Star Wars project. It wasn't designed
to be that. It was designed to be a means for bringing the nations
of the world together. America's foremost economist, named Lyndon
LaRouche, had designed it. His idea was that humanity would be
universally working together to create for itself an effective defense
system against its intercontinental missiles, until it would find the
wisdom to get rid of them. This means that the SDI system was
actually designed for two interlocking objectives. One of these was
that all people's lives would be protected until society would grow
up sufficiently to find ways to get rid of its nuclear bombs. Right
now we are like sitting ducks. We have no means to defend our-
selves against an accident or some mad idiot somewhere in govern-
ment doing something foolish. So, Lyndon LaRouche proposed that
the whole of humanity should build this system cooperatively for its
common defense."

  "With the exception of the Soviet Union of course," Anton
interjected.

  "That's where you're wrong, Anton. Mr. LaRouche had per-
sonally invited the Soviet Union to participate. He had back-channel
discussions with Soviet representatives, inviting the Soviet Union to
participate. This was an official offer that he put forward on behalf
of the American government. Russia was to be a key partner in the
project. However, in order for the proposed defense system to be
reliably efficient, he proposed that it be built on new and advanced
physical principles that would make the defensive system ten times
more efficient than the offensive system. Those advanced physical
principles hadn't been developed at the time, but needed to be
developed. That is where the second benefit for mankind was en-
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visioned. The scientific and technological development, if it was
cooperatively pursued, would have enriched the economies of all
nations, and would have created a basis of prosperity that would
have made war obsolete. The Soviet Union would have benefited
immensely, even while it could have contributed strongly in this era.
LaRouche proposed that the Soviet Union and the Western nations
should develop the system as a joint project, and invite the rest of
the world to become partners. His take was that such a far-reaching
cooperative scientific and technological development, encircling the
globe, would uplift no only the entire global economy with new
technologies, just as America's Apollo moon landing project had done
for the USA, but would also build many bridges to bring the world
closer together. Of course, all nations would have been equally
protected. The cooperative effort would have eliminated the isolation
of America and Russia from each other, right off the bat. It would
have created a basis for respect and unity. While the Soviet leaders
initially welcomed the idea, they rejected LaRouche's proposal in the
end and demanded that LaRouche be eliminated. The imperial crowd
obviously got into the act and wrecked the idea that would have
eliminated imperialism. They somehow managed to get Russia to do
their dirty work for them."

  "I can't believe this," Anton interjected. "Our country wouldn't
reject such a great chance to live in peace and prosper by it."

  "It did so, Anton. That's history. The rejection was probably
in response to western oligarchic coercion. Many powerful people in
the world wanted to keep the East/West isolation alive. They profit
from it. And they definitely don't want peace. They are actively
escalating the tensions. They would love to see our two nations to
be destroyed, that stand in the way of their world-empire dreams.
They were, and still are, hoping that we would destroy one-another,
after which they would rule over what is left. They are scared to
death of the potential for an economic renaissance that LaRouche
offered, that a serious Soviet and American cooperation would in-
variably create. The private financial world-empire wouldn't have a
hope then to continue their looting of the world. They wouldn't be
able to stand against a rapidly unfolding renaissance sweeping across
the entire planet. The empire can only thrive in a world of weak
and poor people, impotent people, that they can press into slavery-
like servitude. That is why they hate scientific and technological
progress. They fear it. The fear it, because any profound commit-
ment in this sphere of humanist progress, would lead to global
economic development and a new renaissance that would likely never
end. They fear that kind of progressive development and fight it
anywhere in the world for this reason. It runs totally against the
grain of their imperial looting objectives. The renaissance that would
have resulted from Mr. LaRouche's proposal would have shut all the
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empires down. That is why the SDI project was torn down from
within, and why it subsequently failed, Anton. The SDI that you
had rightfully feared, was a perversion. The original SDI had never
been implemented. It hadn't been allowed to be implemented. Nor
was the Soviet Union allowed to accept the American offer of the
original SDI proposal. What LaRouche had proposed, and America
had offered the Soviets, would have run in every aspect against the
world-imperial interests. For this reason, the man LaRouche is now
locked up in jail. The Soviets wanted him killed. They were taught
to fear his idea. President Regan had intervened to prevent the
killing, but he didn't have the power to override the forces that
tried to silence him. And so he remains in jail."

  "What then did you shut down in Venice? We had cel-
ebrated your success in shutting the SDI project down, Peter. People
have celebrated your achievement all over the world."

  I looked away in shame. "I have helped to shut down nothing
more than the perversion of a grand idea, Anton. As I said, the SDI
was never implemented. It was turned upside down and turned into
a tool for creating more tensions. It had to be shut down. But that
shouldn't be taken as a cause for celebration. The people of the
world should have cried. The SDI idea was designed to uplift and
protect the world. I should not have shut it down, I should have
fought to resurrect the project as it had been envisioned. It was a
crime to shut it down. I should have exposed the perversion and
inspired the whole world to implement the original idea. I was put
on the world stage to scrap the idea. I should have used the
opportunity to do something great. Unfortunately, I missed that boat."

  "Maybe you are lucky you missed the boat," Anton inter-
jected. "You might be sharing LaRouche's cell by now, or you might
be having a cell of your own in the graveyard."

  "Actually we all missed the boat. We missed the opportunity
a long time ago. Mankind should have latched onto the idea and
carried it forward. So, the grand opportunity was missed long before
Venice. What we did in Venice was nothing more than an emer-
gency response to the Soviet Union's insane attack on America with
a nuclear cruise missile that had been launched from a fishing trawler.
By some freak coincidence, a few friends and I saw the missile being
launched right off the shore of our coastal monitoring station in
North Carolina. We saw the cruise missile coming towards us. We
observed it from our balcony after dinner. Luckily, we were able to
alert a few people that were eventually able to shoot it down. But
before it was shot down, Anton, this thing had come within a few
miles of Washington DC., our capital. In the shadow of this near
hit on our capital, the president decided that we had to give some-
thing to the Soviet Union to ease the strategic pressure we had
created by building this missile shield all by ourselves."
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  "So you are a hero after all, Peter. You did something great
for mankind at a time of great need."

  I shrugged my shoulders. "Whatever strategic progress had
been made by America, when we developed the SDI as a shield
against the Soviet Union, had boxed the Soviet leaders in, into an
impossible situation for anyone to tolerate. Evidently the isolation
created unmanageable tensions and unnecessary dangers to everyone.
Canceling the SDI had been intended to bridge the isolation of our
two nations to some degree, even if it meant giving up a perfectly
achievable defensive system. Of course when we announced the
cancellation in Venice, I had no idea how dangerous that would be."

  I told Anton how we were warned in Venice by a servant
of the fondi, who said emphatically that the cancellation would play
into their hands, that it would advance the fondi's goals. I told
Anton about the death threats I received afterwards from the fondi
for having done what they didn't want to be done.

  "What would you have done in my stead?" I asked her.
"Would you have shut the SDI project down as your government
had ordered, a system that had been so deeply perverted that it had
the opposite effect to what had been intended? Would you have
shut this thing down, Anton, even if it meant standing in opposition
against the entire scientific community that loved the SDI challenge,
and kick them into the teeth at their own annual world conference?
That's what I had been ordered to do. Would you have done it even
with death threats against you? I did this without thinking. I made
myself a marked enemy of the biggest private empire on the planet."

  "You just proved that I am right. You are the hero, as I
said," said Anton.

  I shook my head. "No Anton, I'm not a hero. I only did
what needed to be done. LaRouche is the hero that you should
admire. He came up with the cooperative development proposal.
When he personally presented the proposal to the Soviet leadership
on behalf of the American government, he did it against the same
kind of death threats and against all the odds of it ever being
accepted. He laid his life on the line for the off chance that he
might succeed. And it nearly worked. Of course he knew that the
proposal would make him the number one enemy of a lot of
powerful people in America and Russia and elsewhere. Both of our
nations have large institutions that have a vested interest in keeping
the East/West tensions alive. They are essentially 'alien' institutions
by design, working against our nations from within."

  "You say that LaRouche knew that he ran the risk of being
put in jail or being assassinated?" Anton interjected.

  "He was warned on several occasions to keep his mouth
shut, Anton. The imperials wanted to keep the nuclear standoff
alive. LaRouche chose to take the risk. He could not betray man-
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kind. My friend Steve had a long conversation with him. Steve
contacted him sitting in jail in America. He told Steve that he had
been fully aware of the dangers to himself. He said that he had to
risk the danger and act responsibly. He felt that there was a chance,
slim as it might be, that his idea might inspire mankind to work
its way out of its terribly dangerous crisis. As I said, his plan nearly
worked. Steve told me that the man had acted out of a deep love
for mankind, and out of a deep love for his own humanity. He
couldn't have done anything less without betraying that love and
thereby betray himself in the process. As it turned out, he wasn't
assassinated. It nearly happened. The executioners were on the way.
Fortunately for him, the President who had authorized the SDI, who
got wind of the attempt on LaRouche's life, had been able to call
the assassination off. So LaRouche ended up in jail where he remains
incarcerated on a fifteen-year sentence. Right now a large number of
intellectuals and elected officials from all over the world are actively
lobbying the U.S. government to have him exonerated. But this too
won't be allowed to happen. The imperials within our walls, who
are the real rulers of our country, won't allow the exoneration to
happen, no matter who signs it."

  I paused. What could I add?
  "So tell me, what options did the man have?" I asked Anton.

"To do nothing, wasn't an option he could have chosen. He had a
golden opportunity to make the world a safer place for all mankind.
He couldn't throw this opportunity away no matter what it would
cost him in consequences. He had to do it. That's the mark of a
hero. And he had nearly been successful. The Soviets had actually
welcomed the idea at first until they were coerced to reject it. He
had also told the Soviet leadership at this time that if they should
reject his proposal and choose to pursue a similar development effort
on their own, the extraordinary demands that such a huge project
would impose, would wreck the Soviet Union's economy in five
years. That's presently your greatest danger, Anton."

  Anton didn't reply or even protest.
  "I have put myself on the line against the entire scientific

community of physicists that had labored on the SDI project for
several years," I continued. "I told them that their game was over.
I told them that the decision had been made by the President elect,
to cancel the SDI, in order to ease the pressure it has placed on
the Soviet Union. My announcement of the cancellation of the SDI
might yet enable the Soviet Union to survive, if it follows the same
course. But I can't say that what I did was an act of heroism. What
I did was nothing more than what any alert human being would
have done under the same circumstances. My friend Steve had sof-
tened the impact of the cancellation on the scientific community, by
giving the physicists a new and much bigger problem to solve. His
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challenge helped them to get their minds off the SDI. He told them
that mankind urgently needs to create the technologies and the
infrastructures for indoor agriculture, and to have the whole thing
in place in less than a hundred years when the next Ice Age cycle
could potentially begin. The earth has had repeated Ice Age cycles
for the last two million years. The scientists are aware of this. Of
course, Steve's daring demand that they acknowledge this fact, has
put both of us into deep trouble with the Fondi Empire on that
count as well. A high-level representative of the Fondi Empire
summoned me to a meeting where he demanded that I join them
and become a traitor to undo what I had done. He threatened that
they would kill me if I refused. Well they haven't killed me yet,
and hell will freeze over before I consider joining them. For that,
perhaps, you may call me a hero."

  "But that's reckless behavior, not heroism, Peter. Tell me, is
this kind of reckless behavior the American way?" Anton began to
laugh.

  "It used to be the American way," I said with a smile.
"Unfortunately, most people have become cowards. People sooner let
the world go to hell, even if this will kill them, then to raise one
finger to protect the world in which they live. They allow them-
selves to be ruled by greed, contrary to their humanity. People have
become imperial and fascist in their thinking and behavior. A person
can't be imperial and fascist in his thinking and acting, and be an
immortal person all at the same time, who is reaching forward with
love to give future generations a chance to exist. The imperials' hate
love. They fight it. They won't let it reach beyond the tip of their
finger, much less a hundred years into the future to generations yet
unborn. It appears that the Ice Age Renaissance project that Steve
and I had put on the table in Venice, will likely fizz out into
nothing and will die under the imperial crushing stone, just like the
original SDI idea died out long before it could be implemented. If
the nukes don't get us, Anton, which we thereby tolerate, then the
resuming Ice Age will surely get us that we are coerced in their
shadow to enter unprepared. That's the risk we take as a human
society if we tolerate small-minded thinking. All of mankind should
be heroes and take incredible risks to save its civilization and its
future. But there are no heroes, or far too few. And so we are
heading towards a certain doom with no one even protesting.
LaRouche's SDI renaissance proposal, and the Ice Age renaissance
that Steve and I put forward in Venice, were both designed to
uplift the world out of its rut. They were both incredibly risky. But
that risk was minuscule in comparison with the risk mankind is
taking daily by living in the shadow of 65,000 nuclear weapons that
it lacks the honesty, the wisdom, and the courage to lay aside."

  "Are you saying that there is no grace left in the world?"
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Anton interjected.
  I nodded reluctantly. "Even in America the concept of grace

is dying out fast. The word, grace, has been largely stricken from
the American vocabulary, except for Thanksgiving Day when a few
religious people ceremoniously say grace at the dinner table for their
privileges, the few privileges that still remain to those few that have
them. But even those ceremonial speeches have become hollow, Anton.
They've become narrow, and shallow. People look at their feast and
give thanks to God, as if our civilization was a divine handout, and
there was no human responsibility involved in living by the prin-
ciples of the Universe that the principles of our humanity are a part
of."

  "Isn't civilization a divine gift?" Antonovna interjected.
  "No, Anton, civilization isn't a divine gift, only the princi-

ples for our creating a civilization can be so regarded. The view
that all good is a divine handout is a perversion of religion. We
have been given life and the principles for living it, just as the
Universe has been given its principle by which it exists."

  "What came first, the principle of universal gravity or the
Universe in which the principle is reflected?" said Anton.

  "I would say that the Universe and its principles are one.
The 'Spirit' of the Universe is reflected by all of its aspects, and
it is impossible to perceive one without the other. The Sun reflects
certain universal principles, or else there would be no sun enabling
life in the world. But at the level of humanity, another element is
added, the element of creativity."

  "Then our humanity, not civilization, is the divine gift,"
Anton interjected. "The principles of our humanity enable us to
create our civilization."

  "The belief that civilization is a divine gift makes any so-
ciety hollow," I said to her quietly. "The belief that mankind isn't
a part of the creative process, negates our humanity and its creative
principles. We should say grace at our dinner tables with a kind of
celebration that celebrates our humanity instead of our privileges.
Isn't any meal, especially the kind of lavish dinner that people lay
out on festive occasions, the direct outcome of our humanity, a
humanity that has achieved marvels in the world? An incredibly long
development of culture and scientific and technological progress stands
behind even the simplest meal. Isn't that true, Anton? The vast
dimension of our humanity is reflected in far-flung processes of
growing the food we eat, of making it available universally through
transportation and distribution infrastructures, and in the preparing
the food with centuries of fine traditions in cooking and adding
spices, and so forth. A meal is a remarkable cultural miracle, Anton.
It's a totally human thing. The food that is served is the product
of a rich human culture and technological development that took
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mankind millennia to create, possibly even spanning several Ice Ages.
To deny all of that creative development, by thanking God for the
food we eat as if it were a gift from heaven, denies the riches that
we have in our humanity in which God comes to light. By thanking
God, and leaving our humanity out of the picture, people perpetrate
a denial of God and of themselves. This denial makes our humanity
appear hollow. We should celebrate our humanity in which God is
reflected. We should celebrate the grace that we find in our human-
ity, as you are evidently aiming to do. But that's not easy, is it,
in a barren world?"

  Anton blushed. "You are right, it is amazing what stands
behind the word, grace," she said quietly.

  I nodded. "I have once looked up the word, grace, in a
dictionary," I said to her moments later. "The definition for the
word, grace, covers an entire column set in fine print on a foot-
long page. Grace, is the only world that I know that has such a
large dimension that it takes an entire column in extremely fine
print to describe the concept."

  When our dinner was served Anton put me to the test.
"Here is your chance to say, grace, in the way it should be done,"
said Anton and smiled at me. "Let me hear it in the truly American
way."

  "You gave me two choices, Anton? Do you want to hear it
the American way, or the way it should be done? Which one should
I choose?"

  "The right one of course, Peter."
  "In this case you better start eating, Anton. I'll tell you

about it while we eat, and I tell it to you in the way it happened
a few months ago during the local hearing for our nudist beach
project back home in North Carolina.

  I paused and waited for her reaction, her protest. But there
was none.

  "Here it goes," I said. "We had bought a stretch of an
isolated private beachfront with the idea to give the people of
America a chance to have a holiday away from the world of lying
to themselves, and covering things up; away from the world of being
divided and isolated from their humanity. Our invitation was de-
signed to take people back to the days before the proverbial tree
of knowledge was invented that causes people to look at themselves
and one-another with shame. A nudist beach counters the built-up
artificial isolation and brings out a gentle kind of honesty with
oneself and one-another, the kind that one doesn't find in other
places anymore. That's also the environment in which I met Ursula.
I met her at one of those beaches in Leipzig. She had arranged it
that way. I suppose Ursula told you about it."
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  Anton nodded.
  "Anyway, at our hearing for getting permission to do the

same in America, a member of the old priesthood had a few nasty
words to say about our project, and also about us as being the scum
of mankind descending onto a God fearing community with a rage
that would drive the living faith out of their soul. I told the man
of The Cloth that the people that I had seen at these beaches in
other lands were indeed not God-fearing people. I had said they
were more inclined to honor God by honoring one another as the
brightest stars of creation. At this point an old farmer stood up and
addressed the man of The Cloth. He pointed out to him that he
had become a God-fearing man by bitter experience as a bomber
pilot during World War II. He told us how the chaplain always said
to him in a reassuring and authoritative tone of voice, 'my son, God
is on our side, God is your copilot.'

  "Then the farmer told us how he in an armada of a thou-
sand bombers had dropped three quarters of a million firebombs
onto a defenseless city and burned half a million people to death
in a single night. He said that he indeed feared God with a sense
of horror in his heart, because the God that he had loved as a child
had become a murderer.

  "Then another man stood up during the hearing and sug-
gested that we Americans owed a great debt to humanity for all the
horrible things we had done and were still doing, and that the time
had come for us to begin to repay this debt. He suggested for
starters that our nation should commit itself to eradicate homeless-
ness and slum living by building a million new houses in America
and giving them away for free. He said that with the proper in-
frastructures in place we would be able to build the million new
houses for the same amount that we were currently spending to
build only three of the latest bomber aircraft that are costing us
more than $2 billion a piece. He said that the technologies exist to
produce those million new houses inexpensively from the best build-
ing material on the planet and produce them in automated industrial
production facilities, together with what is required for the service
infrastructures. The man said, that if we did this great thing for the
homeless and the poor, and also for one another, we would not only
uplift America with a bright new human face, but would be up-
lifting the whole world in the process, by inspiring other nations to
do the same and by helping them in the process. We would turn
away from spending our resources on killing people, to uplifting
people. The man said, that by doing this single thing we would
revolutionize the world and virtually every aspect of civilization,
from construction to clothing, from farming to transportation, includ-
ing finance, politics, science, culture, health care and education. He
told us that the technologies to do all of this already exist. Even
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the energy resources exist, and the materials that are needed exist
in near infinite abundance. All we needed to do, he said, would be
to utilize what we've already got in ourselves as human beings,
beginning with utilizing our technology of grace, which is the real
light of our humanity and our grace. He said in essence that the
light of our humanity can only be manifest by the Principle of
Universal Love being lived in everyday life."

  "You are dreaming, Peter," said Antonovna and began to laugh.
  "Maybe I am dreaming," I said, "but everything that I said

is possible. Our humanity as human beings gives us that capability.
All we need to do is to develop the technology of grace. That's all
we need to do. The humanist energy to carry the project forward
will unfold from that grace. The implementation falls into place as
a secondary effect. Can you imagine how America would change
once we stopped wasting our human potential that we throw away
with homelessness, slum living, unemployment, and waging war all
over the world? We are throwing away our humanity. I am saying
we need to rebuild what we have already lost. I would say that that
the first step would have to be to build those millions of quality
houses for the whole of society so that the human potential can
become developed, which we now throw away."

  "You want America to be a welfare state?" said Anton. "We
tried it in Russia. It doesn't work."

  "I'm not talking about the kind of welfare state where the
poor remain poor and are being fed with crumbs. I am talking about
the well being of society as a whole. I am talking about developing
our humanity as a key foundation for civilization. I'm not dreaming,
Anton. Those who think that we can survive without that, are the
ones who are dreaming. So, why shouldn't we do what needs to be
done? We have the physical resources in abundance. We can build
those top-quality houses by the millions - not tarpaper shacks - and
we can give them away. I am talking about houses that can be set
up in Siberia as readily as they would fit into Equatorial Africa. The
world probably needs several hundred million of these new houses
immediately. China probably needs a hundred million all by itself,
and India too. That's how we can upgrade our humanity and estab-
lish peace. To sing that song, and to do it, is saying grace."

  "Still, I think you are dreaming," Anton interrupted. "There
aren't enough trees left in America to build a million new houses,
let alone the hundreds of millions that you say India needs, and
China, and Africa."

  "I'm not proposing to build wood shacks," I interrupted
Anton. "Building with wood is archaic. I'm proposing that we build
with basalt. Basalt is a finely grained stone that is extremely dense
and strong, that melts at 1,200 degrees Celsius, and once melted can
be processed like glass. It can be cast into molds of any shape,
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reinforced with fiberglass if need be. Basalt can be foamed for
insulation, or be extruded into anything you can think of, even into
micro fibers that can be woven into fabric. Basalt fibers are a three-
times-better insulator than asbestos. Basalt bars are also a far stronger
reinforcement agent for concrete, than steel is. A ton of basalt
reinforcement can provide the equivalent strength of nine tons of
steel. And there is plenty of basalt in the world. Nor does it have
to be dug out of the ground. The USA has 170,000 cubic kilometers
sitting on the surface, enough to cover the entire country with it
deeper than a man stands tall. India has almost four times as much.
This high-grade building material lays around unused at the moment,
because we haven't bothered to develop the process heat yet to
melt it. For this task we can utilize nuclear power, such as the
High Temperature Gas Cooled Reactor. We can utilize the high
temperature gases from these reactors and pump up their heat to
the needed 1,400 degrees, or utilize nuclear-made hydrogen fuel. The
point is, the realization of what we need to do to build a bright
human world, is only a technical step away. It's a matter of utilizing
our inner resources, our grace as human beings. If we utilize our
grace, we can build anything that we can imagine, and do the
building in largely automated processes. It appears that basalt micro-
fibers might even be usable for weaving textiles. We can revolution-
ize the planet with this one single technology. That's only the
beginning of our reflecting what I call grace. And we mustn't just
say it only at the dinner table on special occasions, but live it and
make it a daily occasion. In fact, we have to develop these kinds
of potentials in a hurry, because the return of the Ice Age might
hit us within the next hundred years. We have to have indoor
agriculture established by then. Our present agriculture is totally
dependent on the warm climate of the current Holocene interglacial
period that will end soon. The very existence of mankind literally
depends on the development of the technology of our grace that
unlocks mankind's humanist power to transform the world. That's
what creating indoor agriculture means. This means that grace is the
key element of what our civilization already reflects, so far as we
still have a civilization."

  I stopped and laughed. "Did I say enough about grace?" I
asked.

  "It's all but a dream, even if it is possible," said Anton and
smiled.

  "And it will remain a dream for as long as we bury the
technology of grace under Adam Smith's heavy blanket of greed, and
the blanket of fascism that comes with it. Right now society would
sooner kill most of mankind in great orgies of genocide, as we
already have begun to do, and stand ready to incinerate its cities
with nuclear bombs that we have ready assembled and deployed to
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be launched within minutes. That's where we stand, Anton. So who
is dreaming? We live a nightmare that's already ongoing, Anton. We
are not awake as a society. We are dreaming that this is life, and
that this is civilization. We close our eyes and stand ready and eager
to destroy one-another and ourselves in the name of empire. Talk
about dreaming! We create poverty on a vast scale in the name of
this empire, while a few arrogant inhuman creatures rob society
blind in their greed for profit. We are dreaming, Anton, if we think
we can survive this. However, I like to think that our present dis-
graced existence can be brought to an end. I like to think that the
grace of our humanity can be brought back to life on our planet.
I like to believe that we stop the dreaming, and that we wake up
to our humanity and to the potential it gives us to create a New
World. The Principle of Universal Love doesn't need to remain
stomped into the ground. It can be asserted again, as it once was
in times of renaissance when a New World had been created during
the few bright days in mankind's past. While this bright New World
was later wrecked, the process is still possible to create it anew,
and to do it more effectively this time and more deep-reaching.
Right now, things look grim, especially for the Soviet Union. But
things don't have to remain that way. We can stop this dreaming
in which we wastefully while away the hours, as we have done for
too many centuries already."

  "What do you mean with things being especially grim for
the Soviet Union?" Anton interjected.

  "Your country's economic situation is grim, can't you see
this? Your leaders didn't listen to LaRouche. They refused the offer
to unite with the rest of the world to develop advanced technolo-
gies and an advanced sense of humanity for the universal protection
of all nations. LaRouche tried to bring a measure of grace into the
world, by getting the whole world to unite in scientific and tech-
nological development to protect itself from its own nuclear bombs.
Your leaders turned his proposal down out of hand and proceeded
to shoulder the project themselves, and for themselves in isolation.
You may soon realize that a project of this scale is physically
beyond your economic capability. LaRouche told you that. He said
that you would wreck your economy in five years, should you attempt
to shoulder the project by yourself. LaRouche's idea was that the
whole world should be doing this together, cooperatively. You are
in the process of wrecking your country by pursuing this alone. This
makes the future grim for the Soviet Union and for the whole
world. There is no grace, Anton, in this selfish imperial isolation
that your leaders are presently pursuing. Without grace, mankind
will destroy itself, and the Soviet Union may be spearheading the
process, with the USA following close behind in lock step.

  Anton nodded. "You mean to tell me that these five years
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are almost up?" she said thoughtfully. "I thought that it is the West
that is collapsing economically. Isn't it collapsing right now? I hear
that many people are starving there, because your financial system
has already collapsed."

  "Oh yes, we have dis-graced ourselves in a big way," I said
and smiled. "We've become a hollow society indeed. But we've already
begun to recover. We are not totally wrecked yet by our misdeeds.
Unfortunately, it appears that the Soviet Union is slightly farther
advanced down this road. It might disintegrate a bit sooner than we
will, but we will follow you. We both will suffer the same fate
when we travel the same path, the imperial path, which we are on."

  I told Anton that the yet unseen deep economic collapse of
the West occurred for a different reason than the deep collapse in
the Soviet Union, and that occured for something much more dam-
aging. I suggested that the combination of fascism and greed that has
gripped the West is a dark emptiness in humanist terms that one
can liken to the astrophysical phenomenon of a black hole. I sug-
gested that it might still be possible for the Soviet Union to rescue
itself from this darkness before its economy implodes. I also sug-
gested that this rescue might be easier for the Soviets to accomplish
than for the West to rescue itself from its deeper entrapment into
the same black hole. In the West all the economic resources, from
finance to infrastructures, including education, have been essentially
privatized, and are now being shut down in the service of greed and
imperial goals. That's a trend that is hard to reverse. We've de-
stroyed our industries, and now enslave the rest of the world to
produce the goods for us that we need, which we actually can no
longer produce ourselves. In addition we force the poor countries to
produce things for us at slave-labor prices. This kind of trap is
extremely difficult to get out of. We in the West, especially in
America, have become a slaveholder society with global reach that
has become addicted to the in-flow of cheap products that we can't
even pay for, except with worthless money and coerced in-flows of
investments into America's worthless securities that have become
meaningless for their lack of value in our dying economy. Nobody
knows for how long the world will continue to honor America's
worthless money and our empty promises. For the last thirty years
our economy has been collapsing. We are now operating way below
the break-even point. Instead of producing wealth, we are producing
debt. We've piled up almost fifty trillion dollars worth of debt,
which we count as assets, and think we are rich. It would take
10,000 stacks of thousand dollar bills piled as high as the Ostankino
tower stands, to repay America's debt load. Since our physical
economy can no longer hold its own, much less produce a profit,
America's debt will never be repaid, unless we get the new renais-
sance implemented that we badly need. But this is what the impe-
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rials are committed to prevent. We are facing doom, and so does
the whole western world for the same reason."

  Anton looked away as if in disbelief.
  "I'm not dreaming," I said sharply. "The fictitious values of

the American financial portfolios, which don't produce anything of
tangible substance, but are mere profit machines - a kind of meat
grinders called financial instruments - keep increasing and increasing
in perceived value, reaching into the stratosphere, while no actual
value exists in economic terms that the financial instruments are
deemed to represent. The wealth of America exists only in sky-
castles that have no longer any footing in reality.  They are
dreamscapes of the kind that blow away with the wind like a soap
bubble that invariably pops. The wind will blow, Anton, and the
bubbles will vanish."

  "The American dollar isn't worthless, Peter, even though you
have a few difficulties right now. It is still the most priced currency
in the world."

  "No, Anton, that's not how it really is. The dollar is the
highest priced worthless junk. The people who buy it on the cur-
rency markets are insane. The dollar is kept alive artificially by
forcing the entire world to pay the price. The dollar is kept alive
by the empire forcing the nations of the world to pay for America's
oil imports and its imports of other commodities that are paid for
in dollars rather than in the exporting nations national currencies. If
it weren't for this swindle that upholds the dollar, the dollar would
be considered worthless junk already, Anton. The U.S. dollar repre-
sents a failing economy that has become the biggest debtor in the
world. Shouldn't it be called junk then? Buying our dollars is pres-
ently more foolish than buying junk bonds. In a normal world a
nation's currency reflects what a nation is producing in corresponding
value. We are producing less and less, and are wrecking what has
already been built. So, why would you want to buy dollars that
represent this disaster of an economy that is not an asset anymore,
but has become a global liability? The only thing that is propping
up the value of the American dollar right now, in real terms, is the
little grace that remains in the world. In purely financial terms
America is bankrupt. What might yet save the world from the
calamity of a worldwide collapse is our potential that we still have
in America, to become a productive society once again that upholds
the dollar by its productive potential being realized. It will take us
fifty years to do this, to recover our potential, if we turn around
today. Whoever buys the U.S. dollar today is really betting that
America has the will to do this and become human and creative
again, and recover its lost ground over the next fifty years."

  "That's insane," said Anton. "Fifty years! Are you saying
America won't repay its debt to the world for fifty years?"
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  "Actually this is the very best that the people of the world
can expect at the present time," I countered her. "America is bank-
rupt. The dollar is worth a small fraction of its face value. The
whole world is in the same mess. There are no better currencies
anywhere, because the whole world had been bankrupted by the
imperial game. And so the entire global house of cards is held
together by the worthless U.S. dollar that everybody holds and thinks
that it is worth anything. If the dollar were to pop open and its
real value came to be known, the whole global economy would go
down the drain. This means that we need a global bankruptcy
reorganization with a whole lot of grace to peel away all the dead
stuff, the worthless debt, speculative debt, gambling debt, and so
forth. We need to rebuild our humanity and its productive potential.
That's what we owe to ourselves. America has the potential to
recover itself, if we decide to create a new renaissance and shut the
empires down. This is in essence what people are buying when they
buy our currency, but few are aware of that. They are buying hope,
pure hope based on the grace that we once had and had demon-
strated, which we no longer have, but have the potential to have
again. Deep down some people know in their heart that this grace
still exists, hidden as it is, and denied as it is. It's a risky gamble
for any nation to buy American dollars, but they really have no
other choice, because the rest of the world had already been drowned
in the imperial sewer. The governments of Europe are totally locked
into the imperial sewer, right from their very beginning. They never
were free. They weren't designed to ever be free. America was a
glitch in the imperial equation. We had made ourselves free for a
few seasons. We did what no one had done before. The few alert
people that remain in today's world can sense that the whole the
world is in much deeper shambles than we are. They are gambling
that America's leadership will we have enough strength left to grasp
the freedom once more that its Constitution and history represents,
the freedom from empire, and create itself the new renaissance that
America was once famous for. People are gambling on our grace. I
only hope that we will some day live up to their expectation and
not let the honest people down that remembered our potential."

  "Do you really believe that the cure of America can be
accomplished?" Anton asked. "Grace is such an esoteric concept. It's
not something that one can quantify."

  I nodded. "The welfare of mankind depends on the devel-
opment of grace. That is where you can quantify it. That is where
we were pioneers. We stepped away from the empire and developed
our humanity, our grace. As the result, we were several times in
history the richest country on Earth, and the envy of the world,
even the beacon of human freedom. You, Anton, are a perfect pioneer
in this department of grace. You are the living image of it. Grace
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is quantified by what you have already achieved at the conference,
right at the beginning when the agenda was put in place. I wish
we could talk about this subject some more at the conference," I
added and smiled. "But would we find anybody willing to listen?
The very concept of grace has been scrapped. The term has become
meaningless to people. The Principle of Universal Love has been
trashed. People will laugh at whoever mentions it."

  She shook her head. "You are right, that's not a practical
subject for the conference floor."

  "That's what I thought," I replied. "Maybe we should focus
on exploring the imperial processes, by mourning the love that we
once had and have lost. This is the loss that has made society the
small-minded people it has become."

  "You mean the love that society never had?" Anton inter-
jected. "I think you are asking for too much," she added. "People
won't be able to hear what you are saying. People want to be
entertained with tales about war and great battles, and fighting, and
being victorious over one-another. Remember, that's what the fuss
was all about when we set up the agenda. Who wants to hear talk
about building and creating and flooding the world with wealth of
a renaissance, as in the case of the millions of fine new houses that
you want to built and give away for free to built a richer society?
The real-estate speculators would run you out of town. You would
take away their cash cow. And if you dare at the conference to say
a word about your dream of this potential for global prosperity, you
wouldn't be allowed to end your speech. Nobody wants to be brought
face to face with his or her own smallness, that you would chal-
lenge. Nobody wants to look at that."

  "That's why we really have no other option, Anton, than
going as far as we can, in bridging the self-isolation that has been
created in society, even socially. We need to become heroes to
ourselves, impelled by our self-love as human beings, and empow-
ered by our own humanity. You may be right. The conference would
not be the right platform for this to happen. Still, it needs to
happen, and I am doing all I can to help make it happen wherever
the slightest chance exists."

  "And that is why you are a hero," said Anton. "That is also
why you are wrong when you down-played the danger that you
faced in Venice with the anti-SDI project. Your life was probably
in great danger when you helped to shut the SDI project down that
the imperial powers wanted to abuse further. That's why the man's
life was in danger who had proposed the project to us as a means
to end the isolation of our two countries. I can see that, but can
you? You and that man are both striving towards the same goal,
although at different times and in different ways. You both face the
same enemy and the same mortal risks. I must therefore assume that
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the traitors who want the isolation of our two countries to con-
tinue, will likely have their people present at our conference. Those
people might be committed to do whatever they deem necessary to
stop you if you would dare to interfere again in any significant way.
So I was right with what I said earlier, that you are a hero. Also
your concept of grace, which I agree is essential, is most definitely
not on the agenda."

  "Still, someone should put it on the agenda, and make it the
entire agenda," I added and began to laugh. "Maybe we need to
begin to implement the Principle of Universal Love first at the
grassroots social level, before its light can be brought to bear suc-
cessfully at the political and economic level," I added. "Maybe the
process needs to start right here. In a way it has already started."

  Anton did reply. She shyly looked away.

  In time Anton nodded quietly. Still, she didn't say anything
more. "I'm not as hopeful as you are," she broke the silence a few
moments later. "The world is mired in too many tragedies."

  "I would be discouraged too," I said with a smile, "if it
wasn't for people like you bringing light to its dark places. You
exemplify grace. You are its ambassador. You are its patron saint!
You are..."

  "Don't flatter me too much," she interrupted me. "I might
count it as an attempt to seduce me and lure me into your bed."
Still, she spoke again with a smile.

  "Why shouldn't I honor the truth, Anton? Grace is a part
of our humanity, of everyone's humanity. It is there unless we bury
it. As far as I can tell, you are proudly standing out among the rest
by not burying it. You are living it. From the first moment that I
saw you I fell in love with you for that. You are giving us a
glimpse of what a human being is."

  "And a woman, Peter? But are you being honest about your
feelings? Are you not mixing the two together, such as sex and
humanity?"

  "Why should the two be separated?" I replied instantly.
  She blushed. "I've seen too many tragedies when grace be-

comes abused, socially for sex, as it is in politics."
  "In this case I can only hope that my efforts in Venice have

made enough of a difference to cause a few waves around the world
to inspire people to put grace more seriously on the agenda in all
arenas," I replied. "I'm not a hero, because of this. I merely think
that society needs to be far more gracious to itself than it is,
especially towards one-another as human beings, and that's especially
challenging at the social level where we are more deeply divided
than we are politically divided. We are divided by sex, isolated by
marriage, cast into many molds that come with family life, often
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without grace. I find you as an inspiration in that sense. It didn't
occur to me when I spoke in Venice that I took great risks pur-
suing the issue of society's graciousness towards itself. I simply did
what needed to be done. It was in pursuit of grace that I saw the
need for shutting the SDI down that had created tensions that divided
us dangerously. We have not yet done this at the social level where
grace is often blocked because of our universal division and isola-
tion. I went outside of that box in Venice and suggested that society
become more gracious to itself along the line of my Ice Age Ren-
aissance proposal that Steve helped me with. Steve personified grace.
He made a powerful speech in support of a renaissance that is
required in preparation for the coming Ice Age. Steve is as graceful
a person as you are. Of course we were severely attacked for that,
but what does it matter? We won something, not much perhaps, but
we certainly got the people's attention. I have a feeling that grace
is a poison to the imperials' agenda. I should have realized that in
Venice. The imperials hate the very concept with a passion, because
it will some day destroy their looting empires. It seems that Steve
and I stuck our neck out in Venice, like innocent little children
entering a lions den. I had no idea then how deeply we had cut
into the imperial's precarious world. Empire is not a natural thing,
as you might know. It has no principle. It is totally artificial, and
is maintained by stealing and by force. It has no grace, and that
makes it precarious, Anton, and that is why our appeal to grace had
agonized them to the point that they threatened us, even with death
threats. That's why the imperials go nuts when anyone puts grace
onto the agenda in a big way, as Steve and I had done in Venice.
The imperials go nuts trying to maintain their house of cards against
the grace of an unfolding renaissance. They are so desperate to
protect their artificial world that they unleash war, and even risk
destroying the whole world in order to maintain their facade and
their fundamentally impossible existence. Steve and I didn't know
then how strong a power we represented by appealing to society's
grace, and how strongly we would challenge the imperials with it.
We had no fear when we tried to hit them right at their home base
in Venice. Was it grace that enabled us to move so fearlessly, or
was it ignorance? I think it was grace, because we are still alive.
There is a power that is associated with grace. We represented
something that they couldn't stop by simply killing us, otherwise
they would have done this. They needed to persuade us to work
with them, against ourselves, at least a little. They might think they
succeeded. I must admit I was terribly frightened afterwards, I can
tell you that, and still am to some degree whenever I think of the
insanity of these people that Steve and I had challenged in Venice.
They are empty people. There is no grace in anything that they
have devoted their life to. They aren't even human in that sense,
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but somehow they must have sensed that there is something behind
the power of grace. Maybe I can do better here in Moscow, and
with perhaps fewer risks involved, now that I know what we are
dealing with. Do you think this is possible?"

  "Why do you ask me, Peter? You are the professional in
diplomacy."

  "I am asking you, because you are the living representative
of the quality of grace in Moscow. Everything about you adds up
to a rare spark of light that gives a bright new meaning to the
concept of grace. If the imperials knew you, you would be in
trouble." I raised my finger at her.

  Anton blushed for a moment. She didn't answer right away.
Then she cautioned me not to be too optimistic. "The American gift
to the world in Venice has been an honest one," she said. "I think
that it was. Except that's not the way it was presented in our press.
Of course your Ice Age Renaissance proposal wasn't mentioned at
all. This means that the response you may have hoped for hadn't
been forthcoming, and might not be forthcoming here either."

  She spoke in a sad tone of voice now. "In any case, you're
still a hero to me for having tried to save humanity from a terrible
fate, and from a fate that may be worse if we keep on going as
we are. Far too few people are willing to stick their neck out if
their own life hangs in the balance. There are too few heroes left
in the world that are willing to have their life count for something.
Too many people are stupid, Peter. They put themselves asleep with
their house being on fire. That's the kind of stupidity that we are
trying to overturn at the conference, and yet, nobody will likely
hear us as you recognized yourself. Our conference is an experiment,
Peter. Are you willing to be daring if I give you the chance on the
podium, even if the odds are stacked against you? Do you have the
grace to stand up for the truth, even if you know that you would
likely fail? What we are trying to accomplish with this conference
has never been attempted before. We have no real agenda and no
real limits. We will most likely fail therefore, but we said to ourselves
that we must try. We also knew that we must do this honestly.
That's our goal."

  "That's grace," I said instantly and laughed. "You confirmed
yourself that I was right in calling you an ambassador of grace and
its patron saint. You are struggling to be a human being. You are
fighting for a new renaissance in the world, like Steve and I had
done in Venice. A renaissance, Anton, is an expression of grace. The
question that I should ask you, is, are you willing to stick your
neck out and become a hero yourself ?"

  She shook her head. "I am a coward when it comes to
dangerous situations."

  "What if there were no dangers involved, Anton?"
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  "There are always dangers involved in politics, Peter.
  "That's true, Anton, except for the kind of politics that can

change the world. These kinds of politics are absolutely safe, espe-
cially when you win. And they are also most wonderfully pleasant,
enriching, and uplifting."

  "And what might this be, Peter?"
  "That's the kind of politics that has been proven to work

throughout history," I replied. "I am talking about the politics based
on the Principle of Universal Love. That's the principle that every
renaissance in history has represented to some degree. Those renais-
sance periods have all been periods of grace and peace built on
universal love."

  "Now you are back into utopian dreaming again," said Anton
and laughed.

  "No I am not dreaming," I countered her. "The people of
the renaissance were dreaming. They had created a citadel of grace
in the larger sphere of national politics, and to some degree in
culture and art and science, but every renaissance in history col-
lapsed. Some only lasted for a hundred years, but they all ended.
I think they ended, because they were hollow inside. The grace that
they were built on hadn't been brought down to the grassroots
social level. The renaissance didn't reach that far. I think the Prin-
ciple of Universal Love, that stands behind any renaissance, has so
far been too challenging to be implemented on the social grassroots
level. Too many myths stand in the way, and too little grace is
found there."

  "Why do you keep getting back to the Principle of Univer-
sal Love? Don't make it into a slogan, Peter."

  "No, Anton, it mustn't become a slogan, but it needs to be
named by name. The Principle of Universal Love has been the
foundation for the greatest developments in history, even when it
was merely superficially applied. For example, the Principle of
Universal Love stood behind the Golden Renaissance in the 15th
Century. When Europe was dying in the grip of a global financial
and economic collapse, after the Lombard banking collapse in 1345
that was followed by the ravishing of the Black Plague two years
later, half the population of Europe was wiped out. That's when
people began to look deeper into themselves for the substance of
their humanity. Over the next century, the Principle of Universal
Love came to the foreground in their searching for something sub-
stantial. That's what stood behind the Golden Renaissance. It brought
a rich measure of grace to human living, perhaps more than ever
before. It also started a scientific renaissance and a renaissance in
beauty. We see the evidence of it in great art, great architecture,
and great music. These are expressions of grace. The same happened
later again in the 17th Century, when the same principle once again
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changed the world amidst the raging of the Thirty Years War. The
principle ended that war with the Treaty of Westphalia. That treaty
became the greatest constitutional treaty in history. The misery that
society suffered in eighty years of war, that culminated into the
Thirty Years War, had caused the pioneers of society to refocus their
attention back onto the renaissance principle. That's what set the
stage for the Peace of Westphalia in 1648. It was grace, expressing
the Principle of Universal Love, that redirected politics to promote
what is of advantage to the other, instead of raping the other and
stealing from the other. It created a new face for the human being.
It created the second renaissance, the renaissance that is typified by
people like Bach, Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven, Brahms, Schiller and
Goethe. This second renaissance also became the foundation for
creating the USA as the first nation-state republic on our planet.
What the USA represented for mankind from its inception as a child
of that second renaissance, was so profound that Russia stood up for
the American republic and protected it with all its might during the
American Civil War. Russia had pledged to give Lincoln command
of the Russian Navy, in order to keep the British imperials out of
the American Civil War. The USA in turn supported Russia during
World War II. As you can see, all the really great events in history
were founded on the Principle of Universal Love. They were the
result of grace that stood as a shining light of our humanity. Both
of our countries, Anton, would not exist today, without the light
of grace and the Principle of Universal Love that is expressed in it,
which is the principle of our humanity."

  "Do you really mean this, Peter?" said Anton between bites
of roast beef, as our dinner conversation unfolded, with my dinner
also becoming cold because of my too much talking.

  "It doesn't matter what I mean, Anton," I replied. "Those
are historic facts."

  "But why isn't any of that happening anymore?" she asked.
  "Because the Principle of Universal Love is so incredibly

scary to implement, Anton."
  "Scary, Peter?" Anton interjected.
  "Yes, scary. It's immensely scary to implement at the grass-

roots level. Every renaissance collapsed, probably for this reason. The
Principle of Universal Love is scary to implement at the grassroots
social level, because it demands more honesty from people with
themselves than the people had been able to achieve. And so the
great opportunities in history became lost because the great principle
was blocked at the social level. It never entered people's heart."

  "And that is scary? But are we not farther ahead, Peter?"
  "The scene remains scary and challenging, because the value

of this principle isn't recognized, and consequently far too few efforts
are made to implement it," I said to her. "But mostly it is scary
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because it challenges too many of our holy cows that we don't want
to give up. For example, we shouldn't be sitting here together as
we do," I said in a serious tone, "with me being a married man,
and you being a nearly married woman. We should remain isolated,
and be scared of each other. Those are the rules. I shouldn't be in
love with you either, but I honestly am, and that creates huge
challenges. I should be closing my eyes when you smile, but I love
to see you smile. So should I deny what I love about you, what
is in my heart? To do so would mean, denying myself. I would love
to invite you to dance with me, but that really can't be, can it,
because we are too isolated by too many axioms that have no
principle to enrich anything, but which powerfully rule us as if they
were universal principles. Love has to be kept closely confined.
That's what the rules say. That's scary, Anton. It's scary to live with
honesty to the principles of our humanity, and not be dis-graced by
the depth of the challenge. We have been taught to cherish our
confinement of love as an aspect of morality. That's one step away
from the imperial philosopher Hobbes who literally outlawed love
altogether. But that is as far as we got - just one step. The fact
is, we have been resisting the development of the Principle of
Universal Love for thousands of years, for the shallowest reasons, to
the point that there is little love left in society. Now our entire
world is in danger, because of that resistance, and we still find it
scary to love one-another primarily as human beings. It is a miracle,
Anton, that those profound things that happened a few times in
history, did happen at all, under those circumstances."

  "Maybe the Principle of Universal Love isn't as powerful as
you say it is," said Anton. "That's why society got away from it
every time it started to implement it."

  "Society has been dragged away from it, Anton. The USA
was founded on it, but it came under fire the moment it was born.
That's a powerful example, isn't it?" I said quietly. "In fact people
from all over the world had helped the American pioneers to create
this first republic in the world, that exists independent from em-
pires. Help flowed in from all over Europe, financial help, logistical
help, military help, and most of all intellectual help. In return the
founding of the USA changed the world. The Principle of Universal
Love stood at the heart of it all, and still is at the heart of our
Constitution, in the form of the General Welfare Principle. When-
ever this principle became the focal point for political action in our
country, our country became the greatest, richest, and most benign
country on Earth. This sort of thing also happened all over the
world to some degree, as a reflection of that one example. But the
biggest proof lies in the opposite. The imperials moved heaven and
earth to shut the unfolding renaissance down."

  "Society didn't walk away from this renaissance then," said
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Anton. "It was dragged away from it by force. Maybe that is why
every renaissance failed. Maybe it failed by coercion, war, and open
cultural warfare."

  "Yes Anton, you are on track. That's how imperials prove
the power of the Principle of Universal Love. They acknowledge its
value by their desperate attempts to destroy it."

  "What proof, Peter?"
  "Whenever in American history the Principle of Universal

Love has been crushed by imperial intervention, the USA ended up
being trashed. That's the opposite of the Principle of Universal Love
and the opposite of the grace that unfolds from it. This trashing of
grace also happened all over the world to some degree. That's
unmistakable proof, Anton, that grace is a powerful foundation for
civilization and a renaissance. It stands as a great substance in contrast
with the emptiness of the imperial scene. The Roman Empire fell
apart for this reason. It had trashed the Principle of Universal Love
so deeply that it collapsed itself as the result of it. Napoleon did
the same thing, and he was defeated. In later times the British
Empire went down the same path again, and staged World War I
and II, and in each case it nearly suffered a total wipeout of the
empire. Hitler's Nazi Empire was even further removed from the
Principle of Universal Love. Consequently it collapsed even faster.
And look what happened in more modern times, in America. At the
pinnacle of America's power, even while America fought and helped
to save the world from Nazism, America was coerced to embrace
the very same Nazi fascism that it had fought. America secretly
embraced fascism. It took it in and trashed its own foundation with
it, that was founded on the Principle of Universal Love. This hidden
fascist takeover eventually succeeded all the way to the top. America
became a fascist stooge of empire to its very core, by the resulting
process. But our people did none of this voluntarily. Yes, we were
dragged into it. Our beginning of this march to hell might be traced
back to the fire bombing of Dresden, in which half a million were
killed. It was a horror show that we got dragged into. The horror
show was essentially a British imperial operation through and through,
but our name became attached to it. Likewise the American atomic
bombing of Japan wasn't rooted in the hearts of America. It was an
imperial objective that was foisted on us, in which a quarter million
people were killed in order to terrorize all the nations of the whole
world, and to inspire them to lay down their sovereignty at the feet
of the would-be world empire, a private world government. It was
this travesty of global terror that was to be enforced with the
atomic bomb in the postwar world. America didn't cause this proc-
ess. The old imperial crowd demanded it. Likewise the fire bombing
of Japan wasn't a reflection of the American spirit. It was a rage
of murdering without precedent in scale, but which was totally in
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line with the time-honored imperial processes in which mankind has
been murdered for centuries. On the day when we were dragged
onto this road, we trashed everything that we stood for and have
achieved. The Principle of Universal Love was then taken completely
off the agenda. Grace was banished! It remains banished. And America
isn't alone in that trap. Almost the entire world has fallen into this
trap. It seems as though it is impossible now for us to get ourselves
back out of it and breathe the free air as we once had when we
were living in a renaissance. Just look at the world now, what a
sham-world we are living in, that we've crated, a world without
grace. The entire economy of the West is in shambles, gutted by a
process that is looting the world. Still America merely spearheads
the process, and by our devotion to it, our very name has become
despised in every nation in the world. We are hated. America has
become a joke."

  "Why are you telling me this, Peter? You shouldn't talk like
this about your own country."

  "I am telling you this, because it is the truth. And mostly
I am telling you this, because I wonder if this tragic collapse of our
renaissance that the whole world is now suffering from, could have
happened if the American society hadn't merely implemented the
Principle of Universal Love politically and economically, as we had
written in our Constitution, but had taken this principle, while it
still meant something, and had written it into our hearts and minds,
and had allowed ourselves to be governed by it at the grassroots
social level."

  "We will never know the answer, will we?" Anton inter-
jected.

  "I am hoping to empower you to help save your country
that is on the same track, and thereby help us to save ours," I said.
"You might possibly save your life as well, Anton. Your life is in
danger like everyone's is with the collapse of civilization. I am
telling you this, because you seem to understand what grace is, even
while there is little left of it in the world. The Soviet Union is
embarked on the same journey to hell that America is on. If you
love your country you must save it. The Soviet Union needs your
sense of grace. Regime change isn't the answer. The answer is to fill
the void within where society is failing. It can be done with the
Principle of Universal Love that unfolds grace. The Ogarkov Plan for
winning a nuclear war that your leaders are committed to, tells me
that the Soviet Union has trashed the Principle of Universal Love
just as we have done so in America, but you seem to have the
ability to bring the lost grace back into the world. For all I know,
you might have been the driving force behind the Moscow confer-
ence. It would have had to be someone like you, who would or-
ganize such an event."
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  "That's where I have to disappoint you, Peter. The driving
force wasn't me. It was a musician, a violinist from a resort town
on the Black Sea," said Anton. "She came to Moscow with the city
orchestra of Suchumi. I had been invited to meet her together with
the orchestra, after the concert. Things developed from there."

  "Her name is Olive," I interrupted Anton. "I've been in
Suchumi for a peace conference. I know a woman that is a whirl-
wind in person in the fight to uphold our humanity. She performed
with the city orchestra as a violinist, when I was there. Olive would
do such a thing as you have organized here. It has to be Olive that
you talked to. Can you remember her name? This woman is a
symphony of grace, if there ever was one, like you are yourself. The
Principle of Universal Love was written in big letters in her life.
Was Olive the dynamo behind the Moscow conference?"

  Anton smiled and nodded. "My boyfriend Nicolai met her in
Suchumi. You are right, she's the one that got us all fired up.
Nicolai and I got the thing organized. Nicolai is good at this sort
of thing. But the real powerhouse behind it was Olive."

  "She was it then, and still is," I said. "See, I knew it. You're
such a person of grace too, just as Nicolai is too. It takes one to
know one."

  Anton nodded, and smiled. "You don't even know Nicolai,"
she said.

  "Oh, I know him! At least I think I do. I met a man
named Nicolai in Suchumi," I countered her. "He must be the Nicolai
that you refer to. A tall man with bushy hair and a smile that one
cannot forget. I enjoyed a bowl of Borsht with him on a cruise-ship
on the Black Sea. We had some rather extensive discussions about
American economics. The name Vasili comes to mind."

  Anton's face lit up. "His name is Nicolai Vasili Berendeyev.
So it was you that he had talked about. He said, that an American
had confirmed to him what he had always suspected, that commu-
nism had been conjured up in London. He also said that a history
buff from Greece had supported what you had told him. He came
to know Olive in his official capacity as security chief, assigned to
the event."

  "Is Olive here in Moscow? Is she at the conference?" I
asked.

  Anton shook her head. "Olive gave up her place to a friend
of Nicolai who helped with the organizing. I suspect that this person
might have been Ursula's Steve, but I'm not sure. I don't think
Steve is here either. Olive said that this friend of Nicolai has a
large network of academics. That's why I think it might have been
Steve. The various academics in the network began organizing the
young people. It was the young people from all across our country,
who really got the ball going. We've got a lot of young people from
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all walks of life supporting the conference, even if they can't all be
there. The only thing we haven't got is a specific agenda or a
specific goal. When you face the horizon you don't always know
what's in front of you that can't yet be seen. I'm sure you agree.
That's the reason why we didn't set a specific goal for ourselves.
We are more interested in the process of exploring what makes a
civilization tick, rather then manipulating everyone towards a spe-
cific goal as you do in the West."

  "Your purpose then is to explore the dimension of grace,"
I interrupted.

  "If we do that, something good will likely come out of it,"
Anton replied. "The process is the important thing, and that includes
also everything that goes on outside of the conference hall."

  "This way you cannot fail," I said and smiled. "That's why
we must not shy away from the ugly things, too. The ugly things
represent failures in our perception of the principles of civilization.
I told Nicolai that your country is doomed by its devotion to the
imperial model that has no principle, which stands in opposition to
the Principle of Universal Love. I told him that the Soviet Union
will disintegrate if its imperial policy isn't scrapped. He seemed to
agree, reluctantly. Right now, the Soviet's imperial policy is wrecking
the Union. It is wrecking its economy, most prominently under the
Ogarkov Plan. If this overriding insanity would be allowed to play
itself out to the bitter end, Anton, you would definitely loose the
Soviet Union. The result would be a great tragedy for mankind.
Should your economy disintegrate, and Russia fall prey to the west-
ern imperial horde of financiers, the horde of gangsters would be
demanding austerity upon austerity from Russia. Millions of your
people would then die silently in the gutter of poverty. These would
be the consequences. A deep reaching biological collapse would likely
result. This kind of deep collapse would take many years to repair,
if indeed it would ever be fully repaired. That's what is at stake,
Anton. More people would die in this process of disintegration into
poverty and impotence, than the Soviet Union had lost in World
War I and II combined. It would be an unimaginable tragedy. The
impending tragedy needs to be avoided. It can still be avoided, but
time is running out. I am also saying this about my own country.
Still I am wondering if all of that could have been avoided if the
renaissance spirit that had touched both of our nations, would have
been implemented all the way down to the grassroots level."

  "You are saying that both of our countries will likely col-
lapse into nothing, if the present platforms are maintained," Anton
interjected.

  I nodded. "I think this outcome can still be avoided, Anton.
The only thing that remains an open question, is whether we will
make a serious effort to save ourselves, or whether we will let the
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collapse happen, so that the question then remains which of our
two countries will collapse first. Something big and terrible is
unfolding, and I cannot see any change happening on our end that
might prevent it, or on your end. Nevertheless, the principle remains
within us that can empower us to turn the ship around. But will
we respond to this principle? It's scary to do this when our honesty
is put on the line and we are demanded not to betray ourselves and
regard one another primarily as human beings. Unless a deep uplift-
ing begins within the western society towards the Principle of
Universal Love, at the home ground, so that the principle means
something where it really counts, the collapse of America will happen.
It also looks as though your country might collapse first. Can you
see now, Anton, how powerful the Principle of Universal Love is,
because when it is lost, the loss of civilization that comes with it
is incredibly tragic? To love maybe scary, but not to love is always
tragic. When this happens the world falls apart. In their crisis people
blame God for the tragedy that they themselves have created, like
the bomber pilot did who was told that God was on his side. He
may still have nightmares about the horrors that he helped create
in Dresden, and this after all these years."

  "And so he should have nightmares," said Anton. "He took
part in a horrendous crime. I agree with you that God had nothing
to do with that. If a people turn off the light of their humanity,
they shouldn't be surprised if the world becomes dark. Darkness
follows as a natural consequence when the light is lost, or as you
would say, Peter, if a people loose their grace. Then the world
becomes ugly. That, in broad terms, sums up World War II."

  "So what's easier, Anton, to face the scary and love, or face
the tragic and die?" I interjected.

  "That's not a fair question," said Anton. "You are imposing
an answer."

  "Well, am I not right? If people find grace in their heart
and let their life be moved by it, and I really mean the Principle
of Universal Love that unfolds into grace, one would expect that
they would do everything possible, like Olive does, to turn their
world into a sparkling diamond, because in then, in this diamond,
they would see a reflection of their humanity, and in this reflection,
they would see the face of God. That's inevitable."

  "Did you ask the bomber pilot if the war would have ended
significantly different if the vast armada of those thousands of
bombers, that he had been a part of, would have remained on the
ground that day, or if the aircraft that carried the bombs had never
been built in the first place?" Anton asked.

  I admitted to her that it didn't occur to me at the time
to ask that question. The answer, though, would have been simple.
The war would have ended one way or another. It likely would
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have ended sooner without the Dresden bombing that killed a half
a million people in a single night, and it definitely would have
ended earlier without the atomic bombing of Japan for which the
war had been artificially extended until the bombs were ready to
be dropped. Japan had tabled its surrender months before the bomb-
ing had happened."

  "I agree with you, Peter, but what causes you to say that?"
  "Isn't it obvious, Anton? Just ask yourself what kind of

world we would have today if America's huge B-52s, its B-1Bs, and
its super-expensive B-2 bombers had never been built and the money
had been used to upgrade housing, education, transportation, farming,
culture, and on. What a world would we have if America's financial
resources that have been poured into these programs for killing had
instead been used to eradicate homelessness, slum living, hunger, and
to upgrade the whole country across the board. Would we not have
pioneered a kind of world in which nuclear weapons would be
oddly out of place, which would then have been dismantled as a
matter of principle without anyone forcing the issue? The sad fact
is, we don't allow ourselves to experience the potential of the
environment of grace. Is it because we are coerced to disgrace
ourselves evermore deeply, and become fascist beasts? Or is it, because
we don't trust love outside the box of the familiar convention that
keeps our thinking small?"

  "You are asking hard questions, Peter. Nevertheless, I still
think that grace is a gem that I can embrace and live with easily,
while the Principle of Universal Love seems too esoteric, even for
people like me to latch onto, and to move with. That's why it
happens so seldom," said Anton.

  "You are wrong," I countered her. "There is nothing esoteric
about both grace, and the Principle of Universal Love. The Principle
of Universal Love is only scary when you find yourself challenged
to live up to it in the personal domain, at the grassroots level,
where universal love is still regarded as treason. Every marriage
doctrine stands in opposition to the Principle of Universal Love, and
it's damn scary to cross the line. I'm sure you can agree with that.
Nicolai certainly would. But people find themselves moved to take
those risks. There is nothing esoteric about that either. Neither is
this principle esoteric in politics. Just consider the consequences that
we lay upon ourselves in real terms, when we trash the Principle
of Universal Love in politics, as we do presently all around the
world. Those consequences definitely aren't esoteric. World War II
killed upwards to a hundred million people. I wouldn't call this
esoteric. The principle that could have prevented this tragedy isn't
esoteric. When you turn off the light, you instantly recognize how
powerful the principle of light really is, which is the Principle of
Universal Love in humanist terms. Unfortunately, at this point, when
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the light goes out, it is usually too late to find your way out of
the darkness. The Principle of Universal Love has to be put on the
agenda, before the lights go out, in order to keep the lights on and
to make them brighter. That's not esoteric, Anton. That's a practical
necessity, especially now. We are heading towards nuclear war, Anton,
and face the impending return of the Ice Age. We are on this track.
If you ask me, I say it's utterly stupid to trash the key principle
that can rescue us from both of these dangers."

  Anton shook her head as I spoke.
  "Right, Anton, that's what everybody thinks," I said. "That's

what the whole world is coerced to think. People are only saying
this, because they haven't dared to live in the real world for a long
time. Universal principles are the reality. We wouldn't have a civi-
lization without them. We are turning our back to them, and the
consequences of living without them are real too. That is why the
world is collapsing into poverty, fascism, and war. These are the
consequences. Nothing works anymore. That's the result of stepping
away from our humanity, by stepping away from its most fundamen-
tal principle. Sure, it's scary to turn this around. It took mankind
a hundred years to do this and create the Golden Renaissance. That's
proof that it can be done. Even now, if you give the Principle of
Universal Love half a chance, it is possible to accomplish even more
than what had been accomplished during the brightest eras in our
history. Once we are daring enough to take the first few steps, we
will recognize that this principle will work just as it did then,
because nothing else can work, Anton. How else can you develop
grace to light up the world with it? I say it is possible to imple-
ment the Principle of Universal Love, even today. Otherwise we
have no hope. Why should society refuse to consider this option?"

  "So, you are saying that politics built on grace appear only
esoteric in dreams, but never in reality" said Anton with a smile.
"This means that in the real world, politics with grace are essential.
If that is the case we have a long way to go, because I cannot
follow you where you are leading to."

  "The politics of grace are essential," I interjected. "We need
a new renaissance. We are doomed without it. Yes, the Principle of
Universal Love is essential in politics."

  Anton just shook her head and smiled.
  "Love is still the greatest thing in the world," I continued.

The more-universally we can uplift ourselves to embrace it, the
brighter our world becomes. The fact is, that the most powerful
thing that you could do for your country right this minute, is to
begin dancing with me, and I really mean this. Break all the barriers
that have been erected against love, and inspire others to do the
same. Make love universal. Make it applicable on all levels. If you
do this you will change the world. You will uplift it. That's not
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esoteric, Anton. Inspire your country's leaders to bury everything
that lacks grace. Tell them that whatever lacks grace leads to certain
doom. You must bury that doom. You must obsolete war and re-
place what you bury with the new policies that are based on the
Principle of Universal Love as Franklin Roosevelt had done in
America, to some small degree. Why shouldn't you do it and go
further? What would hinder you?"

  Anton shook her head again. "You are expecting too much?"
  "No you are expecting too little, Anton. I read a novel

once, a science fiction novel about a discovered principle that ena-
bles a people to transpose themselves in physical space to wherever
they want to be, at an instant. While we may never have the
capability to shed the physical inertia that's built into the design of
the Universe, what would hinder us to shed those limits in the
mental space where limits don't really exist. Why shouldn't we take
giant steps in the mental realm? There exists no principle of inertia
in the mental realm. We create the limits ourselves, that we expe-
rience in the mental realm. Therefore we can step beyond them. A
Universe of grace is possible in real terms. We should certainly strife
to achieve the possible, shouldn't we?"

  "That sounds like a revolution to me," Anton interrupted.
  "Oh yes, it would be that. But that should be familiar to

you. Wasn't your country built on a revolution of some sort?" I
countered her. "I thought revolution is in your blood in Russia. I'm
merely expecting a much bigger revolution, a real revolution of great
daring, facing the most scary, facing universal love. Could anyone go
further and face a greater challenge? If your people in Russia would
refocus their minds onto the Principle of Universal Love, they would
discover it in grace as an emerging institution of great power. Then
you would find your life no longer hanging in the balance, precari-
ously, as it does now."

  "No Peter, you've got it all wrong. I am not in any danger,
and neither is our country. Just look around you, things still func-
tion reasonably well."

  "That's an illusion, Anton. Every society that has committed
itself to exist aside from the Principle of Universal Love, is in
danger, individually and globally, including the West and its empires.
You can close your eyes to this principle as the whole world does,
but you can't escape the consequences," I said strongly. "If you trash
the very foundation that civilization is built on, you will loose
whatever civilization you still have, and so will the entire world.
That's the reality you cannot escape from. So I invite you to dance
with me, with all the grace in your heart. There is no danger in
that. The danger lies in not doing it, and that should be scary to
you, because it truly is. And that is why your life is in danger, as
is mine in America for the same reason. So dance with me, because
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if we do, it becomes possible, for both the East and the West, to
collapse its civilization so deeply, and drag the rest of mankind into
that sewer with it, that mankind looses the ability to face the next
Ice Age with sufficient resources drawn from our humanity, that
would then be sufficiently developed. If we trash our humanity, that
we need to survive, we won't survive. In this case we'll all die. As
a matter of fact the Soviet Union nearly didn't survive several times
for much lesser reasons, when nuclear war stood at its doorsteps.
Did you know that just a few months ago our President had put
the preemptive nuclear-first-strike option onto the table? He was
afraid that the Soviet Union might take advantage of the financial
crisis in the West and strike us down in our vulnerability. Did you
know that, Anton? We came that close to loosing our world. So tell
me, how close is too close? When do we find it not scary to take
the steps to step out of this trap? The nuclear option was on the
table several times before, as you might know. The last time it took
a great deal of effort to persuade our crazy President not to pursue
the preemptive option. We were lucky. As I said, we had been
lucky several times before. How long do you think we should
continue to play this game of roulette? Only the Principle of
Universal Love can stop this game and assure that this nightmare
won't happen again in the future and become real one day in the
middle of some dark night when no one is awake enough to stop
it."

  Antonovna shook her head and covered her face with her
hands.

  "I am not making this up," I said to her. "Your country
nearly ceased to exist. It was that close. Steve and I were both
involved in putting water on this hot situation, so that it didn't
become a fire. Nor will we ever know for certain how many times
we've come that close before, on both sides."

  "Are you saying that you were involved in holding back
your President?" she said moments later after the shock wore off.

  "I and many others, Anton, including Steve. But that's not
the point. The point is that we are all in great danger, because of
the growing madness that results when we, as society, let go of the
Principle of Universal Love. Whenever this principle is lost, it makes
no difference whether people are called communists, capitalists,
socialists, or whatever. These things don't matter then, when we are
dead. When we are dead and rotting in the ditches, we all look
alike, and are alike. The only thing that really matters is what keeps
us staying alive, and that is the Principle of Universal Love. Some
call it the Principle of Our Common Humanity, or the Principle of
the General Welfare, or the Principle of the Advantage of the Other.
It has many faces and many expressions, but its Spirit is one. If we
let go of this principle, no matter how we do it, we become fascist,
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and won't survive long, especially in a nuclear-armed world. The
Principle of Universal Love is the only platform we have that can
prevent us from reaching for those fascist weapons that we have
created for killing us all within moments of rage. So, I'll invite you
again, Anton, to dance with me as you have never danced before.
That would be a start. And 'dance' with your people. Make the
Principle of Universal Love the brightest star in your heavens. Your
life literally hangs in the balance, as does everyone's. But more than
this, remember, love is the greatest thing in the world. We should
embrace the Principle of Universal Love just for its brightness alone.
Ultimately love can't be a political project, nor does it need to be.
It is a gem in itself, the brightest we've got. Nor does it really
matter how we've lost its luster. If a diamond falls into the mud,
we can pick it up and wash it clean, and it will sparkle again. A
diamond never ceases to be a diamond, even if it falls into the mud
and becomes soiled for a time. That's how we must see one another,
as the most precious gem of life that we are, and thereby overcome
that barrier against the Principle of Universal Love. And why shouldn't
we? In truth, we, humanity as a whole, are that diamond that
sparkles in the light."

  Anton shook her head. "What are you trying to accomplish
with this increasing focus on universal love and dancing, Peter? Are
you trying to entice me to go to bed with you?" She waved a finger
at me, but with a smile. However, the smile slowly faded.

  "To bed?" I repeated, astonished, and paused. "I would say
yes to it if it came to that," I added after a moment of silence.
"But that would have to unfold from honest loving. Enticement
wouldn't open that door. Enticement is an empty and fascist game.
There is no grace in it. I also think that sex isn't the key issue
in love, is it? That's a different ball of wax. It's a different issue
with its own validity and its own dimension. We shouldn't sweep
it under the rug, but develop it as something precious that is a part
of our incredibly rich humanity. The key issue in universal love,
however, is saving civilization, is lifting one another up. It is an
incredibly beautiful dance. The issue is saving our world with the
substance of our humanity and our love for it, because it is pre-
cious. Sex has a place in this somewhere, and necessarily so, for the
simple reason that we are sexual beings. But it is not the key issue.
It's secondary. The Principle of Universal Love is wide and profound.
It has countless facets. Of course it applies to the sexual dimension
also, and maybe especially so, because universal love is blocked
whenever deep-reaching divisions stand in the way, that have been
maintained for ages, unresolved, which society hasn't even tried to
resolve and is still afraid to face. Maybe sex is a major factor in
why we tend to trash the Principle of Universal Love, rather than
face its imperatives. But is it right, Anton, that we allow our
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countries to die for that? That's sad. It's sad that this barrier traps
us. My country, the USA, is presently dying, and the Soviet Union
is dying too. We have built 65,000 nuclear weapons between us, for
one-another, as proof of the dying of our humanity within, and
that's only one facet. So, how do we react to that? We react like
idiots. We say to one another, don't you dare to talk about the
Principle of Universal Love that we have available to get ourselves
out of this trap. We say to one another, that universal love as a
principle is far too challenging for a normal person to deal with,
and our sexual division is proof that this is that way. So, let me
ask you, what is normal, Anton? Is it normal to build bombs?"

  "You are posing an enormously huge challenge, Peter. It sounds
intriguing, but it's also an impossible challenge to accept."

  "That is why universal love has been ruled out of the social
domain, Anton, and subsequently from any other domain as well. We
say it's impossible to accept! We find the Principle of Universal
Love scarier than the prospect of a certain doom. Who taught us
to think that way? Who put this idea into our head?"

  "Oh, that was done thousands of years ago, Peter," Anton
replied instantly.

  "And for what reason was it done, Anton? Wasn't it done
to isolate people, to keep them apart? Wasn't it done in order that
the rulers in those distant times could control the people better, and
exploit them better? A divided society is more easily ruled. Sex
became 'privatized' by the terror of religion. That little step, as it
may have seemed, opened the door for the priests to 'privatize' the
whole society into their hands, as their willing playthings. Oh yes,
the church had power over society. Sex became a key for the rule
by terror, in some cases enforced by the death penalty. We shouldn't
be singing those ancient imperial tunes anymore. We should have
moved forward. We should be dancing with one another in the air
of total freedom, dancing in love as human beings. So, how about
it, Anton? Would you be open to be dancing with me?"

  "How do I know you are honest about this, Peter, and are
not using all of this talk about universal love as a pretext for
opening the door to sex?"

  "I can't prove to you that it wouldn't be so, Anton. There
are risks involved. I can't even prove it to myself that there won't
challenges arising. I can only prove that I love you. And what's
wrong with sex anyway? Sex is on every man's mind. It's wired in.
It's a part of our individuality as male human beings. Women are
different that way. Some researchers conducted a study in France
that proves in concrete numbers that on average a woman talk three
times as much as men do. Men generally lack the skills to chatter
as freely and as openly about anything and everything in a verbal
communications that expresses emotions and builds relationships. Men
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tend to chatter silently. It reverberates in their thinking. Researchers
also found out that the 'chattering' in the male mind tends to be
focused on sex. They determined that men stray into the arena of
sex on average once a minute, while women do so only once a day.
That appears to be the way we are, according to the researchers.
Maybe they are right, maybe not. Of course, if I were to dance
with you, I would be dancing with you as a woman. It wouldn't
be honest otherwise."

  "And you expect me to agree with that?" Anton interjected.
  "The numbers might be skewed," I replied. "Statistics can be

manipulated. They often proof what one intends to prove. As for
myself, I agree with the researchers in general. We men tend to be
wired to silently chatter about sex in countless different ways that
goes on verbally, visually, emotionally, all mixed up in a grand
medley that even becomes interwoven with physical responses. If
you want me to tell you that this isn't so, I can't. I would be
denying myself. But what about you? Are the researchers wrong in
what they say about women?"

  Anton shook her head. "It's not a secret that we women
chatter more verbally than men do. Our brain is more talkative. The
chitchat comes mixed with a nice feeling for one-another. In some
cases it creates a kind of high that gets us to talk like a whitewater
stream in which the motions flow in amazing eddies and gushing
currents. The bubbling is about relationships. Maybe that is why we
women find it so relaxing to chitchat with other women. It's the
best stress-relief I know. This means we are different, you and I,
that way. It also means that I was right about you, when I accused
you of having sex on your mind," she said and began to laugh.

  "Oh, we are different yes, and thank God we are different.
What a dull Universe we would be living in, otherwise? But if one
peels the wrapping away, the differences vanish into insignificance,
so that there should be nothing that isolates and divides us," I
interjected. "We are more like a great choir that includes many
voices, such as altos, sopranos, tenors, and bass voices. That's why
a choir produces such a rich sound. However, what makes the sound
rich and profoundly expressive, is not the multiplicity of the choir's
voices, but the grace with which the voices are expressed. The
music unfolds as grace."

  "This means that I was wrong to accuse you of having sex
on your mind," said Anton, and began to grin.

  "That would be like accusing a soprano of being a soprano,"
I replied. "However, you might accuse a soprano of trying to sing
like a tenor, that he is not, or a tenor of pretending to be a bass.
The resulting music would be a pain to listen to."

  Here I had to laugh myself. "I think it is a tragedy in social
relationships, when we pretend to be what we are not, or conspire
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to change others into what they are not. So, what's wrong with sex
anyway? You are a part of a sexually modulated humanity as much
as I am. Apart from that we are equal. We are equal in value,
beauty, creativity, honor, and everything else that defines us as human
beings. It's a part of the music of human relationships."

  "What's wrong about sex is that it is sought after without
grace," said Anton. "Without grace it's just an empty facade that has
no value."

  "So, it's about relationships, really, and relationship with
oneself," I said. "Grace is about relationships. However, we can also
step above grace to higher levels. When we step up to the truth
about our humanity, grace becomes an expression of love. And we
can go higher still to what the German poet Friedrich Schiller called
the sublime. We can't close the gap that isolates us from one another,
without the power of spiritual development closing that gap in a
manner that uplifts grace to love and the sublime. Don't you think
we have a beautiful dance before us? As a matter of fact we are
dancing already, are we not?"
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Chapter 3 - The Challenge of Joy

  I begged Anton to allow me to meet her again on the next
day, in the same place, at the same time, to continue our explo-
ration of the universe of our humanity. I don't know why, but
against all expectation she agreed.

  Anton nodded when I asked her, and winked ever so slightly.
"You are daring, aren't you?" she said. "That is why you can invite
me as often as you like, but let me make the arrangements.

  This time she was waiting for me at the restaurant's lobby.
She had ordered a drink for me.

  "If sex falls out of the framework of grace, people become
trapped into orgies of lust, power, domination, slavery, adversity, and
whatever else one finds in the sewer of hell," she said as a greeting.
Wow!

  "But when sex unfolds as love based on truth, or even the
sublime, there is no danger in it that should scare anyone," I re-
plied. "If a man buries his face into a woman's vulva for the sheer
intimacy and generosity that is involved, the sexual touching then is
primarily about relationships, close relationships, relationships with-
out distance, and the sharing of the relationships, isn't it? If we
elevate the quality of grace to ever higher levels, why would the
result be a tragedy rather being an enriching part of our spiritual
journey, that unfolds in the wide sea of relationships in which our
spirits blend, in profound experience of our singular all-encompassing
humanity."

  She waved her finger at me and began to grin. "Don't take
us into uncharted lands," she said with a smile, as she handed me
the glass of wine that she had ordered for me. But the smile seemed
forced. Also the smile didn't really hide the sense of shock that I
saw on her face when I spoke about men putting their face into
a woman's vulva.

  "Should we fear the unknown lands," I countered her. "Sure,
sex has been abused, but it can also be a wonderland. For a man,
simply beholding a woman's vulva can take his breath away and
inspire a glowing kind of awe, and wonderment. Or at the very least
it can get a man just plain excited. But there will always be a
warm reaction of some sort if it is rooted in an intelligent loving
based on certain fundamental truths that one simply cannot ignore.
That's just the way we men are, and the statistics prove it. Unfor-
tunately, our relationships rarely extend to that kind of intimacy.
We are far too afraid of the unknown. We are small, scared, and
timid. That's why men's relationships tend to become 'flat' and
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strained."
  Anton shook her head and now laughed. "Where are you

going with that?" she added.
  I began to smile. "Did you ever have the occasion to ven-

ture into a strip club?" I asked her. "If you haven't, you should, and
then look at people's faces. You would think they had never seen
a woman's vulva before. You'd be surprised how strongly people
react to the sight of a woman's vulva, and whatever else is sexually
attractive. They're touched by something that's rooted in their soul.
They find great joy in seeing it presented. They find in it an echo
of their soul. It seems to me that these places cater to a need in
human relationships that has been sadly neglected in general society.
Of course the neglected need is being grossly abused by the com-
mercial operations that exploit it. Nor do these strip places really
meet the need completely. But they do tell us that there is an
element in relationships that is beautiful and exciting that is being
neglected far too much, and is swept under the rug."

  Anton raised a finger at me again. "You are getting pretty
daring, Peter," she said, but she said it with a more natural smile
now.

  "I agree, I am daring. But why should we deem it daring
at all, to talk about something that is so much a part of our
humanity that countless people go 'miles' out of their way for it,
just to be touched by it in some way, even if it is just in a
superficial way that doesn't really satisfy? That's a paradox really,
that few people are willing to address. I think it even surprises the
researchers. I find it sad when this happens, because sex is an
element that has the potential to brighten the human experience in
a unique kind of way, that takes us many leagues towards dissolving
the countless forms of isolation that is dragging mankind to its
knees into the quagmire of division, adversity, war, and even geno-
cide. Whatever can dissolve the isolation of people from one-another
should be welcomed, rather than being shunned, even if it is incom-
plete."

  "Sex has the potential to make our world rich, and exciting,
and beautiful," said a dark haired Russian woman in perfect English,
who was sitting in a sofa facing the window.

  Anton had chosen a place for us at a table behind the sofa.
She must have felt that the sea of the sparkling lights of Moscow,
even when seen from a vantage point nearly a thousand feet above
the ground, where the restaurant was located, wouldn't quite meas-
ure up to the view that I preferred, where she was the main
sparkling attraction. If this had been her reasoning for choosing a
table in the back, rather than the sofa by the window, she was right
on the mark.

  "Vernadski?" said Anton, turning towards the woman sitting
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on the sofa. "What a surprise! The world is a small place after all.
How many years has it been since I attended your class?"

  "My name isn't Vernadski," said the woman, as she turned
around and saw me sharing a table with Anton. "The students liked
to call me that. They did it in jest, because I'm a distant relative
of the illustrious Vladimir Ivanovich Vernadski, the revered scientist,
who died decades ago. Still the name keeps hanging on and gets
attached to those that have some sort of link to the family. I'm
afraid, though, that I don't measure up to what the name stands for.
I'm not a scientist. I'm only a history teacher. My name is Olga."
She reached her hand out to me, then turned to Anton. "You might
remember me telling you that what my great-great grandpa stood for
has a bearing on history, which also links it with sex. I never
imagined however, that I would hear the word, sex, being spoken
by you, Antonovna. I had tried to tell you students that sex is an
honorable word with a significance that the whole of civilization
rests on, including our past and our future, but you students wouldn't
listen, and you Antonovna, you would always protest, as I recall. It
seemed you had gleamed something, but it angered you."

  Anton blushed and looked away. "We are talking about grace,"
said Anton.

  "I hope you can explain what you what said," I said to the
woman named Olga.

  The woman laughed. "What's there to explain? Sex precedes
mankind. It precedes even the dinosaurs. It probably goes as far
back in time as half a billion years, to the very beginning of complex
life forms. Sex is the most amazing aspect in the development of
life on this planet. It's the one thing that assures genetic diversity
on a wide and almost infinite horizon. None of us would be sitting
here if it weren't for sex. In fact mankind would likely never have
developed without the genetic diversity that the sex-process assures.
Of course that's just one aspect of the principle of diversity that
our existence rests on. It has a cultural reflection too. And you are
evidently correct," she said to Anton, "grace is a factor along this
line. It enables aspects of sex that wouldn't be possible without it."

  I shook my head. "Sex is deemed a millstone around peo-
ple's neck that weighs heavily on morality and culture," I said to
Olga. "It has become a dirty word, so much so that one is deemed
daring to even speak it. It has become the greatest factor for di-
vision and isolation in the world, to the point that it is threatening
civilization. I'm rebelling against that."

  Olga smiled. "That's not what I'm talking about. What you
are rebelling against, is superficial. You miss the deeper point, the
far more dangerous point."

  "I'm a rebel!" I interjected.
  "What's a rebel without a cause?" said Olga, still smiling.
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"You are rebelling against the symptom, not the cause. What is the
cause?"

  I shrugged my shoulders.
  "I gave you a hint," said Olga. "I won't give you the answer

to the question."
  "In this case the hint is that sex assures genetic diversity,"

said Anton, coming to my rescue. "But what's the point?" Anton
added.

  "The point is the point that you have always missed in my
lectures," said the woman to Anton. "So, I'm asking you now. What
is the point?"

  "If it's symbolic, then the point is cultural diversity," I said
cautiously.

  Olga's face lit up. "Tell me more! Tell me more!"
  "Cultural diversity is the opposite to monoculture," I said.

"Diversity makes culture rich. A mental environment that is filled
with controversy and dissent, is a rich environment. It's a scene of
dialog, of reasoning and discovering of the truth that one can't see,
except with the mind's eyes. A mental monoculture in comparison
with this, is a dead scene. It's narrow. It's a scene of consensus.
Dissent is deemed a poison to consensus. I would never want to live
in such a dead world, where everything is ruled by consensus."

  "Listen to your man," said Olga to Anton, "but don't seek
a consensus. Seek a dialog. That's a hard one, but it is the gold in
relationships. Harmony doesn't come from consensus, but from dis-
sent, and from resolving the paradox if you can."

  The woman turned to me. "And you my friend better pray
that you won't get trapped into this world ruled by consensus," said
the woman, Olga, in a serious tone. Her smile suddenly faded. "I
have it from a highly placed and well respected source, that this
very trap is about to be sprung on almost the whole of mankind."

  "You mean the eradication of the sovereign nation-state as
an institution of civilization on this planet? This eradication is al-
ready in progress under the rule of globalization," I said to Olga.

  Anton said that she agreed with me. "When a people loose
their national identity," she said, "a valuable part of their cultural
identity becomes lost along with it."

  The woman, Olga, nodded. "That's correct! But that's not
what I am aiming at, Antonovna," said Olga, and paused. "You should
know what I am aiming at here. Think of something bigger, some-
thing more devastating, more evil, and something that's closer to the
home turf."

  The woman looked at me since Anton didn't answer.
  I shrugged my shoulder.
  The woman looked at Anton again.
  "Group psychosis?" said Anton. "You used to refer to that
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in class."
  "Group cybernetics," said the woman. "The plan is group

cybernetics. They will call it online social networking, a game that
makes relationships without love and witout sex, which are empty
relationships functionally, acceptable, even desirable. It's like Satan
advertising the "gentle warmth of hellfire" in the dead of winter.
The goal of group cybernetics is to get young people tied up into
groups of likeminded friends where nothing short of total consensus
rules the group, and where the individual's sense of belonging flows
from the artificial consensus. The game is built on the unwritten
platform of discouraging dissent. And this is called friendship. The
cyber project is an imperial project designed to kill dissent against
the rule of global empire and its elite reaching out to 'own' every
person on the planet. The cyber kids will be induced to join a
group of likeminded online friends, but not for dialog. They all join
for acceptance, to be accepted by the group, to belong to a group
of valued friends whose acceptance they value. To gain this accept-
ance they will not dream of offering their dissent. They'll shut up.
They'll know that dissent is evil. Thus, they comply. They sooner
loose their individual identity and join a monoculture of thoughtless
automatons, than risking rejection by the group. They plan to use
the Internet as a vehicle for this psychological warfare. I've been
told that they plan to create several competing social networking
sites, each one killing dissent, each one culturing thoughtless consen-
sus."

  "This reduces the cultural diversity to zero," I interjected.
"It also kills the driving force of the scientific and technological
potential of society."

  The woman nodded. "Of course it does. That's the policy of
intention. Now tell me why this policy is being pursued. They
expect to have hundreds of millions of young people signing up,
each person fitting itself into one of thousands of special interest
groups where consensus is almost guaranteed."

  "This would kill the vitality of society," I answered. "It
would turn the lights out. It would close the door on the art of
making discoveries."

  Olga nodded again, as I spoke. "That's the latest project in
the war of empire versus civilization," she said quietly. "It is the
ruler's intention to turn the lights out in society. They are very
close to getting this implemented."

  "My God, that goes beyond even religion," I interjected.
  "What do you get when you turn the lights out?" said Olga

to me. "What kind of world do you create when you take away
love and replace it with a consensus for which everything is sac-
rificed?"

  "When you turn the lights out, you end up with fascism,"
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I said quietly.
  "Congratulations my friend, you've earned an A-plus," said

the woman, Olga, and grinned. "That's the new fascism, which is
about to be built-up around the world, the fascism that is designed
to eradicate culture, science, technology, happiness, and even living
itself. Of course the online groups are 'guided' into the direction of
fascism. Doesn't everybody love guns? Doesn't everybody love the
gore in video games? These things are so cleverly presented, even
when it is done artificially, so that nobody dares to dissent. And
those who embrace the smut the fastest, become the role models.
The role models are presently intended to become software created
in the form of a kind of cyber-friend that doesn't really exist as
an actual person, though they may find that they have no need to
go that far. Of course there is no dialog possible in such cyber
groups, or between groups, unless there is total agreement across the
entire consensus. That's all becoming easy to do with the new
computer technologies common onto the market. And that's the future
in the final planning stages my friends. Of course the ultimate goal
of empire is to create a single monoculture right across the world.
Towards this goal they plan to publish a single world encyclopedia
that will contain all the knowledge that is known, and by impli-
cation represent a universal consensus of what the truth is about
everything. Isn't that wicked? The elite of empire, of course, will
edit the resulting world encyclopedia. Thereby the elite plans to
mold and control the world consensus."

  "If this isn't a wicket plan, what is?" I interjected. "There
will be no dissent possible against the resulting official universal
dogma."

  Olga nodded with a smile. "If a certain item of perception
isn't found in the world encyclopaedia, then by implication, it doesn't
exist. That is how the rulers plan to create a worldwide monoculture
that is completely dead inside; that is dull, perfectly pliable, a
transparent shell without a true self-identity. Such a society is
doomed, of course. It is anti-economic in nature."

  Olive turned to Anton. "Now tell me again that sex is
wicked. We should celebrate our sex as the one thing that reminds
us about how vastly important the principle of diversity is."

  I nodded in agreement. "The way I see it, sex can play a
major role in the process of waking us up," I said to Anton.

  "We human beings are primarily spiritual beings on a jour-
ney through a material Universe," said the woman, Olga. "Love is
a spiritual process, and grace is one of its manifests, like joy. They
are all expressions of our spiritual being. Sex fits into this spiritual
sphere. It's a mental 'fire,' a passion for living, more than a physical
thing. We are all sexual by nature. We respond to a wide range of
sexual attractions, both men and women alike, and not just to meet
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the needs for procreation. We find social closeness in sexual inti-
macy. We find in it a type of existence without distance, that we
don't seem to be able to experience in any other way. This puts
sexual intimacies squarely into the realm of our spiritual dimension.
It renders it as a kind of spiritual process that brings us together
and unfolds with joy. Of course, it needs to unfold with grace, or
better yet, unfold from a truth that echoes our soul, thus to be the
manifest of our love unfolding into joy. Without grace there is
nothing in it, is there? This means that the key-factor is grace. It
enables something that is profound, but has otherwise no value. In
this sense, there is nothing bad about sex, is there? Researchers tell
us the same thing. I have read the reports of researchers who have
surveyed sexually active women. The responding women tell us that
the enjoyment they derive from having another person's face at their
vulva exceeds all other forms of sexual enjoyment by 50% to a
100% in comparison, ranging up to over 400% in comparison with
just plain intercourse. So, it is evidently not just the physical thing
that is driving the process, is it? When men put their face to a
woman's vulva, which most men love to do, there is no physical
sexual stimulation involved at all, of the men's sexual organ. The
elation is completely mental. It's a closeness that both partners share,
which involves aspects that are rooted in the soul or else it wouldn't
happen. This means that the statistics can't be interpreted physically.
They involve spiritual aspects of human relationships, an intimacy
that dissolves the isolation towards one-another, and more so to-
wards oneself. And that is what the cybernetic social networking
project is trying to wreck. It closes the door to an existing sense
of unity, and induces a feeling that unity must be created artifi-
cially, by seeking a consensus that flows from a group that must be
maintained at all cost, and must not be interfered with by inter-
jecting dissent, which is deemed a poison."

  "There is dissent in sex," Anton interjected. "There has to
be a barrier against rape."

  "There is consensus in sex in spite of the dissent," said
Olga. "The universal consensus is that we need it in some form. The
dissent is healthy in that it weeds out what is not truthful and
beneficial. In this manner the consensus becomes shaped by what is
actually real, whereas in religion the consensus is forced by dogma,
regardless of what is real. Religion is an early form of group psy-
chosis. It took us millennia to get away from that, and now we are
about to be dragged into the cyberscape of the internet social
networking group psychosis that takes us back into this trap, and
much deeper into it than ever before. But it remains a part of the
war of empire versus civilization. Of course, in the process sex
becomes screwed up even more than the religions have done this.
Look at Tibet. After the Opium Wars, the British Empire took over
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Tibet and set up a puppet government centered on the Dalai Lama,
with the edict to keep Tibet an absolute feudal State. Thereby
Tibet would act as a buffer to shield the colonial structure of India
from the republican structure that China was moving towards. In
this platform Tibet was kept totally undeveloped, a religious feudal
order resting on brutal manual labor and religious domination. The
religious order owned all the land, and also the peasants working on
it. Before China took over in 1949, as much as a quarter of the
population had entered the monkshood, and much of that for sexual
reasons. To a large extend, sex was homosexual in the narrow world
ruled by the monks. The best looking young boys of about ten or
twelve, were 'encouraged' to entered the monkshood. This meant
that they became subjected to fierce competition between the or-
ganized clubs of monks, called dob-dobs, who determined who would
get to use the boys for their homosexual pleasures. The clubs had
their own "colors" and costumes. Of course, in order to advance
rapidly in the religious hierarchy, a boy would need to be chosen
by an older, established monk, to serve as his sex slave, and to
service the friends of his owner. It had nothing to do with intimacy
and human sharing. It was group psychosis resting on power-driven
consensus. Individual identity had nothing to do with anything. It
was dead. Dissent of course was totally ruled out anywhere in this
absolute decadent society. And there was no justice, no organized
system of courts existed. Punishment was entirely at the whim of
the nobility. Dismemberment was common. Polyandry was common.
When a wife was shared with all the brothers of a family, I don't
think she had the option to dissent, and I hate to think of what
happened to the children. This is the order that is about to be
idealized on the cyberspace, an order of blindly developed voluntary
consensus without options for dissent. When this is accomplished,
the old feudal Tibet, which is presently idealized by the powers of
empire, will appear like a paradise of progress."

  "We are already half way there," I said quietly. "The rule
of empire, monasticism, pedophilia, sex slavery, and slavery in gen-
eral, all go together. They are all parts of the same parcel. They
always have been and always will be. Things may have changed in
Tibet, but in the larger world nothing has changed. Wherever the
empire rules, one can see the old colors of Tibet shining through,
and one doesn't have to look very hard either. Only the processes
have changed a little, but it's hard to hide the truth."

  "Don't be surprised," said Olga, "when you see institutions
gaining power that ban the criticism of fascism and the criticism of
homosexuality, in the same breath. And you will see those institu-
tions hailing the Dalai Lama as the god-king keeper of the feudal
Shangri-La and the golden age of monastic slavery, sexual and oth-
erwise. And if you keep your eyes open wide enough, you will see
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behind them the architects of the coming cyber-Shangri-La of social
networking, the super-rape universe of monasticism. You surrender
your soul, your private identity, your sense of truth, worth, honor,
and humanity, and you get an empty life in return, a life of endless
wanting, unfulfilled yearning, and fearing of being rejected. But there
is no happiness happening. The test subjects that I talked to all
agree that there is no happiness at the end of the line, and the few
who are honest and alert enough, feel that by their surrendering to
the group-consensus, causes their induction into an ideology that is
contrived and contrary to their innermost sense of what really counts.
They feel they end up doing what they would never dream of
doing. They feel that personal relationships don't happen anymore
that involve dialogs, testing ideas, the sharing of daring concepts.
Who would test an advanced idea in 'public,' where there is danger
lurking that one might be ridiculed? And that sets the stage for a
nicely obedient and impotent society with a monolithic primitive
world culture that doesn't oppose the rule of empire. I bet that not
one Tibetan monk ever contributed a single idea that advanced the
state of civilization. Their source of 'spirituality' was orgiastic "en-
lightenment" as they called it. Maybe they still call it that in the
chambers of empire."

  While Olive was still speaking an elegantly gentleman ar-
rived, evidently her date, and the waiter arrived within moments, as
evidently their table had been made ready.

  As they said good bye and all left, Anton shook her head,
saying, "was that real? I wasn't dreaming that, was I? And here I
thought you were being daring when talking so freely about sex, as
you seem to enjoy. But when compared with Olga, you're speech
isn't daring at all." She began to laugh. "Still, I doubt her statistics.
Are the research statistics that she mentioned really representative of
society as a whole?"

  "Probably not," I replied with a more subdued voice. "She
told us that the statistics are derived from responses that a number
of women had volunteered who evidently found such sharing impor-
tant enough to respond. Obviously those who volunteered in the
survey, represent a daring type of people that have not yet isolated
themselves from their humanity as sexual human beings. Some of
them might also be in the process of rediscovering themselves. In
this sense the numeric compilations are probably extensively skewed
and might not represent society as a whole. Maybe they are the few
daring dissenters who care to stand up for what they have honestly
experienced. For centuries, if not millennia, countless preachers from
countless pulpits have pounded the notion into people's head, that
sex is dirty, and that the isolation of people into the smallest social
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sphere that is physically possible, is holy. Of course, in this case
too, the statistics are likewise skewed mightily the other way. It is
hard to tell therefore what the real numbers are. However, if one
looks at the exceptions, the few people who are protesting, who
stand up for us all, who would rather not rock the boat, then the
statistics seem to indicate that the great myth that sex is dirty,
shameful, gross, indecent and disgusting, is nothing more than just
a myth that has been built up intentionally for isolating society, a
kind of artificial consensus that nobody really believes in anymore.
I remember reading about a survey of sexually active women in
which a full 70% have indicated they had more than one partner
in their life. That's a surprisingly high figure. Perhaps it means that
the isolation that has been artificially induced ages ago might be
melting away. I remember a few other rather shocking surprises,
such as that masturbation ranks high on the list, especially in fre-
quency. Almost half the respondents reported masturbating roughly
20 times a month, while only a tiny minority reported that they
masturbated only once a month. When asked about their vulva, most
of the responding women love their vulva and love the smell and
the taste of it, and that most of their men do so likewise. My point
is, that if the preachers on all the religious pulpits in the world
knew that they have been ranting for centuries against what most
people secretly love in their heart..."

  "They might have changed their sermon," Anton completed
my sentence and laughed. "Such honesty might have reduced rape or
prevented it! When the consensus is erroneous, though everyone
lives by it, the results tend to become rather tragic, don't they?"

  "Olga is right then to point out that when everything that
is human and therefore valuable and beautiful to us is stripped away
the resulting relationships are forced into empty channels," I said to
her.

  "It has been said rather openly by some priests in modern
days that whoever controls society sexually, controls society," Anton
interjected.

  "This appears to have been true for millennia," I added. "But
all of this can be dissolved with love, and with grace that unfolds
from love. The key element is love. Of course that puts a great
challenge before us, in cases when love takes on the form of an
astrophysical black hole that draws everything unto itself and con-
sumes it. Then sex becomes robbed of its human dimension and is
turned into a tragedy that one should be afraid of. But if our love
is like the Sun that radiates out-flowing light, which enriches our
humanity as we enrich one another, then sex can flow in this light
and become a joy together with everything else that is human. It
becomes just another color then, of the great light of our humanity
that radiates across the world. That is where the real challenge
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begins. The challenge is to build a platform in our life that mirrors
the Sun within us, which enables us be a sun to one-another. And
yes, there are many barriers standing in the way of that love. I have
to admit that I don't know yet how to step across those barriers,
especially the barriers that have caused sexual division that have
boxed society in for millennia into black-hole-type little spheres?"

  I paused, but quickly resumed my 'chattering.' "How can I
prove to you then that I love you in the spiritual dimension mir-
roring the Sun? I know that this dimension is more real than anything
else is. In this dimension love is rooted and nowhere else, where
sex is not bad but is a beautiful thing like every element of our
humanity, but can I prove it? I can't. Maybe at best I can prove
it by not pulling away from it. Maybe that is my way of building
dissent. The universal consensus is to stay away from this seashore.
The waves are too dangerous. The undercurrent is too strong. The
winds never cease. To me, that sounds like a place where I want
to be, rather than being put on a meadow, corralled in on all sides
so that the world is small and nothing is moving. In a monolithic
world life is dull, nothing is moving, and sex has to be tolerated
and be 'serviced' to meet a need. But isn't it an element of our
humanity that is for living? Our genitals are really no different than
any other part of our anatomy. They aren't something to be ashamed
of or to be embarrassed about, and be hid in a closet and feared.
And so the silent chitchat in the minds of men goes on in the
hidden world where shame is not a factor. But why should it remain
hidden? In some cultures a woman's genitals are thought of as sacred,
as indeed they are in the spiritual sense. Shouldn't they be so
honored, rather than be hidden and be enveloped in a veil of shame?
Shouldn't we treat them with honor, and let them bring us joy? I
don't want to close the door to that. It's been closed for too long,
by the forced consensus with a religious doctrine. And so, Anton,
by not closing this door I might be bringing that proof to you that
I love you. Anyway, this might be the only type of proof that I
can offer. That also makes sex an interesting challenge, and a pro-
found one if we can overcome the barriers."

  "I am disappointed in you, Peter," Anton interrupted me.
"We've barely met, and already you talk more and more about sex.
I've been warned that all the American men are sex-crazy. Maybe
it's true."

  "As I recall, you brought the subject of sex up, Anton," I
countered her. "I merely invited you to dance yesterday, and today
we are dancing."

  "But you had a different dance in mind, hadn't you?" Anton
interjected.

  I nodded. "I had a kind of dancing in mind that hadn't been
done for centuries, if ever, that only a few pioneers had dared to
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venture into, but which becomes evermore essential for the survival
of civilization and mankind as a whole. So it's not a frivolous issue."

  "You men are either disgusting, or are driven by a spirit
that's beyond my comprehension," said Anton and shook her head.
"I just can't figure out which it is."

  "Let me suggest to you that perhaps your former teacher,
Olga, had a point when she said that sex is a crucial element in
the development of all high-order life on this planet, but it isn't
just something that we can turn on and off. It makes certain bio-
logical demands on us that we are obliged to accommodate, and
those are quite different between men and women as you know.
Your uterus requires constantly repetitive cycles of renewal that you
have no control over. As old tissues decay they are flushed out
through the vagina so that new tissues can take their place in which
an egg cell can be lodged and become fertilized. The male biology
has its cycles too. The prostrate gland collects certain nutrients and
minerals from the blood that it concentrates several hundred times
to provide an efficient and nourishing transportation medium for the
sperm to reach the egg cell. Evidently, this too doesn't remain useful
for long, and needs to be flushed out so that it can be renewed.
The most effective way, apparently, is ejaculation. Many of the male's
biological responses, and connected psychological responses, appear to
be designed to assure that this service cycle happens. It also appears
that the male service cycles are generally very much shorter than
the female menstruation cycles, extending across a few days instead
of a few weeks. Obviously these shorter cycles and their imperatives
have a major impact on the male mentality. Sure you can call us
sex crazy, maybe we are, but in doing so you should consider what
it is that you are trying to slander. I think society has done great
harm to itself by slandering a part of its natural characteristic.
Apparently this has backfired and isolated men and women and
lowered the status of women in society. It created a tragedy that
is now reflected in many different ways and is literally threatening
civilization. I want to stand out as a dissident in this sea of near
universal consent with a status quo that is false, tragic, and danger-
ous; and that's worse than politics, that actually affects politics in
a negative way."

  "So you are a self-proclaimed rebel, and you want me to
dance with you?" Anton interjected. "You want to change the world,
and you want to use me for it?"

  "Actually, I don't want to change the world," I said and
began to laugh. "Maybe I want to encourage a few people to open
their eyes, because what I am a rebel for already exists in real
terms. It's just not being acknowledged. It takes a daring spirit to
break through this barrier. Unfortunately, there are far too few of
those. Most of society lives in a homogenous soup of universal
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consensus, especially on sexual issues."
  "So you say it takes a daring man like you, to wake us

women up to something that we are already aware of, but don't
want to acknowledge," said Anton and smiled with a wicked look
on her face.

  "You are getting close," I said and matched her smile. "I
know of a woman who was a much more daring rebel than I will
likely ever be, who took huge strides against indelible odds to wake
us men up and make us acknowledge what we are already aware
of."

  "Is she a Russian woman?"
  "She is American, I think. "She is a great 'dancer.' I can also

assure you that the urgency for her kind of dancing was enormously
great at the time she made her revolutionary move to wake the
world up. Also, what she touched on isn't necessary a male issue.
She opened up a seashore for society that everybody had tried to
avoid. This makes her in my book the greatest modern pioneer that
I know of in the sphere of this kind of dancing. She is the world-
renowned artist, named, Judy Chicago. She has changed the world to
some degree with her unique kind of dance. She raised the aware-
ness in society of women's issues, and issues of art, and the hypoc-
risy of society's sexual isolation, and in the lager sense also society's
isolation from its own humanity. She raised the self-awareness in
society to a whole new level, at least to the degree that she dared
to expose the hypocrisy of the sexual isolation that has been built
up over many centuries. In this daring intervention, she brought
together a team of over 20 researchers. They scoured the pages of
history for women of achievement, and selected 999 from a long
list. Of these 999, she selected 39 of the most outstanding women
and invited them as honored guests in an art installation that she
created in the form of a 'dinner party.' She created for them a
triangular dinner table. Each side of the table was dedicated to
women of a specific period of history that was unique in terms of
society's relationship to its women. The first side of the table is
dedicated to women of the period from pre-history to the end of
the Greek Classical era in which women were once revered, in some
cases as goddesses. The second side is dedicated to the dark ages of
religious and cultural warfare in which the status of women was
trashed. The third side, of course, is dedicated to women of the
modern period, from the 17th Century on, when countless women
struggled to reverse the dark-age trend of sexual isolation that has
been so devastating to women and to society as a whole. The
women that she 'invited' to this Dinner Party were pioneers them-
selves, who fought to get their life back as a woman, including their
equality with men as a person, even their humanity as a human
being.
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  "The 39 women that Judy brought together in this manner
to be honored at her Dinner Party, where all seated at a common
table that spans those three ages. The party itself was designed to
be a celebration of their individual achievements, and the achieve-
ments of women in general. The end result was a huge work that
was designed to have a huge impact. It certainly wasn't hidden away
in some dusty gallery basement. It was displayed in many galleries
around the world, especially since it was designed to be a party
primarily created to uplift the modern society, which was therefore
invited to come to the party in great numbers. In staging the party
Judy Chicago created a unique place setting at the dinner table for
each of the 39 women. Each place setting highlighted the specific
woman's nature and significance in the images of a symbolically
painted porcelain plate. The resulting art installation thereby presents
an open invitation to modern society to 'eat' of every one of the
individual woman's plate, to 'taste' of her achievement, inviting the
visitors to let themselves be 'nourished' by the women's greatness
and their contributions to the advance of civilization and mankind
as a whole. And it is here, against this background, that Judy Chicago
becomes really daring, because all the images that she painted on
the woman's plates were designed to be symbolic not only of the
woman as an achiever, but also to be symbolic of a butterfly and
of a woman's vulva. The complexity of the resulting symbolism
evolves throughout the series, from plate to plate. It begins with a
simple vulva-image to represent the primordial goddess, and ends 38
images later with a deeply sculpted and anatomically expressive image
of the vulva at the final place setting for an extraordinarily outspo-
ken artist in the fight for society's recognition of the equality of its
humanity. In this sense, Judy Chicago invites society to not only to
'nourish' itself with the profound achievements wrought by those
women, but to also to 'eat' of those woman's vulva, of their
womanhood. In doing this, Judy Chicago invites society to acknowl-
edge to itself that it already does this very thing in real life in its
sexual practice, as Olga had pointed out. Judy Chicago thereby invites
society to acknowledge that the entire social practice that relegates
women into isolation and forced into the background, is a myth
conjured up by a lye, for which a consensus was created for some
political intention. Judy Chicago is saying that for centuries nothing
more than a lye has isolated women and men and has pushed the
women into the background."

  "In this case, the artist broke the consensus by exposing the
lye," said Anton and nodded. "She became a saint of dissent indeed,
and said no the consensus by calling it a lye. That takes courage.
Maybe that is why there is so little dissent. And maybe that makes
you a hero with her."

  I shook my head. "Judy Chicago is the hero. I'm just a little
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dissident. She demonstrates in a big way the isolation of women that
has been practiced for centuries upon centuries to be a myth by the
simple fact that countless people throughout society lovingly and
joyously 'eat' off the vulva, both men and women. This fact evi-
dently stands confirmed in many surveys. As Olga said, according to
the submitted survey ratings by sexually active women, 'eating' of
the vulva is the most enjoyable sexual interaction they know, and
by their admission the most widely practiced. In other words, the
self-isolation of society that has been engineered over the centuries,
which has resulted in the deeply cutting sexual division that is still
tearing society apart, is all happening over something that isn't true,
and never was true. If Olga is right, and the ruling empire is trying
to resurrect the dark-age mentality, that Judy Chicago fought against,
which the masters of empire are now trying to resurrect on an even
larger scale, by cyber-victimizing the kids of society at the most
vulnerable age, God help us all. The outcome, if they succeed,
might be unimaginable."

  "The uncovering of the myth, by this woman artist," said
Anton, "renders every other form of isolation and division, likewise
a myth, including our political, ethnic, and religious divisions."

  "The world's prevailing divisions belie the fact that we are
all human beings together, and share universally a common humanity
and a common universal human soul," I interjected. "Judy Chicago
demonstrates that society's countless forms of isolation and division,
no matter how time-honored they may be, are basically nothing
more than just hypocrisy. She is also demonstrating that there is no
such thing as a chronic history. She seems to say, that when a long
train of tragedy pervades history, then the tragedy is recreated anew
each single day, and therefore it can be stopped in one single day
by the simple refusal to renew the tragedy."

  "Ah, so you are telling me that it takes an honest woman
to teach you men that you are hypocrites and simple minded liars,"
Anton interjected. She began to smile. "Of course you would call
her doing this, daring. How dare she expose your hypocrisy!" Anton
began to laugh.

  "Judi Chicago isn't only challenging us men, Anton, but the
whole of society together," I countered her. "She is challenging
everybody, because woman too have fallen into the trap of becoming
isolated from our common humanity by their self-isolation. They
have fallen into this trap just as much as men have. It appears that
Judi Chicago is challenging the whole of society together, because
everybody, woman as well as men, have been caught up in the game
of a self-isolation that has led to ever-deeper divisions throughout
the world, many of which have been carefully cultivated in all
layers of society. It is now deemed socially normal for human beings
to live in private isolation, and to practice this isolation also po-
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litically, and so on. Judy Chicago is challenging the entire huge
scene of the self-isolation of society from one-another, much of
which is rooted in imperial motivation. Her Dinner Party started a
quiet cultural uplift, and not just for women. I read that her work
on the Dinner Party unfolded during a time when it was most
needed, politically and culturally. It began to unfold in her thinking
as far back as 1971. That was the time when banner headlines were
strung across the world that proclaimed that the Earth has cancer
and that this cancer is mankind that needs to be cured by depopu-
lation. The image of the human being was being trashed at this
time, as never before. The year 1971 was also the year in which the
Bretton-Woods world-finical system was wrecked. It was wrecked by
imperial demands in order that all the nation's national currencies
could be used as private gambling chips by an imperial oligarchy,
who over the years leached enormous profits out of the currencies
of the nations, causing deep social consequences. The world became
isolated by this fast trend of privatization, and became looted in
their isolation while the image of mankind was being trashed. Judy
Chicago might not have been consciously aware of this larger po-
litical and economic trend that began in the background, almost in
parallel with her unfolding idea for uncovering the growing isolation
of mankind from its humanity. The trend that she opposed with her
unique art contribution might have been deterred to some degree by
her effort. Unfortunately the trend to hell wasn't defeated. It re-
mained and is now wrecking our civilization. The needed victory
remains yet to be won.

  "The physical work for The Dinner Party project itself began
in 1974, Anton. The project took 5 years to complete. Those years
were years of intense creativity for her with the glow of an unfold-
ing universal love that is evident throughout the project. The same
timeframe from 1974 on, also brought to light a number of political
movements that were pushing the world into the very opposite
direction. Maybe she counter-acted these movements too, to some
degree, though the real work needs yet to be achieved by all of us
for one-another. One of these isolating trends of the two-pronged
travesty was the call for depopulation. It was thrust unto the world
scene with the first ever world population conference held in Bu-
charest in 1974. The conference was focused on depopulation. The
second prong of the travesty that began in 1974, was America's
NSSM-200 policy that is likewise focused on depopulation. The
Bucharest conference had been built on the notion that the human
population is a cancer. The American NSSM-200 policy went one
step further and defined Third World population growth as a secu-
rity thereat to the USA, on the premise that the developing nations
would be using up their natural resources, which the imperials claim
to own and might require for their future needs. And so, Africa
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became one of the first major targets for controlled depopulation.
AIDS erupted in Africa a few years down the road in the shadow
of this policy. While it is impossible to determine if and to what
extend Judy Chicago's effort to counteract the isolation of society
from its humanity has had an effect on thwarting the depopulation
travesties, it is nevertheless interesting to note that her healing effort
coincided with the emergence of these extremely dangerous political
trends. Had her efforts been 100% successful to the fullest possible
extend, the NSSM-200 policy for the destruction of Africa might
have been avoided, by which the 25-million AIDS deaths that oc-
curred to date, the great deadly rape of mankind, might not have
happened, as well as the future deaths that are yet to come until
the disease is arrested. But neither can we say that her efforts had
no effect at all? I don't think we can say that it has some effect,
and was an invitation for society to become human and defend
itself. Judy's efforts might have had a major effect in spite of it all.
Whatever counteracts the isolation of society from its humanity,
does have an uplifting effect on civilization, and those who have
seen her work generally said that it was a joy to behold.

  "The timeframe in which Judy Chicago's artwork, The Din-
ner Party, was created, also covered the period in which the DDT
ban, and the manmade-global-warming hoax, were unleashed. That
DDT ban was imposed for purely political reasons and no scientific
imperative at all. It is now killing more than a million people a
year in Africa alone, most of them children. While this horrendous
death toll is nevertheless small in comparison with the global death
toll from imposed poverty, the genocidal effect remains in effect and
continues to decimate society. The second horror that came out of
that timeframe is the manmade-global-warming hoax that promises to
be far more deadly than both horrors combined. It promises a horror
show beyond anything we've ever seen or imagined. The manmade-
global-warming hoax has been perpetrated in order to prevent a new
renaissance from emerging that would result if society would prepare
itself for the return of the Ice Age that looms like a dark shadow
over mankind's near future. And so, without perhaps being con-
sciously aware of any of that, Judy Chicago has put her art on the
line in a powerful manner to help roll back the increasing isolation
of society from its humanity that we find so deeply reflected in all
of these areas. What she did now stands before us as a monumental
challenge. She was almost 'shrieking' then through her work, to the
blinded eyes and the deafened ears of society, saying, You fools,
can't you see your hypocrisy!

  "Well, Anton, maybe a few people saw what she had laid
before society. Evidently some people did see something, but far too
few did. And so, because of society's general lack in its response to
her outcry, the collapse of civilization that began in those very days,
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continues unabated and is accelerating. Judy Chicago had invited
mankind to 'dance' with her in celebration of our humanity, but far
too few have heeded her call. Thus we all remain increasingly iso-
lated from our humanity, more so than ever, which makes the
resulting divisions in our present world evermore severe. The current
world-financial system is already bankrupt and is hanging by the
finest thread, bulging with debt. The debt stands as a liability against
the western economies that no longer produce much of anything,
but have become a liability themselves. We need a global bank-
ruptcy reorganization before the house falls down, in order to keep
people alive, pensions paid, wages protected, industries operating,
and to give ourselves the needed credits to rebuild our lost indus-
tries that we must have back in order to get society on its feet
again with universally affordable housing, transportation, clothing, food,
and so on. Unfortunately nothing of the sort is happening, is it?
Nobody cares about the other person's humanity, even their own.
Society has become isolated from itself. And an end to this tragedy
won't be happening for as long as society remains isolated from its
humanity as human beings. Judy Chicago invited the world to dance
with her as human beings, and so do I invite you for that urgent
task."

  "But you had sex in mind when you came here and asked
me to dance, and you still have that look, Peter," Anton interjected.
"You show it in the way you are gazing at me so intensively. And
then you are trying to excuse it all by calling it a spiritual quality,
and pretend that it is something noble, and difficult, and enriching.
This hasn't been my experience. The woman that you speak of that
has put the vulva on women's plate, is disgusting and degrading. A
woman is more than a vulva."

  "Of course a woman is more than a vulva, Anton. But it
is at the vulva where were men and women come together most
intimately. If we can admit this, we might be able to admit that
the whole construct of division and isolation is a myth too, that
society likes to maintain. Sex is where the division of mankind is
presently the deepest, with the greatest isolation coming from it
between people that supercedes the worst of what we have in
politics. So, where is the core? Isolation is wrecking us from the
inside out. It's strangling our humanity wherever we turn. Were does
the healing need to begin? Does it need to begin in politics, or at
the home gate? I think what we see in politics reflects what we
entertain at the home gate. I think Judy Chicago paints the truth
before our face and yells at us in the most powerful manner that
art can apply, that our isolation at the home gate has no real
foundation. She demonstrates for all the world to see, that we are
hypocrites, and that we know that we are hypocrites, if we are
honest with ourselves. She challenges us to accept that our unity is
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not lost or is a myth, but is real and is powerfully immediate in
our hearts if not in deed, as it is already demonstrated by our
sexual desires that bring us together deeply and intimately. Sex is
a powerful factor that draws us towards one another. It is an impetus
that we are responding to as human beings in the best way we can,
even though a lot of healing is needed there too, and which gives
us joy if there is an honest response happening. Judy is telling us
that far more people in society are responding to this imperative
individually, than society admits, and this on a wide platform. She
asks us one question that the politicians have never asked. She asks
us, why can't we acknowledge that the universal division of mankind
that we bow to with so much pain, is a myth? Why can't we be
honest with ourselves and with one another? The isolation that we
got dragged into as a society, socially and politically, over centuries
and millennia, is now destroying us from within. How long shall we
wait then before we change course and bridge the isolation and
begin a healing in our lives? Sex can help us with that. It challenges
us to scrap the isolation, because we don't have it in our heart for
the simple reason that it isn't real. We only pretend it to be real.
The way I see it, Anton, sex has a role to play in creating a new
renaissance on this planet."

  "It is what it is," said Anton quietly. "I can't change that."
  "I think we need to do more. We need to try to make

sense of it without denying it and let it help us to get us out of
our dangerous mess. And why shouldn't this healing be possible. For
us human beings, sex is something spiritual. It is more that sensual
ecstasy. That much appears to be true, because the unity that we
find in it is a spiritual quality, especially the intimate unity, and the
acknowledgement of one another that is built into our makeup as
human beings. Why should we deny to one-another what we are,
and thereby force ourselves to live in isolation? Sex is evidently far
more to us than just a mechanical thing for procreation. Love is a
spiritual quality that embraces our humanity for its riches, and sex
is a part of that. That also includes our intelligence, our beauty, our
integrity, and so forth. We are what we are. We are sexual human
beings, and thank God we are that, instead of being some sexless
uniform worms. Yes I admit that when I look at you, I look at you
with love and with a smile, like a gardener looks at a rose. And
the joy and love that I feel is a spiritual quality that is anchored
in our humanity far more than in our physicality. Should I not
chitchat about that in my mind and admire you in this context? I
would even say that everything that makes us distinctly human is
ultimately a spiritual quality. Just look at this place that we are in.
We are sitting in a richly beautiful citadel, exquisitely decorated,
located high off the ground on a tower that stands like a needle
1,700 feet tall, that is looming over a city that is one of the most
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beautiful in the world. What a marvel we are living in, Anton! And
it is all an expression of our spiritual humanity that values beauty,
love, generosity, and aspirations. Building a beautiful world for one-
another is one of the aspects of the elevating spiritual relationship
that we have with one-another as human beings. This makes us the
greatest marvel of life in the Universe. Nothing comparable to us
exists anywhere far and wide. Just look at yourself. What a wonder
you are to behold! What a smile do I see that touches me deeply,
and what beautiful hair graces you. Should I not love this great
marvel, and the way you dress and speak and look? You are a
marvel beyond marvels. We all are. How many quintillions of miles
would one have to travel into the far reaches of the Universe to
come across something comparable to what we have right here?
Seeing you, and being with you, inspires a joy that nothing in the
Universe can equal. Shouldn't I embrace you for that? Shouldn't we
all do so likewise? We should be dancing constantly for the sheer
joy of what we have before us, and in us, to bring to light. If we
all did so, we would scrap every single one of our nuclear weapons
with the greatest of haste, all 65,000 of them. But we say it is too
difficult to love, because sex stands in the way, as well as many
other factors. We say that a spiritual quality cannot be trusted. We
say that our sexuality, which exists primarily as a spiritual quality
in our thoughts, is a shameful thing. But to be honest, I can see
no shame in beholding you as a woman. In fact, I rejoice over it.
If you want me to deny you as a woman, I won't do it. I would
be denying an aspect of myself and an element of love. To deny
that would be too costly. History has shown that it is always too
costly to deny love. Love is our light. Love is a spiritual process
that is born out on strands of love that bind us together. Sex
unfolds in the flow of it. You are right. It is what it is. It comes
as a part of the package. So, how can I single it out and deny it
without starting the breakup of the package of our humanity and
our civilization?"

  "I can't deny that this breakup is routinely pursued and is
almost universally on the agenda," said Anton quietly. "That's what
we find in sex without grace and without humanity. That's what sex
usually adds up to when the spiritual aspects are stripped away."

  "If that's what I think you fear, let me tell you that you
should fear it," I said to her. "But I won't cater to that fear by
denying what sex really is. The cost would be too great. Nor would
I want to. I love and value our humanity, and in this context I love
and value you. I won't deny you. Yes, you are in my heart as a
woman, and as a beautiful woman at that, even as an exquisite
'rose' in the highest sense that this metaphor inspires. Yes, I treasure
you for that. That is not mythical, Antonovna. This part I can
prove. This is what dancing is all about. It is the celebration of our
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community of principle, a celebration of what we cherish as human
beings. We unite in this dance of principle as we cherish in one-
another what is rich about our humanity, rather than what is fake.
That's the music for the dance, Anton. In this dance, and in the
music, all the aspects of our humanity become drawn together and
mingle, and become one. Isn't that proof to ourselves that we are
human beings; the proof that we call love?"

  "But where is the substance of the proof, Peter?"
  "The substance of the proof of my love for you is in my

commitment to fight for your life, Anton. Isn't that what we have
come to this conference to fight for, to fight for one-another's life?
What else can love inspire, but to fight for one-another's life when
life is in danger, and to enrich it? True peace is something that is
profoundly rich. It is an active thing. Peace is far more than just
the absence of war."

  "But dancing with me isn't fighting for my life, Peter."
  "Oh it is, Anton. It is! It is a daring commitment to the

Principle of Universal Love, especially for us who have no other
platform to love one-another than our humanity. We have no mar-
riage bonds, no relationship bonds, no bonds by social conventions,
or even political affiliation, to ease the way. All we have is our
humanity, and that's the real issue in love, isn't it? In fact, the
Principle of Universal Love can't stand on any other platform than
this fundamental honesty with ourselves. And as for sex, I don't
think it is even a big part of it. It has a dimension in the sphere
of love with its own grace that needs yet to be explored and its
color added to the great light that flows from our humanity, if we
let it be what it is. Right now we've made sex a stumbling block,
or even a barrier behind which everything becomes bottled up and
for which we become isolated from one another. How silly we are
to have inflicted on ourselves such a deep wound! We have dis-
graced ourselves, Anton."

  Anton stopped responding at this point. She nodded briefly
and changed the subject. She said something about the conference
being timed to coincide with a great celebration, the upcoming
Thousand-Year Celebration of the Christianization of Russia. In my
mind though the conference seemed far away. It had become less
and less significant the more our conversation unfolded. Antonovna
remained in my mind, foremost. She was a delight to be with, the
kind of person one rarely meets, too precious for one to just push
out of one's thoughts to make room for the business of politics,
even with references to the Principle of Universal Love that needs
to be build into the business. I had come to meet Anton as a
person rather than as a representative of a political ideology. Thus
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I let the conference drift away into the background, except in the
deeper sense of it as a platform for developing the budding sense
of grace. In this sense the conference was most actively in progress.

  Meeting Anton was about grace and truth and love. She
seemed to be the personification of it all. Even in our conversation,
she had fascinated me right from the beginning. I had loved the
sparkle in her eyes, her bright expression, her face, her gentle
manners, and her alert mind. They all fascinated me. Being in love
with her was synonymous with being in love with myself, because
she represented so much of what I cherished about our humanity
that we are all a part of, and this not just intellectually.

  Physically, she stood tall with a long graceful neck, and a
smile warm enough to melt a glacier. I had been more than tempted
to steal a kiss, almost right from the moment we met. However,
this didn't happen. There stood a great gulf of false fear and in-
hibition between us. Nevertheless, I found it exciting to be with
her, to watch her reactions to my fears and hopes. Evidently, she
too, was in love with her humanity as an individual person, though
she would not likely ever see it that way or admit to it. Never-
theless something seemed to be troubling her. Whatever it was, it
cast a thin shadow over everything. As a means for keeping the
conversation going, resorting to politics offered an escape to what
seemed like safer grounds, or perhaps a stage to say in a long
round-about way what appears to be impossible to say otherwise. A
long detour might well be the shortest route when there is no other
route available. As a trained diplomat I was well aware of the
concept.

  I was also struck by her great kindness and the deeply
honest caring in her manners that would have made it impossible
for any other man who was sensitive to see the beautiful things of
our humanity, not to fall in love with her as I had. I felt so close
to her in the dimension of that love, that I believe I felt freer in
those moments than I ever felt before towards a woman. I found
myself to be able to talk with her about anything, mostly within
the context of politics, of course. Nor was it hard to draw her
attention away at times from the politics of the conference, unto
some rare, higher levels of thinking, even of sex that any 'smaller'
person would have walked away from.

  After we were finally called to our table that night, we
covered many subjects, subjects that I had never dreamed of that I
would talk about with a woman over dinner in a restaurant. We
talked about everything from women's lib, abortion, flying airplanes,
to the demise of the dollar, and of course, my experiences as a
diplomat, and later on before the dinner was over, we entered once
more, daringly, the domain of sex.
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  We talked about everything. Through this maze, the subject
of the conference proceedings drifted quickly back into the back-
ground. The conference didn't seem important anymore when more
profound things lay before us now. I even told her about Tara and
Olive, and about Ushi and some more about our beach project. I
also told her about Erica and her metaphor of the garden filled with
a profusion of flowers that a married person lives among, but is not
allowed to touch or even look at for his entire life, in order to
favor but one single flower. We laughed about it. I also told her
about Helen and Helen's perception of universal love, including her
lateral lattice of hearts and her perception of it that unfolded from
it, that she called the universal kiss.

  Anton reacted openly to these metaphors, even before I
suggested that they have a political significance.

  I explained that the East/West confrontation stands in total
denial of Helen's lateral lattice of hearts that she beheld as a visual
image of the reality of our being as a human society. I told her
that Helen saw a vast array of human hearts, all interlocked laterally
by strands of love that appeared like strands of light, and that she
realized that this resulting lattice comprises us all, so that nothing
exists outside of it, even though we tend to deny its reality.

  "This denial has become a cold war in many respects," I
continued. "This tells me that the East/West Cold War confrontation
has no historic foundation, but is purely a construct of a constantly
recreated denial of the reality of our humanity. The real history
bears this out, because America and Russia have had a long rela-
tionship of cooperative support of one-another. Those cooperative
ties, like threads of light, had lasted right through World War II,
and right through to the death of Franklin Delanor Roosevelt. We
were lateral partners, and that changed only when the fondi's em-
pire, and their minions around the world, created the Cold War
division as a political stage that drove a wedge between this lateral
relationship. The wedge of denial split our two nations apart into
adversarial positions that nearly destroyed the world."

  I suggested to Anton that this wedge might have been thrust
between us by the fondi in their hope that America and Russia
would indeed destroy one-another, like Germany had twice been
destroyed by the fondi on the path of pitting highly cultured nations
against one another in the role of an adversary. I suggested to Anton
that the East/West conflict is not really an ideological one, as it
appears to be, but is in reality a part of an intentionally imposed
cultural war in which the fondi's empire is committed to destroy
the renaissance spirit that is rooted in our humanity, wherever, and
to whatever degree, it is found. I pointed out to her that it was
this renaissance spirit, historically, which had created the sovereign
nation-states in the world as a platform for humanity's economic and
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cultural self-development, and that it was the fondi's intention, then
as now, to destroy this spirit of a sovereign humanity and its ren-
aissance, anywhere in the world, because it, more than anything else,
threatens the fondi's feudal imperial platform on which empires claim
power to rape and to loot the world.

  Anton's expression became a blank stare. "Are you saying
this in the context of sex?"

  I paused. "The exploration was needed to open the door to
exploring the nature of rape," I said cautiously. "Rape is not sex.
Rape has so many facets. Of course it happens in sex too. But it
happens in society in countless other ways, and its deadly. Every
form of rape is potentially deadly."

  I told her that the western feudal empire, which had its
root in the old Venetian Empire, which in turn had links to the
Byzantine Empire, has always fought wars against the renaissance
spirit of humanity, wherever the slightest development towards a
humanist renaissance could be found. But lurking behind the scene
of the Byzantine Empire stood the Venetian Empire, the real sewer
rat of that age, the real master of the Crusades that were carried
out by the Norman Chivalry, but were controlled from the sewer,
from Venice."

  I told Anton that the Venetian's endless imperial war against
the renaissance spirit was also the real reason for the Thirty Years
War in Europe that killed half the population there, and for all the
wars of the last century. I suggested to Anton that the spirit of the
Golden Renaissance was one of the visible results of the Principle
of Universal Love. I also suggested to her that humanity has been
conditioned by the fondi not to look at its great principles that are
inherent in our humanity.

  "The sewer rats like the world dark," said Anton and laughed.
  "They waged a brutal subliminal war to force humanity to

keep itself small-minded and in self-isolation," I said, "so as not to
upset the control that the empires have acquired over society, just
as married people have been conditioned not to look at other persons
of the opposite sex for as long as they live."

  Anton laughed again.
  "People have been conditioned for centuries to look at the

world from within the small sphere of their self-isolation, and to see
it with an extremely narrow mindset," I said to Anton. "That is the
process by which the world becomes defined in narrow terms, di-
vided into communism and capitalism, which are meaningless since
the empire created both. However, those meaningless terms have
been attached to entire segments of mankind, in order to prevent
mankind from embracing one-another in love for the wondrous
humanity that unites us all as human beings. And so, universal love
needs to begin with an intelligent self-love that cuts through all
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what is meaningless. We need to see ourselves as human beings first,
from the ground up, and discover the riches that we can find there.
People talk about communism, but they don't know what it is. They
rant against sex, because they don't know where the dividing line
between depravity and spirituality is located. They also trash science
and creative discoveries, because they don't know what a human
being is. They talk about capitalism, but they don't know how a
real capital oriented society properly functions. The West isn't a
capitalist society at all. It hasn't been that since the death of Franklin
Roosevelt. The West has become an imperial monetarist society."

  Anton shook her head. "Capitalism isn't dead?"
  "Sure it is dead, but you got to know what it is, before

you can see the reality of its demise," I countered her. "The West
in fact is bankrupt, because it isn't a capitalist society anymore. A
capitalist society can never be bankrupt. A capitalist society extends
itself purposely-directed financial credits for its self-development.
That's not happening anymore. The West has become an oligarchic,
feudal, monetarist society, dominated by financier interests, centered
on private wealth, private power, and vast money estates that are
set up as battering rams for the looting of society. The death of
capitalism in America, and the restoration of monetarism, as well as
in the world as a whole, is one of the greatest tragedies of our time
that people simply refuse to see. And so, people can't see what the
world really looks like, or should look like. If they would open
their eyes they would see a world in which Russia and America are
among the most technologically advanced nations on earth, each with
a similar history behind them and similar aspirations, and a similar
cultural understanding. Such a perception, based on recognizing the
truth, would be uplifting to both nations. They would unite in
facing their common enemy, the enemy of the globalization of
imperial fascist greed. That is why the perception of truth is not
allowed there, such as it is not allowed in many other areas of life.
That is why society is kept small, dumb, and forced to live with
a narrow vision. It is a great tragedy, Anton, that nobody wants to
even look at the real issues," I said quietly. "People want to see
their treasured illusions confirmed, and acknowledged with lies if
need be. They want their cherished artificial facade brought into the
limelight that gives them wonderful illusions, like the illusions held
by the passengers of the Titanic, who dreamed of sailing in an
unsinkable ship. People don't want to see the reality before their
face, even married people. They don't want to see that we are all
human beings together, whoever we are, sharing a common universal
humanity and reflecting a common, universal, human soul that mir-
rors the brightest there is, the divine Soul of the Universe. People
want to see a divided humanity, because that's the illusion that
society has been taught to see."
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  Anton's former smile returned when I said this.

  Since Anton didn't argue those points I felt that she under-
stood to some degree what I was trying to say. She even suggested
much later that evening that I should present some of my findings
at the conference.

  "No, Anton, I don't think so," I countered her immediately
when she made the proposal. "This stuff goes too deep to be
addressed in a half-hour speech. If I were to address something like
this without creating an underlying understanding of the principles
involved, I might do more harm than good, and prevent the real
development that we are both looking for."

  "No Peter, I think our people would understand," Anton
replied smiling. "You should do it. Russia has a lot of intelligent and
open-minded people. I count myself as one of them."

  I nodded and smiled. "Are the rest of your people really
like you, Anton?" I asked. "Would they understand the enormous
emotional trials that are involved when a married man, like myself,
dares to step beyond the narrow focus that conventions impose, and
acknowledges the vast profusion of flowers that exist in the garden
of life in which he lives? That's the equivalent of what I would be
asking on the political scene."

  I suggested to her that it is not a simple thing to look at
the world with a wider vision, to be enriched by the beauty that
surrounds us all, the beauty of human beings, the beauty of one's
own humanity, and thereby the beauty of being in love with oneself
as a first step of being in love with another human being. It is not
a trivial thing to look at the world with that love, whether the
people are Russian, or Chinese, or American, or male, or female, or
artists, or scientists, or laborers, or mothers, or married, or unmar-
ried. There are countless forms of isolation to be overcome, even
without considering the political isolation that has infested our minds.
I think the overturning has to begin deep, and afterwards be re-
flected in politics. How deep would your average person at the
conference be able to dig and confront the deeply rooted isolation?
No one can deal with these complex issues in a hurried fashion in
the space of a half-hour speech from the podium. A budding genius
such as yourself who has learned to touch on complex issues and
is not afraid of them, which I've come to appreciate, might under-
stand what is involved behind what we see in politics. But the
general society isn't there yet by a long way. It has its head still
stuck in the sand."

  She smiled. Perhaps she took my remark as flattery, or
perhaps she thought I was getting too personal and didn't want to
reply. So she didn't reply. Instead, she changed the subject once
more.
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  In spite of her reservation I felt free to talk with her about
these things. She had loved the Tara story, and had remarked that
it must have been quite an experience. We also talked about her
boyfriend, Nicolai. I discovered that he had been at one time the
representative of the Republic of Moldavia to the Supreme Soviet.
She didn't talk about how Nicolai later became the high ranking
naval officer in charge of security, the Nicolai that I had met at
the conference in Suchumi on the Black Sea. It appears that Nicolai
had been involved with the security services there, the man that I
had enjoyed a lengthy discussion with on a cruise ship on the Black
Sea, and a bowl of borscht aboard the ship. I had remembered our
meeting as an invigorating experience. I could appreciate why Anton
had fallen in love with him. I had so myself, in a way. Nicolai was
one of those factors that seemed to unite us, rather than divide us.

  All in all, Antonovna came across as one of those rare,
naturally open persons that one seldom meets, with a daring soul
when it came to touchy subjects. Still, something troubled her.
Something stood in the background that she didn't want to come
even near to.

  "Nicolai is a beautiful man," she said about her boyfriend
when the name came up, "but he gets jealous when I'm out of
town having meetings with other men, such as tonight. Still, I think
that's really his problem, not mine," she added bravely though not
convincingly.

  What was this mysterious thing in the background that she
didn't dare touch?

  I asked her about Moldavia, to keep the conversation going.
I had some notions that Moldavia was the wine cellar of the USSR.
I had wondered about that, since she knew which was the best wine
to order. There was a Pinot Gris on the wine list, a Gewurztraminer,
and an Ehrenfelser, all familiar names. All were being produced in
Moldavia as far as I could make out from looking at the wine list.

  "You see, we have the best the world has to offer," she said
proudly as I handed the wine list back to her and asked her to
make the choice. "As you can see, we produce the very best all by
ourselves, and for ourselves," she said. She asked me which wine I
preferred.

  Since I couldn't make up my mind, I asked her to choose
the wine for both of us according to her own preferences.

  "Nicolai knows a lot more about this," she assured me.
  She finally ordered a very dry Pinot Gris from the State

Cellar.
  "An excellent choice," the waiter assured her.
  She told me after the wine had been served that her friend-
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ship with Nicolai Berendeyev goes back a long way, all the way to
their university days. She also said that she knew Steve and Ushi
for much longer than I have. She even explained why Ushi was on
the panel with her. She didn't say much about Steve, though, except
that Nicolai was closely linked with Steve through Steve's network.
Then she told me that Nicolai was born in Moldavia. I wondered
if I could build on this connection, though I couldn't think of
anything.

  I glanced out the window now and then while we talked.
We talked about 'lesser' things after dinner, waiting for the empty
plates to be cleared away. From what I could see, it turned out to
be a beautiful night outside. The bitter cold had made the air crisp
and clear. The city lights sparkled beneath us like a great carpet of
stars. A dark gray band, the Volga, snaked its way through the sea
of these stars. The Volga lay frozen under Russia's all-pervading
snow.

  Anton leaned across the table looking down unto the city
with me, from our crow's nest nearly a thousand feet in the sky.
"Can you see the Kremlin?" she asked. "Can you see where the
snow has been cleared away for public skating?"

  I nodded. I could see a small area where the river had been
cleared, creating a perfect place for skating. I couldn't make out any
people. I could only make out the lanterns that lit up the area. The
lanterns blended into the sea of countless other lights that lay below
us.

  "We have quite a view from up here, don't we?" I re-
marked. "Maybe after we're done here we should join the skating
down there," I said in a soft voice leaning closer to her. "Or better
still, we should really go dancing somewhere, and not just mentally.
Maybe there is a dance floor right here in the restaurant."

  She didn't respond to the suggestion. Instead she kept on
pointing out some more of the landmarks. Not far from us were the
floodlit buildings that skirted the famous Red Square. She pointed
out the Lenin Mausoleum and the Savior's Tower, the one with the
red glowing star on top. The star was barely recognizable. I could
easily recognize the famous St.Basil's Cathedral with its unique and
colorful onion spires that had long become synonymous with Mos-
cow. Anton guided me to find the red star with the cathedral as
a reference point. She leaned ever closer across the table pointing
out the landmarks to me, one by one.

  The cathedral far below us was a marvelous sight, I agreed,
although it didn't compare with the splendor right across the table
from me, especially when were close to one-another, close enough
to kiss, though neither of us dared.

  A kind of magic unfolded in this closeness with a sense of
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grace that seemed to have been taken directly from an old Russian
fairy tale that was suddenly unfolding right in the middle of Mos-
cow. It was as though the tale of the Nutcracker was beginning
anew, and that I was becoming the prince in the tale. I told Anton
that she was the princess, and that the fairy tale was coming true
by the magic of her grace.

  She grinned, embarrassed. "No, this is not a fairy tale," she
protested. "Grace is something real, even though it's hard to live up
to and much harder to step even higher into the land of joy. Nor
am I alone in this predicament. I suppose that this universal hurtle
might be the reason why society tells fairy tales to each other.
People like fairy tales, so that they can talk about something that
is real, without being forced to become too deeply committed to
the challenge involved, which they might not have the strength to
see through to the end, supposing that there is an end to this
tunnel."

  We left late that night, arm in arm, and as we did, she
allowed me graciously to invite her for yet another dinner at this
place a thousand feet in the sky. I said that the place was a perfect
metaphor for the high-level explorations that we had started, though
it seems that I had so far done most of the talking. I suggested that
we should meet in two days as I had a date with Ushi planned for
the next evening. Of course she made the arrangements again.
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Chapter 4 - Bolshoi in a Bright Night

  The evening when Ushi and I met was to be a celebration
of life, primed with a dinner at an intimate goulash house in a
basement of an old building that might have remained from the
imperial age, a stone castle, but the atmosphere was said to be
Hungarian, as we were advised, and in a way it was, minus the
Hungarian dance music that I expected.

  Next on the list for the evening was a performance at the
Bolshoi. And before all of that, we met at a famous bar a block
from the hotel.

  That's what our plan was, for a night to be remembered.
Except it didn't go quite as planned. Anton somehow pervaded the
scene, at least at first she did, and not even in person.

  Ushi and I had numerous discussions in the bar, that already
started on the way to it, all centered on Anton. As if we couldn't
avoid the subject Anton invariably became threaded into the topics
of our conversation, and into our own celebration of the kind of
life and freedom that Anton had found so impossible to attain. Our
focus on Anton wasn't related to the small directly personal things
that would open the door to our meddling in her life. Instead it
was centered on healing. In that respect Ushi was more experienced
than I was, through her long-time relationship with Helen the healer,
and her knowledge of Helen's construct of what she called the
lateral lattice of hearts. Out of that came Helen's concept of the
universal kiss, which seemed to be far more than just a construct
for countering isolation, even our own self-isolation. Ushi and I
realized that the scourge of self-isolation goes very deep, especially
in the sexual domain, where the whole of mankind is isolated by
sexual division. Ushi and I were determined to bridge this deep
mote for ourselves, by celebrating our freedom from it, in which we
might find a healing idea that would help Anton to claim her own
freedom.

  I told Ushi what Fred had said, that if we were to uplift
one single person at the conference, then a great achievement would
have been wrought that would have made the conference worth-
while. I felt that just helping Anton as a person, would make all
the efforts worthwhile. "Society seems to make every possible effort
to maintain its myriad divisions, rather than to overcome them,
especially its sexual division." I said to Ushi that a sexual barrier
stood in Anton's way.

  "Those are the worst," Ushi replied. "Society obeys these
barriers, while in its heart of hearts it would rather step across
those divisional boundaries. Why is this, Peter? Why is society so
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small? We all have a need to be proud of ourselves as beautiful
sexual beings in a spiritual sense, but we have been taught to 'hide'
our sexuality behind a barrier. We are allowed only one exception
and that's in the smallest social domain, the domain of our tiny
marriages?"

  "That's a paradox, isn't it?" I said. "Marriage should make
our life bigger, not smaller."

  Ushi suggested that the marriage isolation that makes life
smaller, is deemed to make life more secure, while the evidence
suggests the opposite, as Anton's case illustrates. Ushi then suggested
that there shouldn't be any marriage isolation anywhere in society,
as we had discovered back in Leipzig on the first day we met.
"Marriage means bringing people together," said Ushi. "Why should
the marriage process become an end in itself, that puts a closed
door before people? Shouldn't marriage be a growing process of our
continuing expansion? Shouldn't it become the expression of the
Principle of Universal Love coming evermore to light. Then it would
reflect the model of Helen's lateral lattice, where we all exist side
by side, individual and sovereign, but bound into one whole by
countless strands of universal love that illumine the Universe? Sadly,
that's not what we see happening anywhere. We set up barriers
against all of those out-flowing strands of love. Anton's barrier is
one of those."

  "We totally disable the functioning of Helen's lateral lattice
with these erected barriers," I said to her. "We trash the lateral
model completely, and then we say that it doesn't exist. We do this,
even while knowing that the model was developed in the process
of a critical healing, when healing was needed in moments of a
great crisis. And so, by trashing the healing model, we actually
prevent the functioning of the real marriage process, the very proc-
ess that Helen's lateral lattice represents, that had been for her a
cause of an amazing healing."

  "The resulting social isolation that our tiny model and its
boundaries impose, ties society ever deeper into the vertical world
of the Byzantine model, and the rape that unfolds in it," I said to
Ushi. "Marriage expansion should be on the agenda, and replace
marriage limitation. Should we ever achieve this expansion, our
marriage process would then finally be built on the Principle of
Universal Love, instead of the Byzantine model, a model without
love that smothers everything."

  "The Byzantine model?" Ushi interrupted. "What has this got
to do with anything?"

  "Anton said that Russia is celebrating the thousand year
anniversary of its Christianization. As far as I know, the event that
is being celebrated ties Russia into the Byzantine Empire, perhaps as
a surrogate of it, which is itself the offshoot of the Roman Empire
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that engineered the perversion of Christianity into an imperial doc-
trine that serves an imperial state. As far as I know, the Byzantine
orthodoxy puts the divine Spirit into an infinite heaven and far out
of reach for daily experiences, and mankind into the dust of the
Earth. Then it sets up in-between the two opposite poles, a media-
tor that tells mankind what the truth is."

  "My God, that's a perfect system for spiritual rape!" Ushi
interjected.

  "Anton brought this up. I think it applies to her and is
strangling her. The real Christianity puts the divine Spirit, the Christ,
and mankind all on a shared lateral platform, each fulfilling a dif-
ferent office but having the same quality. Isn't that what really lays
the basis for our rallying around the Principle of Universal Love?"

  "How else can this principle be implemented?" said Ushi,
"except by our expanding circles of our universal marriage into ever-
widening structures that demand us to focus more and more onto
the lateral model that reflects the reality of our being. That's what
Helen has discovered, hasn't she?"

  "Haven't we tried to implement this process from the day
we met?" I said to Ushi again. "We asked ourselves the question
that if the beauty of the rose lies in the gardeners heart, why
should a gardener then be barred from acknowledging with joy the
beauty of any rose, even that that which doesn't grow in his own
garden? A rose is a rose, but its beauty lies within us, no matter
where it grows."

  "But why is it that we ask such silly questions, when the
answers are so obvious?" Ushi interrupted.

  "I think we do this, because the vital question needs to be
asked again and again, until we believe the obvious and live it," I
counter her. "Maybe the answer isn't as self-evident as we assume.
So let's ask who in the world would agree with us that the beauty
of a rose doesn't really exist in the rose itself, but in the sense of
beauty that a gardener holds in his heart, which the rose merely
echoes. Who would agree that if there was no beauty in the human
heart, we would see nothing in the rose, but thorns that sting us?
But that is not the case. The rose is cherished as a beautiful object
by mankind all around the world, where a deer sees only food, and
a rat sees nothing at all. I think that's significant, and maybe for
Anton too. It echoes an aspect of the gardener's own being, but
more importantly it echoes a spark of the soul, of our humanity,
because that's how we love one another, and cherish one another,
and embrace one another, and we all agree that sex has a place in
that embrace. But how can we love another if we cannot love
ourselves?"

  "But we do love ourselves," Ushi interjected. "The evidence
is everywhere. It is reflected in the way we dress, the way we style
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our hair. We embellish the sexual distinction in so many ways and
highlight it proudly. Sex is in our heart, and we say this loud and
clear. How many woman wear deep-cut dresses to show off their
breasts, and men love to see them. But why do we behave like
Antonovna for the rest of the time and shun sex at the more
intimate level, except for narrowly regulated occasions? Have we all
been raped in some way, that we do this. Do we thereby copy
Anton's behavior? Antonovna evidently has an excuse for the barrier
that she keeps. But what about society at large? What excuse does
society hide behind? Beauty is a thing of life. We should embrace
every aspect of it, and not shun some parts of it when the chal-
lenges become a bit more complex and demanding? Helen always
said, what have the challenges got to do with anything? Do they
change the principle involved? Would a space-flight engineer have
said that we couldn't go to the moon, because it is too difficult to
calculate the correct trajectory? I don't think anybody ever said this.
The engineers simply sat down and worked out a solution on the
basis of known principles. Why can't we do the same in social
engineering towards the greater freedom of mankind? Shouldn't our
space flight there be as routine as in the physical world?"

  Ushi laughed. "Where are you living, Peter? Are you living
in a world of dreams, or in the real world? We are moving back-
wards as society in the world at large on every front. Mankind can't
even go to the moon anymore. Don't you know this? America trashed
its industries that gave it the ability to go to the moon. Love has
been replaced with war. That cancer has spread all across the world.
America's Apollo moon exploration program was shut down two-
thirds the way into the program. It was shut down for the sake of
war. Instead of expanding the knowledge of mankind for a richer
future, America diverted its resources to feed its killing machines
that have murdered upwards to three million people in the war that
ravished Vietnam and raped the humanity of the American society
as the inhumanity of that war was brought home into America's
living rooms in full color. We've been moving backwards ever since
on every front that is intrinsically human, sex included. Sexual
appreciation comes from the heart, Peter, doesn't it? When the heart
dies, it dies. It becomes empty. Sex doesn't come from an object.
If the heart is blackened, everything else becomes blackened. The
strands of love in the lateral lattice of our humanity are out-flowing
from the heart by its principles. If that flow is diminished there is
little light in the human Universe. And if the flow is diminished
to zero with greed, for which wars are instigated, and any other
form of fascist rape, there is no light at all to be found, because
then people try to make the flow to go backwards. The human
hearts then become black holes. Anton seems to be caught up in
something of that kind of situation. She sees sex as an in-rushing
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disease that has made her world dark and ugly. The Universe has
stopped functioning for her. It's no longer a human Universe."

  "I think that a spark of light still remains in her and that
its light will become brighter," I interrupted Ushi. "So I think we
can help her. We can help her to find value and joy in the remain-
ing out-flowing light that she allows in her life. The rest is out of
our hands. But we can only do this if this light is flowing richly
and freely in our own life, from our own heart and soul."

  "If it wasn't for that out-flowing light from the heart, there
would be no 'light' in the human universe at all," said Ushi. "Doesn't
that make society's old concepts silly then, Peter, when it insisted
that it does matter where a rose grows, as if its location would
change the principle involved?"

  "These silly questions pop into mind so easily, because that's
how silly society deals with each other," I replied. "We aren't any
better when we move with the flow. But once we stop this, at the
very moment when we ask deeper questions, by which we become
perplexed to note that the property mythology has crept into rela-
tionships and became superimposed unto the human scene, the silly
inconsistencies that haven't stirred anyone before, often come to
light as the cause for tragic consequences. The world tries to pri-
vatize love. It redirects it to flow backwards unto oneself. Then,
without out-flowing love, what illumines the human universe? Noth-
ing will. Without light, darkness rules the scene. The same happens
with sex. Here the darkness unfolds into rape."

  "To allow this is silly, Peter, and its tragic because the
Universe doesn't work that way," said Ushi. "We hadn't realized this
ourselves until just recently when Helen was forced to look deeper.
We didn't realize then that all light in life is out-flowing from the
heart. We realize this now, and let the light flow, and try our best
not to block a single part of it whenever we meet. Shouldn't
Antonovna find her freedom in this light too, that illumines the
universe? In fact, can she really live outside of this universe of our
humanity that Helen saw functioning as a vast lateral lattice, with
all hearts bound together by strands of light, the strands of our
love? I don't think anybody really lives outside the sphere of our
humanity that Helen beheld in that manner in a crisis, when healing
was urgent. We really don't live outside that lateral lattice of our
humanity, though we often pretend that we do."

  We both realized that evening that we were not bound to
each other by any form of pretending, but that we appreciated each
other for what we have discovered as naturally wonderful and totally
real. We also realized that we had boldly moved away from the
vertical model to Helen's lateral model, without actually thinking
about the transition in such terms. We had simply responded to
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each other honestly. This had been enough to let what is real come
to the forefront. We realized that we had done this from the moment
on when we first met on the beach in Leipzig, without realizing
that we had taken a giant step in a direction that has the potential
to shake up the world. It simply seemed the natural thing to do
back then. Steve had moved in the same direction in his own way.
His response to our out-flowing love for each other was a daring
response for a man to a faint perception of a principle that offered
itself as a gateway to a brighter world. He invited me into his home
for the evening and the night, even to spend the night with Ushi,
as the natural outflow of the dawning recognition of a great prin-
ciple. Our combined move towards the lateral model of universal
love became the basis for a love and unity with one-another, that
we recognized was grounded in our self-love as human beings. We
were beginning to discover from that time on, what love really is.
Steve had boldly declared, "we bring to each other our love to
enrich one-another's existence." We had realized from this beginning
that the very core of our love for one-another, whether it was
sexual or otherwise, was ultimately rooted in the spiritual dimension
of our humanity that stood far above all the limiting ancient con-
ventions that had made the world dark, cold, and small. We had
chosen the spiritual dimension of love and had allowed it to enrich
our lives by not imposing limits on it. We had realized that there
could be no shame in allowing love to flow freely, even if its
dimension included sex that is a part of the human dimension.

  I found it strange later on that the question had never been
asked before why sex was deemed OK under the vertical model of
the small marriages, even to the point that it was deemed natural
in the sewer of its prostitution, while it was deemed unacceptable
in universal lateral relationships where we stand side by side with
one-another as human beings. The question wasn't asked, because
nobody understood enough of the Principle of Universal Love to ask
it then. However, it quickly became apparent that under the lateral
model the demand became immediate that the sexual dimension
becomes uplifted along with everything else to the higher ground of
universal love where it can add to the strands of light. For this it
had to become more profound, than its conventional form required.
It had to become enveloped with honor, creating an environment
where sexual abuse becomes impossible. Why should a person not
want to embrace every element of its humanity on that higher
platform, even sex, or especially sex, and uplift it with honor, and
celebrate its dimension from the infinitesimal aspect, to the infinite,
including the humanity with which we touch one-another?

  On this kind of basis, the brief time of just a single day
that Ushi and I had shared in Leipzig, on the day when we first
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met where our love began, became a time that was so remarkably
rich and revolutionary in 'sexual' sharing and appreciating, that its
light had never really faded.

  The light had continued 'quietly' thereafter. It even grew
brighter when we met again in Cozumel. And now it continued to
grow brighter still in the cold world of Russia. Our time together
in Russia became a warm time that superceded the weather. It
became a time rich in hugs and kisses and a great joy in one-
another, a joy that was carried forward into the dinners that we had
planned, and into the theater afterwards. My trouble with Anton
stood in the background like a denial to this wide-open freedom of
our universal love. Anton had emerged on the scene with the built-
in demand that I help her to overcome her self-isolation and get her
life back. Ushi saw this too. However she didn't see it as a crisis,
but as an interesting challenge that could be met. Of course, none
of us had any idea of how to proceed, except on the theoretical
level. Ushi said that the existence of a challenge merely indicates
that we haven't yet looked into the principles deep enough, by
which the challenge will ultimately be met by the principles in-
volved, and not by anything of our personal persuasion. She said
that the challenge thereby becomes a challenge of discovery, a
challenge that we had to meet first and foremost ourselves. Looking
back she also said that we barely recognized the principle behind
our own expanding freedom, and that by exploring how to deal
with the barriers in Anton's world, we would also be exploring
ourselves for the further discovery of still greater freedoms, such as
we couldn't imagine as yet.

  "Did you try to inspire Antonovna into some sexual adven-
tures with you?" asked Ushi at one point as we stomped through
the snowdrifts to a restaurant that had been suggested to us for its
fine dinners.

  I shook my head. "No Ushi, Anton and I met at the Sev-
enth Heathen Restaurant high up on the Ostankino tower, a thou-
sand feet above the lights of Moscow. The atmosphere was heavenly
indeed, and ideal for a grand romance. In this sense both the dinners
we had there, were rich and serene sexual experiences, even without
a single physical touch, Ushi. I didn't need to inspire Anton.
Antonovna is a proudly feminine woman and an exciting and gen-
erous person to be with, which is reflected in her allowing me to
call her simply, Anton. That's a sign of generosity on her part. It
seems that no one else is given that privilege, except perhaps her
boyfriend Nicolai. It was sexually intimate in this sense."

  Ushi nodded. "That's not what I asked, Peter. Did you end
up in bed together afterwards?"

  I shook my head slightly. "That would have been impossible,
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Ushi, I think! That's the very thing that Anton was afraid of. She
said no, in so many different ways, although no such suggestion was
actually made. In fact she accused me of ultimately aiming for that."

  "And so you lied to her and said that you had no such
intentions, am I right Peter?"

  "Actually I didn't lye. I agreed that I would love to, if it
came to that. However, I also suggested that sex isn't such a big
factor itself among the whole of all the other qualities of our
spiritual nature as human beings."

  "In this case you lied to yourself, Peter. Did you invite
Anton for dinner because of your embrace of her as a woman? Or
did you invite her there to talk politics? What were your real
intentions? You could have talked politics endlessly in a second rate
coffee shop. In fact, I think she regarded herself to have been
invited as a woman, and you might have sadly disappointed her. I
think sex is a big factor with Antonovna, or Anton as you are
allowed to call her. As far as I can tell, she never experienced any
deep intimacies in a lateral relationship. Sex had always been a
vertical thing in her life. It had always been imposed. I think any
person longs for a lateral relationship, sexual or otherwise. My hunch
is that she is scared of the vertical trap. So you lied to her when
you said that sex wasn't a big thing. It was a big thing for you
when we first met, and you were honest about it then, and proudly
so, as I recall. I appreciated that. Why couldn't you have been
honest with Anton, too? I think Anton was honest with you in her
own way. She told you that she is scared of it only in the vertical
dimension. So it is a big thing with her. But you turned her down.
What a cruel thing to do, Peter!"

  Ushi began to laugh.
  "But Ushi we couldn't even talk about it, without it causing

her pain, Ushi. When I invited her to dance with me after dinner,
she avoided the answer and later said, no. It never came to even
a simple dance. I asked her repeatedly."

  "You probably asked her after you had already closed the
door on what you really wanted. Why would she want to dance
with a dishonest person, Peter?"

  "But if I had asked if she would be open to some sexual
intimacies after dinner, she would have walked away right there and
then, Ushi?"

  "She might not have, Peter, if you had kissed her first, and
enveloped her with kisses. Of course, once you closed the door to
the universal kiss that happens naturally in the lateral lattice, the
door that you closed thereby, you also closed to everything else. I
suspect, that even the political discussion that followed, was prob-
ably largely meaningless."

  "But could I have dared to greet her with a kiss, Ushi?"
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  "That would have been honest, Peter, wouldn't it have been
so? You probably said to her that she is already in your heart.
Those must have been empty words to her, Peter. If you had greeted
her with a kiss the moment you met, then those words would have
meant something. Of course you are right that sex isn't such a big
thing in the larger context, but it is big in a world that is deeply
divided by it. No deeper division exists right across the whole of
humanity, than the sexual division. You know that as well as I do.
To greet her with a kiss right at the start, would have taken a lot
of that division away from the scene of your unfolding relationship,
and would have put some light into it right there and then. It
would have let her know that you value her as a human being, and
most of all, as a woman. The sexual division that splits us apart,
effects almost every human being around the world. I think Anton
has been boxed in by it more than most people. She wants to get
out of this box. A kiss for a greeting would have said that there
is a way to get out of this box. The kiss would have told her that
you are fighting for her, that you are on her side. You would have
made her feel comfortable being with you. She wants to be assured
in some way that she won't be stepping out of one box, into
another box of the same kind. A kiss on the cheek might have
accomplished that. Instead you created an atmosphere of tensions.
Actually, you did something worse. You opened a door to hope with
your invitation, that she responded to with joy, probably begging
you to establish a bridge for her to get out of her trap. And what
did you do? You talked about politics. You might even have de-
scribed universal love as a political necessity, instead of as a prin-
ciple that offers humanity's riches for its own imperatives, unat-
tached to any other imperative. You probably told Anton in effect
that love by itself isn't enough of an imperative. I bet you told her
that we must love primarily as a political objective to save civili-
zation. That's like building a house from the top down. Love, for
its own sake, needs to be the foundation for everything, inspired
exclusively by our humanity. If that is missing as a foundation,
everything that is built subsequently, is doomed to collapse. Without
love as the sole focus in meeting Anton for dinner, you denied the
riches of the very thing that you promised her with your invitation.
I find it amazing, Peter, that she stayed with you for all those hours
to talk about politics and then came back the next day fore more.
What do we have to support civilization with, as a society, even
in politics, if there is no love for our common humanity at the
grassroots level, or not enough of it to uphold its light there, not
even enough for a kiss? Without universal love for our humanity as
a strong force in society, the civilization that we have built over
the centuries on the foundation of some form of universal love, is
vulnerable to collapse. And it will collapse when the foundation
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erodes. The changing political objectives will reflect this underlying
erosion. I would say that there is no point in talking about politics,
when our love is eroding at the grassroots level. The kiss is needed
there. Without it everything will crumble into dust, like a hundred-
story building that is set up for controlled demolition. Once the
foundation is melted away, the collapse is unavoidable. A civilization
that has been robbed of universal love at its foundation, is a civi-
lization set up for controlled demolition. And that describes our
present world. Its downfall cannot be prevented by means of a
political crash program, even by drawing love into it. Love has to
be society's first and primary concern, underpinning everything that
society stands for. That is true on all levels, Peter. That's where you
failed with Anton. You lacked that foundation in your heart, Peter,
and didn't care to build on it, as your first step. You came empty
handed. Anton should have walked away at this point. My hunch is
that you were both afraid to love. You didn't trust her response to
the Principle of Universal Love. You were afraid to be honest with
yourself and with her. If you had been half as generous with Anton
in meeting her in the land of love, as she had been with you, you
would have spent the whole night together with a great joy. Instead
your nights ended on a sour note to say the least."

  My chin dropped to my knees, in the shadow of her accu-
sation. To say, that I was shocked, would be an understatement.

  Ushi just laughed. "Don't fret!" she said. "I wouldn't have
fared any better. Hindsight is easy. Still, I'm right, because the
problem is a simple one. We fail, because we can't do the simple
things when it comes to loving one another. You couldn't greet
Antonovna with a kiss, because you weren't accustomed to dance
alone, and thus dance your own dance. You hadn't developed the
skill and the confidence to dance your own dance, because if you
had, your dance would have begun with a kiss. Everything from this
moment on would have been different. Your entire evening from the
first moment on would have turned out differently. It would have
been brighter and more profound. But it didn't happen that way.
None of us is accustomed to dance alone. We insist on dancing with
another, and then we are not certain if the other will dance the
same way. Consequently we rarely dance at all. I would have stood
in the same shoes, Peter, and reacted by taming my dance into some
lifeless nothing, or not danced like you have. I might have simply
said, hallo."

  "But why aren't we accustomed to dancing alone?" I asked.
"You are right, it would have been a more honest to dance right
then and there, and if I had done so, and danced by the tune of
the heart, the dance would have started with a kiss. And that little
gesture would have opened the door for her to dance so likewise,
and to dance her own dance, side by side with me, in her own way.
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Her dance might have likewise started with a kiss. As it was, nobody
dared to take a step, and nothing happened. Our hopes were left
unfulfilled. The sour ending was inevitable after that, wasn't it?"

  "You didn't answer your question Peter," Ushi interrupted.
"Why don't we dance alone? Why do we insist that we must dance
with one-another, instead of dancing with ourselves, but for one-
another? Can you imagine how much richer the dancing would be,
if we would put our soul into it, to let it become a light for one
another? We might all dance differently, bringing different colors to
the light, that then all blend together into a rich and brilliant white.
Maybe we should make it a point to go out every night that we
have together, and explore the art of dancing alone, side by side
with one-another. If we do this, I'll bet that the next time you'll
go out with Antonovna, you will greet her with a kiss, and joyously
so."

  I told Ushi that I was going to ask her, if Anton would
ever forgive me for the kind of fool I've been, and if she too would
forgive me, but that a possible answer emerged before the question
was formulated. "I think it is correct to say that when the dancing
begins aright," I said to her, "then all the past will be left behind.
And even if I should mess up in kissing her as a greeting, and
stumble and fall, what does it matter when the dance is my own
dance? If I let myself fall into the mud, I'll just pick myself up,
brush the dirt off, and continue dancing."

  "Now that's what I like to hear," said Ushi and laughed.
"This means that you answered your own question well, Peter. You
are dancing your own dance. Why would you ask me if Anton will
ever forgive you? The important question is, will you forgive your-
self ? Anton will forgive you when you can proof to her in your
dancing, that you are no longer a fool."

  With that Ushi began to laugh. We both did. We laughed
at our foolishness as children might laugh when they try to run
before they are fully able to walk, and stumble, and fall, and get
up again and keep on running for the sheer joy of it.

  Ushi and I walked to wherever we went in Moscow that
night. We walked arm in arm to the pub. We utilizing Moscow's
palacious subway system in part, when the distance was too great,
like on our way to the goulash house. And did the peppers burn
all the way to the stomach. The peppers were as hot as the meal
was great, and the Hungarian music intimately exciting, reminiscent
of the free movements of Gypsy life.

  After dinner we strolled all the way to our destination,
along endless sidewalks covered with Russia's 'eternal' snow that
covered the streets. There was always snow in abundance in the
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streets, during the entire time we were there. I loved the new snow
as it was falling in dancing, feather-light flakes, that where whipped
up by sudden gusts to be piled high into drifts, that hampered the
flow of the never ending procession of people.

  Walking had the advantage that we could keep an eye open
for a place for some real dancing, after the theatre. We found quite
a few places that looked promising; small places mostly.

  "I feel that Anton needs to be helped in a deep reaching,
fundamental way," I said to Ushi on the way to the Bolshoi, the
famous ballet-theater. "I know I've screwed up with Anton," I said
to her. "I didn't invite her to make our meeting a grand night for
her. I invited her for myself."

  "How small of you, Peter! Shame on you!" said Ushi and
laughed. "You came as a beggar meeting a beggar. None of you came
richly endowed with a dance in the heart that would spontaneously
inspire a kiss, which is an active expression of love. Nevertheless
you are right that Antonovna needs to be helped, as do you."

  "I want to be fighting for her, to help her get her life back.
I own her that much," I said to Ushi.

  "How about standing beside her, Peter, not over her, or
behind her, or below her as a fool. If she's the gem worth fighting
for, then step out of the mud of vertical thinking yourself, and
stand beside her. This means dancing your own dance as a human
being, and to make her welcome on that lateral dance floor, and to
give her all the room she might need to explore the dance of her
heart."

  "Each human being is a sovereign person and deserves to be
respected as such, without interference by anyone," I commented.
"I'm afraid to interfere."

  "That's true," Ushi agreed. "Nevertheless, shouldn't we also
feel that each person is also one's brother and sister? That's the
universal reality, isn't it? We are all children of a common human-
ity. Wouldn't you find it natural to help Anton laterally if she were
your sister? If so, why not in the universal lateral sense, where she
really is your sister? Aren't we all children of a common humanity?
So, why shouldn't we help one-another on that lateral platform?
That's not interfering, for then you let her dance to her own heart?
Why would you treat her differently in any way, for any reason, so
much so that you wouldn't even dare a kiss?"

  "Still, is it ethical to violate another person's sovereignty in
an attempt to help? Sovereignty is an imperative principle that one
must honor," I replied.

  "Then you must ask yourself, Peter, whether it is right to
rescue a drowning person from a swift flowing river. Don't violate
that person's sovereignty! Let the person drown! That's what you are
saying. Is this the right thing to say under the circumstances? And
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is it even possible on the lateral platform."
  "Antonovna isn't drowning in a river, Ushi."
  "Oh, isn't she, Peter?"
  "Whenever I mentioned sex, her smile faded," I said.
  " If she isn't drowning," said Ushi, "then she lives in a

desert."
  "Maybe she had been drowning before, and is still afraid of

it," I said. "She even accused me of being obsessed with sex, as if
I intended to drown her with rape. Maybe that's why she keeps
herself in a desert."

  "She wasn't accusing you when her smile faded. She was
asking you a question. She was asking you if you are able to help
her. But even if she hadn't asked, what is the principle that's in-
volved, Peter? What determines the platform where love, and re-
specting another's sovereignty are one? Would you have violated her
autonomy, if you had tried to explore what she was really hoping
for, and had opened the door to fulfill that? Make the desert bloom!"

  "Right, I hear you Ushi! But wouldn't such probing also
violate her autonomy? When is it possible to involve oneself to
help, without at the same time violating another's autonomy and
sovereignty?"

  "Are you saying: don't help the poor, because they like to
be poor? Are you saying that they like to wallow in their dirt and
poverty? I can't believe that we can say that," said Ushi.

  "Anton isn't poor," I replied. "She is a richly beautiful,
intelligent, human being. She is honest, caring, gentle, and kind. She
is anything but poor. But she is afraid of being drowned so she
escapes to the desert."

  "That's natural, Peter. She has been badly hurt by people in
her past," Ushi added. "I suspect that she has been hurt by people
that have violated her sovereignty as a child."

  "So, Peter, you are saying then, let her suffer? Would you
violate her sovereignty again?"

  "I am not saying that, Ushi. I am asking if we know where
the boundary lies between the principle of sovereignty, and the
principle of humanity by which we are all united as a single, universal
whole, which urges us to help one-another?"

  "Why are you looking for a border line, Peter. Are you
saying that the two principles are not the same. Are you saying that
the principles of our humanity conflict with each other, Peter? Can
there be such a thing as conflicting principles?"

  "That's a paradox, isn't it?"
  "No it isn't a paradox. There are no conflicting principles in

the Universe, Peter. There are no paradoxes in the real world. As
a scientist I am fully aware of that. The Universe isn't contradictory
to itself. I think you need to uplift your sense of universal prin-

Chapter 4 - Bolshoi in a Bright Night



133

ciples. Sovereignty and universal love merge at the higher level where
they come to light as aspects of the same thing. Helen calls it the
universal kiss. Love involves the honoring of one another's sover-
eignty, and so it always remains love. That's why I say you must
dance your own dance from the heart, and invite her to do the
same thing, with both of you standing alone on the dance floor, but
side by side with each other. Shouldn't there be one leading the
other? I don't think this really works. That pulls the dancing down
into vertical imperial territory, whereby the dance of the heart is
lost. Then suddenly, the very idea of the opening kiss becomes
surrounded with a thousand question, like; who should take the
lead, what would the kiss mean to another, what response would it
solicit, and so on, and on. Consequently, in the muddle, the kiss is
missed altogether. But on the lateral platform, there are no bounda-
ries between two elements of the same thing. That's how we can
resolve the paradox, Peter. That's how we can help Antonovna in
a way that would never hurt her, but would take away the hurt."

  "So, what's the paradox then, that needs to be resolved,
Ushi?" I asked again. "We have the principle of sovereignty on one
hand, which says don't interfere. And we have the principle of
humanity on the other hand, which says that we are all human
beings together and need to support one-another out of the riches
of our humanity, reflecting the Principle of Universal Love."

  "There is no paradox in the dance, Peter, when human beings
dance their own dance side by side with each other and for each
other. Is a person's sovereignty violated, if you bring light into a
dark and dreary world? No it wouldn't be violated. So what's the
problem then? Both sovereignty and humanity are elements that reflect
the Principle of Universal Love. Can there be a conflict then? No
one is ever injured by the motive to uplift one-another with love.
The flow of universal love is never intrusive. The rays of the sun
are never intrusive. Don't you agree?"

  "Are you saying that if I give a poor man a thousand dollar
note, which he didn't ask for, I would not be violating the sover-
eignty of his existence as an individual human being, but would be
uplifting it?" I said to her. "Are you saying that I would violate his
sovereignty only if I were to tell that man what he must do with
the money? Is that where the difference lies?"

  "You are a bit of a slow learner, Peter," said Ushi, and
began to laugh. "You are trying to explore invalid questions. By
dancing alone the dance of your heart, you would give the man a
thousand dollars and let it be with that. That's what it means
dancing alone. You let your light shine. Does a candle care what
happens to its light? No it doesn't. Its light simply shines. The
thousand dollars that you would give to the beggar, would be your
kiss. In this case you wouldn't dream of saying to the beggar that
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in order to get it, he must invest the money in your bank. At this
point the lateral dance would collapse into a vertical imperial dance,
and the kiss would be rape, and no one would benefit anything. To
do that would be like greeting Antonovna with a kiss, with an
ultimatum attached to it, stipulating how the kiss must be regarded.
That's when her sovereignty would be violated. But that happens
only at the bottom of the sewer of the vertical model. So, that's
not of your concern, Peter, because you don't live there. Thus, I
would say you are probing an invalid question, because that scenario
is not possible in the real world."

  "I suppose that makes sense," I conceded. "The answer then
is, that we must never stop to love. Love, evidently doesn't violate
the principle of sovereignty. This means that I can freely suggest
sexual intimacies to Antonovna on the wings of love, and leave the
details to unfold according to the democracy of the dynamics of her
dance. But isn't that what I have already done, in essence?"

  "Lateral love fulfills the principle of sovereignty," Ushi came
back. "It begins with one loving oneself for our common humanity,
that we are all a part of. That's non-intrusive. The critical question
is, was that love out-flowing? Sovereignty is violated when you aim
to force the flow of love backwards, towards you. That happens
when the intention serves lust and greed. In this case, there is no
love flowing at all and sovereignty becomes meaningless. The whole
scene then becomes a scene of rape. The question is, Peter, have
you approached Anton honestly on the lateral platform with a rich
lateral outflow of love, as the human heart requires? If you have
sex in mind, tell her. Your honesty will never violate anyone's
sovereignty. Only dishonesty violates a person's autonomy, by which
it invariably becomes a rape upon the soul. From what you told me,
I would say you were dishonest with her, even if you didn't want
to be."

  "How is that, Ushi? You are using strong words."
  "How does love operate as a lateral flow, Peter? You invited

her to the most intimate setting that Moscow has to offer, and she
said yes, and you gave her no kiss. That was dishonest. That was
rape. You told her with this gesture from an empty heart that
wasn't dancing, that you invited her there that she could be used
by you. She didn't need to hear this, Peter. She didn't need to be
invited to another whorehouse. She had probably lived in a whore-
house far too long, as it was. She had probably consented to join
you for dinner, in order that she might learn the technologies to
shut the whorehouse down that was still dominating her life."

  "Oh, what a fool I had been!" I interjected.
  "So you see, strong words were needed to wake you up,

Peter. But now that I got your proper attention, I must ask you if
you understand the technologies that she might have been hoping to
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get from you. I don't think that you know the answer. The tech-
nologies for shutting the whorehouses down, haven't been developed
yet. Dancing your own dance as determined by the demands of the
heart, is evidently just one single step of many more to come. I
think the challenge that Antonovna is posing, hasn't been met yet
in four millennia of mankind's struggling to shut the whorehouses
down."

  "Are you referring to the imperial world, the imperial whore
houses, the vertical whore houses?" I interjected.

  "Antonovna's predicament is not unique, Peter. The whole of
mankind has been living in a giant whorehouse for 4000 years already,
ruled by the whore of Babylon, that in its countless derivatives still
rules the world today. Mankind's fight to shut the whorehouses
down, goes back to ancient times. But not even such giants as
Hammurabi were successful in doing that. The very best that
Hammurabi was able to do, was to limit the barbarism of her
inhumanity. The famous Hebrew 'justice' that demands an 'eye for
an eye' was falsely attributed to Moses. It really originated with
Hammurabi and his attempt to curb the barbarism of the whore of
Babylon. The whole of mankind has failed to accomplish what
Hammurabi couldn't do in spite of his best effort. And so the
whore spread her shadow across the world. The barbarism that swept
into India almost 4000 years ago with the Aryan invasion and
unleashed the Vedic and Brahmanic Dark Ages there, might have
been picked up in the Assyrian world along the way, which
Hammurabi had failed to tame. The whore of Babylon then spread
her fascist tentacles into the cultural world of ancient Greece. Pericles
built the word's most splendid whorehouse on the Acropolis, high
above Athens, for all to see, the famous Parthenon, the temple for
Athena, whose name and image he used to seduce Greece with
sophistry that enabled him to open the floodgates of war. Athens
was seduced with the sweet 'juices' of her delicacies that had an
after taste as bitter as gall, by the time the Peloponnesian War had
ended almost 70 years later, by which mankind's great cultural pearl,
Athens, was ground into dust. But the rule of the whore of soph-
istry didn't end there. Alexander of Macedonia picked up the Whore
of Babylon and spread war across the world to as far as India, and
into Egypt, creating a huge empire that collapsed into chaos virtually
at the moment of Alexander's assassination, by Aristotle, evidently.
The whore had killed Alexander, the most skilled military strategist,
because he had been blind to her. In the resulting Vacuum Rome
picked up the whore, and build another empire with the seduction
of her sweet juices that soon became a poison that nearly destroyed
civilization. A portion of Rome survived the chaos and became the
Byzantine Empire, that Russia traces its roots to, that thereby has
poisoned Russia, which Russia now celebrates with its Thousand
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Year Celebration, as you pointed out. Also, some of the 'glory' of
the whore that killed Rome, had survived in Italy and had been
given a new life in the financier empires of the Lombard System
and in the Venetian Empire. After the now redressed whore had
destroyed continental Europe again - for the second time, once in
the 14th Century, and once again in the 17th Century - the keepers
of the whore found new fertile ground for her in the Isles of
Britain. There, with her help, the British Empire was created - a
product of the whore - that continues to rule to the present day,
and is once again at the verge of destroying civilization."

  Ushi paused. "So you see, Peter, Antonovna's problem is our
problem. If we don't develop the technologies in the near term to
shut the whorehouses down, that have become globalized, then nobody
might do it, and the effect of this failure might not just destroy
civilization, but mankind altogether as a living species on this planet.
The whore has become a monster. She maintains many whorehouses
now. She has taken over the world's houses of Parliament, and
Congress, and Senate, and so on. She owns the seats of power. The
historic pattern has been, that the deadly effects of the whorehouses
have increased exponentially, Peter, and have become totally inhu-
man, and now threaten to cross the boundary of what is survivable.
You told me yourself once that World War One and Two were no
longer wars in the standard sense, where extraordinary heroics de-
termined the outcome, but that the wars where contests between
killing machines and their technical efficiency, and contests deter-
mined by the volume of logistics that feed the machines. You were
right in saying, Peter, that those wars weren't won, but merely
ground to a halt, when one killing machine had exhausted the
economic resources for the other. You said yourself that the war
against war has not been won. The whore that had become fascism
still ruled, and when the her great war ground to a halt in Europe
the whore had found a new fertile ground in America, where it is
now focused on destroying America and the world with it. So you
see, Peter, the whole of mankind lives in the shadow of a whore-
house, that nobody has been able to shut down to this day in over
4000 years, even while the whore that we allowed to survive far
too long, is now threatening our very existence on this planet with
atomic bombs and the dirty uranium bombs, and also with the DU
bombs that America will soon have laid up by the tens of millions.
This means that Anton's problem is our problem, and if we don't
solve the problem, no one will. It is also obvious to me that this
can't be solved as a political project. The countless reams of soph-
istry of the ages-old whoredom, have cut deep into the very core
of our humanity. That is where the healing has to begin. And it has
to begin with a kiss and a profoundly honest dance that comes from
the heart. Anything less is a hopeless waste of effort, as it won't
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accomplish anything."

  In a way, that was the kind of 'dancing' that our own dance
became that first evening that Ushi and I shared in Moscow. It was
rich with kisses. There was sex on the agenda. We had begun to
climb out of a cultural hole that seemed deeper than the 30,000-
feet-deep Philippine sea-trench. We had begun climbing out of that
hole right on our first night out, our night at the Bolshoi. So it
was that by the time we arrived at the Bolshoi the imperative
problem of helping Antonovna to achieve a 'sea change' in her life,
had sparked a sea change in our own life. We had mapped out a
path that could open the door to her freedom, while it became a
path to our own expanding freedom in the New Word that we had
begun to explore, where we were still strangers in the land, and
pioneers in probing its dimensions. What we found there was by no
means trivial. We soon realized that we felt closer to one-another
in the celebration of that light, that needed to unfold as a foun-
dation for healing Anton. We were almost surprised by this devel-
opment, that hardly seemed possible. While Anton was afraid of sex,
as if it were a terrible burden that had been laid upon our human-
ity for us to bear, we turned it into something for us to celebrate.
An element of our humanity had been tragically misused in the past.
We began to bring it back alive in celebration, by giving it the
honorable face that is due to it, as it is to everything that is
human. Without saying it, or even realizing that we did so, Ushi
and I began to celebrate the sexual dimension of our humanity more
fully and consciously right there in the theater; holding each other's
hand; smiling at each other; embracing one-another; and uplifting
one-another in the gentle outflow of this love. And yes, it was a
sexual flow in one of its many dimensions. There was no denial of
the sexual dimension that made its own claim, and of the dimension
of our individuality. We acknowledged both consciously and as con-
stantly as we could within the parameters that are allowed in a
public theater.

  In this manner our cultural evening became a cultural uplift
in more ways than one.

  It was against this background, right in the middle of all
that, that I suddenly realized how vastly different my world had
become from the conventional world that had been a part of my
life in America. I suddenly realized that every violent movie which
the West had produced, and that covered 90% of them, really
constituted an attack on the principle of our humanity and our
sovereignty. Violence has become a game that was put on the fast
track of destroying society from within, nourished at first by the
sweetness of the whore, that soon became bitter and painful, which
became increasingly reflected in evermore wars, and horrible wars.
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The whole process had turned into brutal rape of unrelenting ver-
tical domination, a Byzantine war of fascism tearing down people's
humanity. The long-term effects of this war had become far worse
than what had evidently ravished Anton.

  "Sovereignty is the cement of civilization," I said to Ushi at
one point.

  "The West is tearing itself apart by its attacks on the
principle of sovereignty," Ushi replied. "It must be very hard to live
in such a world," she added.

  "I think it is worse than that," I said to Ushi. "The victims
of every form of rape gradually loose their interest in living as
human beings, and in some cases, in living at all. They become so
filled with indifference, even disdain, that nothing interests them
that is of any human value. They become empty people, the perfect
victims for the whore, while the victims then field the future lead-
ers of the nations. We must help those trapped people, if we can,
by celebrating the light of living as human beings, as much and as
consciously as we can."

  Yes, Ushi agreed. "That's what our own dancing is all about,
Peter. When we dance with our humanity, that is impelled by the
heart where all beauty and love is lodged, we light up the world.
I love this kind of dancing, both on and off the dance floor, Peter.
Don't you?"

  I nodded and smiled.

  On the way home from the theater, the streets were mostly
empty and eerie, lined with the dark shadows of the facades of
building that appeared as impregnable as the long imperial past of
Russia itself, including Russia's modern imperial past. But here, too,
in the dark cold, the light that we found within us remained alive
within us.

  I enjoyed walking with Ushi, and after the cold walk, to
share the bed with her. "You are the most amazing woman I know,"
I said to her that night, while we were home from the theater.
"This has been our first cultural night together," I said and punc-
tuated the sentence with a kiss. "So let the culture continue. Did
you know that you are amazing?" I added and turned the question
mark into a kiss too.

  She grinned and shook her head.
  "Do you remember Cozumel?" I asked. "Do you remember

us meeting at the ferry docks in the bright afternoon sunshine, when
we had ice cream together?"

  "Ah, that day! I had a feeling you wouldn't forget, Peter.
You had spent four weeks in Russia among a multitude of beautiful
people, but emotionally you had kept yourself mostly in isolated
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confinement. You had lived in a desert in that sense. At least that's
how it seemed. How silly of you! You probably told yourself that
you had a great time in your world of isolation, but you told me
that you never really broke out of this self-confinement for the
entire time of your stay there. You may have tried and always
failed."

  "I never said any of this, Ushi!" I gently protested.
  "Yes you did. You said it with your eyes and your manners

and your kisses. You also said it with your tone of voice. When you
came walking off the boat, you seemed to have returned from a
different world, from a desert indeed. And there I was. What a long
and tight embrace I got from you. It seemed that you wanted to
crawl right into me, if it were possible. Then we had ice cream and
another embrace until the cab arrived. Remember, you never said
one word about sex. You didn't have to, because that's what our
conversation was all about. Of course, I came from a desert island
myself. In the official communist empire the personal life doesn't
exist, even sex doesn't exist. Actually, the word, woman, isn't in the
official vocabulary," said Ushi, and began to laugh. "We are treated
like sexless, nameless, shapeless, comrades. Even our uniform reflects
this. I felt no different during my time in Mexico City, than I felt
during our previous trade show in Saudi Arabia. Then you arrived,
and wanted to crawl right into me. You saw me as a woman. We
were both equal then, at least on that platform of our honesty we
were. We were equal in our respect for our humanity."

  "And I did crawl right into you," I interrupted her. "You
graciously allowed me to do that. With my face, anyway. How silly
we had been, like children. How beautifully silly."

  "When we got to the hotel, we didn't even make it to the
bed," she said. "Do you remember that? You zeroed right in onto
what most defines me as a woman. Our kisses had unfolded with
new dimensions."

  "But they remained even then what they always were, a kiss
followed by a kiss," I replied. "The Principle of the Universal Kiss
was never violated. You were a dream come true, and the light of
our love remained out-flowing. Maybe that's what caused the magic
of it all. It was something that happens so rarely that it seems
magical then when it does happen."

  I told Ushi that it had been a long-standing fantasy of mine
to come home from work and be treated to such a feast right on
the sofa. At times, already in the car driving home from long out
of town assignments, I could imagine feeling such warmth, the touch
of smooth skin, the womanly fragrance, the sweetness of lips, the
gentle moisture that I would find.

  "I dreamed that dream many times," I said to Ushi, "but it
never came true, until it came true that day in Cozumel in a
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generous way. I hope I didn't offend you."
  "But why didn't you make it come true in all those other

times before? Surely you must have had opportunities. Why didn't
you ask?"

  "I was scared to ask? That's why I didn't. We call ourselves
mature, Ushi. The fact is, we feel far less secure than children do.
Did you ever watch small children at play? They are far more
secure in their little games with one-another than we big grownups
are, me included. As grownups, we built so many fences around
ourselves to bottle up the dances of the heart. And when we actually
manage to cross the barriers we make ourselves, then we feel guilty
for having done so, and say, that's not how a nice man is supposed
to act. Am I right? Still, I felt that during our days in Cozumel
not a single principle that we held dear had been violated by our
rather explosive discovery of the universal kiss, that must one day
brighten the whole world in its countless avenues."

  "You are right, Peter," said Ushi and grinned, "that was not
the approved way of how a nice man is supposed to act. Indeed,
all the nice men that I had ever known, have never acted that way,
although it was probably in their heart to do so. and would have
done if they had been honest with themselves. They were denying
themselves and I respected the reason why. However, I do love
honest men, like you, who greet and embrace me totally as a woman,
with all their heart and soul, and every fiber of their being, because
I am a woman. I love to be acknowledged as a woman, and to be
loved as a woman, even to be greeted as a woman. If we deny to
ourselves what we are, Peter, what else do we deny to one-another?
If we deny ourselves to such an extent that honesty goes out the
window, then we will find that sex becomes attached to other
elements. How often did you hear it being said then for example:
oh well, she thinks like a woman, she drives like a woman, and so
on. There are thousands of such comments made, Peter, and I heard
them all. They are all intentionally degrading. And, Peter, nice men
far too often make these remarks. Except, you never spoke to me
that way, or thought about me that way. You always treated me
100% as a human being. So, was I hurt that evening in Cozumel?
I felt greatly honored by you, Peter. Sex is to you what it is,
something human, like intelligence, integrity and love. To you all
things have their truthfulness. On that truthful platform we are
equal and can love and honor one-another freely. Of course that was
a long way coming, and Steve had a role to play in that for us
both. Maybe he helped us to become as secure as children again.
Wasn't that fun being so secure?"

  "You wouldn't have it any other way," I commented.
  She simply smiled and nodded, and then hugged me.
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Chapter 5 - The Thousand-Year Celebration

  While looking down onto the city of Moscow from the
restaurant in the sky, above the nine-hundred-foot level of the
Ostankino tower, Anton and I began to talk about history of all
things. But before that could happen I waltzed into the restaurant
lobby with the determination to make history all by myself. I had
a historic event in mind, historic to me that is, acted out as a
dance with a kiss, primed by a hug and a bow, while saying, "thank
you for coming! Allow me to brighten your day."

  She seemed perplexed for a moment, then laughed. "We are
about to celebrate the Thousand-Year-Anniversary of the Christiani-
zation of Russia, as I told you before," said Anton. "I was hoping
to brighten your day by telling you more about this joyous event.
Did you know that Russia had a thousand year history as a Christian
country?"

  Now it was I who was perplexed, because I didn't know
what to answer. She was celebrating Russia's link to the Byzantine
Empire, one of the whorehouses of the ages, as Ushi had called
them. "Don't even mention that!" a voice said within. "Be honest
and tell her the truth," said another voice from within, sounding
like Ushi was speaking. I answered her that I knew about it. I told
her that Ross had briefed me about the major happenings in Russia.

  She was surprised that someone in the West would make an
effort to explore this "private dimension of Russia," as she called it.

  I suggested that we shouldn't talk about it then. I told her
that I actually knew quite a bit about the history behind the Russian
orthodox movement from my own personal interests, especially the
parts that can't be found in the standard history books. I had to
dig and poke around in books on dusty shelves. I learned from them
that Moscow had once aspired to become the Third Rome after
Constantinople, and that the foundation for this movement was rooted
in Byzantine doctrine, which in turn was a religious adaptation of
the doctrine of the Roman Empire, where everything was adapted
for political control. I told her that the Byzantine Empire was an
offshoot of Rome itself, and that the founder of this Eastern Empire
of Rome, had separated himself from Rome and had build up a
powerful imperial structure in a 'remote' location where it survived
long past the fall of Rome itself.

  Anton nodded with a smile, and explained to me proudly
that the upcoming thousand-year event would be celebrating the
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extension of this process into Russia, in the year 988 by the con-
version of Prince Vladimir of a people known as the Russ. He had
converted his people from their pagan beliefs, to the light of the
Orthodox Christian style of faith that was furnished uniquely by the
Patriarch of Constantinople. "So, you see," she said proudly, "our
country has a long spiritual history, that goes way back."

  "Yes it does, but this history also links your country to the
Byzantine Empire," I said to her, "and that brings with it the
Byzantine ideology that is incorporated in its not-so-Christian doc-
trines. You were lured into a dangerous ideology. This trap is func-
tioning still. Its effect is reflected right now in the dogmas of the
Soviet State. That's not really something to celebrate! You are cel-
ebrating that a millstone was hung around your neck."

  I suggested that we shouldn't talk about it, as it might leave
a bitter aftertaste. I told her that I hadn't recognized the close
coincidence between the Byzantine orthodox ideology and the mod-
ern Soviet State ideology, until that very moment, when she pointed
to it by talking about the upcoming celebration. I said that I saw
strong similarities between the two, that prove the connection.

  She hesitated answering. Then she began to smile. She said,
that if I could say it with grace, she would hear me out.

  I told her that as far as I could remember, the Byzantine
brand of Christianity is a belief-system that is fundamentally differ-
ent from the beliefs of the original primitive Christianity, and I
added that I found the same differences reflected in Western tradi-
tions. "In early Christianity," I said to her, "the Christ was not
perceived as an intermediary between God and man, as it is per-
ceived in the Roman/Byzantine model. Instead, the Christ was per-
ceived in the original Christianity as the great Exemplar of the all-
embracing unity that was recognized to exist between God and
humanity. In the original Christian ideology, man thereby becomes
elevated to God's level, so that mankind was understood as being
as co-equal in quality with God, as the very reflection of God. This
original Christian concept of man attributes great value to the human
being, but it takes away the foundation for empires. The whole
human scene became elevated by this original Christian perception
of what a human being is. With that in mind, can you imagine how
this revolutionary concept of man as the reflected image of God,
must have shook up the Roman Empire? It must have shook it to
its very core? In this beautiful ideology, society became unified by
its humanity. Rome needed a humanity that is held captive by the
power of empire. Consequently Rome had fought the Christian ide-
ology of man. The Romans persecuted all who spoke of it and
crucified its Exemplar. It was declared treason. But since the Romans
couldn't kill the ideology itself, they came up with a better idea.
They turned it upside down and legalized it in a perverted form.
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They reengineered the Christian doctrine into a doctrine that didn't
challenge the Empire, but gave it more power. It became the com-
plete reversal of the original concept of Christianity. And that, Anton,
is what the Byzantine doctrine was built on that took the concept
further in the sewer of imperial insanity, and away from the truth.
This Roman doctrine, and later as the Byzantine doctrine, presents
a hierarchical structure that completely isolates God and man. It
proclaims that the Holy Spirit is passed from God the Father, through
the person of the intermediary to be handed down in an authori-
tative fashion to poor humanity that exists at the bottom on the
scale. The perverted doctrine assigns the role of the intermediary to
Christ Jesus, the son, but since he was murdered, the role of the
intermediary was conveniently represented by the Emperor, who
thereby tells poor humanity what the truth is. It places mankind
into the dust of the Earth, and infinitely distant from God, totally
dependent on the Emperor. This deep hierarchical separation and
isolation of man from God, is the central feature of the Russian
Orthodox doctrine, that is derived from the Byzantine root. And so,
the Eastern Doctrine that you celebrate, came out of this perversion
and reflects it."

  "That's painful to hear, isn't it?" I added quietly. "But this
is the truth as far as I can see the connections."

  "I don't shoot the messenger if I don't like the message," she
said. "But now I know that there is something honest about you
loving me. You told me the truth, as I requested, in spite of the
risk that it might drive a wedge between us, and you might loose
me, because of it. That is a wonderful kiss, Peter, and it honors me
more than everything you had said before. But can you maintain this
kiss? Can you tell me the connection to the Soviet Union that you
see?"

  I told Anton cautiously that I recognized that the deeply
rooted hierarchical imperial structure, which is centered on an im-
perial intermediary, is fundamentally reflected in the political makeup
of the Soviet Union. I suggested that the Soviet State was taking
on the role of the intermediary, just as the Emperor once had, while
the top-down controlling relationship remained virtually unaltered. I
suggested that the Byzantine system, that became the ruling Eastern
Orthodox system, is basically a system of rape, as any imperial
system is. It takes away the dignity and the freedom of the human
being, as the reflected image of God, and then subjects mankind to
the pleasure of the imperial dictator. In the West, this dictator is
a self-appointed clown in high places, who lies through his teeth in
the service of his masters, who thereby redefines the image of the
human being as that of a pathetic slave, living without hope or
help.

  "The Soviet system of government," I said, "is closely struc-
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tured around the central authority of the state, that projects its will
through the various state agencies, unto the people. That's a hidden
heritage of the Byzantine system. On this basis, the Soviet Union has
its roots squarely in Byzantine orthodoxy. The Soviet Union has
thereby based its structure on a doctrine that denies a person's
identity as a human being. I suggested that this ideology was an
ideal setup for implementing communism, which was an imperial
creation cooked up by the British Empire in its secret-service
workshops of Lord Palmerston and his agent David Urquhart.
Palmerston and Urquhart became the guiding sponsors of Karl Marx,
who gave his name to the imperial concoction of communism, that
was from the outset intended to destroy Russia. Marx became both
the author by name, of the imperial product, and the delivery boy
who brought it to Russia as a Trojan Horse. The product itself, was
created by the British Empire along the model of the Trojan Horse,
and it was designed for the original task, to destroy a competing
Empire, in this case Russia. It was evidently precisely tailored for
Russia, in a way that it fits the already existing background of the
Byzantine model."

  Anton shook her head.
  "I hope I am wrong," I said. "I sincerely do. However, if I'm

not wrong, great caution might be in order to protect yourself."
  Anton nodded, but with a tear in her eye.
  "On the other hand," I said cautiously, "I also sincerely hope

that I am right, because the unperverted, the original idea of Chris-
tianity, had uplifted humanity to the highest level of worth and
quality imaginable, even to be called the sons of God, or as Jesus
had apparently put it, to be one with God. I pointed out to Anton
that this concept is absolutely profound, as the idea of an 'ordinary'
or 'common' person, such as the royals call the 'commoners,' is
impossible to perceive on that platform. This image of mankind
renders you and me, and all mankind, as gems in the Universe, with
infinite worth. Fortunately for us all, this platform appears to be the
truth as far as I can determine."

  "You won't find this reflected in the Soviet system," Anton
interjected.

  "Nor in any imperial system," I added. "It is hard to find
anywhere, actually, but I love it, and especially so since I think it
is the truth."

  "Unfortunately that leaves us to consider the perversion that
has infested our world, and affects it deeply," said Anton quietly.

  "Obviously, the perversion was engineered to degrade man-
kind. It was subsequently promoted by almost every empire that
ever existed. The perversion still is a strong force in the world. No
'royal' person, for example, would ever marry a 'commoner.' This
horrid distinction would have been impossible to perceive in the
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original Christian ideology, but it is now fully supported in the
Roman/Byzantine perversion of it, that has become the 'religion' of
imperialism. The perversion has relegated God into the heavens, and
humanity, as the common masses, into the dust of the ground, while
the priesthood or royalty, and now the imperial state and elite, have
rendered themselves in Christ's stead, into the middle position as the
ordained rulers of the 'common' man."

  "Aristotle had called this the theory of natural slavery," said
Anton, which might explain where the Romans got it from. Wasn't
Aristotle the man who effectively invented ideological perversion?
He is said to have been a student of Plato, but in real life he
turned everything that Plato stood for, upside down. The Romans
must have loved him."

  "That is the type of perversion that communism is appar-
ently built on, and still reflects," I said to her. "It is built on the
acknowledgment of a 'common' people. You wouldn't hear that from
Plato. While the communist state is committed to the upgrading of
the living condition of the common people, it is not built on the
universal lateral platform of 'We the People,' as we once wrote in
big letters in America. Of course we lost our 'We the People' in
America too."

  Anton just laughed.
  "Of course we lost our 'We the People' perception, in

America," I repeated, and began to laugh also, "if indeed the con-
cept was ever fully established in people's heart. It's a tall challenge.
It's not easy to hold onto, Anton. And when it is lost, the resulting
hierarchical state reflects the model of the vertically separated doc-
trine that defines mankind under the Byzantine system as but dirt,
'benignly' enslaved. In the original Christian ideology the concept of
a 'common' person is impossible to perceive, since everyone is
endowed with the highest identity that can possibly be perceived,
that renders mankind as equal in quality with God. In comparison,
the Byzantine belief system is a defective system," I said to Anton.
"Beware of it! Don't close your eyes to it! It shouldn't be cel-
ebrated. It should be scrapped. It's a vertical system that imposes
a hierarchical dictatorship over people. There is no 'We the people'
in it. It imposes elitism and a central authority that dominates
society. It opens the hell-gate to the red-hot circus of lies. If it is
not erased it will destroy civilization. Hitler milked this red-hot
ideology to the extreme, as he made himself the absolute dictator,
the liar-in-chief, putting himself above the law, to the point of
being the law. Nazism is an extension of the Byzantine system that
opens the floodgates to the worst kind of fascism, that is superceded
only in modern days. In a vertical hierarchical system you always
have a ruling class that is above the law, that claims to be the law,
which superimposes itself upon a class of peasants or slaves, that it
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rules, which is the general society that the imperials laugh at."
  "I suppose this ideological flavor defines our Soviet society

well, that proclaims itself to be a society of peasants and workers,
instead of being a society of human beings with near infinite po-
tential?" said Anton. "It hurts to see ourselves in this manner, but
it is hard to deny that it is true."

  "This blocking factor of crude primitivism also defines the
western imperial society that promotes everything that is crude and
degrading," I said. "This means that we were dragged even deeper
into the imperial sewer than Russia was. In the imperial vertical
world mankind ends up dragged into the sewer, the lowest place
there is, nicely filled with the scum of degrading ideologies, the
home of the sewer rats like Aristotle, Hobbes, Malthus, and Adam
Smith, and so on. In contrast, the concept of 'We the People' is
built on the highest principle I know, the Principle of Universal
Love, and it really means in actual terms that 'We the Human
Beings' are the light of the world. This true concept of mankind,
that was once set up by the brightest humanist pioneers of a ren-
aissance, and was proudly acknowledged as such by much of the
world, is presently drifting farther and farther out of sight, while
the Byzantine 'fog' is flooding the seascapes all over the world,
including America and Russia."

  Anton nodded and said quietly that America should rejoice
over what it once had, even though it has been lost. "Russia was
never allowed to rise that high."

  "That's the strangling effect of the Byzantine system," I said
to her. I cautioned her though to be generous with herself, and to
look at the world with open eyes. I suggested that society should
look upon itself in the light of the lateral model as a 'royal' people
in the tallest possible sense of the word, being on the same quali-
tative level as God, or being at one with God. "The human being
is a spiritual being," I said to her. "Intelligence is spiritual. Love is
spiritual. Understanding, discovery, and self-development, expressions
in art, music, literature, science, technologies, and so on, are all
spiritual aspects. They are aspects of a profound intelligence that
nothing in the world can match. And that is the true image that
we should behold, and see ourselves reflected in."

  I suggested to Anton that there should be a community of
principle among all people in the world, for the simple reason that
all mankind reflects this tall image. "This tall image should be
reflected in our self-assessment, and self-love, universally, that fur-
nishes the basis for loving one-another and enriching one-another. On
this universality, a community of principle unfolds naturally. It would
then serve as a platform to rouse society all across the board to
escape from the sewer of the sewer rats. But this tall the self-
perception of society isn't allowed anywhere in the world, certainly
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not in today's America or Russia," I said to her. "Wherever this
perception takes root, and develops, and unfolds, it is quickly stomped
out of existence."

  Anton nodded slightly, but she said nothing.
  I asked her to take note, that what I said is happening all

over the world. "The whole world is being strangled to death by
this perversion of Christianity, as we find it in the Byzantine Or-
thodox doctrine that has become the center of the Soviet State,
modeled after the western imperial world. "Communism was de-
signed to drag Russia away from the real revolution that was be-
ginning to unfold in Russia, and drag Russia back into the imperial
sewer. The plan of Palmerston and Urquhart for Russia, didn't suc-
ceed completely as it had been designed, but it went into the
general direction. And now you are about to celebrate what paved
the way for Russia to accept this tragedy."

  Poor Anton, she just shook her head. She finally added that
she didn't know what to think.

  "I am trying to help," I said in a quiet tone. "The original
idea of Christianity, that represents the Principle of Universal Love,
is dead in today's world where it should be alive. It needs to be
brought back to the foreground, or else we will loose the bit of
civilization that we have still left," I said to her. "Our people in
the West are becoming more and more isolated from their own
conscience by this religion of vertical domination. The western so-
ciety needs help to heal itself of this 'disease.' It needs this healing
as much as the Soviet people do. Both societies are sick. Their
respective system is sick, and the population is sick. Any society
that lives willingly in a vertically dominated sewer, is sick. At least
in Russia you have a name for it, even though the Byzantine model
of this sickening religion is rarely known by its name."

  "Maybe the fault lies in the concept of religion itself," said
Anton. "I appreciate your warning, but hasn't religion made society
sick all over the world? My heart weeps when I see the utter
inhumanity in the Middle East, of Zionist Israel grinding the Pales-
tinian people into dust, under the religious umbrella of the Jews
being God's chosen people, and the rest of humanity being scum, to
be treated like scum. The statistics are frightening. The Jewish-Only
state has set itself up in the midst of Palestine. Then almost as its
first act, it staged the infamous Deir Yassin massacre that caused the
frightened Palestinian population to flee for their life, calculated to
make room for the Jewish State. And it had this effect. 700,000
people fled. Only a few of the 700,000 refugees were ever allowed
to return. In order to prevent their return, 125,000 of their former
homes were demolished. The operation was called, cleansing the
landscape. Thus the Jewish State stands on a policy of staging
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massacres, imprisonment, torture, and the near daily killing of Pal-
estinians. This policy continues to the present day, including the
demolition of the Palestinian people's homes, whose land remains
occupied. Take a good look, Peter, that's how civilization ends in
the face of dehumanized imperial religion."

  "And this is what your are celebrating with the 1000 Year
Celebration of the Christianization of Russia," I said quietly. "Zion-
ism is but another facet of the perversion of Christianity into a
vertical system of imperial domination, that the Roman Empire
invented, probably based on Aristotle's example as you had pointed
out. Zionism is a perversion of Judaism. Zionism was invented in
the caucus chambers of the British imperial establishment, and was
thrust onto the world scene with the 1917 Balfour Declaration that
you probably never heard of. By it, Zionism was designed to act as
a bettering ram against European Civilization, and the Middle East
that had been the historic center of the Islamic Renaissance. That
is how the Middle East and much of South Asia has been put on
fire. Zionism has been strategically placed to become a part of that
fire. Unfortunately, in the overall context, that's all small stuff."

  "How can you call this 'small stuff, when 700,000 refugees
are driven from their home, tens of thousands are murdered, and
150,000 homes are demolished? And that's been going on for sixty
years, Peter."

  "Each single incidence is a tragedy, I agree, but in the overall
context, it's small stuff," I said quietly. "While they are all tragic,
Anton, nothing is gained from focusing on the details of small single
issues. With the disintegrating financial system in America, Steve
expects upwards to ten million families to loose their home to
mortgage foreclosures, perhaps even more. He sees this expanding
into a social crisis that will likely disintegrate the entire world
financial system, and civilization with it, as we know it. This trag-
edy stands before us. He sees no movement afoot to stop it. Even
World War II will compare as a small thing then. That's the scope
of the current crisis caused by the Whore of Babylon, now simply
called empire, running wild, in terms of physical consequences and
waves of death and disabling diseases. While this tragedy can be
prevented, the vertical religion of the world won't allow it, and
those living in the sewer aren't allowed to hear that there is a way
out. I tell you that nothing will change for as long as the vertical
religion is maintained that is build on the doctrine 'In Lies we
trust!' That's the big thing, Anton. The Byzantine model is a historic
key element in this religion that is killing the world. Don't celebrate
it."

  "You are a cruel man," said Anton. "many people in Russia
see the celebration as a light on the horizon for a revival of
Christianity in Russia."
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  "How can you revive what you never had, and were never
allowed to have?" I interjected. "However, Anton, the door to es-
tablishing Christianity anywhere in the world has never been really
closed. Its principles are the principles of our humanity, the prin-
ciples of civilization. A diamond that has been dragged into a sea
of mud remains a diamond still. In real terms Christianity isn't an
organized religion. It unfolds when we begin to live as human beings,
instead of sewer dwellers or sewer rats. It begins when we take the
diamond out of the mud. It begins when we put the Principle of
Universal Love on the table. It begins with the Universal Kiss, a
term that a woman named Helen pioneered whom Ushi and I had
the privilege to know. It begins with her vision of a vast lateral
lattice of human hearts all tied together with strands of light that
are the strands of our out-flowing love. She saw the Principle of
Universal Love in action. The perception came to her as a vivid
visual image in moments of great need, when a friend was appar-
ently in a crisis during a major surgical procedure. She is certain
that a healing came from this perception. She saw a wave of strength
flowing from heart to heart, contributing to the heart in need of
her friend, resulting in an exceptionally remarkable recovery. That's
an example of Christianity in action, and the door for that is always
open and always had been open. It has no history that one might
celebrate with anniversaries. It has an eternal history in the context
of history. In real terms Christianity has no historic beginning. It
didn't begin with Christ Jesus, who merely took a giant step for-
ward. Christianity was already unfolding with Plato and Socrates,
who some alert historians regard as the precursors of what Christ
Jesus later brought more fully to light. Nor did Plato start this
trend. Solon of Athens contributed to this trend in which the light
of humanity is evermore coming to light. And Solon of Athens in
turn stood of the shoulders of Homer, the poet that expanded the
Greek language into a high level language that could express pro-
found ideas. And that is what we still do right here, right now, in
this restaurant as we face each other to explore the infinite, and
how we can cross the barriers that mythologies have placed in the
way. Homer fought against mythologies, and for a brighter sense of
humanity. Isn't that what we are doing here? And even like Homer
did, we are still trying to build the language for this process that
enables us to cut through the prevailing mythologies of our time."

  "The Universal Kiss is a concept that I have never heard
of," said Anton. "Now I am beginning to see what you mean with
'Come dance with me!' And maybe we should do this, but I'm not
a good dancer."

  "That's not possible that a human being is not a good dancer,"
I said to her. "You will recognize this fact when you begin to dance
alone, dancing the dance of the heart, dancing its tune for the very
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joy of it. Fear begins when we think we must dance with another,
one leading the other. That's a vertical dance then. The dance of
humanity is inherently a lateral dance. We dance alone, but we
dance side by side sharing the same dance floor, and we dance for
one another to heighten the joy."

  "Is that the new Homer speaking?" said Anton and began to
grin.

  "I think we are way past Homer on this one," I said and
began to laugh. "But you are right. It's all part of the trend that
Homer started of an unfolding Christianity in which the infinite
nature and worth of the human being is coming to light."

  "Maybe the term, Christianity, shouldn't be used for this,"
said Anton.

  "We use it for the lack of a better term, but we give a
new meaning to it. But ultimately it is a correct term, because the
central concept of it is the Christ that has been recognized as the
Spirit of our humanity. The term denotes the spiritual dimension
that we discover in ourselves, in our humanity, the dimension of
honor, love, beauty, joy, intelligence, creativeness. The term, Christ,
denotes the qualities that make us human beings. The term emerged
in the flow of that history in which our self-discovery unfolds."

  "The terms, Christ, and Christianity, have been so sadly
abused that maybe we should find different terms to denote the
advanced concepts that you are talking about," Anton interjected.

  "Why should we?" I countered her. "That would be like
taking Bach's name away from his music, or Mozart's name. The
name Bach has become synonymous with a qualitative giant step in
the complexity of music. The name, Christ, for mankind has like-
wise become synonymous with a giant qualitative step forward in
the unfolding light of humanity. In both cases we should recognize
what the names mean, rather than scrap the names. The name Christ
stands for a revolutionary concept of mankind that unfolded out of
the flow of scientific revolution that Plato might have started, or
the Pythagorean before him. It denotes a renaissance in humans self-
perception. Sure, that renaissance has been lost, but the name re-
mains. Bach's music emerged out the renaissance background of the
Peace of Westphalia that raised the platform of civilization. Bach's
higher level music reflects that. If we take those names away, we
throw away what they represent. So we can't do that. But we can
go forward. We can create new terms for new revolutionary ad-
vances in our ongoing discovery of the spiritual dimension of our
humanity. Maybe we can give Love a new meaning, as we begin to
live it more fully and more universally."

  "Like sharing the bed universally?" said Anton. But this time
she didn't smile.

  I was about to say NO, vigorously, but a voice within said,
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"hold on!"
  I seemed the freeze momentarily. The voice spoke again.

"What would be the answer to Anton's question based on the
Principle of Universal Love?"

  "The answer is Yes," I said to Anton. If the Principle of
Universal Love means something, then the answer has to be, YES.
But to get there a long road has to be traveled. It might not be
a long road in time, but in footsteps, as the individual dance unfolds."

  "It was meant to be a trick question," said Anton, now
smiling, "and you have answered well. And maybe you learned
something along the way?"

  "Have you?" I replied.
  She nodded. "But don't get your hopes up," she added.
  "Oh don't worry," I said and began to grin. "There is no

danger for that. My feet are far to firmly anchored in the ground
for me to reach that high. I wouldn't dare even ask such a question.
But then, stranger things have happened."

  "So you don't find me desirable as a woman? Is that what
you are saying?" said Anton.

  "I have said YES already to that with a kiss," I said quietly.
"It took a revolution in thinking and daring to get that far. But
Mount Everest wasn't scaled in a day. The desire to do that is
there. However, the path of unfolding leads into an unknown land.
Caution is needed. But I can tell you that much. The path is paved
with joy. Maybe some day our paths will meet on the mountaintop."

  Anton stood up with a smile.
  I followed in kind.
  Her response was to hug me.
  "Maybe we are celebrating here and now, the real beginning

of the Christianization of Russia," she added with sparkling eyes
when the hugging ended.

  "It's amazing how far we've already traveled, away from the
dark world of celebrating the Byzantine model and its countless
forms of terror, like the Global Warming doctrine, the DDT ban,
the Free Trade looting, the Depopulation insanity, the Endless-War
policies..." I said after we were seated again.

  "And the small marriage doctrine," Anton added.
  "Is that another trick question?" I asked. "I have listed

genocidal processes. Are you suggesting...?"
  She nodded. "In its smallness society becomes genocidal. The

small mind is a deadly mind. That is reflected in the various types
of genocide that you have listed."

  I suggested to Anton that mankind's 'coming of age,' as a
society of human beings, will alter the history that has darkened the
face of mankind. "The Byzantine model is a model for imposing lies.
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'In lies we trust!' has become the great watchword. But a lie has
no truth, and having no truth it has no history. Its seeming history
can be erased. The 4000-year-history of the whore of Babylon, which
still rules, which the Byzantine model reflects, can be ended forever,
and be erased, and be forgotten."

  "How far back does the rule of the whore of Babylon really
go?" said Anton.

  "What does it matter. When an error is discovered to be an
error that hasn't got the faintest trace of truth, what does it matter
for how long the error was believed to be the truth? We need to
move forward, not backwards."

  I suggested that one could find the beginning of the hier-
archical doctrine already manifested thousands of years ago in the
perversion of the Mosaic Decalogue. However, I added that once the
perversion is recognized as a lye against the truth, the weight of
this historic lye is lifted off. "The disabling aspect of its seeming
history then no longer bears down on society's living," I said to her.

  "What are you saying, Peter?" Anton interjected.
  "I am saying that the reversal of false history can have many

faces of liberating expressions. "In the original version of the
Decalogue, for example, in the reference to marriage, the German
translation admonishes one not to break what is honorable, like the
bond of love between people, the bond of grace. This text doesn't
impose social division, sexual division, economic division. In fact it
seems designed to prevent these divisions with honor.

  I told her that Steve's research shows that practically the
entire Decalogue has been turned upside down by superimposing a
lie that gives the Decalogue a new meaning. "In this perversion of
the Decalogue the sexual division suddenly appears, and the marriage
isolation, enforced with the death penalty. But now that the perver-
sion of the Decalogue has been discovered, the hold of the perver-
sion is gone. We can let go of it, and focus on the truth of our
spiritual nature as human beings where honor, love, grace, intelli-
gence, and so forth, play the central role. In the flow of this getting
back to what is true, the marriage concept suddenly becomes free,
joyous, rich, and beautiful, even though great challenges are attached
to this revolution of getting back to the basic truth about our
humanity."

  "Are you suggesting that the Wright Brothers should have
pioneered supersonic flight, because the principles existed even then?"
said Anton. "That is what you are saying with your high-level marriage
concept, against the background of today's world."

  "We are in a boundary zone," I said. "Here we face rather
profound challenges, and nobody really knows what to do. We have
the same in politics. Take the case of modern America in which the
imperial President of our country now attaches a signing statement
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to almost every law created by our Congress and our Senate. With
these signing statements attached the President gives these bills of
legislation a totally different meaning, as he signs them into law."

  "Isn't that illegal?" said Anton quietly.
  "Of course it is," I said just as quietly. "But everybody

stands aside and lets it happen. The process is presently destroying
our Constitution, and with it our country," I said to Anton more
emphatically. "But tragically, nobody gives a damn. Our country was
designed as a republic with a form of government that is completely
lateral, in which nobody can become a dictator. Each branch of
government has a specific role to play, with a provision that none
can override the other. For example, our President can't legislate.
That's not his task. And our legislators can perform the executive
functions that assures that the laws are faithfully carried out. That's
the President's job. On this platform everybody stands at the same
level. It's a lateral government. But our President totally altered the
nature of our government. He turned it into a vertical structure and
declared himself to be its king. He gave himself the right to alter
the face of the legislation, and to disobey the laws of the legisla-
ture, if he so chooses. In effect he tore up the Constitution that
he swore to uphold, and tore up the republic that we once were
and replaced that republic with a dictatorship."

  "Isn't that treason?" said Anton.
  "Of course it is," I admitted quietly. "It is an impeachable

offence, a high crime against the nation. But what does this matter
when nobody takes action to impeach the man and remove him
from office? Unfortunately, when nobody cares, matters get worse,
because in a dictatorship, it becomes evermore impossible to im-
peach the king. The Congress has the power to impeach a President,
but if the President owns the Congress, by stealing the election time
after time, and owns the courts too, impeachment becomes impos-
sible. It is hard to get out of this trap now. Since impeachment is
no longer possible, a new platform must be found to rescue the
nation. We are in a boundary zone on this count, where the whole
geometry begins to change, like in supersonic flight."

  Anton shook her head again. "I'm not an engineer. I simply
found it intriguing to correlate supersonic flight with the Write
Brothers. What happens in supersonic flight?"

  "Air is a fluid," I explained. "An aircraft flies through this
fluid. It pushes against the air in front of it as it flies, and the
resulting pressure moves the air out of the way. But when the
aircraft moves faster than the pressure can propagate, something
amazing happens. The propagation speed in the fluid called air, is
the normal speed of sound. Sound is made up of pressure waves,
like ripples on a lake, which are propagated through the air. The
whole geometry begins to change when the aircraft moves faster
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than the pressure waves. The pressure can't escape then. A very thin
shockwave begins to form for which the old propagation rules no
longer apply. A new physical reality unfolds that enables the air
pressure to slip out sideways, with an enormous speed, until it
clears the aircraft. At this point, when the 'emergency' is over, the
normal rules apply again."

  "Are you implying that this can be done politically?" said
Anton. "Are you also suggesting that it applies to the new marriage
concept?"

  "That is what we face in all such cases," I said to her, "but
it is very difficult to implement. "The German people couldn't do
it when Hitler forced this kind of boundary type emergency on
them. They didn't understand the nature of the boundary zone.
Neither did the aircraft engineers understand it in the early days of
supersonic flight. Many an aircraft simply disintegrated, when the
aircraft was encountering the sound barrier. And so did the German
society disintegrate. The Hitler regime had turned their republic into
a dictatorship, and suddenly the normal democratic rules no longer
worked. The people didn't know what to do to protect their cul-
ture, and their existence, and as a consequence Europe exploded into
war. The Soviet Union is in such a boundary zone now, and so is
America. The challenge is, that we discover the new principle that
can save us in this boundary zone that we find ourselves in when
the normal geometry no longer applies. I think this principle is the
Principle of Universal Love. It can do this, and we find it reflected
in the original Decalogue in respect to marriage. This discovery
coming to light is indeed like supersonic flight, a flight against all
the barriers of old traditions. The challenge is to find the principles
in our humanity that enable us to safely put the barriers out of the
way. We are in a boundary zone with this one too. If I were to
say to you, let me go to bed with you, our relationship would
likely disintegrate, even though our humanity should make us capa-
ble to get there."

  "We are indeed in a boundary zone," said Anton with a
smile and waved a finger at me as a schoolteacher would at a
naughty boy. "Don't push against the limits of what our relationship
can endure."

  "Oh, we are in that boundary zone already, and we don't
know what to do," I said to her. "We both know that our countries
and civilization cannot survive without a major breakthrough in
establishing the Principle of Universal Love that stood behind every
bright period in history. But we also know that the development of
love cannot be a political project, or proceed from a political
imperative. It has to proceed from its own imperative, for its el-
ements of joy, sublimity, beauty, power, and grace. If these don't
move us, nothing will move us, no matter how urgent the move-
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ment is needed in the political world. We can only be moved by
the substance of our principles, the principles of our humanity, the
principle of love, but never by the tragedies that we find in the
voids when the principles are ignored. Unfortunately we have been
blind to these principles for far too long, and now that we begin
to move they perplex us."

  "And why shouldn't we be perplexed?" said Anton. "You
come to me and say 'I love you,' but what does this mean? I have
heard those words with countless different meanings, from my mother,
my father, my uncles, my neighbors. You speak like no one spoke
before, but where does it lead to, to the bedroom, and then what?
Is the next step emptiness?"

  "In America the normal geometry for securing our nation has
been altered and blocked by brutal force by the President becoming
a dictator. That's rape. Do you propose that my intention is to rape
you? If I wanted that kind of sex, I could buy it at the street
corner for a few trifles. What comes afterwards has to be build
before. The bedroom doesn't add anything, and never has, but it
reflects what has been built. If nothing goes in, nothing comes out,
and what happens in between is a matter of democratic choice,
where the actual options are not really that significant. In the
democratic world, the process of democracy is the smallest compo-
nent. The big component is the Constitution of Universal Principles
that everyone absolutely agrees to, and agrees to uphold as the little
choices are made. The Constitution of Universal Principles is what
goes into making a nation, so that what comes out of the demo-
cratic process is productive and joyful and enriching to the nation
and the world. I think that applies to the bedroom too. But do we
have a viable constitution, or principles, established that we can
agree to absolutely? I don't think so. Our kisses are too small, our
dance too lame, our melodies too dreary. I don't think we are ready
yet for the democracy of the bedroom. What do you think?"

  I heard a sigh of relief.
  I asked her to take note how the gentle admonishment of

the original Decalogue, never to break the honorable bonds that love
has forged, has been perverted by the priests in ancient times into
a marriage law that defines people as property to one-another, with
iron-clad boundaries and limits placed on love, and to note how
those limits are guarded with the death penalty for the slightest
transgression of the imposed boundaries or limits to love, under the
perverted law. "Under this perversion the bedroom can become a
hell, reflecting what goes into it. Emptiness is often the smallest
component of what goes in, and comes out. In the case of the
perverted Decalogue, the priesthood had set itself up as the divinely
authorized intermediary to impose an unnatural doctrine onto human
consciousness," I said to her. "Naturally, the false doctrine that defines
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people as property to one-another, then also defined society as a
whole as the property of the church, so that in the early days the
imperial church literally owned the people's life. This doctrine only
changed slightly in later times when people became regarded as the
property of an empire, or as in modern days, the property of a
state. Since most modern states are once again imperial in nature,
they all pretend again to 'own' their citizens as 'subjects.' And it all
developed from that ancient beginning where people became labeled
as property by a perversion that cut to the very bone of society.
What we see in modern days is a continuing thread of an ancient
history that society should have let go and forget, but kept holding
onto. Of course this thread has proven itself to be extremely useful
in maintaining the Empire of Rome, the Byzantine Empire, and the
modern empires with their modern Aristocracy. But the letting go
of this thread shouldn't be for that reason. The reason should be,
that by letting go of this thread, we fall back into the arms of love
that are built into our humanity. This way we fall back into the
sunshine. We begin to celebrate. In the flow of this celebration,
Anton, the bedroom door will likely become an open door rather
quickly, and the space becomes filled with light."

  "This has not been our national history, nor my personal
history," said Anton quietly.

  "Let it go, Anton," I said just as quietly. "A thousand years
of celebrating the Byzantine model, the whore of Babylon, is long
enough. Cut the string. Celebrate what unfolds into light that has
an endless history."

  Anton raised her hand to challenge me, but she let it drop
again. I should have urged her to speak.

  "I can prove what I said," I said cautiously. "I can prove for
example that I love you. I can prove the substance of it. Whatever
is true must have substance, or else it isn't true."

  "Ah, I see! You want to entice me," Anton interrupted me
and grinned.

  "Why would I want to entice you?" I asked. "You are al-
ready lodged in my heart. What more would I want? In fact you
were lodged there before we even met. And that's the truth. So
what more would I gain than what I already have? And if that is
true for me as a natural reflection of our humanity, it is evidently
also true for you. So why would I need to entice you if you are
already in love with me," I added, "as indeed most human beings
are with one-another in their heart of hearts?"

  "You are taking too much for granted, Peter," Anton inter-
rupted me.

  "Am I, Anton? Be honest with yourself. Threads of love that
are out-flowing like light from a sun are always universal. Our
humanity is a sun. It reflects the Spirit of the Universe that is filled
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with countless stars each one of which is a son in its own right.
Love is necessarily universal, because it reflects a universal principle.
To deny love in any form is a form of self-denial, because to be
human being is to love. If there wasn't a bright spark of that love
alive in you, you wouldn't have come here, or you would have
walked out by now. The problem is that most people want to deny
their love that is true and cling to something less, something arti-
ficial. Our head tells us that the denial is good; the denial is save;
it's comfortable; even if the denial is built on sand."

  Anton waved her finger at me. "You are exceedingly daring,
Peter. I give you that."

  I had to laugh suddenly. "Are you an opera fan, Anton?" I
asked. "German opera?"

  She shook her head.
  "If you were, you might remember Mozart's opera, The

Marriage of Figaro. That's what daring is. Compared to that I'm just
a boy. I think Mozart went way out on the limb with this one,
with a daring that's hard to beat. Just picture this: It is the day
of Figaro's marriage to Susanna. They are both servants in a noble
house. Alas, the Count, their employer, is also in love with Susanna.
As the day of Susanna's wedding unfolds, the intrigue over Susanna
becomes more and more complex. In the end Susanna agrees to a
rendezvous with the Count. But that was urged by the Countess
who knows about it, who turns it into a plot. So the Countess
herself, comes to the rendezvous in the garden disguised as Susanna.
The rendezvous takes place in the dark of the night. There, in the
secret romantic setting in the moonlight the Count pours out his
heart to her, assuming her to be Susanna. He speaks with a display
of passion and words of love such as his wife hadn't heard from
him for years. While all of this outpouring of love happens, the
conspiracy becomes suddenly revealed. With that a New World begins
to unfold. Whatever was done cannot be undone. What was said
from the heart cannot be unsaid. Nevertheless the gracious Countess
pardons the Count and the scene ends joyously as a triumph of love
with a sublime music that only Mozart could have written. Here the
opera closes. The curtain falls. But what happens the next day?
Susanna remains in the court. What is in the heart remains in the
heart and cannot be easily banished. However, the smallness in
society's thinking can be banished. Wasn't that the real theme of the
opera? And so, a profound paradox was left in place for the au-
dience to sort out. The audience is forced to evaluate the validity
of the accepted boundaries of love based on the property issues that
overshadow so much. The Count and the Countess were the prop-
erty of one another, and Susanna the property of Figaro, but the
heart said we are all human beings, not property. Here love is
rooted on a higher level, above the morals of property issues.
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Somebody dared to speak the truth and Mozart set it to music.
Shouldn't the truth be spoken always and in every circumstance?"

  "I love the paradox," said Anton.
  "It's one of the oldest and loveliest," I agreed. "Obviously

Mozart didn't invent the paradox, and somebody else wrote the
story. But Mozart put it on the map for all times to come. With
his marvelous music he explores the depth of the emotions involved.
Nor did Mozart resolve the paradox. That wasn't his daring. The
paradox actually hasn't been resolved to this day. It still stands as
it did 250 years ago when Mozart set it to music. We still have
not found it possible to step away from our vertically arranged
relationships, the relationships that have only legitimacy when they
are formally authorized and follow described lines, centered on the
lines of domination and property issues. Mozart's daring is that he
has dared to step into the infinite world of embracing one another
laterally, instead of vertically in the small. He dared to put this
huge challenge before society in the starched world of 250 years ago.
The audiences leaving the theatre found themselves forced to deal
with this challenge, to take it home, mull it over, uplift themselves
in the process. Very few may have done that, or even dared to
consider it. That's why nothing has changed. The challenge still
remains. We say it is dishonest to be honest. The Count, the scoun-
drel of the opera, was honest. But we, society, rather choose to lye
to ourselves in the name of love, and lye to one-another. That's the
continuing paradox, Anton. We've developed the ability to stand on
the moon, but we haven't yet mastered the ability to stand securely
close to one another, men and women, without a lot of games
becoming attached that filter everything out that doesn't fit into the
vertical world. And that's the platform the whole world is now built
on. So I think Mozart was a revolutionary with a great daring. He
stands among only a very few that have dared to challenge the
vertical system, and this in society's most intimate domain."

  "And you want to solve this paradox for me, right?" Anton
said with a grin.

  I shook my head slightly. "You have to do this yourself," I
said gently, smiling back. "I much rather be like Mozart and leave
that to the sovereignty of the heart. You will do what you must
do, what either love or fear impels you to do."

  "Thanks," said Anton quietly.
  "The reason why I can't resolve the paradox for you, might

be the simple reason that I haven't resolved the paradox myself, yet.
I can tell you one thing, however, that the paradox is nothing more
than a convoluted case of dishonesty with oneself; a convoluted case
of denial of reality heaped upon ever-greater denials. And in the
middle of all that, as if our strangled bonds of love weren't complex
enough, there stands superimposed the doctrine of marriage that
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comes with axioms attached that are all deeply rooted in the ver-
tical world of hierarchical separation and property isolation. Shouldn't
we rather focus on what is real in terms of fundamental principles
that enable the widening circles of love to unfold and to move us?
There is no principle that I know of that forbids any form of
expanding love. That is why Mozart was daring. He allowed those
wider circles of love to unfold, and more importantly he supported
them with sublime music. He allowed the two couples to remain
in the same house. It also seems that the love that had been admitted,
instead of being countered, brought them closer together, rather than
splitting them apart. The principle of love doesn't demand separa-
tion. The principle of love certainly does not forbid itself. The
principle of love can't forbid love and remain a principle that binds
all laterally. The practice of separation into self-confinement that
society has chosen for its existence for centuries, has no natural
basis. It isn't a law built on principle. It is an artificial construct
that reflects a vertical, hierarchical system of relationships. This
supposed law that demands the self-confinement of society, was the
Count's biggest problem in Mozart's Figaro. He rebelled against it.
And why shouldn't we do so likewise? Why should a law of self-
confinement exist? Why do similar laws exist between nations? Why
is it so hard to acknowledge the Principle of Universal Love as the
foundation for civilization? Why can't this principle be recognized as
being valid on all levels? We all long for being treated with the
dignity that is due to a human being. Nobody wants the self-con-
finement of society, except a few oligarchs that aim to profit from
the universal division and isolation that opens the floodgates to wars
and degrades society and enables universal looting. But human beings
want to be free, free to love."

  "It's because of sex, Peter, that society's self-confinement is
necessary in the social world. The most horrendous crimes are
committed in the pursuit of sex. It begins with stealing a kiss and
ends with total domination, resulting in tragedies, rape, even mur-
der."

  "Is the self-isolation necessary, Anton, or is it merely deemed
to be necessary? Isn't this self-isolation approach synonymous with
attempting to cure a disease by increasing what has caused it? And
what about honor, joy, sublimity that we loose when we limit love?
And why should we limit love for such shallow reason?"

  "To prevent rape, that's why," Anton replied in a frustrated
tone of voice.

  "But has this really worked, Anton? We've become so deeply
isolated that there shouldn't be any rape at all, but there is more
of it. In fact rape has been expanded into a huge business. It's
become a part of the international sex-slave trade where young girls
are kidnapped, exported, and rented out as victims to be raped at
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will for whatever fees the 'businesses' can extract from a society
that breeds rapists by its self-isolation that throttles love and keeps
its sphere small. The whore of Babylon rejoices in the modern world
that gives her richer business opportunities as the self-isolation of
society becomes tighter and tighter."

  "So what's the answer, Peter? Surrender?"
  "The answer is for society to get its life back, a life

undivorced from love."
  "Maybe sex won't be as big a thing then as it today," Anton

conceded.
  "Pray that this doesn't happen," I said with a smile that I

quickly suppressed. "Sex unfolds with a passion that drives a lot of
things," I added cautiously. "It determines how we feel, how we
dress, and how we relate to one another. Sex inspires a passion that
keeps us alive, other than just breathing. It is a fire that keeps the
human scene burning with vitality. We wouldn't exist without it in
more ways than one, and I hope that this fire never dies in the
cold waters of scientific rationality. I would even say that the fire
needs to be protected. Everybody wants to be touched by it, from
the king to the popper, men and women alike, as they are drawn
to sex. It is a facet of our humanity that is rather dynamic. Why
should we deny that we are men and women? Why should we not
acknowledge our rich individuality and what comes with it, including
the sexual needs and the joys that unfold from meeting the needs?
Isn't it a joy for you to be excitingly dressed in a kind of female
fashion that makes the diamond behind it sparkle?"

  Anton blushed and grinned, and raised her finger again to
stop me.

  "Isn't it true?" I said. "Can you imagine how dull and life-
less the world would be without that fire?"

  "The challenge is to keep the fire that you are referring to,
from burning the world down," said Anton and began to laugh now.

  I began to laugh with her. "Sure, Anton, that's a great
challenge. But neither can we afford to let the fire go out. There
is no safety in a dead and dark world. I think you know that. I
think the greater danger in today's world is, that we let the fire of
our passion go out. This means we need to be daring, and take
some risks, and face the challenge head on, to keep the fire burning.
I think we need both, the cool scientific rationality, and the passion
that goes beyond it. We need both, the water and the fire. We need
to protect both, as both have a place already in our heart, and are
a part of us as human beings. We need to build a firewall between
them so that they don't wipe each other out. I think this firewall
is love. It protects both. It protects our cold and rational science
that we need, because scientific reasoning is a part of our humanity.
And it protects our passion that keeps the humanist dynamism
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powered in high gear, that we need for uplifting civilization, which
is our passion. Uplifting one another in every respect possible, should
be our passion too. That is a powerful factor. This factor was
faintly discovered in 1648, but this faint discovery of it was nev-
ertheless so powerful that it changed the world and created a new
platform for civilization that has not been superceded to the present
day. We lost many elements of it, but it has not been superceded.
The task to do this falls on us now. For this the firewall of love
is needed to protect both the fire and the water. I think the Treaty
of Westphalia has both elements in it that we need, the fire and
the water, and its model is distinctly lateral. This suggests to me
that the fire and the water are lateral elements. So, we need that
firewall. And you are right, Anton, if we don't have that firewall,
the self-isolation of society is the only logical response that society
has left. Unfortunately that leads to tragedy by which society dies."

  "This means that we can love one another intimately, and
there won't be any rape," said Anton quietly and cautiously.

  "This love sets up grace as the protector of the fire of
passion so that the fire is able to enrich our world, giving warmth
and joy to it, without harming it," I said in the same quiet tone.
I was astounded, though, by her statement. I tried not to let it
show, but couldn't suppress a smile.

  "I saw that!" she said. "I saw you smiling. But be careful.
Don't read too much into what I said."

  "But would you ban the technology of physical fire, because
it also gives us the potential to physically burn our world down?
Don't belittle the fire. Without fire we would have no economy and
no civilization. So the trick is to develop the love that protect the
fire with grace. Likewise, would you ban the science of nuclear
power, simply because we can also make nuclear bombs? We would
deny us an energy-rich future. The trick is to develop nuclear power
with grace and have the passion to do this for the benefit of future
generations, because without nuclear power mankind has no future.
And that, Anton, is not a paradox. It was known already to the
ancient Greek. In the famous tragedy in early Greek literature,
Prometheus Bound, the god Prometheus gave mankind fire, because
without it mankind would have no civilization. What separates
mankind from all lesser species, is not its erect stature, but is its
ability to create and utilize fire. This fire should now be nuclear,
or be drawn from the electric energy resources of the galaxy, be-
cause all the lower-technology resources are getting thin and are
already stretched to the braking point. Coal is also a far too valu-
able resource to be burned. We are burning it still, because we lack
the passion to protect the future of humanity. The fire is gone out."

  Anton nodded. "It always comes down to grace, doesn't it?"
she said quietly.
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  "Yes, the way I see it, grace is the essential thing in all
aspects," I said. "It opens all the doors that need to be open to
power our civilization. Unfortunately we have too little experience
in developing grace, and even less experience in lifting it up to
become love. And so we have no passion for our humanity. Our
world has become lifeless, dead, fascist in nature. Everything is cold,
dark, and brutal. And this is what we protect. We find too little
room for grace, much less for love, even though they are the
guarantor for civilization. We are more inclined to trust in the
fascism of force and conspiracy of lies."

  "I have valued grace for all of my life," said Anton quietly,
"but I always got stepped on when I opened the door to it. Grace
may be just a fairy tale after all. On the other hand we wouldn't
have a human world without it as you have pointed out, much less
a world with a rich future powered by love. I fear that grace is
something that we've left behind too. It doesn't seem to be on the
agenda anymore. It definitely isn't when it comes to sex."

  "If you feel that way, consider Prometheus," I said to Anton.
"He offended the gods of Olympus, the master of the vertical world,
by giving mankind fire, and he was punished for it. However, as a
god he couldn't be killed. So the vertical gods bound him to a rock
and assigned a bird of prey to peck his liver out, inflicting endless
torture. The vertical gods routinely resort to torture. However, even
in his pain he laughed at them and told them that he could foresee
their demise. So they tried to entice him that he would reveal his
secret in order that they might save themselves. They promised to
end their torturing in exchange. Here the audience is enticed to urge
him on, to surrender, to stop the pain. But the audience must also
realize that if Prometheus surrenders, the vertical gods would have
won, and thereby mankind would loose its god of love, and with
it its civilization, and possibly its existence. So, how would you
choose, Anton?"

  "That's an unfair question, Peter."
  "Neither did the poet of the play demand an answer," I said

and smiled. "He let Prometheus supply the answer. Prometheus
wouldn't surrender. He just laughed again at the vertical gods and
told them that he could endure the pain forever in the brightness
of his love for mankind. It proved that they had no real power over
him. That's what caused their demise and he became free. I think
that's how the story goes. But let me ask another question. Was
Prometheus a god of passion, or of love?"

  "I think he was both," Anton replied. "He couldn't be one
or the other, if love protects the fire of passion. And he was a god
of science, too. He knew what the vertical gods could never imag-
ine."

  "The human quality of grace needs to be recaptured, Anton,
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and be elevated to love," I said to her.
  "I wonder if we ever had it fully, or just sang songs about

it," said Anton.
  I told her about the nature of the Decalogue that says that

one mustn't kill, or break what is honorable, or steal, or lye, or
covet property. "But what do you think guarantees us that the
directives are fulfilled?"

  "Nothing does, Peter. Nothing provides such a guarantee."
  "That's not quite true, Anton," I countered her. "The

Decalogue defines all the essentials for civilization. It defines where
we should be as a civilization. But what impetus exists that gets us
to move in the direction indicated?"

  Anton shrugged her shoulders. "The Decalogue is made up
of passive demands," she said. "One mustn't do this and one mustn't
do that. Sex falls into this category. One mustn't have sex with
someone that one doesn't own. Still people do it. People steal, kill,
dishonor, and make a mess with sex that wrecks their relationships.
Didn't they kill people in ancient times, when they had unauthor-
ized sex? The ancients forced the compliance to their passive de-
mands with the whip of terror and fear of damnation, didn't they?
But even that didn't provide any guarantees."

  I suggested to Anton that an active principle stands quietly
behind every one of the passive requirements. "The Decalogue im-
plies that these underlying active principles need to be developed
for their own value," I said to her. I suggested that when this is
done the stated goals are invariably attained. It is ultimately not a
passive demand, not to kill. It's an active demand, a demand to
value life, to value the principle of life, and more so human life
for its profundity. There is nothing passive about it. I told her that
whoever values the principle of life in which we find our humanity,
will never dream of killing a human being, but will protect human
life in every regard." I suggested that in this manner the passive
requirement, "thou shalt not kill," is fulfilled by the power of the
active, living imperative of the higher principle. "In the same con-
text the Principle of Universal Love, which includes the highest
form of self-love, will never allow one to violate what is honorable,
such as the bonds that love has forged. Prometheus understood this,
as the poet assures us, because to break this principle would be-
come a violation against himself. That applies to us too. The vio-
lation that dishonors love, won't happen if the Principle of Universal
Love is alive in us and actively guides our motives and actions,
which then reflect love in all its dimensions."

  "So you are telling me that all rape, no matter what kind
it is, can be prevented only by an active renaissance that is unfold-
ing the Principle of Universal Love in our life, which is the one
principle that stood behind every bright period of renaissance in
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history, which you say, the poet of Prometheus Bound has pro-
foundly understood," said Anton, and nodded as if no answer was
needed. "I think most women would agree with that," she added
quietly.

  "But don't forget that the real issue is not to prevent rape,"
I countered her. "The real issue is to develop the Principle of
Universal Love that honors all, and to develop this principle for its
own imperative and its own brightness, and for the joy it brings,
by which the rape issue becomes secondary and falls away as any
error invariably does when it becomes exposed, because every error,
being devoid of truth or reality, has no history. What is not true,
and never was, has no history. Do you think that Moses understood
this, or whoever authored the Decalogue?"

  "Isn't it amazing how much came out of us poking at the
upcoming Thousand Year Celebration of the Christianization of
Russia?" said Anton after we had eaten.

  "Yes, even the opening speech at the conference had been
spiked with expressions taken directly from Russian Church liturgy,
did you notice that?" I asked.

  Anton didn't answer. Instead she asked if I had seen the
Danilov Monastery. She said that it is a large complex of buildings
built in the 1300s, which was now in the process of being restored
to its former magnificence for the celebration. "It's just four kilometers
from the Kremlin," she said. She said it is set up to be the new
headquarters of the Patriarchy of Moscow, and that its opening is
planned to coincide with the official start of the Thousand-Year
Celebration. She explained, that for its reconstruction a special account
had been opened up at a branch of the State Bank in Moscow.
Volunteer workers and student brigades had worked day and night
to assure that the massive task of the restoration would be com-
pleted on time. Anton offered to take our English group on a tour
through the parts that were already completed, in order to demon-
strate to the group that the restoration of the Byzantine System, as
I had explained it to her, was not a fairy tale. She said, that she
would show us the complex also to demonstrate that the Thousand
Year Celebration wasn't a fantasy that she had invented. She also
said that there were similar brigades busy throughout the entire
European part of the USSR, restoring old monasteries, church fres-
coes, and icons.

  "Obviously this frantic buildup is not intended to introduce
Christian aspirations, and the Principles of Universal Love, into the
Soviet world," I interrupted her.

  She agreed with me.
  I suggested that the massive buildup appears to be intended

to generate a deep patriotic hype in the population, along the line
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of modern mystic occultism, but focused onto the Mother Russia,
Matushka Russ, Mother Earth, type of mentality. I suggested that the
same type of earth-focused mysticism has also been foisted onto the
West, since the late 60s, though with a different garment attached,
the garment of environmental mysticism. I suggested that this move-
ment towards primitivism in the shadow of Byzantine mind control
that renders mankind equal with the dust of the Earth, was suddenly
and conveniently given the stamp of legitimacy in Russia, and mis-
takenly so under the mantle of an established religious tradition that
was rooted in the soil of Russia. I even suggested that the timing
of the celebration seemed to coincide with her country's military
buildup under the Ogarkov Plan, that called for a limited nuclear
blitz against the West, with the goal to invade Western Europe after
the blitz. I suggested that the ultimate goal of the Ogarkov Plan was
to win a nuclear war against the United States. I told her that I
had seen with my own eyes some of the already unfolding prepa-
rations for it, in East Germany. I told her that I had seen the
Russian tanks in mass maneuvers that would invade the West in the
chaos of the unfolding nuclear holocaust. I told her that I seen the
pipes for the fuel lines that would power the invasion force. I
suggested to her that it would obviously be easier for the Soviet
State to demand the Russian people to bear the enormous burdens
and sacrifices that even a small nuclear war would bring, if this war
could be defined as having a holy purpose with a mythical flavor,
like Matushka Russ. "That's sophistry," Anton, and sophistry is mental
rape. You will quite literally celebrate Russia's Thousand Year sub-
jection to a form of deep-cutting rape. Fortunately, the opening
speech at the conference was bad sophistry, which made it more
obvious. Compared to the master sophist, Pericles of Athens, what
we heard was very crude sophistry. Even the Romans were better
at it, and Hitler's propaganda minister. They just don't do good
sophistry anymore in the East."

  "That's something to celebrate," said Anton. "Hadn't Pericles,
the master of the game, as you say, got his endless war off the
ground, that should be called his Twenty-Seven-Years War, the
Peloponnesian War?"

  "I really hope that Russia's Ogarkov Plan doesn't get to the
implementation stage," I said, "which it probably won't. Nevertheless,
the Byzantine model is a model for imposing mental rape, rape upon
the soul, a rape that has caused the Dark Age that took mankind
a thousand years to get out of, but which really hasn't ended."

  "And this is what we are going to celebrate all over Rus-
sia?" said Anton. "We are celebrating the most-deeply raping soph-
istry?" she added with a questioning look.

  "The raping has already begun. You heard the opening speech,"
I said. I suggested, that the opening speech at the conference could

Chapter 5 - The Thousand-Year Celebration



166

have been delivered by the Roman Emperor, Diocletian, himself,
provided that Diocletian had taken a few lessons from our modern
experts in psychological warfare and public mind-control, to get the
terminology politically correct. Diocletian might then have said that
"we, who by the gracious favor of the gods have repressed the
ravishing of the barbarians by our the destroying them for the security
of the world, must now guard with the due defenses of justice, a
peace that is destined to be established under our care for all
eternity."

  Anton began to laugh again.
  "But really, is this any different than what we heard?" I

asked.
  She shook her head and smiled. "I can see what you are

saying. I think that Diocletian would have done a better job, or
Pericles."

  "Nevertheless they all sing the same song, and the song is,
'In Lies We Trust!' I said to Anton. "Russia is evidently a remark-
ably intelligent country to have survived a thousand year onslaught
of lies. Who would survive a thousand years of being raped?"

  Anton nodded and bid me go on. Still, she did so without
the faintest smile.

  I urged her to consider the extremely precarious situation of
her country in this context. "If the Soviet Union responds to the
American SDI shutdown with de-escalating its Ogarkov Plan, then
the Soviet Union might no longer be regarded as being of any use
to the Fondi's hidden world-empire. If it came to that, that would
be dangerous for Russia. The Fondi would then have their agents
break up the Soviet Union into small fragments and destroy each
part of it individually. The Fondi are presently the real ruler of the
world with the financial resources to do this. They have the re-
sources to corrupt the whole world with money and threats and
assassinations. They have become the undisputed masters of the game,
that is enabled by the Byzantine model. They refined the Byzantine
model and reactivated it. They don't need Pericles anymore. The
revived sophistry is too refined. It is now unfolding as environmen-
talism, the new fascism that justifies the destruction of mankind.
Just as Pericles has captured the hearts of Athens, the new sophistry
of environmentalism has captured the hearts of the world. It is now
unleashing a rape upon the world that is staged to force more than
a billion people into chronic starvation by taking their food out of
their mouth and burning it in cars in the form of a alcohol fuel
under the sophistry of global warming, or climate change, or carbon
dioxide poisoning as it may be called some day. If you change the
name faster than the truth becomes obvious, you can hide the most
blatant lies indefinitely. Even Pericles hadn't mastered this particular
art of deception. Only the song hasn't changed, 'In Lies We Trust.'
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That's why it is important to understand the vertical model, such
as the Byzantine model, so that we can move away from the ver-
tical world as fast as possible, for the preservation of both Russia
and America, and for us all to have a future."

  I named some of the great pioneers of science that had been
in this fight for a brighter world, pioneers that I admired, people
like Johannes Kepler, Gottfried Leibniz, Friedrich Schiller, Benjamin
Franklin. They, with their science, represent a gateway for getting
away from the models for rape."

  "Do these people exemplify the scientific thrust in the
direction towards the Principle of Universal Love?" she asked.

  I nodded. "The truth has its way to heal many ills," I added
quietly. "The dawning of the truth can be a power for healing."

  I felt that night that a healing had taken place, of some
sort. Something had begun to unfold that was greater than us, in
our still too small thinking. The evidence lay in the fact that the
expense of a fancy steak dinner had been wasted, in the resulting
environment where the intimacy of love for one another became the
main focus. Unfortunately, we both realized this much too late. The
dinner was over before we had a chance to enjoy it. I couldn't even
remember when the dinner plates were cleared away. I only noticed
that they were gone when the waiter brought the dessert that we
evidently had ordered. Still I think we experienced something greater
than a meal that night. We had invited each other to reach for the
leading edge. I had invited her to 'dance' with me, and we did
dance indeed. How else would I have been able to challenge her to
heal something inside that had been hidden so deeply that the pain
of it had gone on for years. She came into my life as a person with
a most sensitive mind. I was intrigued to explore what freedoms this
might enable for exploring the truth together, and to sift out the
lies, so that they might be discarded. I invited her to embrace
aspects of truth that most people would have found too challenging
to touch, but which have the power attached to save the world
from its presently ongoing collapse into doom? The type of explo-
ration that we had pursued could never have been pursued at the
conference. It simply wouldn't have worked.

  I said to her with a smile that this had been a remarkable
day indeed, 'a golden day!' I also suggested that some people would
say that we had been playing with fire, me as a married man
'courting' an almost married woman, talking about love and the most
intimate matters as freely as we discussed the most impersonal
political games. I suggested to her that this freedom was something
quite rare, reminiscent only of what I had felt on the beach in
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Leipzig, and later with Steve and Ushi, where I felt as if centuries
of mythologies had been pushed out of the way. "I hoped that there
might be more occasions like this one," I added.

  She nodded and smiled.
  "What about some conventional dancing then?" I asked.
  She shook her head. I noticed tears forming again. "Peter, I

can't, not tonight. I know you mean well, and you were right in
asking, but you have destroyed an image of my country that I had
grown to love, that I grew up in, that I support in any way I can.
You showed me without reservation what I didn't want to see. You
caused quite a shock, you know. This isn't your fault of course, but
it hurts nevertheless. There is no way I can go dancing now, as
much as I would like to. You are a nice man, but I also have to
acknowledge that you are also a brutal man in your wide-open
honesty. To be dancing with you would be painful. It doesn't mean
that I don't respect you. I even think that you should present some
of what you said tonight, at the conference, Peter. You might stir
a few people to life with you brutal honesty and shake them up.
I know many people that need this. Maybe I'll give you that chance."

  I protested. I said that what she suggested couldn't be done.
"No one can reverse a thousand years of rape in a half hour speech
from a podium."

  "You can present something, though, Peter, like an opening
shot to get peoples' attention. Please do it for Russia. Do it for me
personally. If Russia needs help, do it out of love for me as its
champion. I'll put you onto the podium."

  "Please don't, Anton. You may ask for more than I can
deliver."

  "Haven't you been asking the same of me all night, Peter,
by asking me to dance with you, perhaps even to have sex with
you?"

  I began to laugh and raised my now empty glass of wine
for a toast. "In this case, let's celebrate our impotence together," I
said, "and let's celebrate the doom of our two countries as we both
can't find the strength to come to their aid."

  "Let's celebrate life with our empty glasses," said Anton.
  With this having been said, I responded accordingly. "OK

Anton, I will take the podium with an empty glass," and began to
laugh.

  Anton raised her empty glass, but didn't quite smile.
  "We don't have to do this," I said to her and put my glass

back down. "We don't have to celebrate our impotence, because we
are not impotent. Inexperienced maybe, but not impotent. I have
not given up on us yet, and on humanity. If you dare to put me
on the spot, I'll give it my best shot. Maybe I'll shake up all of
Russia, and make them cry, and scream at me, and howl me off the
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podium. I would count this as a great success."
  "Right," she said. "We must do something dramatic. As you

said yourself, the Principle of Universal Love is lodged in every-
body's heart to be discovered, and to be brought to light. Something
dramatic might be sufficient." She began to laugh.

  "But what can I do if people lack the insight to go all the
way in following me? I may loose them after the first minute. On
the other hand, if a bunch of daring people like you and I won't
carry the ball for mankind, who will? The rich financier power
brokers don't give a dam about what happens to people, or to a
country, or even to the world. They'll keep on robbing the world
and waste its substance with pompous living. And the poor don't
give a dam either from the depth of their imagined impotence."

  "So who is there to carry the ball, but us, Peter?"
  "Indeed, who will stand in the hustings fighting for humanity

if people like us don't even dare to do it?" I replied. "Alright, I'll
do it. I'll face they hyenas."

  "The world can change overnight, Peter, when we begin to
translate the Principle of Universal Love into life, in the best way
we can," said Anton. "Isn't that what you have been telling me all
night? However, I also think that changing the world isn't up to us
alone. As you said, Mozart made this quite clear in his opera the
Marriage of Figaro. He didn't change the world, nor did he pretend
that he would. But he did lay the Principle of Universal Love
squarely on the table and gave the audience his homework assign-
ment for them to take home, to implement this principle in their
own life. Isn't that what you said? He challenged them all to do
this, probably knowing that only a few would take up the challenge,
and even fewer would implement it. But he stood on the podium
nevertheless."

  "What he set up remains a challenge to the present day,"
I countered Anton. "Two hundred years have passed, and it still
remains a challenge. We don't have the luxury of limitless time
anymore, Anton. The war against war has to be won now. Our
killing machines have become too powerful for mankind to survive
the continuation of war. We need this victory, the New Peace of
Westphalia, the new renaissance that closes the door on war. We
need it now."

  "In this case rewrite the ending for Mozart's Figaro in the
way we need to hear it today," said Anton. "Do it on the podium."
She paused. "But tell me, how would you make it end to meet the
needs of today?"

  "Mozart put the Principle of Universal Love on the table,
but he didn't follow through with it," I said. "He set up a paradox
for society to resolve, and left it with that. He gave himself that
luxury because he didn't know how critical the solving of this
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paradox is, for the survival of mankind on this planet. He didn't
know we would be facing atom bombs one day, and the still more
deadly DU bombs, and that our dirty uranium bombs would keep
on killing people for billions of years after they're dropped. Had he
known this he would have put the force of the urgency on the
table, and attached it to the Principle of Universal Love. He would
have challenged society to accept the necessary ending. If I was to
rewrite the ending that Mozart presented in which the Count apolo-
gized for responding with his heart and soul to the Principle of
Universal Love, as faintly and perverse as this had been, I would
have shouted, CUT, that doesn't work! The Count literally groveled
in the dirt before the Countess, seeking her forgiveness for his love
for Susanna, Figaro's bride and wife. The Countess graciously forgave
him. I would have said CUT again. I would have brought the boy
Cherubino onto the scene at the instant that the ensnaring plot had
been discovered and the Count was begging and the Countess for-
giving. I would have given the boy the role to vigorously denounce
them both. I would have the boy denounce the Count for his self-
denial. I would have the boy step up to the Count while he was
still on his knees, groveling before the Countess, and have the boy
raise him up. He would raise the Count gently with a song of
praise for his daring to love Susanna against all impediments that
society in its smallness of mind has imposed. He would hail the
Count as the only truly honest man on the scene. Then Cherubino
would kiss the Countess and raise her up out her self-imposed exile
from society into the little world where universal love has no place.
He would raise her out of this environment where universal love is
treason, that needs to be forgiven, and put her with his beautiful
melodies onto the higher platform where all bonds that love is
forging are honored. He would then step aside and invite the Count
and the Countess to embrace each other on that higher platform and
in the same melody invite everyone to join them on this platform."

  "This ending would have brought the house down with
indignation 200 years ago," said Anton and applauded.

  "It probably still would today," I said with a smile. "But it
would have changed the world over those 200 years to some degree,
maybe even enough to close the door to the revival of war in the
world. In this case the uplifted ending would have prevented a
thousand wars and the death of 150 to 200 million people that were
murdered in those wars. And there would be no atom bombs and
dirty uranium bombs existing today."

  Anton smiled. "I challenge you to make up for what Mozart
had missed, and rewrite the ending for the tragedy of our century
that has become a century of war. Rewrite the ending that changes
the world, Peter. Bring the house down with indignation."

  "I might hurt you again," I said quietly.
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  "That's not important, Peter. In this case let me cry. These
little concerns, Peter, are of no importance when the continuity of
civilization is at stake, and the survival of mankind. Bring the house
down, Peter, even if this hurts me so badly by crushing my illusions
that I might never speak to you again. If you loose me, count it
a small price to pay."

  "Wow," I said in reply, almost speechless. "I don't think I'll
lose you," I added quietly. "The fact remains that we are all spir-
itual human beings with the built-in potential to respond to the
principle of our humanity. I think we will find a way to respond
to this principle and not loose each other, even while the challenges
are immensely great, because the light of love is a power that
bridges many a deep mote with ease, including the greatest of them.
That is why I don't give up hope. Maybe we will both find a way
out of our impasse, politically and socially, and in the course of it
rescue the Soviet Union, so that America might yet be saved too."

  Anton put her empty glass down when I finished the sen-
tence, and stood up to leave. "That's it then," she said emphatically.
"We seem to have accomplished something profound this evening."
She didn't smile as she stood up. Her manners were that of someone
still deep in thought. Something had touched her so deeply that the
little things no longer mattered. Not a hug, nor even a kiss, ended
the day. She asked the waiter to bring our coats. Perplexed, he
complied.

  "Don't give up now," said a voice within me as I followed
her towards the elevator. "That's not how this evening should end.
Fred always scolds you when you're capitulating without a fight,"
said the voice. "Never give up on a right idea, Peter. This meeting
is not over!"

  "But what more can I do?" I countered the voice within.
"What started in a wide open atmosphere of freedom in sharing
ideas, has collapsed into an impasse that now threatens to close the
entire horizon as the truth has become bigger than both of us
together. Did I abuse the freedom that she has allowed? Would it
have been better to lye to her, and put her to sleep with mean-
ingless niceties? Oh, it would have been easier, and vastly more
pleasant, to have wasted this evening with idle conversation, and
without unleashing a whirlwind that she wasn't prepared for. In this
case, she might have accepted my invitation to dance, or to go
skating. Except if I had done this, she couldn't have felt the vitality
of the higher-level dance, without which the conventional dance
would have been wasted, had it happened."

  I caught up with her near the elevator.
  "Stick with the freedom, that is real," added the voice within.

"Never let go of it for a single moment. Hold on to those moments
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of freedom that had made the evening bright. Treasure them. Bring
her back into the real world gently, and continue to enrich her."

  I nodded to myself, mentally.

  As we reached the elevator I told Anton that the freedom
that we had shared, is most precious to me and would be long
remembered. I asked her quietly while we waited for the elevator
to arrive, if we could have dinner again some day. I had a feeling,
immediately, that I shouldn't have asked.

  To my relief she nodded and promised to think it over.
  I suggested that we should discuss the details perhaps on the

weekend, when she would conduct the city tour that she had of-
fered.

  She nodded again. I took this as a positive reply. I could
have kissed her for it, but I didn't. I felt so proud just to be with
her, to be accompanied by such a beautiful, captivating, and intel-
ligent person. That's when I finally dared, what I hadn't dared to
do all night. I was scared even to think it. I reached into my
pocket. "I have brought a present for you," I said quietly.

  "What? Now? You waited with this until we were leaving?
You really don't want to seduce me after all," she said smiling.

  "Maybe I do in a way," I said, as I handed her the small
package that I had brought.

  She sat down in one of the lounge chairs, and let the
elevator pass, when it came.

  "This is beautiful," she said the moment she had unwrapped
the small silver broach that the package contained. "This is too
beautiful," she said. "I can't accept this." She handed the package
back to me.

  "Let me tell you the story behind it," I said and unwrapped
the package further. "I found this precious jewel one afternoon a
long time ago, on a bright autumn day in a gift shop in a small
town near the Appalachian Mountains. A Mexican silversmith has
handcrafted it. The silversmith had come to our country at the
urging of his two sons. They had come to our country many years
ago. But his two sons were both killed in a brawl some years later.
The life of a Mexican person didn't amount to much in those days
in America, and some of that still lingers today. The father was torn
with grief, but instead of running away back home, and returning
to the poverty in his own country where life was cheap too, he
decided to stay and create beautiful things in America to help create
a richer world right where he was, to enrich America so that the
tragedies that he had suffered cannot happen again. I've been told
that of all the beautiful things that the man had created, he had
valued this broach as the most precious, both for its beauty and for
what it represents."
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  I took the broach and pointed out to Anton that the sil-
versmith artist had brought together three different leafs, each crafted
in silver and joined at the base by a jewel from his home country.
I looked Anton in the eye rather than at the jewelry. "The three
different leafs represent your country, and mine, and the center one
represents all the other countries in the world combined." Then I
showed her, how each leaf was different, and individual, and sug-
gested that the jewel at their base, where they all join, represents
the Principle of Universal Love that ties them all into one.

  I gave the broach back to her. "The three leafs can also
represent your love and mine, with the one in the middle repre-
senting all the loves in all the world. And again, the same principle
unites every strand of every love," I added. "This may be the reason
why the leafs' joining together at the base, is represented by a
jewel. The Principle of Universal Love appears to be mankind's most
precious jewel.

  I told her that at the very moment when I saw the design
of the broach in the store, I fell in love with what it seems to
represent. However, when I saw it, it had no price tag attached, as
though it had not been for sale. I asked the storeowner what its
price would be. He shrugged his shoulders. Moments later, almost as
an afterthought, he asked me what value I would attribute to it. I
answered him that all the money that I had on me might not be
enough. The storeowner asked if I would really give all. I assured
him that I would. I opened my wallet and took everything out. The
money really wasn't mine. It was a part of my travel allowance that
had to be accounted for, down to the penny. The storeowner and
I counted two hundred and twenty dollars. The storeowner asked
once again if I would give all for this one piece of silver art. I told
him that I would, but suggested that its value would likely be
greater. The storeowner smiled and said that I could have if for
exactly what I had on hand, as promised, if I wanted it. That's how
I got it.

  "But the story doesn't end here," I added. "The storeowner
told me that the Mexican silversmith artist had instructed him never
to attach a price to it, but always inquire what value people were
giving it. He said that the artist had also stipulated that this value
would have to be greater than a hundred dollars for the art to be
available for sale, and that this evaluation would have to be a
person's offer of all that he had on him. He said that anything less
would disgrace it, instead of honor it, and honor its beauty and its
creator. The storeowner told me that since no other offer would be
acceptable to the artist, the art had remained unsold in his store for
almost eleven years. He said that since the artist had died a few
years ago, the proceeds from it would be given to the community
in his name, to meet whatever needs might exist there, of which
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there were always many."
  "This truly is too beautiful," said Anton. "I can't accept

this."
  "I have bought this a long time ago," I said, "and I have

bought it for precisely such an occasion as this one, where the
center of the conversation has been the Principle of Universal Love,
from the beginning of meeting someone, and all the way through.
In our meeting tonight, and the nights before, this requirement has
been fulfilled. I bought the broach for such an occasion. It is mine
to give to whom I will," I added, "and in my heart, my requirement
for giving it away, has been fulfilled. I will not give it, unless I
knew that its value is matched in kind, whereby it would not be
disgraced. I had a strange feeling before I came to the tower to-
night, that its value would be matched here, tonight. So I brought
it with me as a gift for you. The time has come."

  "You are flattering me. You are too kind," said Anton.
  "I really don't think so," I said. "I see in you a love that

is reflected in the three leafs made of silver, and in that I find the
kind of value that matches the value we both place on our respec-
tive country. No greater value can anyone find than the love that
embraces the whole of humanity. I like to honor that value, and
honor you as one who has it in her heart to uphold it, and protect
this value. If we loose this, the resulting loss would be great, and
hard to bear. And in addition, of course, as I said, you're already
in my heart, and always will be there, where no loss is possible.
This too, is of great value to me, so much so that I feel impelled
to give something of value back to you."

  Anton took the broach and pinned it onto her black velvet
jacket. She did so silently, but with a smile. The dancing that I had
earlier hoped for didn't seem important anymore in comparison to
her smile that finally had returned in full 'color.'

  I barely noticed in the joy over seeing that smile again, that
she asked me a question in return as we entered the elevator, a
political question. It seemed as if politics shouldn't be a part our
equation anymore, though it was politics that brought us together.
Politics didn't seem to belong into this higher-level intimate world
of ours that was beginning to unfold.

  Since I didn't answer her question, but kept on smiling at
her, she repeated the question when the elevator ride ended at
ground level. "Peter, what do you see for our future?"
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Chapter 6 - Flashlight Parties

  I was stunned by Anton's question: "What do you see for
our future?" What future did she mean? Did she mean our future
together, a union of hearts without end, an acknowledgment of a
love that would never fade? We had known each other for just a
few days, and met for just a few hours really. I was going to
answer that I saw a bright future. We were both beginning to honor
the gentle bond that love had forged, a bond that brought to light
a vast common ground where our hearts were in touch with one-
another as through they were one, but remaining sovereign.

  But was this really what she was asking? Luckily, we were
just leaving the tower lobby for the subway station. The changing
environment seemed to excuse my lack of an answer. She seemed
patient with my reluctance.

  "Peter, what do you see for our world's future?" she re-
peated her question, while we were waiting for her subway train.

  I found myself jolted back to the drab reality. The political
question was easier to answer, though with far less joy. "I see doom,
Anton." I answered quietly.

  "I thought you saw hope," she replied.
  "I always have hope in my heart, Anton, and I can find

many reasons for it, but I also see doom on the present path the
world is on, and to be honest, my hope for a new path is wearing
thin. The world is moving backwards at an amazing pace. The map
of its future might be one without a Soviet Union in it, and
without a United States of America. Our countries are both set up
to be destroyed by the ruling imperial fondi that have amassed
enormous financial power. With that power they have turned once
noble halls of government, into whorehouses, especially in the West,
where politicians prostitute themselves for a penny to their masters
bidding. The imperial fondi want the Soviet Union broken, and it
will likely happen for the lack of patriotic leadership. The fondi
want to break Russia for two reasons. As far as I could determine
from what they boasted to me in Venice, while they had tabled
their death threat, they want to eradicate the economic power of
the Soviet Union that could set the stage for a new renaissance in
Europe. If the Soviet society were to discover the power of its
humanity, a new renaissance would be inevitable. It would come
into being together with a totally transformed perception of commu-
nism. The fondi fear this renaissance potential. They want it broken,
and they boasted to me, that I, and also my 'pathetic little friends,'



176

as they had put it, am powerless to stop them, nor is any power
in the world. They also want the Soviet Union broken up, so that
the individual republics can be ravished and looted. The fondi are
running out of countries to loot. They looted Africa, South America,
and all the Third World Nations. They looted them dry. They need
fresh 'flesh' to sink their teeth in, to feed on. For this they have
their eyes set on Russia and the Soviet-block nations. I am afraid
for your country, Anton, because your people don't realize in what
great danger they are. That's why I see doom. Nobody is interested
in defending your country on the inside, where the greatest danger
lies. The irony is, that there are actually countless people inside the
Soviet Union, both in Russia and in all of the republics of the
union, who want the union to be broken up. They see gold in the
West. They can already hear the jingle in their pockets. But they
don't realize that the jingle that the fondi parade before their eyes
is stolen loot and that they are the intended target to be looted
next in line. They are literally setting themselves up to be raped
by the fondi. That is why I see doom, Anton. The West has cap-
tured the hearts of too many in your society, and those whom they
captured, now want out of the union. They want the union to be
broken up. They want to have the right to enter the whorehouses
of the fondi and to be raped by them. They don't see it that way,
but that's what they are asking for. They are asking to be raped.
They want to experience the democracy of the whorehouses. That's
what they deem to be freedom. And the fondi will open all the
doors for them; just wait and see. It will give them their freedom
of hell. They've placated the gates of their whorehouses with gold.
And they will be raped. I can guarantee you that. That's what the
whorehouses of the fondi are for. Those who enter, will find no
pleasure therein, but hell. They may convince themselves at first
that they like their life of being slaves to the fondi, as they get
praised and rewarded for their compliance, but many will find that
it costs them everything they have, even their life. By then it will
be too late. The bridges will be burnt. When the Soviet Union is
broken up, they will suddenly realize that their home is gone, so
that they cannot return and find support in it from one-another.
This is the face of doom, Anton. The doom can still be avoided,
but I don't see the movement that would prevent it. All that I see
is an ever-greater glorification of the vertical imperial system, the
Byzantine system, which the fondi use to dominate their victims that
they intend to rape. They do it mentally at first, then physically.
That's what you are celebrating, Anton, when you celebrate Russia's
Thousand Year history under the Byzantine strangulation. You are
celebrating the glory of the whorehouse. You will find no joy there,
no life, no freedom, only a silent pain, the pain that Russia hadn't
been able to free itself from for a thousand years, because the
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whorehouse gates are painted in golden colors. Russia could not see
the trap, much less a way out. Many women find themselves in this
kind of bind, and so do many countries today."

  I had fully expected an avalanche of protest from Anton,
about my "brutal honesty," as she had put it earlier, which had
prevented us from dancing. I expected her to cut me off when the
pain became to sharp, to yell at me to stop. I was trashing her
country and her people again. To my great surprise she said nothing,
as if she could sense that I was right and was beginning to see the
danger, even to feel the hopelessness, because the challenge to find
a way out was immensely great. When I was finished, she simply
nodded.

  "You wanted me to predict the future," I continued. "I really
can't do this. Nobody can predict the future. Predicting the future
would imply that we are not human beings with an intelligent free
will and the power to direct our destiny. I can only explore the
inevitable results of certain critical choices that have been made, and
still are being made. I gave you my assessment honestly. You didn't
want me to lye to you. Looking into the future, I had to draw
conclusions from what I see in the present. For example, if a person
chooses to jump into a sewer, he or she, wouldn't likely emerge
from it smelling like a rose."

  "But if one is dragged into a sewer, that's not by choice
then, isn't it?" Anton interrupted.

  I shook my head. "There is still a critical choice involved.
It is always possible to avoid the environment in which this is
likely to happen. It is possible, for example, to stay many miles
away from the whorehouse, if one doesn't like to be raped."

  "I always thought that the prostitutes willingly allow them-
selves to be raped for a penny, which they earn for giving pleasure
to their clients," interjected Anton.

  "That's how it seems to work," I answered. "But does it
really work that way? The whorehouses give their clients sex with-
out a soul, sex without love, sex without joy, sex without a lateral
relationship. They give 'empty' sex. And that's just the beginning.
They give their client a sex-slave for hire. It drags the client into
a vertical relationship. They give him a human being as temporary
property, for him to dominate, and command to his satisfaction. It
makes the client a slave master. That's not freedom, Anton. Far from
it. It takes away a bit of the client's humanity. That's a rape on
his soul. That's why the imperial world champions its whorehouses.
It champions its financial and political whorehouses, where the cli-
ents are likewise being raped of their humanity. Sure, the prostitute
gets raped physically in the process, and she does get her penny.
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That's sad what I see. It's a tragedy to be sure. But the client in
this setup gets raped much more deeply. The setup rapes the cli-
ents, and they even pay for being raped. The situation that the
setup creates for them, diminishes a bit of their humanity. That's
extreme rape, Anton. If a person's humanity is diminished, that's
extreme rape. The clients get raped in the whorehouses, and the
girls are used for the process to be discarded when they are worn
out."

  I expected some protests from her again. But as before, to
my surprise, no protests were forthcoming.

  "I've never seen it that way," she said quietly a few mo-
ments later.

  "It always involves a critical choice by everyone involved.
And the choice should be to stay away from this environment," I
replied. "However, it takes a keen awareness of the nature of the
process that the choice is about. This awareness is universally dis-
couraged under the vertical system that dominates almost the whole
world. And so, the victims find themselves helpless, like innocent
children. You'll have to search far and wide to find a man who
would agree with me that there is no pleasure to be found in the
whorehouse, but rape. They would tell you that they find pleasure
in this rape upon the soul that they engage in, in those houses
devoid of humanity. Everyone is a victim in those empty houses of
emptiness. Many might at best find the pleasure empty, but few
would sense the rape upon their soul. The emptiness makes them
come back to the whorehouses. But they come back as lesser men.
They come back increasingly, hoping to find something. But what
they seek isn't there to be found. It becomes an addiction, like that
of a gambler that can't get unhooked. That's why I fear doom for
Russia, because too many of its people have their eyes set onto the
whorehouses of the fondi. And the whorehouses are getting bigger.
The world's hedge funds now boast trillions in assets. They erected
golden gates, but the investors do not sense what awaits them behind
the facade. The Soviet Union is drawn into this process too, like
helpless children. This gross ignorance is the apparent result of Russia's
thousand-year subjection to this deep, but most subtle, rape. Its rape
is soft on the surface, but hard inside, and once inside the exits are
blocked. The Byzantine whorehouses are prisons. They are traps. It's
hard to step away from the trap, especially when the scene is no
longer golden. Russia really did want to become the Third Rome. It
saw Byzantine as its golden gate. I fear for Russia's people. I fear
for them as they are reaching out for their doom, by their own
choice. I fear for them, because I don't see enough pioneers with
open eyes like yourself and Nicolai, and Steve, and the few academ-
ics in his network, who dare to challenge society's dangerous choices.
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There are too few of them, and too few with ears to hear them."
  "But how many people does it take to see the truth, Peter?

If one person sees it, nine tenth of the revolution has already been
accomplished. If a woman who is subjected to constant rape, is told
that there is a way out, wouldn't she grab onto this helping hand
and allow herself to be rescued?"

  "Sure that's possible. There was a time when this worked.
The famous painter Rembrandt, all by himself, made a profound
contribution to the movement towards the Peace of Westphalia. He
painted the biblical scene from the book of Daniel, of Susanna
refusing to be raped in her own garden, by some elders who came
upon her having a bath. The elders revenge for the refusal was
sharp. They accused her of adultery, to which the death penalty
applied. Daniel rescued her from this fate, by proving that the
elders, the elite of society, were pathetic liars. With his painting of
that story, Rembrandt put the mark of the liar on the war philoso-
phers and all the elite's that kept the Thirty Years War going. It
seemed that everybody knew what the painting was saying, because
they knew the story. That kind of broad-based awareness is missing
today in our world, where the watchword has become, 'In lies we
trust!' It seems that society became aware during the Thirty Years
War, that its elders, both with war and with lies, were raping it
indeed. But what if society didn't know that she is being raped, as
we have it today? During the Thirty Years War the people of
Europe seemed to have a sense that they were being raped. They
were dying by it. A third of the population of Europe perished in
that war, many towns were depopulated, entire villages simply dis-
appeared. The situation is different in today's world. The new Thirty
Years War is raging beneath the surface. For Russia, it's the Cold
War. But in this hidden war countless people are crying out with
a sincere longing to be given the freedom to join the whorehouses
of the West, hoping that it will stop the Cold War. No sane persons
would do this, if they knew the game. But in Russia, the people
have been conditioned for a thousand years. It's become a normal
way of living. Who will tell them about the rape, and that they
are reaching out for more of it? Who will tell them what freedom
is, so that they would desire it and grab the helping hand? Who
will tell them that the golden gates of the fondi whorehouses in the
West don't lead to freedom? Is one man enough?"

  "Who can answer such questions?" said Anton quietly.
  "Those questions are as old as civilization itself," I replied.

"They' have been explored even in the Bible, in its opening pages.
I remember a story about the patriarch Abraham, a metaphorical
story, a story of irony. In the story God warned Abraham that the
cities of Sodom and Gomorrah were about to be destroyed, as the
result of their wickedness. The cities were located in the salt plain
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of the Jordan Valley near the Dead Sea. Their commerce had made
them filthy rich. Rape was probably written in capital letters. They
seemed to have wallowed in it. And so Abraham feared for the
people of an empty society. We are told in the story that he
suggested to God that the cities should be spared for the sake of
the righteous. How many righteous would it take to spare the city,
Abraham had asked of God in the story. Would fifty be enough?
We are told that God concurred that fifty would be enough. But
Abraham was a realist. What if fifty cannot be found, would thirty
do? But he hastily inquired again, what if there weren't the thirty
to be found? What if there were only twenty, or ten, or even just
one single person? We are told that God agreed that even one might
be sufficient. It seems to have been understood by the ancient
storytellers that a single human being has the capacity to uplift an
entire society if that potential is fully realized and brought to bear
as a light in a dark situation. We are also told that this didn't
happen. The cities were utterly destroyed."

  "That's just a story," Anton interrupted.
  "Yes, it's just a story," I agreed, "but what does it tell us?

We know today that two major tectonic plates meet in the area of
the Jordan Valley. It is also believed that the two cities of the plain
now lay buried beneath the waters of the Dead Sea. A seismic
catastrophe must have occurred with such intensity that the people
saw it as the hand of God in action, and stayed out of that era
for centuries. Abraham, as a sensitive person, might have felt the
early tremors, and might have tried to persuade the people to get
out of the city, to flee it for their life. He might have hoped to
find a fifty that would have listened and taken the lead and per-
suaded the rest of the people. Evidently those hadn't been found. It
appears to have been realized by the ancient storytellers that a
single leader might have sufficed to save the population, if there had
been willingness in society to listen to reason. But in a world
ravished by rape, the humanity of the people had grown thin. The
foundation for reason had been eroded. For all we know, the people
might have been subjected to their own brand of a Byzantine system
for a thousand years before their demise. They might have been
already dead as human beings, before they died in the cataclysm,
which they could have escaped from, but had lost their conditioning
to do so."

  "And you say, that you see our country in a similar situ-
ation," Anton interjected.

  "Not just your country," I countered her. "I see the entire
West fitting into those shoes as well. Those shoes fit the feet of
America as perfectly as they fit Russia's, maybe even better, and we
are certainly wearing them. America is lining up at the gates of the
whorehouses of the fondi. We brought our democracy into it, which
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now no longer exists. Our society has become raped into becoming
greedy, and to become eager in its greed to be raped evermore.
America has brought almost everything that it once had, and stood
for, into the whorehouses of the fondi, and never got any of it
back. We lost our textile industry. We lost our shoe industry. Much
of our steel industry has been lost. Our shipbuilding industry is all
but gone. Our electronics industry is on the same track, soon to be
followed by our aircraft industry, and our automobile industry. Even
our farming industry is fast fading into oblivion, by neglect and
impotence, while the nation rallies around the fondi's whorehouses.
The imperials want the USA destroyed. That's what I had been told
in Venice, not in so many words, but I understood what they were
saying. The fondi empire had always had the goal to destroy the
USA from the day the USA became a nation-state republic. They
feared its renaissance potential then, and they still fear it. As surely
as they foisted their Trojan Horse unto Russia, in the guise of
communism as a new form of rape, they foisted an equally deadly
Trojan Horse unto America in the form of raw greed, which un-
leashed a slightly different form of rape. Russia had its Trojan Horse
delivered to it by Carl Marx. America received its equivalent deliv-
ered at the hands of Adam Smith. But both of these horses came
from the same stall, Anton. They were both grown in the sewer of
the British Empire, and in the same general timeframe. This means
that America is as doomed as Russia is. Both of our nations are
victims of a monstrous rape, by which both are doomed."

  "Nevertheless the critical choice remains by which our so-
cieties can free themselves from their entrapment, to being raped,"
said Anton. "Is that what you were saying when you said that hope
remains."

  "While hope remains, it's wearing thin," I said quietly. "For
our global future, I see the odds stacked up against us, as high as
the Ostankino Tower stands. The global future looks bleak, because
of society's assumed impotence. It looks bleaker by the day, Anton.
A great deal of change is needed for us to be able to survive, but
we are moving backwards on all fronts, not forward. We've been
raped so badly that we lost the desire to move in the right direc-
tion. We find ourselves impotent as a society, to make the needed
effort. Under those circumstances, who can change the direction in
which the world is moving? Right now the world is on the fast
track towards an ever-deepening crisis that promises to become both
a financial and economic crisis on a scale we have never seen before,
unfolding against the background of a worldwide up-surge of fascism
with evermore deadly wars on the horizon that are but another
phase of the deepening rape. My best estimate is that the world is
racing towards a New Dark Age. I see doom for the world, because
there is no recovery possible in the West, until Adam Smith is
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dethroned, and I don't see any signs that this will be happening any
time soon, if it happens at all. Scrapping Adam Smith is what the
survival of the Soviet Union depends on too. Adam Smith is the
world's champion of the whorehouses. He is their saint, a saint who
is 'inspiring' mankind's hopeless race to hell. In the West, the hell
is greed-based fascism. In Russia, the hell is a sense of poverty that
corrupts a people, and results in greed that unfolds into fascism.
Communism makes a people feel small and society impotent, a rape
that is fascism. Fascism is not a thing, Anton, or an ideology. It is
a war against humanity, the outcome of an ever-deepening rape on
the human soul."

  "So what are our prospects for our future then, Peter?"
Anton interrupted.

  "The likelihood for the current race to hell to be overturned
into a victory for humanity sometime soon, is next to zero in my
estimation," I replied. "This doesn't mean that I'll stop fighting for
the needed new renaissance of truth and love, and I am encouraged
to know that you will be fighting the same fight over here in
Russia. But it all comes back to this one question. Will this be
enough? Like Russia, the entire Western World is locked into a
Byzantine-style system with universal rape imposed by the system's
absolute top down vertical control over society. It seems virtually
impossible to get out of this trap in the short run. Nevertheless, I'll
keep on kicking and screaming, and hoping that someone will listen.
Maybe if I'm lucky enough I'll find those fifty in America that
Abraham couldn't find in his day, to inspire the societies of the
endangered cities to rescue themselves."

  "You are grasping for straws," said Anton.
  "I'm hoping that I'll catch somebody's attention with the

Principle of Universal Love," I said and began to grin.
  "That seems hopeless," said Anton.
  "It might not be hopeless," I said. "There is one flank that

remains open. This flank is sex, and I mean lateral sex, sex expe-
rienced in a bound of love, not empty sex, but sex rich with the
joys of a beautiful soul that we all embody. Sex is something that
every human being is responding to in some form, and needs, and
wants, from the pauper to the king alike. People are willing to give
up anything for it if there is the slightest chance that there is
something great unfolding from this deep human intimacy. The lat-
eral platform, which is the complete opposite of the Byzantine
platform, seems to promise what people seek. Of course, the lateral
platform, and the Principle of Universal Love, is one and the same.
The lateral platform rests on the Principle of Universal Love. There
is no rape possible on this platform. It's the platform for a new
renaissance. Rape is inherent in the vertical imperial system. It's an
element of it. But sex is not bound to rape. It can be rich if it
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unfolds on the lateral platform. Maybe that will inspire society to
pull itself up to a higher level platform, way above rape, so that
every aspect of it is left behind. It seems that one doesn't need to
fight rape, and the system that it is a part of. One only needs to
step up to higher ground, to the level of the lateral platform.
Indeed, it appears to be impossible to fight rape to defeat it, because
in attempting this one would have to lower oneself to its level. One
would thereby have already lost before the fight begins. That's why
it is impossible to fight fascism with a gun. To attempt this, would
create more fascism. Our only option is to step above this hopeless
scene by simply stepping out of it onto a different stage. If sex is
staged on the lateral platform of the Principle of Universal Love, it
offers an incentive to society to step to the lateral platform and its
principle. Maybe then those fifty people might be found that Abraham
had looked for in vein. Maybe a thousand or a million might be
found. Maybe the fire of sex, when sex is placed on its natural
platform, the lateral platform, can spark a revolution of light!"

  "You devil!" said Anton and grinned. "See, I had figured you
right, you have sex on your mind."

  "But not to rape you," I said. "I had honorable intentions
and my intentions remain honorable."

  "I didn't say they were dishonorable," Anton interjected. "If
I had thought that, I would have walked out. You were surprising
though, and caught me off guard." She continued grinning while she
said this. "But you are wrong on one count, Peter. You are wrong
when you think you are standing on this ground alone. It seems to
me that the artist of the 'Dinner Party' stood on that ground before
you. What was her name, Chicago?"

  "Judy Chicago," I replied. "Yes she made quite a few waves
and caught the attention of quite a few people, and maybe few did
understand what she laid out before them. Still, in the world of so
many closed minds, she was but one lone voice crying in the
wilderness."

  "And now with you saying the same thing, there are two,"
said Anton with a smile. "But do you really think that this is
enough to inspire society to turn its ship around?" she added, and
began to laugh.

  "Ultimately everything depends on this turnaround," I said.
"And this has to happen fast. Not only do we have to gain a
victory over war, urgently, because we can't survive war any longer.
We also have to develop the power to create a profound renais-
sance-economy, in order to survive the next Ice Age that might be
upon us in a hundred years time. We might only have one single
century left to create an economy that can implement a new global
food supply infrastructure based on indoor agriculture. We are facing
the return of the Ice Age in possibly as soon as a century from
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now, with reduction in temperatures that makes traditional agricul-
ture unsustainable. This means that we have to protect our agricul-
ture in indoor facilities. Of course the facilities cannot be created
in the kind of world-economy that we are operating right now, all
around the world, in the shadow of universal rape, especially eco-
nomic rape."

  "Maybe if I put you onto the podium, Peter, to cause a
political earthquake, some people will rally around you."

  I shook my head at the thought of presenting the great
challenge that we had explored, in a half-hour speech on the po-
dium. "I don't know if I have the skill and the wisdom to pull this
off," I said quietly. "The perversion of the principles of our human-
ity under the Byzantine system is not that easily recognized. To
speak against it might be construed as an attempt to rape Russia,
who celebrates its soul being anchored in this background in which
it had been raped for a thousand years. Even you were getting a
bit edgy about it, when I first spoke against it. It's not a pleasant
subject that people kindly respond to. People don't want to be
reminded that they had been raped, and are still being raped. Would
you want to be reminded of this?"

  She shook her head and looked away. She turned her head
back moments later. "Didn't you say earlier that there is no limit
to what a human being can accomplish?" she said quietly. "Now you
are saying that America, the champion of the world, is impotent,
and that its most daring pioneer can't make a speech that will shake
the world out of its slumber." She began to laugh again, but the
laughter seemed artificial, a bit forced.

  "Do this more gently," said a voice within. I loved the
openness that was beginning to unfold between us, but it had its
limits. I was proud to be with her. In fact, for the first time in
my life I was glad that the subway trains were running so infre-
quently now that we had to wait an hour, may be more. I hoped
that the train would never come. I even dared to hope that the
trains had actually stopped running for the night. It was late enough
for that. I relished that possibility, even though the hall of the
station was cold. What was unfolding between us made the cold
seem insignificant.

  "You keep forgetting that the world is married to the Byz-
antine system on both sides of the Atlantic," I said cautiously. "There
may be differences in form perhaps, between its expression in Russia
as compared to America, but in principle, on both sides of the
Atlantic, the people's humanity has been largely destroyed by the
prevailing system of top down vertical control that echoes the
Byzantine system. Russia celebrates this system, and so does America
in a differed way. Considering this, who would understand a word
of my speech? In politics trained emotions, rather than intelligent
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awareness, control much the scene. There is more openness to sex,
but I can't touch this subject until the Byzantine system is under-
stood, because this system turns sex into an ugly thing, interlaced
with rape. If you were to put me on the stage, I wouldn't know
what to say, except to cut deep into the Byzantine system in order
to shake people out of their dream. Unfortunately, there is no easy
and polite way to say those things. It can't be done gently, to snap
people out of their dream, and to get them to realize that their
illusions are build on the theme, 'In lies we trust!'"

  "I see a faint glimmer of hope that you might find it possible
to rebuild the lost humanity around the world, even in America, if
you explore the foundation for it in a manner that is totally un-
related to the sphere of the Byzantine system, if you go directly to
the Principle of Universal Love," said Anton.

  "That would be a wonderful approach if it were possible,"
I countered her. "But it can't be done. It would be like speaking
about sex without distinguishing sex from rape. In a world where
rape has become the norm, sex is equated with rape. Unfortunately
that is the world we are living in politically. We are living in an
environment of near universal rape, especially political and economic
rape, but also a lot of other kinds of it. And so, if I talk about
the Principle of Universal Love, people don't know what to think.
I would be speaking a foreign language. They would translate the
Principle of Universal Love, into an open door to universal sex,
meaning universal rape, and shy away from it in disgust, and right-
fully so."

  "This they must, Peter. Rape is a terrible thing. For their
own protection, they must close the door to anything that looks
remotely like rape, which very few actually do. But, Peter, what
would your answer be to my invitation to give you the podium, if
I could assure you that there was one single person in the audience
that would be able to hear you? Would you still turn me down?"

  "I know what you're saying Anton. In this case, for this
single chance, as faint as it may be, I would be willing to take the
risk and stand on the podium and tare the mask off the Byzantine
system. I would do it for this one person. This means that my
answer has to be yes. Yes Anton, I'll do it!"

  "Maybe I won't invite you onto the podium after all," said
Anton, cutting me off. "You are right, you might botch things up.
It's painful listening to you speaking against the Byzantine system,
and how it tore our country down to the ground. I already cried
over it inwardly. I might cry again, and chances are that you'll lose
me completely the next time. I think that would be too high a
price to pay for you. So, I won't let you do it. On the other hand,
my life is at risk, as is everybody's if nothing is done to reverse
the present course of the world. Somebody has to take those daring
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steps and stand up against the flow of the world and say stop,
backup, and go the other way. So, I might just give you that chance
to help mankind, which includes me too. I might give you that
chance if you value it so highly that you are willing to pay the
dearest price for it that I can ask of you, that of loosing me, if
things go sour. Are you willing to risk paying this price, for what
is at stake?"

  "The answer is, Yes!" I said immediately. "I don't mind loosing
you for the slimmest chance of saving your life."

  She nodded and smiled.
  "But I wouldn't do it for anything less!" I said.
  "Be careful, Peter! Are you sure?" she asked as her smile

faded.
  "The answer has to be yes," I almost cut her off. "Saying,

no, is not an option. If I said no to this chance, no matter how
slight it might be, I would loose you for sure. I would loose you
out of my heart. That would be worse."

  "Why, Peter? Why would this be worse?"
  "It would be worse, Anton, because the moment when our

love becomes so small that it diminishes into indifference, what have
we got left of ourselves as human beings. What have we got left
then of our humanity, when love diminishes one strand at the time
into nothing?"

  Anton nodded ever so slightly.
  "People say that the opposite of love is hate," I continued.

"That's a deception, Anton. The opposite of love is indifference."
  "Oh is it?"
  "Look at this way, Anton. If a full glass of wine stands as

a metaphor for our love, what's the opposite of it? I would say that
the opposite to a full glass of wine is an empty glass. That's life
without love. It's emptiness. An empty glass is a perfect metaphor
for indifference."

  "Why isn't the opposite to love, hate?"
  "Because if it was, the opposite of a glass of wine would

be a glass of poison. But that doesn't work. A glass of poison is
a totally different thing. It is fascism. It's an intend to murder.
That's totally alien to anything connected with love, even though the
effect maybe similar. Aren't we essentially dead as human beings
without love?"

  "Indifference is also the result of rape," said Anton. "What-
ever robs us of our humanity diminishes our love and is a form of
rape. When we hit rock bottom, indifference is all that we've got
left. Indifference then isn't a Byzantine thing at all. It appears that
the Byzantine thing unfolds on a lower level where we enter the
world of poison."

  I responded with applauding her, but the applause soon
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turned into a kiss.
  "That's really quite simple, Peter. Why didn't you tell me

about this distinction before, that a kiss demonstrates the opposite
to indifference? It's so simple."

  "If that is so, I rest my case," I said in reply. "This means
that I won, that I have achieved something, because now you won't
celebrate the Thousand Year Rape of Russia, you'll celebrate love
instead and Helen's concept of the Universal Kiss. This means that
you've got lots to celebrate, because your new celebration has its
root in 2.5 million years of human history. Mankind wouldn't exist
on this planet without love, without its universal kiss. It appears
that our journey from the dawn of mankind took us across twenty
Ice Age cycles, some lasting 100,000 years. Without living for one-
another, side by side with one another, supporting one another,
mankind wouldn't have made it through those hard times. In com-
parison with that, all the vertical imperial models and their Trojan
Horses, from Marx's communism to Adam Smith's greed, are a sad
joke, and their time is ending. It is right for us to feel convulsion
whenever these ugly things pop up, because they engender a tragic
loss of love and its grace, the grace that should brighten our world
right now as never before. My point is that once we have 'tasted'
the sewer and discover that we don't belong there, because we are
human beings, and not sewer rats, we become evermore inclined to
get back to the free world and find this world worth fighting for.
I would even say that any person, who found its way back to the
free world, will respond to the Principle of Universal Love and
become a pioneer for it."

  Anton nodded. "I can agree with that," she said. "But I still
won't come to bed with you, Peter. I'm not that free!"

  "Maybe you won't physically. But what does this matter?
What's important in love, what really counts, is that I have you in
my heart. Apart from that, you may be in bed with me already
politically, as we support each other to enrich our common world.
I think that's natural. Don't you agree? In any case, I'm glad to
know one extra person now that's fighting in this arena with me,
at my side. There are not many such pioneers left in the world, as
you and I, and Nicolai and Steve, and a few others. The rest of
the world is married to Adam Smith and Carl Marx, and is through
them married to the vertical imperial system that they represent,
that they gave their soul to. But we, I think, we have determined
not to allow ourselves to be raped any longer. This makes us pio-
neers for a renaissance movement to unfold."

  "Maybe you can help America some day, which you say is
being badly raped," said Anton. "I can't, but maybe you can."

  "America remains solidly locked into its self-destructive sys-
tem of Smithian greed, by which it is doomed to become the
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foremost fascist power in the world. To reverse that would go a
long way towards saving Russia from its doom. But our insanity has
become deep. Fascism breeds insanity. In its insanity America may
very well destroy the entire planet on which we live, if America
can't be healed of its insanity."

  "Our hope then rests on you," said Anton. "It rests on you
taking that entire fight right back to the roots of the global prob-
lem, the Byzantine system of vertical domination: the Adam Smith
system, the Hobbesian system, the Aristotelian system. Every name
applies, and many more, as the Byzantine system seems to combine
them all."

  "Did you hear what you just said?" I interrupted her. "You
spoke the B-word that gave you so much pain all evening."

  "Yes, and I mentally choke every time on every name that
goes with it, because of its impact on Russia that I love."

  "Wouldn't it be wonderful, Anton, if I could get everyone
to that point with my half-hour speech from the podium?" I said
to her. "If they find themselves gagging on the stench of the sewer,
they might discover that they are not sewer creatures after all, but
human beings. That would be a great achievement."

  Anton's smile faded as I said these things, as if a light had
been turned off in a room.

  "Yes, that's what I must be fighting for from the podium
if you put me there," I replied. "I must be fighting for their
humanity. I must give back to them what the rapists have stolen.
I must say the B-word loud and clear, and repeat it until everyone
gags on it."

  "How can you even hope to succeed with that?" she said
softly. "Still, that's probably the only way."

  "To be honest, Anton, I don't know how to do it. I only
know that it needs to be done. It's a great challenge, and I may
fail," I said. "If I don't succeed I may not only loose you, but also
a bit of myself. I only know for sure that this is the only option
that we have on that platform to accomplish anything at all. We
have to reverse the loss of humanity in the world that the global
imperial rape has incurred. We have to fight it on all fronts, and
link the fronts together."

  "How can I help you?" she said even more softly now. "I
can barely help myself." She looked at me questioningly, but didn't
say a word.

  "We face a great challenge," I said to her, "and I feel so
impotent to get people to respond."

  She seemed relieved when her subway train arrived. We
could already hear rumbling far in the distance. She had stepped
back, away from the tracks, anticipating its arrival.
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  She looked me into the eye when the train rolled into the
station. "Why is it that you Americans always want to have power
over other people?" She said in a serious tone.

  I raised my hand objecting.
  She shook her head and put a finger over my lips. "You

know that I am right," she said. "It's always about power. You say
you feel impotent. You've been trying to seduce me all evening, and
you couldn't do that either. You couldn't keep your eyes off me.
Your were waiting for me to cave in, and say yes to whatever it
is you might have had in mind. Does it make you feel good to have
that kind of power when you succeed? Maybe saving the world is
just another power-game for you, even though you feel impotent. Or
is it just some quirky need that men seem to have, which they need
to fulfill in order that they don't feel like little boys anymore?
Maybe that is why you build big airplanes with big engines, and big
bombs, to terrorize little defenseless countries that can barely keep
their head above water."

  "Now wait!" I interrupted her. "Where is this train going?
You've got this all wrong. This isn't about power. Yes, I feel im-
potent, but I'm not here for power. The power has to come from
the principle involved. If anything I would love to help people to
empower themselves to become more fully human, and to help build
that rich world that they desire in their heart. I would have loved
to stay home and work on my house. That would have been the
easy way out, to get around the challenge. I certainly don't want
to have power over you. I love you. Sure, I'm captivated by your
beautiful presence. Why wouldn't I be? If one finds a marvelous
rose in a great garden, shouldn't one admire it and relish it with
the joy that such wonders exist? And as for America terrorizing the
whole world, that's not the American people's doing. They are the
victims too. Power over other nations is not a part of our history.
We've been seduced to play the lackey for some empire that has
no name, and no power of its own, but which does want to control
the whole world. Ever since our country was born, we've been
seduced with cultural warfare to give up our sovereignty as a people,
and with it to give up our right to develop ourselves out of our
own resources. America caved in to this seduction way back in 1913
on the day before Christmas and submitted itself to be raped. America
said, yes, to the imperial seduction, after 138 years of holding its
ground against their constant nagging and seducing. We were sub-
jected to a deadening form of warfare on a gigantic scale. That's
when we lost our innocence, Anton. The real soul of America, as
you might know, was never focused on dominating anyone. Domi-
nating people is not a form of power. You may call it power. But
this isn't real power. Real power has to do with a society being able
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to create a new and brighter world than has ever existed before.
That's power, creative power, power to uplift the world. Creative
processes are reflections of real power. The ideas behind the creative
processes are the source of that power, and so is the commitment
of a society to itself, which is a commitment to develop advanced
ideas. We've lost much of that in 1913. We lost a large part of
whatever real power we had. We have become a defeated nation in
1913, Anton, and never restored our freedom."

  "I think I know what you mean," said Anton quietly.
  The rest of what she said I couldn't hear. The squealing of

the steel wheels from a second incoming subway train on the opposite
track drowned out her voice. Anton stepped back still further, but
oddly she didn't step forward towards the incoming train, when it
stopped.

  "Isn't this your train?" I asked.
  She nodded. "There will be other trains," she said. "We need

to talk some more about power. Let's go for a stroll along the
river."

  "You mean now? It's late, Anton, and its cold," I interjected.
  "We are dressed for it, aren't we?" she said. "Sure it's late.

But what does this matter. Something bigger is happening here. I
won't write my report tonight. I want to explore something with
you that is more important, and for that I need to tell you some-
thing that I never told anyone in the whole wide world, and which
I can't tell you here in the subway either. To judge by the way you
talk about the principle of power, it seems to me, you might be
able to understand what I went through in my childhood. My
experience reflects in a way what our whole country went through.
While it was difficult for me tonight to talk about the tragedy that
our country has suffered, it is much more difficult to talk about an
even deeper tragedy that is of a personal nature. At the personal
level a much lesser tragedy can become suddenly so difficult that
it becomes impossible for one to say a word about it to another
person out of sheer shame. That's because there are too few people
around that can understand those difficult things."

  "Oh, I see now where this is going," I said. "What you
accused me of having intended, has actually happened to you before,
and not just once, I suppose. And now you think that I am the
exception among the many so that I can comprehend the incompre-
hensible? I am honored that you think that highly of me."

  "I think it's about power, Peter. It least it was about power
in my case."

  She said nothing more about this 'case' until we had left the
subway station and were walking towards the river in the quiet of
the snow-muffled night. Some fresh snow had been blown onto the
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path earlier, but the wind had stopped. Before we reached the river
I looked back at the tower. The three-story restaurant where we had
dinner a few hours earlier nearly a thousand feet above us, appeared
rather tiny from below. "It's all a matter of perspective," I said to
her, pointing to where we had been.

  She didn't answer or say anything more until we came to
the river that wasn't a flowing river at this time of year, but a
wide band of snow. "It's about power, Peter," she repeated."

  "The world is not ideal," I said, just to say something.
  "There are times when one finds oneself in situations in

which people have power over one," said Anton quietly. "I am
talking about situations without options for one to escape, especially
when one is a child. As a child the family can have great power
over one, and more so in times of poverty."

  "Were you abused in some way by your family?" I inter-
rupted.

  I couldn't see her face to watch her reaction. She kept
looking straight ahead with her head covered almost completely by
the fur-lined hood. "You spoke of cultural warfare and the effect of
lies, 'In lies we trust!'" she said quietly. "That's what happened to
me. Subjection becomes guaranteed thereby. The power trip becomes
apparent later. It starts with lies, terrible lies, lies by my uncles.
One of my uncles told me that I have a worm in my belly. I was
little then. 'Worms are not dangerous,' the uncle said, 'but they eat
some of your food, and food is scarce. We should get the worm out
of you.' I was terrified by what he told me, Peter. He said that he
would help me with this. He said that he knew of an effective way
to lure the worm out. He also said, that he would need to blindfold
me so that I wouldn't be afraid, because those worms don't look
pleasant. He also cautioned me never to tell anyone that I had a
worm, and never speak about the treatment. He suggested that I
should think about his offer very carefully."

  "And did you?"
  "He asked for an answer a week later when my mother was

out. He blindfolded me and said that he needed to look into my
mouth with a small flashlight. He showed me a small flashlight.
Then he said that he would need to put some special food down
my throat that the worm likes, to lure it out. He also warned me
while he did the procedure that it wouldn't likely be successful at
the very first try, so that it might have to be repeated in a week.
It turned out that it needed to be repeated for many weeks. My
other two uncles offered their assistance at times, in what they
called their 'desperate effort to lure the worm out.'"

  "Didn't you realize what was going on?" I interrupted her.
  "Eventually, I did. When I confronted them, they said that

it is natural for a family to help one another, and that I was
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helping them tremendously. When I told them that I didn't want to
do this anymore, they stayed away from our house. But with them
staying away, we lost their financial support. We needed their help.
My dad had been injured in the Great War, and could no longer
work. The uncles' help was our only hope. My mother soon realized
what had happened. She demanded that I ask the uncles for forgive-
ness, and invite them back. They reconsidered. Thus, in an indirect
fashion the uncles wielded great power over us, without ever raising
a hand."

  "Couldn't your mother fulfill their needs, and make them
welcome?" I interrupted Anton again.

  "Mother was a lesbian," Anton replied quietly. "It would
have been worse for her. She just couldn't. That's why she went to
church on Wednesdays, when the uncles came. She couldn't even
watch. She told me to always realize that we were fortunate to
have the uncles' help. But I think it was hardest on dad, when he
left the house with mother on Wednesdays. He confronted the uncles
once. I heard them talking. Dad pleated with them: Don't do this!
But we need to! We have needs and we are not hurting Antonovna.
One of the uncles said, that they needed this to keep their sanity,
and that they were sorry for the complication it caused. Another
uncle said that they would sooner have a boy perform the service,
but since there was no boy in the family, I would do. He reminded
dad that things aren't perfect in the world, and things that shouldn't
happen, do happen. He suggested that dad just step aside. This
confrontation must have torn dad's heart out, knowing that he was
so absolutely powerless to stop the process, which no reasoning
seemed to deter. It seems that I was the one in the end, who
stopped the process. This happened sometime later, but at what
cost?"

  "You told them to stop?"
  She shook her head as far as I could make out. "No, it was

less direct, Peter. Every time they came for their flashlight party I
wished them to be dead. It didn't take long after these terrible
thoughts first came over me that the uncles were called up to serve
in the army, all three of them. A month later they were all killed.
I felt like I had killed them myself. Their company was ambushed.
No one had survived. My wish had come true. I cried more over
that, than over all the pain that they had caused me before."

  "You had nothing to do with their death," I interrupted her
sharply.

  "I was old enough to know that, but I didn't feel that way,
Peter. I felt like I had caused their death. I cried many a night.
Mother cried too. I think she cried for me."

  "But at least you were free," I added quietly.
  Anton said, no, in a quiet an sad tone. "When mother and
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I comforted each other over this tragic turn of events, a different
phase of the flashlight parties began. With the family sinking deep
into poverty, mother's need for comforting intimacies became stronger.
Actually, desperate, might be a better word. Her need became
desperate. Her birthday fell on a Wednesday that year. Her only
birthday wish was for a flashlight party, with her and me. How
could I say no to my own mother? I found myself compelled to
fulfill her wish. I thought it would be just for one night, so I let
it be. Her idea was that it would be for every Wednesday night
thereafter. Dad went alone to our tiny little village church from
then on, until he died two years later. Mother died a year after
that. The peace that resumed, like it does after every war, felt not
like a victory to me at all. I felt empty, impotent, small, cheap.
How could I not feel small? I had been utterly impotent in the face
of that power that had been coming from all sides, so it seemed.
I think it was compassion that made me feel compelled to be kind
towards my mother, and not say no to her. So you see, for all my
life I stood in the shadow of people who had great power over me,
that I could not resist. The uncles wielded their power over us all.
When the uncles were dead, my mother took on this power, with-
out being aware of it. She wielded the same kind of power. So it
was all about power, Peter, wasn't it? My entire childhood unfolded
under the thumb of power."

  "No it wasn't about power at all!" I interrupted Anton. "It
was a case of a lack of power, Anton. There is no trace of power
evident in the entire story that you told me and have suffered. The
uncles had no power. They wielded stupidity, but not power. But
you were not alone in this tragedy, Anton. Much of the world is
in the same kind of trap right now and has been for a long time.
As I said earlier, rape has become exceedingly popular. In fact, and
I hate to say this, your case, as deeply tragic as it was, and prob-
ably still is, is softer in comparison than most, and with a greater
chance for recovery. There are presently well over 600,000 men, and
120,000 women, living with the consequences of a far deeper rape,
and with no chance whatsoever to recover from it fully. In all of
these cases the victim of this rape had a critical portion of their
sexual dimension as a human being, surgically removed, or essen-
tially, ripped away in the most brutal fashion with excruciating
agonies that I cannot imagine. I am talking about the sexual circum-
cision, that because of the pain involved, leaves deep consequences
in the wake in the form of psychological stress disorders, apart from
the loss that is so horrendous that many have committed suicide
over it. By the procedure the victimized men have upwards to 80%
of their sexual sensitivity amputated, and the women up to 99%. In
nearly all cases, with only rare exemptions, this horrendous rape is
imposed on children, who don't have the power to resist. It is done
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for countless reasons in the service of tradition, or honor, or sub-
jection, or civility, or religion, or to protect a child from its own
sexuality that is deemed vile in a girl, dirty, and uncontrollable. Nor
will the victims ever get back what they had sliced off. It is gone.
A man who chose the procedure in later years said that the result-
ing difference is like living in a world without color. He said, that
he would give anything to get back what he lost, even his house.
But the real consequences to society are still deeper than that. Just
look at the horrendous fascist inhumanity that results in a circum-
cised culture that has presently turned the entire Middle East into
a concentration camp where the Palestinian people are bumped off
on a daily basis, almost as a sport, and have their houses demolished
in a ravishing game, and the basic necessities for their living denied.
Here you see a culture, where the self-rape of society, extended for
millennia, has robbed a people of their soul and their humanity. In
nearly all areas of the world where the circumcision is deeply
ingrained, you'll find the national scene a sea of economic and social
problems, rich in poverty, crime, violence, war, and economic im-
potence. In fact just look at America. Look at how rapidly our
America collapsed in the postwar period, in which the circumcision-
rate increased from just a few percent to the 90% range in some
areas. The rate of collapse in America, on its entire front, corre-
sponds with the rate of this increase. It is reflected in huge losses
in everything, from education, to science, to industrial production, to
security, culture, civilization, health care, even political power.
America has becomes self-raped into near total collapse. As I said
before, America has become a self-defeated nation. We have literally
raped ourselves to death, one person at a time."

  "Don't joke about this," said Anton quietly.
  "I am, not joking. I wish I were. Rape is still on the official

agenda in America. As I said before, we have the technological
capacity, and the energy resources, and the material on hand to
mass-produce high quality houses by the millions, and to do this so
efficiently that they can be given away for free as an investment by
society into itself. We had this capacity from the 1950s onward. But
do you see us doing this? No, our society is instead subjected to
horrendous mortgage rape, rent rape, and the deeper rape of slum
living and homelessness. That's what is called in America the New
World Order. Politically, this increased raping of America is called
the Project for the New American Century, PNAC for short. The
plan, under this project, is to rape every nation on the planet in
a similar manner. America, as a universal rape-victim itself, has the
stupidity now to do this. Yes, America has its uncles that act on
the whole world. Its uncles are its multinational corporations and
non-governmental institutions, and also national institutions like the
National Security Agency and the CIA, which all together carry out
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the rape upon the world."
  "But those are small fish, aren't they?" Anton interjected.
  "Small or big, what does it matter, Anton? Rape is rape.

Some may be small fish, and some are giant sharks. They key thing
to remember is that they all grew up in the same big pond, the
pond that spawned Adam Smith. Smith was an British imperial agent
that glorified raw greed and made raping one-another the number-
one national sport, and then inspired all the nations to play along.
Now, people steal from each other in such clever schemes that
they've become totally transparent. It started small at first with
hideous swindlers, who swindled people out of their hard-earned
money. They were once called con-artists. Now the swindlers are
revered in the pond. They are given high status. They call them-
selves the neocons, the new con-artists, the transparent rapists. They
are raping the whole world, and are hailed for their cunning. They
call it globalism. They are bringing entire countries to their knees.
They are not small fish by any means. Compared to them, your
uncles were crude. I bet it didn't take you long, even as a child,
to realize what your uncles were up to. Your uncles were amateurs
in comparison with the neocons that are professionals, backed by the
leading psychologists. As I said, they are hailed around the world for
their ability to rape people and nations with such finesse that the
victims don't shy away, but line up at their whorehouses applying
for the privilege to be raped."

  "Wow, that's power," said Anton.
  "No it isn't," I said instantly. "It's insanity, not power. The

rapists have been made insane, by a mentality that stole their
humanity, which is an act of rape itself."

  Anton shook her head in a kind of protest.
  "I know I am right," I said to her. "And I can prove it."
  "Peter, how can you prove what one cannot see?"
  "You can prove it yourself, Anton," I countered her. "I bet

the most important thing in your life, after the rape finally ended,
was to get your humanity back that was stolen from you. So you
isolated yourself to feel save, but that didn't work. I also bet that
you haven't discovered yet what will get your humanity back, be-
cause that takes time. We have seen it twice in history what it
takes for society to recover its soul after a grand rape. Your tragedy
wasn't anything new. It all happened before on a vast scale. The
first grand rape of European society was carried out around the 13th
and 14th Century by the financier oligarchy of Italy. Europe was
raped by the banking empire of the Lombard and their offshoot the
Venetian financiers, the big moneybags of that time. They wrecked
the economies of Europe with interest rates ranging upwards to 40%
and the like. They were your uncles. They had 'power' over eve-
rybody. They had the world at the throat. Dante Alighieri warned

Chapter 6 - Flashlight Parties



196

the banking crowd in Florence that their practice was insane, that
it was rape, and would lead to a general economic collapse of
Europe and to a New Dark Age. They didn't listen, and the Dark
Age came. And with it, delayed by two years, came the Black
Plague. Half the villages and towns simply vanished off the map in
those dark times. The entire European population was reduced by
a third. The people were drained of their humanity in almost all
respects, and the great question became paramount: How do we get
our life back as human beings. It took them a hundred years to
answer that question, and the answer became the great renaissance;
the Golden Renaissance; a renaissance of scientific and technological
discoveries; a renaissance of art, beauty, music, grand architecture; a
renaissance of love and truth, and so forth, in which emerged a
bright new image of the human being. My point is, that while you
may be tempted to seek isolation after the rape to clear your mind
of the injustice involved, you won't likely recover yourself until you
immerse yourself in discovering what is truly human, such as the
process of creativity, the development of beauty, art, music, the
discovery of principles that give you real power to act productively
and creatively. This has to be the focus of the whole of mankind
too, a burial of the past in which the darkness of the past is put
out of mind in conjunction with its active submergence into the
healing waters of our common humanity in which all that is truly
human is coming to light.

  "This happened twice in history," I continued. "The second
case was when the Golden Renaissance in Europe was raped to near
extinction. This time, society was raped by its 'mother;' the church,
the religion that had nourished it. Venice had arranged the raping
of Europe to crush the Golden Renaissance that had nearly defeated
the Venetian Empire. It created a religious war by instigating the
Reformation, and the Counter-Reformation, at the same time. And
with it, it did crush the Renaissance. It became a rape by insanity
that culminated in the Thirty Years War in which again a third to
half of the population of Europe perished. And the recovery from
that rape started another renaissance. The first evidence of this new
renaissance was society's victory over war that culminated in the
great Treaty of Westphalia. But the new renaissance didn't end here.
In society's determination to regain their humanity that the century
of rape upon them had stolen, another beautiful cultural renewal
began that gave the world such musical geniuses as Bach, Haydn,
Mozart, Beethoven, all in rapid succession, followed by Brahms. The
fact is, Anton, nobody writes the kind of music anymore that these
geniuses of that renaissance period had created. The beauty and the
intricacy of principles and their precise interaction, that these gen-
iuses had understood, simply aren't found anymore in modern music.
And the reason isn't that we have moved beyond that kind of
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beauty. The fact is that we've lost the renaissance background. Our
culture has become ugly again. Beauty has been replaced with war,
murder, theft, and so on, which is reflected widely in modern culture.
We are as empty today as a society, as you were when your mother
died, and the raping finally stopped. The stopping of the rape didn't
bring your life back, did it? It will likely take many active steps
on your part to accomplish that. You might want to consider for
this recovery, the music of some of the renaissance geniuses from
Bach on, and also the works of similar geniuses in literature and art
and science. We all have to do this again today, because there is
no simple political solution possible for society to recover itself
from the currently ongoing grand rape of humanity by the policies
of the neocons. A new cultural renaissance must begin and go hand
in hand with the political process to restore justice. That's why the
neocons' cultural warfare has been so devastating. It prevents the
recovery of our humanity, and advances the raping of it. That is
also why we are now living in the most terrifying period of all of
history. We are living in a world of war, brimming with killing
machines that we cannot survive, and in a mental state of indiffer-
ence that borders on insanity, that the neocons have engineered to
destroy America with, and with it the world. The world-situation is
now so tragically severe that the existence of civilization is in doubt,
and the continued existence of mankind with it."

  "Doesn't anybody see through these hidden schemes of cul-
tural warfare by the new cons in your country?" said Anton cutting
me off.

  "Sure, Anton, many people have seen through the gilded
front that leads into the whorehouse, and to the rape of humanity,
because the guilded front is a lye. There have been public demon-
strations in the streets against is globalism, but they have become
outlawed in many places. The victims aren't allowed anymore to
protest against the rape, just as you weren't allowed to protest the
uncles doing. Some people, I think, did protest anyway. I heard a
person complain about this rape at an international conference, but
even while he spoke, a gang of trained intimidators rose up against
him, and ridiculed the man so badly that he crawled out of the
meeting hall, to save his soul, figuratively speaking. Still, a few
people are waking up. It was said at that conference, after the man
was driven from the hall, that the strong players in the market have
every right to be successful, by taking advantage of whatever weak-
nesses exist in the market place. They said it was ridiculous to
think otherwise. Somebody countered the speaker, shouting from the
back like a town crier, without standing up, asking the man at the
podium if he was proclaiming that a person who owns a sledgeham-
mer has the right to break down his neighbor's door, and that by
exploiting the weakness of the door, he has the legal right to steal
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his neighbor's belongings?"
  "I wouldn't be surprised if the speaker said, yes," Anton

interjected.
  "Actually he didn't," I countered her. "He would have ridi-

culed himself. He changed the subject instead. As I recall the anal-
ogy ended the entire discussion on that theme, because everybody
knew the answer. By some miracle, the little episode made it onto
the back pages of a major newspaper, probably because it was so
rare that it was newsworthy. Many people know about it now, but
the game goes on regardless. However, it did define the neocons as
rapists, and this so clearly that they had no defense against it. Still,
nothing happened, Anton. The world rolled on unchanged in its
steamroller rumbling. Rape has become adapted as the American way
and people simply accepted that. What you experienced was nothing
different in a way. Your uncles came with a sledgehammer. You
were helpless as a child. They stole from you what they would
never get otherwise, because you had no defense. They resorted to
this rape, because they couldn't be bothered to build a proper
relationship with a grown woman, who would meet their needs.
Instead of building, they stole. That's not power, that's weakness.
America is doing this now to every Third World Nation on the
planet that isn't big enough to defend itself. Sometimes they rape
a nation for oil, sometimes for bananas, sometimes for drugs, some-
times just to make war to silence their voice. They call it, fighting
communism. They call it national defense. Soon they'll find new
watchwords to keep the raping going. Did you know that America's
hated CIA is the policy enforcement arm of an institution created
after World War II, called the National Security Agency. The policy
is rape. We call this national defense. How weak can a nation get?"

  "What kind of world are you building, Peter? In comparison
with that, our Soviet Union is a saint."

  "We are not building a world, Anton. The West is an empire,
not a world. The term world refers to a place for human living,
where the focus is on uplifting the welfare of society. The neocons
are agents for building something quite different. The focus is on
building empire. The policy is on stealing to enhance the welfare of
the rich that make up the structure of insanity, called empire. The
West is an imperial welfare institution for the wealthy, in which the
human dimension is not a factor. That's the nature of empire. The
tools and methods are chosen as needed to enhance empire. Rape is
one of its methods. Nobody cares who gets hurt in a rape. Did your
uncles care? Against this gross indifference there is no defense possible.
Whoever stands in the way gets ground into the dust. Most are
simply killed in today's world. President Kennedy was killed for that.
He had fought to give his nation its power back, with the Apollo
Space Program. He had fought for cultural optimism. The empire
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disposed of him. It disposed of many elected officials, even entire
governments, killed the country's leaders and replaced them with
puppets that they keep in power with the terror of secret police
agencies and mass torture and death squads. Our American empire-
institution, the NSA/CIA, killed between five to ten million people
in over 9,000 major operations since the end of World War II.
What they do is essentially mass rape of little countries. Sometimes
the operations are a bit bigger as in the case of Vietnam and so
forth. When Vietnam was raped in war, the Apollo Space program
died. But mostly we rape the little people that don't have the
resources to fight back. They are easy to rape, as you have expe-
rienced. It's always the defenseless that get raped, like children, or
lone women coming home from work, or the captive Palestinian
people. And the rapists are always empty persons who have lost
their humanity, whether they are called neocons, or economic hit-
men working for the NSA and the IMF, called financiers, or..."

  "Or the military that rules with the fist of force," Anton
completed my sentence.

  "Yes, the pattern is always the same, and the victims that
get hurt are the little people that are easy to rape. We even rape
our soldiers, Anton. The neocons call them stupid animals that one
uses up for geopolitics. They are sent into war, hyped up with lies.
They kill and get killed. They maim and get maimed. And those
that survive come back as broken people. War is rape upon human-
ity. Even society ends up loosing a part of its humanity as it
witnesses the ravishing of war. War is rape that leaves behind a trail
of 'empty' people, people that grow indifferent to the beauty of life
and of our humanity, and indifferent to one another. Rape does this.
It spawns indifference. That's what the neocons want and spread
across the world."

  "You are right, Peter, rape spawns indifference," said Anton
in a quiet voice. "I became indifferent to anything, I was drained.
If someone had given me a ton of gold, or a rose, or a chocolate
bar, none of that would have caused me any joy. Sure, I would have
eaten the chocolate bar, but it wouldn't have meant anything as a
gift. Nothing meant anything anymore that gives a person joy. I
don't think you can know what indifference is, Peter, unless you've
been there, and have experienced how empty it can make one feel.
I've been there. It took me a long time to recover. In fact, I still
haven't recovered fully. But how does a victim get out of this trap
before it closes on one completely? I saw no way out, Peter. I tried
to say to myself that the physical thing is tolerable, which it was,
but it doesn't work that way. The helplessness is far worse, which
makes it intolerable. I felt so small, so worthless, so insignificant,
like a crumb on the floor that is stepped on without care. I would
have crawled into a mouse hole if I could and would have been

Chapter 6 - Flashlight Parties



200

happier there."
  "But in time the healing began, didn't it?" I interrupted her.

"Our humanity isn't that easily broken. Maybe that's what gives me
hope for mankind. When the rape stops, a recovery is possible, even
a new renaissance appears to be possible as unlikely as this may
seem now. A friend once told me that when a diamond falls into
a puddle of mud it remains a diamond still. I repeated this to
myself a thousand times, and told it to many people. The mud
doesn't become a part of the diamond. The moment that one picks
the diamond up and rinses the mud away, it shines as brilliantly as
it always has. I told you that, didn't I? You are that diamond,
Anton. The mud that you have been dragged into is not a part of
you. It never has been a part of you, or a part of your life. Your
life unfolds within. No rape can touch your soul, unless you rape
yourself. Only by raping yourself can you become an empty and
bitter person, and that started when you felt helpless and small.
Nevertheless the fact remains that a diamond that is dragged into
the mud, remains a diamond still. This diamond is our humanity,
Anton, yours, and mine. That's something precious and enduring that
nothing can ever really defeat. Our humanity always remains what
it is, no matter what happens, so it may take time to wash the
mud away. It's brilliance remains always with us, to be lifted up,
to be rinsed clean, and to be polished to a shine that makes it
sparkle in the sunshine, of the sunshine of our life."

  "I think the healing begins by recognizing that the rapist is
an empty person that has no real power," said Anton. "However, it
took me years to get even close to this point."

  "That is also how we need to see America, and Russia,
India, China, Germany, and all of the great nations of the world,"
I interjected. "Which nation hasn't been dragged into the mud by
empires in the service of their universal rape of mankind. America's
neocons are a perfect example. They are hired imperial stooges that
have acquired the ability to steal from mankind what the empire,
which they serve, lacks the intelligence to build. But they don't
have the power to defend themselves in a humanist world, where
a rich sense of humanity begins to reign. A diamond remains a
diamond still, no matter how deeply it gets buried into the mud of
empires by their fascism. And it can be recovered."

  "This is true, Peter. I can understand this now as a grownup,
but it is a hard realization for a child to make that is being raped.
I would put it into the realm of the impossible. Children are too
innocent to think in such complex terms. They should never be put
into a position, where they have to do this, even remotely."

  "That's not true, Anton," I countered her. "All children should
be taught to see themselves as diamonds, and to love the sparkle
of their humanity and its endurance, and its resilience, and its power.
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Of course they shouldn't be raped, Anton, especially not by their
own family. Unfortunately that is where 80% of the rape happens.
Eighty percent of America's population falls into this category of the
innocent child. Those 80% of society are the simple people that
keep our society going. They are the workers and teachers; the
mothers and nurses; the store clerks and bus drivers and engineers.
They are all being raped into poverty by the neocons, while the
remaining twenty percent, who have hired the neocons to legitimize
their raping, snatch away eighty percent of the national income. The
'innocent' are being raped to death in our country, Anton. That
wouldn't be possible if they saw themselves as the diamonds they
are. The greatest resource that a society has is its people. Everything
that is of value has been created by human beings. Our humanity
is the diamond that sparkles in the sky. The neocons have made it
their national goal, to trash society's humanity; to make people small;
to drag the diamond into their mud; to bury our humanity. They
aim to keep the nation's unemployment high, in order that the
working people are forced to work for peanuts. They even keep
homelessness high, in order to make the poor appear like scum.
That's rape, Anton, carried out on a national scale. That's today's
America, Anton. Nevertheless, the diamond that we are as human
beings remains a diamond still. However, that fact needs to be
discovered. It needs to be discovered by every child, and man, and
woman, because the cure for the rape isn't 'to rob the rich and give
back to the poor.' The cure begins when we disable the processed
and make rape impossible to happen. The Principle of Universal
Love involves bringing the diamond back onto the surface. The only
possible outcome, that would result from that, would be the build-
ing of a humanist renaissance such as we have never seen before.
In this world any kind of rape would not only be unacceptable, but
be impossible to happen. It simply wouldn't happen. Society would
be so rich that there would be need for rape or even any thought
of it. Rape is possible only in a poor and small-minded society, not
in a world of diamonds."

  "There have always been rich thieves around, even in the
best of times," said Anton.

  "But that doesn't have to continue, Anton. America's most
leading religious leader had called on society to level wealth with
honesty. Wealth has no place in a rich society. Wealth is a product
of rape. For eons society had been taught to adore wealth. Every
King that ever was, has paraded his pomp. He took the diamond
out of society's heart and pinned it on himself, and demanded society
to bow to it. And that's how it was, for thousands of years. Now,
of course, the raping of society has become an epidemic, as every-
one has been induced to join the game. Everyone has been invited
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by the robbers to join the game and get wealthy in the financial
markets. Society has become robbers, robbing from each other, be-
cause the markets don't actually produce anything of intrinsic value.
It's going to be tough getting out of this trap of universal rape, but
it has to be done, because the rape has become globalized, and the
rapist has grown into a monster that also wields nuclear-weapons of
unspeakable terror to enforce the raping. As of late, we've added
other forms of governmental terror that mankind ultimately cannot
survive."

  Anton began to laugh. "How can a child rescue itself, when
the whole of mankind cannot, and free itself when it is trapped into
a rape that it lacks the means to resist? How can a child do that
if the whole world stands helpless like so many children?"

  "Don't laugh, Anton, and don't say the child is helpless. A
diamond remains a diamond. That's what a human being is from the
moment it is born. It's a matter of being aware of it. The help-
lessness of the child is assumed. That's what gives the rapist a sense
of omnipotence. But even a child is a human being, and a human
being is not helpless. Suppose you had dared in your predicament
to stand up for yourself, and said to anyone who was breaking down
the door of your childhood that this is unacceptable, that you are
a diamond to be honored as such. The uncles might have stopped.
Your father might have supported you in your fight. Failing that,
somebody in the community would have stood by your side. Some-
body would have understood that in a human world it is unaccept-
able for someone with a sledgehammer to break down his neighbor's
door and steal his belongings. People can understand this even now.
I must assume that there is enough of our universal humanity left
in society that a loud enough appeal would have been heard. I
would like to think that even a child has the power to make this
kind of an appeal, because after all, a child is a human being."

  "That wouldn't have happened, Peter. Nobody would have
stood up for me in my agony. What's the world of a child against
three adults?"

  "It's a question of how much the truth is worth," I an-
swered Anton. "Where your uncles Jewish?" I asked.

  "What has this got to do with anything?" she snapped back.
"It was rape, not a religious thing. My uncles were Russians, like
I am."

  "It might have been a religious thing, Anton," I countered
her quietly. "I have been told that the Jewish Talmud, the most
holy book of the rabbis, allows sex with boys under nine and girls
under three years of age. The reasoning is that children don't know
what sex is at this age, which renders pedophilia not a sexual act
according to the rabbis."

  "How convenient, Peter! They can rape a baby then, free of

Chapter 6 - Flashlight Parties



203

charge. How low can one get? But that wouldn't have applied in
my case, Peter. I was five. And even if I had been only two, it still
would have been rape."

  "It still might have been the Talmud, though," I countered
her. "Once one opens the gates to hell, all kinds of devils slip out
and they keep on growing. It's amazing how the devils grow. I knew
an engineer a long time ago, who worked in the electronics lab of
a major service company. The company signed a contract with an
advertising agency to install an audio system throughout the office
building for collective communication with the employees, like a
public address system. But there was a twist. The audio system was
ordered to be designed to also act as a vocal surveillance system.
The boss wanted to listen to people's conversations. It was an
interesting technical challenge for which an ingenious solution was
found. The system was build, installed at night, and it worked beyond
expectation. Then came the glitch. A time later the workers became
suspicious. Questions were asked. Allegations were denied. One of
the secretaries kept asking the technicians, who were working at the
place, if they knew that a listening device had been installed for the
boss. She asked in a friendly cozy type of fashion. So how were the
guys to answer? They were all kids still, in their late teens. Would
they betray the lady's trust? Would they betray the company that
was their customer? Would they betray their employer? Would they
betray themselves? They took the easy way out. They betrayed
themselves, and lied to the lady, as they were instructed by their
employer, in protecting the secrecy of the installation as required
under the terms of the contract. More time went by. Then one day
the boss of the agency went on vacation, without locking up the
access to the surveillance equipment. A scandal erupted. Half the
staff quit. But worst of all, the word came through the grapevine
that the lady, who had asked all the questions earlier, who had been
lied to by the technicians whom she had trusted, had committed
suicide. The kids who had lied to her, were devastated by her death,
probably more so than anybody, except the woman who took her
life. So who was at fault in this tragedy, assuming that the suicide
wasn't for some other reason?"

  "Everybody was at fault," said Anton. "The whole thing was
a comedy of rape upon rape, that nobody even consider to be rape.
The customer was at fault in requesting the secret device, he re-
quested the supplier of the equipment to lay down its soul. The
employer was at fault in accepting the order, and demanding secrecy
of its employees. That's like saying the words, 'In lies we trust!' The
employees were at fault by installing the equipment that would steal
the sovereignty of their fellow being. The boss was at fault by
leaving the equipment accessible. The teens that lied to the woman
carried the least blame. They were pushed against the wall. They
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saw no option available to them that wouldn't involve a denial of
somebody. I guess that's how the devils multiply. Suddenly one finds
oneself boxed in with no way out in sight."

  "You missed the biggest culprit of them all," I said to Anton.
"You missed the woman."

  "The woman was the victim," Anton interjected.
  "Yes she was that, but she was the victim of her own

inhumanity," I said to her. "The woman had an option to act like
a human being. She didn't take it. She suspected a secret device.
Assuming that to be the case, she should have never asked the
technicians that were just kids, and put them into a position where
they had to betray somebody, including themselves. It was probably
painful for the kids to betray her trust in them. She literally forced
them to lye, because they had no better option. She should have
known that the kids were bound to secrecy in protecting a secret
device. But she kept asking. She forced then to lye. She could have
prevented the very betrayal that she committed suicide for, later on.
Wasn't she the biggest rapist?"

  "Isn't it the same kind of rape, when a patient begs a
doctor to commit euthanasia, in order that the doctor commit murder
to end his patient's agony by killing him. We had a case like that,"
said Anton. "The doctor was charged with murder, and was executed
for his crime of killing a human being."

  "It wasn't a just decision, was it?" I interjected. "The patient
was at fault. He raped the doctor and himself. The patient should
have never requested the doctor to commit murder. A human being
doesn't make that kind of request. Besides it was illegal, and the
patient knew that he put the doctor's life at risk. Nothing can
justify this treachery. But in that case too, the biggest culprit hasn't
been identified. Who was the ultimate culprit?"

  Anton remained silent.
  "The biggest culprit was society," I said to her. "In the case

of the listening device the customer might be excused for wanting
a surveillance device. In a world were society is locked in compe-
tition for stealing from one-another, contracts are easily stolen,
customers are unhooked, work is sold under the table. If society had
valued its humanity, it would have created an environment of trust
so that nobody would have dreamed about installing secret surveil-
lance equipment. That's where society had failed itself. That's how
it opened the hell's gate, and the devils came pouring forth in flood
tides until the whole environment became dehumanized. Likewise
euthanasia would be unthinkable in an environment where life is
more precious than comfort. When society steps away from that, it
opens the gates to hell for which the consequences will never stop.
In this type of sense the Talmud might have stood behind your
uncles. It opened the gate. This always happens, Anton, when people
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step away from their humanity, even a bit, and the heart becomes
empty and cold. So, what's the point then in laying blame, when
the task is to close the gate to hell? Laying blame is passive, Anton.
Repairing the cause is the active approach, and that means rebuild-
ing our humanity. That's why I think the Talmud is wrong. Children
are aware of their humanity, and since that is the case, they have
the power to defend it, unless, of course, society drains their hu-
manity out of them by pounding the demand into their head, that
they must be obedient."

  "It's a tragedy then, that we are taught to be so obedient,
Peter. Children, obey your parents, we say. Isn't that what we've all
been taught? We were placated with rules. Obey, obey, obey the
rules! The parents demand it. The teachers teach it. The church
preaches it. And the state will incarcerate you if you don't obey its
rules. We've been trained from childhood on to become pliable
victims, rather than actively living human beings."

  "Wow!" I said and nodded. "In this sense, obedience is a
tragedy. But if obedience to a universal principle is a people's inner
response then it becomes a liberating power. That's by no means a
self-betrayal. That's the power that the USA had been founded on,
way back, in times of a great renaissance sweeping across Europe.
Our National Declaration of Independence, Anton, states this pro-
foundly, and with great clarity. It states that all people tend to be
obedient to long established customs, but when this obedience en-
genders abuses that violate a person's humanity, it becomes a duty
to oneself to shed the tyranny and establish a new platform for
living. That's our declaration of freedom. It stands tall as our defense
against rape. That's the freedom that our nation was founded on. It
took a lot of guts to implement this ideal of freedom, and it took
a lot of sacrifices to defend it. But we did it. And we did it as
children. Children do have power."

  "So you say that this is where real power is located," said
Anton quietly. "It's located in the power of principles. Are you
implying that we should overthrow the Soviet Union that has be-
come a rapist in many cases and a murderer of millions in its past?
What would we replace it with? Even America has lost its soul, and
fared no better?"

  "No Anton. Don't overthrow what your nation has built, no
matter how perverted its foundation has been, and its practice has
been, or has become. The key is not to lay blame and wreck
anything, but to take the best and uplift it to a higher platform,
powered by our humanity, and then to build on that. Don't let the
Soviet Union fall on its own sword. Regime change doesn't elevate
anything. If there is rape in the family, don't scrap the family. Lift
it up. Put it onto the highest platform of its universal humanity,
that you can perceive."
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  "Why isn't the West doing this?" Anton interjected.
  "Because the West hasn't discovered yet what power is, Anton.

They think power is in guns and tanks and bombs and terror. That's
not power, Anton. And so the people delude themselves. The word,
power, has been sadly abused in modern times, especially in the
sphere of cultural warfare, where it has come to mean forced
dominance. Thereby the very meaning of the word, power, has become
corrupted. The term, power, should only be used in connection with
active processes that create a richer and freer world, a New World
built on advanced productive ideas, on love for one-another, and on
uplifting and enriching one-another. Power is that which creates a
renaissance. It is that which enables us to create what never existed
before. That's power. Creativity unfolds into power. Your uncles had
no trace of this renaissance power in their heart. That is why they
resorted to dominance. However, dominance is not power. It's stu-
pidity. It's utter stupidity. It's destructive stupidity. If your uncles
have had the normal sense of humanity left in their heart, they
would have given themselves the chance to relish the opportunity
they had, of watching a wonderful kid growing up, and of being
touched by your joys as a child, and by your reflection of their love
for you, that you would then have reflected back to them. That
would have resulted in a great renaissance in your family. That's the
kind of power that builds. You would have gone to hikes together,
played games, learned songs, gone to movies together, and things like
that. They would have created a world in that manner that might
have become the envy of the village. I bet that many grown-up
women would then have loved to share their life with your uncles,
and their sex with them. Love is a great power for building a world
of light. Their dominance that they chose instead wrecked every-
thing. It destroyed the most precious that they could have had, that
makes life bright and wonderful. In time, the resulting loving rela-
tionship might yet have led to some sexual intimacies also with you,
that would then have meant something. They destroyed all of that
too. Dominance makes everything small. It narrows the sunshine down
to the small beam of a flashlight. Your 'flashlight parties' certainly
have been appropriately named. But there was not a trace of power
in any part of it."

  "The power that the uncles wielded was real, Peter," Anton
interrupted. "When I didn't comply, they made us all suffer. They
told me that I have the power to make them feel good, and that
I should use this power for the good of the family."

  "And so you complied, Anton. But nothing good came from
this dominance, did it. The family perished. And that is how it will
always be, even for entire nations. All the big wars in history were
fought on this platform. The goal was always to gain dominance.
This kind of raping still continues, but nothing good ever results
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from it, or will result from it in the future. The last three millennia
have been a string of utter tragedies that have kept the whole
world mired in poverty. And it was all nothing more than a string
of rape upon rape. It became a string of dark ages interspersed with
a few bright interludes."

  "I was forced to comply with the uncles' demands," said
Anton. "What option does a kid have? The price for saying, no, was
too high. My mother cried. We had not enough food with my dad
being unable to work. Hunger is a high price to pay in comparison
with what seemed like a reasonable request. It seemed like my
whole family had surrendered to this rape, and became a part of it.
Mom and dad left the house each Wednesday, to facilitate the uncle's
demands, and they both knew, more than I did, that this raping
wasn't right. What's a kid to do in the face of that power?"

  "Not power, Anton. Dominance is the term. Nevertheless the
answer that you seek is not a simple one. I will let you know what
the answer is when America finds that answer, because we are
suffering the same fate, and haven't found an answer to it yet.
America has been under the thumb of imperial dominance for most
of its existence. Our founding pioneers gave us this great gift of
freedom. We had even been able to hold onto it for 138 years, but
bit by bit we were coerced back into submission to imperial domi-
nation. That's how our own flashlight parties began. The civility that
pervades the atmosphere of the party game, which is really rape,
tends to hide the ugly stuff. When America surrendered itself to
imperial rape on the day before Christmas in 1913, it lost the war
against war for all mankind. That's the real face of the tragedy. All
the world wars of this century are the direct result of our defeat,
our openness to the rapists. Yes Anton, we are a defeated nation.
The consequences are proof of that truth. We lost World War One
before it officially began. But we also have opposite proof. The
birth of our nation started long before our nation was officially
formed. It started with a bright innocence in the Bay Colony of the
Commonwealth of Massachusetts, more than a hundred years before
the USA was formed. It had been recognized at this innocent time
that a society has no need to go begging to the imperial moneybags
for its financing, but has the sovereign power to create its own
financial credits for building the things that are necessary for its
existence and well being, such as an ironworks. Massachusetts had
built the world's greatest ironworks on this basis. The community of
Massachusetts had issued to itself scrip as legal tender, to build the
ironworks. It had become a credit society on this basis. The idea
of a sovereign nation pursuing its general welfare on the principle
of sovereignty, and the general welfare, was probably imported to us
from Europe, as the result of the great renaissance that was unfold-
ing there based on the Treaty of Westphalia.
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  "The Massachusetts scrip, in turn, that had been issued for
advancing the general welfare of that community," I continued, "It
had subsequently been put into general circulation as a form of new
money that could be used by society to buy things from each other.
The principle of a credit society is such that the more credit is
issued to build necessary things, the richer a society will become in
the process of building, whereby people also have more and more
money available to build each other up and run businesses and
farms and so forth. The value of the money in turn was kept
fungible by the physical value of what was created. That is how a
credit society works, like a family building one-another up. In this
manner, by the sovereign credit principle, the wealth of society is
self-created. The USA has been built on that principle. Our founding
fathers said to themselves, who needs the monarchy and its imperial
monetarist system? They realized that private monetarism is essen-
tially a form of feudal monetarism, a brutal form of rape, and
stayed away from it. Rape isn't an ideal platform for society's self-
development. So we broke away from the feudal system and became
independent and became a nation. The idea for our independence,
of course, came from Europe where a new humanist age was dawn-
ing, with its roots going back a couple millennia, all the way back
to Plato and Solon and the Pythagorean Society of Classical Greece.
The founding of America as a sovereign nation state republic, was
quite literally a love-gift of humanity to itself. It was created with
the support of the most pioneering thinkers of Europe and with a
lot of logistical support from Europe, even from some kings, during
its independence fight. The kings of France and Spain had supported
us. In this manner our republic was built on the highest ideals and
the most advanced principles developed by humanity in its entire
history, in order to establish a nation that can serve as a beacon,
and as an example, that would empower society globally, to free
itself from imperialism.

  "Naturally the imperials fought to prevent us from reaching
that goal. They fought us on the battlefield, but lost the fight there.
Then they fought us with Adam Smith's weapon of free trade,
which means 'trade free of fairness.' They almost bankrupted us with
free trade. But ultimately they lost this fight too. Our first Treasury
Secretary, Alexander Hamilton, defeated the imperial free trade as-
sault. The imperials assassinated Hamilton for it. Then the imperials
tried again to take the nation back by force, by mobilizing the
southern slavocracy into a war against the Union Republic. They
unleashed a terrible civil war that brought enormous casualties. We
nearly lost that war, Anton. We wouldn't have won it if it hadn't
been for the industrialization that became possible on the basis of
operating as a credit society. The same process had also enabled the
'industrialization' of agriculture. Abraham Lincoln was the leader at
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the time, who empowered us into winning this war, which became
for us a war against war. The imperials assassinated Lincoln for
winning this war. Then, after their last major defeat on the battle-
field, the imperials began to fight us from within. They took our
credit system away and foisted a Gold system on us in 1875. Gold
is limited in quantity and is expensive, which largely blocked the
use of the credit-system principle, or at least it severely curtailed
it. Congress did this treachery for the imperials with the Specie
Resumption Act. It was the first major rape that we submitted
ourselves to. We opened our mouth and let the imperials in with
their flashers. That was the beginning of a trend towards our even-
tual total surrender. The total surrender came at Christmas time in
1913, as I said. With the Federal Reserve Act, our Congress gave the
nation's currency away, and control over its credit, into the hands
of an organization of private imperial central banks, our uncles so
to speak. And we were raped big time, once this door was open.
We literally gave the nation away on a platter, tied up with red
ribbons. We had nothing left. We had become little obedient chil-
dren after that. That's when we lost the war against empire, as I
said, and lost it for the whole world, too. We remained stuck in
this trap ever since with no end in sight, and we continue to be
raped every day.

  "World War I, as you may know, started a year after we
lost to the empire our soul, as a nation. World War One was an
imperial war, a war organized by the British Empire to eradicate
competing powers. World War Two followed in the same course. So,
Anton, to answer your question as to what you should have done
to free yourself from being dominated by your uncles, I would say
that there is nothing that you could have done. America achieved
this freedom only once, and then only with the support of the
whole world, and even that was a miracle. Our republic was build
with the support of the leading edge intellectual elite of Europe, on
the platform of the Principle of Universal Love. All of that had
already been destroyed again long before your time came about. At
the time of the founding of the Soviet Union, the Principle of
Universal Love was totally discredited. In fact it wasn't even known
to exist anymore. The age of the pioneers had ended. The Soviet
Union wasn't founded by pioneers, but by imperial agents. It was
founded by hired rapists. It is a miracle that Russia survived. Few
countries, if any, have suffered as much as your country has, and
it was one of the most resilient in the world. So I would say that
the resources simply didn't exist at your time, that would have
empowered you as a child to claim your freedom. Those resources
barely exist today. As I said, America is presently miles away from
escaping its own flashlight parties. America will most likely disin-
tegrate before it can regain its freedom, and become a credit society
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once again on the basis of the Principle of Universal Love. The
principles that our nation was founded on, of course remain still
valid, and can be reapplied at any time. However the imperials have
too tight a grip on America's soul to let it have its currency back,
and to let it escape from its imprisonment in the imperial monetar-
ist sphere. The imperials won't allow the development of love. The
neocons are hired to make sure of that. The imperials won't allow
any movement that is without stealing, raping, and hopeless poverty.
The imperials had allowed America to escape only once from its
prison, for a brief period. This one exception happened during the
days of Franklin Delanor Roosevelt when the imperials needed
America to bail them out of the mess they created by financing
Hitler into power. Then, as soon as Hitler was dead, this open door
was closed again, and the raping resumed. In their world-empire-
dream the imperials have hired the neocon team, a team of rapists
and assassins, to destroy the USA totally, and wipe it off the map
of the future for all times to come, together with Russia, China,
and India."

  "Our Communist Society was built as a credit society, wasn't
it?" Anton interjected. "We issue our own money as a sovereign
people. We never had to borrow from anybody at any time."

  "That's essentially true," I interjected. "But there is a second
element associated with the credit-society principle. This second
element is missing in the Soviet Union. It is missing by design.
Communism was designed in the workshops of the British Empire.
Communism was designed to be destructive to itself. For this reason
it includes the one element that keeps the population of a feudal
society impotent by rape. The resulting general impotence is neces-
sary for an imperial society to maintain itself. The Brahmins in India
had discovered a particularly effective type of rape a long time ago.
They had kept themselves on the throne for 2,500 years without
interruption, on the basis of that grand rape. It was a double rape.
It combined a religious system of 'forced' female genocide, with
economic looting that was tied into it. It was a kind of rape that
drowns society in poverty and robs its identity as human beings.
Once that was accomplished, it was but a small step to treat people
as less than dirt in the quest for property. In imperial ideology only
property is regarded as wealth. The human being is just a laborer
that works the land for the landlord. Later, when land became lim-
ited, money was substituted as a new type of property, but the
ideology remained the same. In total contrast to that, in real terms,
the wealth of society is its productive and creative power, and that
power is primarily located in mankind's genius for creative ideas
drawn from society's scientific and spiritual development. In other
words the human being is the greatest treasure that a society has.
You might call the development of our humanity the highest form
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of cultural development that is possible. Much of that element has
been left out in the design of the Soviet Union, by intent. In the
Soviet Union the creative humanity of the human being is denied.
The entire Soviet World is under central imperial-type control. The
state dictates, and the shapeless mass of society carries out the
orders. The Soviet Union is therefore fundamentally designed as a
flashlight-party society."

  Anton protested. "You are terribly cruel," she said.
  "Is a person cruel that wakes someone from a deep slumber

while the house is on fire? Your country is in great danger, Anton,
and the whole world is in danger with it. The Soviet Union is
doomed by its system. It is still not too late to change course, but
time is running out. Your house has been on fire since 1917 when
the Bolsheviks took in Lord Palmerston's Trojan Horse, delivered at
the hands of Karl Marx, and received by Lenin and Trotsky, who
made it Russia's most prized possession. When this house comes
down, as it was designed for, meaning that the Soviet Union falls,
the Western Empire will be without any effective opposition. The
whole of mankind will thereby be doomed. America has already
surrendered itself in 1913. Our nation has lived in a flashlight-party
environment for many decades already, except for the brief span of
the Roosevelt years. You in the Soviet Union still have the potential
to do what we should have been doing, which is to end your
flashlight parties. Unfortunately, time is running out for you too."

  "Are you saying that before America can save itself you
need to learn the process from us?"

  "No Anton, you need to learn what had once been achieved
in America, which we lost, and build on that, and save yourself
while you still can."

  Anton laughed. "Are you comparing yourself with the fabled
King Arthur's Court, where for a brief shiny moment a bright
humanism ruled the day, that stood as the hope of the world and
a beacon-light for mankind? Are you saying that this is what you
once were before you surrendered in 1913?"

  "Actually our defeat began 1901. It began small, with the
assassination of President William McKinley right in the middle of
the world's fare, that had been a showcase of the power of scien-
tific and technological progress."

  I spoke with a smile now. "We were the light of the world
then, Anton. The uncles from Europe killed our President right in
the brightness of that light of the world-fair stage. That's when the
light of our nation began to be snuffed bit by bit, and the flashlight
parties began, one at a time, quietly. In a productive society, the
state, which are the people themselves, extend to themselves the
financial means to develop the nation's real wealth, to bring out
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their creative genius. The flashlight uncles raped us on that. They
took our freedom away from us and claimed ownership of our
lifeblood. There is no substitute possible for getting away from that.
One cannot compromise with a rapist. One has only a single option.
This is, to exert ones power as a human being, and with it, to
force the door open, of the confinement, to 'breathe the free air
again.' Once you open the door to universal scientific and techno-
logical development in society, you open the door to the most
productive economic processes you have ever seen. That's what had
made America the envy of the world during the few periods in our
history, when this had been made to happen. And it made us also
the chief enemy of the imperial world. The imperials knew what
was precious to us in our heart and soul. They took this from us,
and stomped our society into submission with lies, sophistry, and
corruption. The outcome has been so devastating that America truly
lost its heart and soul. A nation that surrenders to a rapist, by
giving away its self-control, in terms of giving up its currency and
credit creation, surrenders its soul.

  "What was taken from us in that rape, had been something
so powerfully productive, and creative, that it had inspired almost
the entire world to emulate us, for its creative and productive
power. Russia was inspired to move with what we had pioneered,
under the leadership of Count Witty, and Germany likewise moved
with it, under Bismarck. That's why the imperial rapists organized
World War One after they had raped us into submission. They
organized a global war to stop the global expansion of the humanist
system of economics that we had pioneered, which had made us
great, that had inspired Russia. That's when they brought out their
Trojan Horses, which they have had readied for years. They conjured
up communism to prevent Russia from ever realizing its human
potential. The Soviet system is therefore a hidden imperial system.
In communism the human being is used essentially as a laborer,
while the focus should have been to multiply the productive power
of the human being with advanced scientific and technological proc-
esses. The empire's communism had been designed to close the door
to Russia's self-development, by closing the door to industrial, sci-
entific, and technological progress. Karl Marx lend his name to
imposing this travesty unto Russia, but this didn't come off until
after we, in America, had betrayed ourselves to the empire, and
closed the door to the most precious that a society has. As a
consequence, both of our countries are now stuck, just as you were
stuck being trapped into your uncles' flashlight parties. The imperials
still have their free run. Their flashlight parties are being expanded
and intensified with consequences on a scale that supercedes the
tragedies of both the world wars put together. And this train to
hell, Anton, will never stop until mankind dies or someone sabotages
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the engine or blows up the tracks."
  "Why don't you blow up the tracks then, Peter?" said Anton.

"By what you just told me, this should be easy to do. You told me
that America was founded as a nation of free people. Then, Peter,
be free, and 'breathe the free air again,' as you have put it. Reclaim
what the rapists took from you in 1913. Shut down the institution
of that rape. Take your currency back. Take your credit creation
back. Take control over your nation back. Take the entire banking
system back, and regulated so that it will serve you, instead of rape
you. Then, when you 'breathe the free air again' you create yourself
the needed industries to produce those millions of free houses that
pulls your people out of the rut, out of the slums, from out of
homelessness, rent-slavery, and mortgage slavery, and so on. With
this new basalt technology that you thereby setup, you unleash a
revolution in manufacturing and in infrastructure building, as you
haven't imagined in your wildest dreams. It will revolutionize the
way you built cars, trains, cities, even the way you organize agri-
culture. Within a decade you could build yourself a completely new
America. All the vast empty spaces that you presently maintain as
deserts, will then become alive with completely new cities, some
self-sufficient in food, supplied by multistory indoor agriculture
systems that operate independent of climate. The deserts then also
come alive with the multitude of the amazing new industries that
you cannot yet imagine, with free culture, free health care, and free
universities. When you take your life back, and your nation back,
all of these things are possible. You have the manpower to do all
of this. You have the nuclear power resources. You have the tech-
nologies. You have the materials in infinite abundance. What would
hinder you to get this human development realized? Wouldn't this
stop the raping? Wouldn't this revolutionize the world?"

  "You are right," I said that. "Why don't we get our ass off
the easy chair where we get raped? I have asked this question a
thousand times, and nobody wants to hear it, much less support me
on that. But what about you? What you just told me is totally
achievable by the Soviet Union too. So, why don't you get off the
easy chair where you are being raped? India, too, has the same
revolutionary potential, and likewise China. Then imagine how the
four of us, Russia, China, India, and the USA, working together, can
uplift the entire world."

  "Maybe if we did this, that crazy world of ours might finally
be able to get rid of its nuclear bombs," said Anton. "Some of our
people want to blow up the Soviet Union just for that."

  "My God, don't even think of it! Don't wreck your country,
build it up, create the brightest renaissance ever. That's your only
option. Blowing things up, solves nothing. Look at what happened
to America. We surrendered in 1913. We blew ourselves up. We gave
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the imperials free reign. The very next year they became power-mad
and unleashed a shooting war that destroyed all of Europe. Then,
once they had Europe wrecked, America was torn to the ground. It
took them less than ten years to drag us from the height of a
powerful industrial society, into a depression that we didn't recover
from until Roosevelt shut the imperial system down to some degree
and gave us a breathing spell. The Soviet Union may have its
problems, Anton. It has deep structural problems. Nevertheless,
understanding the principles that are currently being violated can
solve those problems. But if you blow the Soviet Union up, you
open yourself to the fondi and their rapists, and you'll loose eve-
rything. They'll stick it to you. If the imperial system takes over
Russia, millions of people will die of starvation. That's an absolute
certainty. They'll impose economic austerity and hunger on a scale
that you never imagined would be possible. They'll shut down your
industries when they can't compete with world market prices estab-
lished by slave-labor economies. You will loose far more of your
industries than Hitler had been able to destroy during war. And
worst of all, you will do the destruction yourself with your own
hands. The imperials will offer you loans for reconstruction, but
those loans come with the conditions attached that you privatize
everything that you have built. Privatization means that you sell at
auction your national industries, infrastructures, and resources, for
the price of a song, and then pay through the nose for the priva-
tized services. The process has already begun in America. Huge money
funds are being formed in the West that have enormous financial
resources amassed to buy up the controlling interest of rich corpo-
rations. They will take them over and asset-strip them and shut
them down, and then walk away with a profit, while hundreds of
thousands loose their employment. And so, each imperial country
looses its productive potential bit by bit. They also take over public
corporations, that they urge the government to sell, especially infra-
structures, which they milk for profit, jacking up the rates, while
they let the physical systems decay on minimal maintenance. That
is how America is being destroyed right now. Russia will be sub-
jected to the same process, only more intensively. They will offer
you the world, while they take the world from you. Whatever you
do, Anton, don't let the Soviet Union collapse. Do whatever needs
to be done to repair the problems, but don't hand your country
over to the imperials rapists. They rape the life out of you."

  "I'm touched by your concern, Peter, but that makes you a
paradox. Isn't communism hated in America? Hasn't America fought
a bitter war in Vietnam to contain communism? Doesn't every
American want communism to fail?"

  "Communism is designed to fail, Anton. Communism was
designed by the British Empire to destroy Russia. I told you that.
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I said this earlier. Communism has deeply located structural flaws
that assure its ultimate failure. You have demonstrated you're ability
to repair the flaws to some degree. That's why the Soviet Union
still exists. But you have repaired just a few of them. There are still
many flaws left. The cultural 'flashlight parties' haven't stopped yet
creating more and deeper flaws. The word communism is now used
to capture all the horrors of their rape. They rape, and pin the
effect on communism. In order to survive, you have to find a way
to stop the cultural warfare that is raging within, powered from the
empires that your leaders so innocently court. You have already
discovered from personal experience what this does to a person.
Now project this forward, and try to fathom the pain of a nation
being raped more intensively. I sincerely hope that you succeed on
the national scale to end the flashlight parties, both for your sake
and the sake of humanity as a whole. If you succeed, maybe your
success will encourage America, which is deeper into this mess, to
follow suit."

  "Are you saying that the survival of America depends on the
survival of the Soviet Union?" Anton interrupted.

  "Not on just the survival of the Soviet Union, but on the
rebuilding of the entire Soviet Union into a humanist renaissance-
world, powered with grace and love, financed by a state credit
structure that is totally focused on developing the creative potential
of its people. The key element of an economic system must never
be to employ human labor. It must always be scientific and tech-
nological progress that multiplies the effectiveness of human labor so
that the labor becomes light, and worthwhile, while it is powerfully
transforming the world. That is what makes us human! That is what
empowers a society to be no longer a faceless mass of beasts of
burden. A labor-intensive society, is a slavery society. A human society
is a society that is a creator of a new and brighter world with
powerful technological processes. If the Soviet Union would achieve
that high-level kind of humanist development, mankind would have
a beacon for hope again. It might even inspire America to rescue
itself."

  "Why don't you take the lead and inspire us?" Anton inter-
rupted.

  "I wish we could, Anton," I replied, and laughed. "It should
be easy for us to get ourselves out of this trap. The General Welfare
Principle is still the fundamental principle of our Federal Constitu-
tion. It's the closest formal acknowledgement of the Principle of
Universal Love that one can find anywhere in the world. But it has
all been trashed in America, and been replaced with the glorification
of greed. I think that we in America are more deeply mired in the
mud of the Byzantine imperial rape than you people are, and I see
no one making any effort in either country, to get out of the sewer
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that we've all been dragged into. The Principle of Universal Love
appears to be as dead in Russia, as it is in America. This means
that we are in a race with each other to the bottom to see whose
country will disintegrate first. You may win that race, Anton, even
though you have a better chance to rescue yourself. America is too
far gone. We have no strength left to rescue ourselves with. I'm sure
you've been at this point personally where everything seems hope-
less."

  Anton nodded. "I know what you're saying. But don't count
on Russia. We haven't got any strength left either. There is nothing
in our history that would give us this strength. As you said yourself,
Russia has never experienced a great renaissance."

  "Maybe Mexico will come to our rescue," I said to her.
"The Mexican people have a long history of pulling themselves out
of the quagmire of imperial strangulation. They were raped by the
Aztec and survived, then by the Spaniards that they freed them-
selves from. We raped them too. They were raped badly by the
USA, Anton. The entire southwestern USA had been Mexican ter-
ritory. We had invaded Mexico in the mid 1800s, and by the force
of war stole from them the present states of Colorado, Utah, Nevada,
California, Arizona and New Mexico. The US-Mexico War was an
imperial conquest of vast proportion, a gigantic rape. They survived
that rape too. Still, to the present day, we never gave them their
territory back. Some day we will. Maybe at this point we'll become
a renaissance nation again, to which the possession of land, and
domination over a people, is no longer on the agenda. Right now
we are miles away from that. Can you see now how far we've sunk
into the imperial sewer? We may never get out."

  "Now you are lying to yourself," Anton interjected. "You
don't need any other nation's example to get out of your own rut.
You only need to look at your own example, your founding prin-
ciples, your historic achievement. You were the first nation on this
planet to climb out of the imperial sewer, where everybody is
routinely raped. You fought like hell and you succeeded. That his-
tory is still within you, and always will be, because there is a truth
in it. It demonstrates what can be done. You are the diamond of
the world, Peter, that fell into the mud, which remains a diamond
still. Your history demonstrates what can be achieved by human
beings on this planet. Reclaim your history, Peter. Climb out of the
mud. Give Mexico their territory back. Heal the rape that you
inflicted on your own soul by raping Mexico. Treasure your history
as a renaissance people. If you made mistakes, while growing up,
correct them, and then treasure the brightness of what you have
accomplished. Cherish your history; celebrate it in deeds; teach your
founding principles in the schools; teach the Principle of Universal
Love; preach your principles from the pulpit; explore them in dia-
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logue on the streets of your cities; thread them into art, movies,
songs. I wish we had such a richly profound history, like yours.
Don't throw away this rich thing that you have. Cling to it. Dig
deep into it. I had to dig deep into what I am as a human being
to get my life back, Peter. Do you think it was easy to pull myself
out of the sewer, after those years of being raped? It was hard,
Peter. It was a struggle. And even now, I haven't won everything
back. I'm still fighting. I need your help in this fight. And most of
all, I need your patience. I also need you to be patient with yourself."

  Anton was silent after that. I felt a deep chill in my soul
as I suddenly remembered what she really said. She had said loud
and clear that she never freed herself from her 'forced' subjection
to being raped. The rape ended only when the rapists died. She had
never experienced the power of a human being to build a free life.
Maybe that is what she meant when she said that she was still
struggling to get her life back."

  "I think we should turn around," I said to her after we had
been walking in this chilly cold of the ice fog that came drifting
in from the snow over the river.

  "I agree we should turn back," she said. "I'm freezing. I'm
not used to these long walks in the cold."

  "Oh, I thought you Muscovites are used to the cold," I said
in order to get a different kind of conversation going. "I'm sorry in
this case for having dragged our conversation out for so long. We
should have turned back sooner. Maybe what you need right now
to help you recover from the cold, is a long hot bath and a glass
of hot Rum, to get warm again."

  "You're dreaming, Peter. We don't have such luxuries in
Russia. Maybe in America all houses have built-in bathrooms, but
not here. We are a poor country, Peter."

  "You may be poor, Anton, but you treat the tourists well.
May I offer you a bath at the hotel? We've got all the luxuries in
the world there."

  "That's a sweet offer, Peter, but I can't accept that. How
could I possibly have a bath in a room with two men staying
there?"

  "One man only!" I corrected her. "You had booked two to
a room for the conference, but my boss, Fred, wouldn't have it. He
asked for a room of his own and paid for it himself. Nor would
you have to contend with me being in the room at all. I would
wait for you in the bar downstairs, while you have your bath."

  "I can't accept that either, Peter. It wouldn't be proper."
  "You would be able to extend your bath out for as long as

you would like, with no strings attached. You can stay in the tub
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for an hour, if you like, or two. I don't mind. I'll listen to some
music in the bar," I said to her, and began to laugh. "I have kept
you in the cold. I owe you! What do you say?"

  She said nothing in reply. Hurray! This means she didn't say
NO!

  While walking back the way we came, she remained mostly
silent. I didn't press the issue of the bath. Also the sudden silence
was welcome. It gave me time to look at the landscape. It occurred
to me during those silent 'moments' that the Volga was much wider
than I had imagined it to be. I also found the lack of tall buildings
on the skyline surprising. The Ostankino tower with its flashing light
stood like a lone thin needle against a sky that appeared black and
empty against the white of the snow that surrounded everything. A
few lanterns along the path faintly illumined the channel that was
cut through the snow for people to walk without getting mired in
it. The dim light also revealed a few snow-covered shrubs in the
distance, in what appeared to be a park-like setting.

  Anton didn't say anything except for a few brief remarks,
until we had turned away from the river, back towards the subway
station. Only when we came near to the station did she finally say,
yes. "I think I'll accept your offer under one condition," she added
quietly. "The condition is that you'll give me the keys to your
room."

  I stopped and reached into my pocket and gave her the keys
with a smile. "I have no need for the keys in the bar," I said with
a smile. I stopped when I gave her the keys. I stopped to be able
to face her, to see her smile in return. And it was a beautiful smile
that I saw. It was a different smile than I had seen before. Some-
thing had touched her. Something had touched her more than just
superficially. "There is no need to be afraid of me," I said to her.
"I offered you an open door. It's up to you to step through it, if
you wish, even for sex, if you wish, for playing soap bubbles that
float away with the wind, or for having a drink with me afterwards
in the bar. I make no demands. The horizon of the world is yours
to explore as far as you want to go, or not at all. Whatever your
choice is, its fair with me, and I mean this. You fear sex. Obviously
you do. I respect that. But maybe you shouldn't hide from it. It's
a part of life too. The only thing that is completely unfair about
sex is, that we made a great dam out of it, behind which everything
gets piled up so that nothing moves and pressure builds up. That's
when rape happens and people get hurt. But taking down the great
dam is also scary, especially if one doesn't know how. If I've messed
things up for you in that respect, please forgive me."

  She nodded and said nothing more in return until we got
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to the hotel. The hotel was within walking distance.

  As I had promised, I waited for her in the bar. When she
joined me nearly an hour later, her hair still damp, I ordered the
hot Rum that I had also promised. I did so with her consent of
course.

  "There is something that puzzles me about all of this," she
said after she started sipping the Rum, smiling at me gently. "I had
time to think about it in the bathtub. You compared my uncles'
flashlight parties, which I got forced into, with America's entrap-
ment. I can agree that the end-result was the same in both cases,
but I also see a fundamental difference. In my case, I didn't submit
myself to these orgies by my own choice, whereas you in America
did so in 1913. You said yourself that your submission was a willing
act, an Act of Congress. Your own people voted for it. It was
totally voluntary then. You could have easily said, no! I didn't have
the option to say no, Peter. I tried, but the consequences were too
painful. Of course we have laws in Russia against this kind of rape.
But which court would have taken the word of a child against the
word of three adults? And even if I had succeeded in getting the
uncles convicted and have them sent to a gulag, I would have
committed our family to starvation. When America submitted itself
to imperial domination at Christmas time in 1913, your country
didn't face those kinds of overpowering factors. This tells me that
your comparison is flawed. The two situations are totally different.
Why didn't you stand up for yourself in 1913 and said, no? You
could have easily said, no, no, stop!"

  "You are right," I said, after sipping on my own hot Rum.
"It certainly appears that way. You described some apparently fun-
damental differences. But if you look deeper, the differences become
blurred and disappear. As I said, the imperials have been set at war
against America for over 130 years, aiming to get us back under
their thumb as their willing slaves. They tried everything from open
warfare to the assassination of our brightest leaders. Nothing worked.
Force simply didn't work. As their last resort they implemented
cultural warfare. Just as they gave communism to you at the hands
of their agent Karl Marx, as a Trojan Horse to destroy Russia from
within, so they foisted greed-based fascism on us through the back
door. They gave us greed with their Trojan Horse, presented at the
hands of Adam Smith. They called it the ideal system of economics.
In 1913 we had already been defeated by a century of subtle rape.
Adam Smith had said to America that greed makes a society rich.
He said, 'never mind scientific and technological progress for the
general welfare. Open your heart to greed.' That's what he said.
Never mind building and creating. He said that wealth is property,
and property can be stolen from others by clever means. He inspired
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society to put itself in competition with one-another and steal from
one-another. Become rich! He said that private monetarism built on
the rage of greed is the road to riches. Then in 1913 the kind
uncles from Europe said to us, you have a worm in your belly.
Federal money takes your initiative away, inhibits greed, and makes
you sick and lazy. Too many regulations stand in the way. Let us
help you to draw those worms out of your belly. We can tell you
exactly what laws you need to enact to draw those inhibiting things
out of your economic system. Just open yourself to us. Open your
'mouth.' Let us in. But keep the treatment a secret. Let's not have
a public discussion until the cure has been accomplished, until the
laws are in effect. That's how it was in 1913, and still is in many
ways. And so, as you can see, the differences blur. We got raped,
we got robbed, just like you did. And then, soon afterwards we
realized what happened. But it was too late."

  "You should have been wise to them," Anton interrupted.
"The imperials had been trying to rape you ever since your country
was born, as you said yourself."

  "Empires exist by stealing. Yes, we should have known that,
Anton. But Adam Smith made the process sound so sweet that
everybody wanted to take part in it and become rich. A few people
did indeed become highly successful in stealing from society, and
everybody was taught to admire them for their wealth. Their success
in stealing from society had made them 'great' men in the eyes of
society. Society celebrated their success. Stealing became the new
principle of economics. Nobody looked at the decimation of society
as a whole. They just saw the glitter. This deep reaching perversion
of our culture, Anton, was carried out over a long period by the
best professionals in cultural warfare that have their roots anchored
deep in the 'achievements' of the Venetian Empire, which is itself
rooted in the cultural decadence of the Byzantine Empire, and the
Roman Empire that created it that was itself built on the deep
perversion of Christianity. The disciples of Adam Smith were so
clever in their raping that we fell for it. We trusted them. They
succeeded. That's how America fell, after 130 years of cultural warfare
that had succeeded making the old imperial system look sweet and
wonderful that had once been despised. That's what we capitulated
to. Sure, we could have said, no! But who was there to say no to
it? The trap that we fell into was a far more cleverly thought out
trap, than the trap that your uncles had set up for you. They might
very well have tried to convince you that sticking their flashers into
you, after you found out, was actually for your benefit and that
their flash floods are good for you. You may have even believed
them at first and might have gladly swallowed their stuff as it still
promised a cure. You didn't know that you weren't sick. Did you.
You probably didn't know that for quite some time, maybe several
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months. So you let them do what they wished for the promise that
it would cure you. It was the same with us. We didn't know in
1913 that we weren't sick. America was put in a trance by the
'imperials' private monetarism. America evidently convinced itself that
it was wise to swallow the bitter side effects in the trance that
glorifies riches, that cures poverty, which we didn't really have. Who
realized in 1913 that only a few could ever achieve those riches that
are built on stealing from society? Evidently it takes many slaves to
support a single master in opulent living. And so, 80% to 90% of
America swallowed the bitter side effects that come with the im-
perial monetarist thievery system. It's hard to say, no, for a society
that is axiomatically put into a trance. It would have been easier
for you to say no to your uncles."

  "Perhaps not, Peter," Anton interrupted me and began to
laugh. "We women gave you men plenty of training to beware of
the lure of a trance. We are a bit of a paradox that way. We wear
deeply cut dresses or blouses that show off our breasts, but when
men stare at them in the trance that we create, we feel uncom-
fortable and mentally scold them for it."

  I shook my head in disbelief. Was I hearing her right?
  "Don't deny that you enjoyed looking at my breasts, Peter.

You did so all night. You did a poor job in trying to conceal your
interest. But you never said a word. This makes you a paradox too.
You were in a trance, and you couldn't escape it, but you had
enough self-control to keep your response from going any further
than just looking. Why couldn't America have responded in the same
manner to the imperial's trance of greed, which they called econom-
ics? Why couldn't your people keep their hands off it?"

  "Probably for the same reason that your uncles couldn't keep
their flashers zipped up. Probably the very thought of them sticking
their flashers into you created a trance that made them feel good.
They evidently felt they had to follow this trance. And it probably
worked for them. In their trance, they probably never realized that
at the moment when they surrendered to the trance, they had put
themselves in, they lost the most precious opportunity they could
possibly have, namely their experiencing the love of a beautiful
little girl, which you obviously were. America had surrendered itself
in its trance under the spell of greed probably in the same manner
as they did. America lost its humanity in ever-larger measures and
still continues to loose it. I pray to God that I never make this
mistake towards you. The loss would be too great. But you are right
about America. That happened to America, but America was a victim
in that just as Russia had been a victim of top-down domination
by the imperial system, the Byzantine system of social mind-control
that Russia gave its heart to for a thousand years. Now you are
celebrating the Thousand-Year Anniversary of the longest-duration
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rape on your nation. You are celebrating a tragedy. That is what I
really wanted to say. You were enticed, and took part in it. It's the
same in America. We are raped by greed. But this isn't native. It
has the same roots, only more intensely developed. For 130 years we
have been the victims of a war of rape by the very empire that
we stepped away from when we created the American Union of free
states. The empire hit us with war after war. We held our ground
on the battlefield, but they defeated us in our own Congress in
1913. They defeated us with traitors that gave the nation away into
the hands of empire. With that the nation was lost and mankind
lost big-time from then on."

  "Are you saying that 1913 was just the beginning for Ameri-
ca's demise?" Anton interjected.

  I nodded slightly. "We've been on the loosing street ever
since. We've been raped from then on. Every year we sink deeper
into the sewer that the empire opened up for us as we loose more
and more of our humanity under the resulting trance of the fascism
of greed. That's what happens when a people are being abused by
a trance. I am sure when your uncles stuck their 'flashers' into your
mouth and filled you up with their 'juices' you felt a bit of your
humanity ripped away from you. Luckily, you got out of this en-
vironment before the damage went too deep. America was not as
lucky. When this kind of rape happens to a whole nation over a
long period of time, and the raping doesn't end but reaches deeper,
the nation becomes cold and hard. The Principle of Universal Love
recedes far out of sight, when this happens. The general welfare
focus that our nation was founded on, became lost. And so, what
the nation stands for today is ugly and becomes uglier by each
passing day. Some day, I hope, we will end this trend. But we are
not there yet. We are still stuck in the imperial trap, just as you
were trapped with your uncles. That is why America refuses to give
up the death penalty, or its fascination with torture, or its nuclear
terror weapons, or even its first-use policy, and refuses to ban land
mines and uranium munitions. Our dirty uranium bombs that we are
now toying with are the most efficient weapons of mass destruction
ever created on the planet, because they literally keep on killing
forever, and we plan to be using them in a big way. Nobody knows
what the long-term effects of the resulting genetic mutations will be
as alpha radiation fills the Earth's atmosphere. Hardly anybody cares
anymore about protecting people. The uranium bombs, the DU bombs
as they call them, are the dirties of the dirty bombs. They should
never be used. But that's the way we are going. We plan to be
using them by the tens of millions to destroy Russia with them, and
China, and India, and large portions of ourselves too. That's what
the imperials had long hoped we would do. They want mass-geno-
cide. They have been crying about depopulation from the 1950s on.
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They want to see a world of less than one billion people, a world
they can control. That is at the end of the rainbow of the Byzantine
System that you are celebrating. You should stop the celebration and
wake up before it is too late. The intended rape of all mankind
goes beyond genocide. The imperials in America are toying with
weaponry that might exterminate the whole of mankind in the space
of a few generations, with no recourse for the victims once the
damage begins to manifest itself. You said yourself that you didn't
get out of your in-family rape situation until all the rapists were
dead. The whole world is now moving in the direction that you
couldn't get out of, and there is no indication that the rapists will
go away before all will be dead, Anton. That's how insane we've
become, Anton. Now tell me that the world doesn't need the Soviet
Union's help. It needs everybody's help, or else we will not survive.
We are in mortal danger even without nuclear war. Sanity and
humanity must be rebuilt and be re-established, and you must help.
We must all help each other on this front where our very survival
is at stake."

  Anton shook her head in response with a disgusted look on
her face, and started to get up to leave. "I have to get out of here,"
she said. "This is getting too scary. I also find it disgusting that you
are saying these horrible things about your own people."

  "This has nothing to do with our people or the British
people," I cut her off. "This is the result of the universal response
around the planet to the universal rape of mankind by the imperial
forces of this world that nobody wants to face up to, much less
counter. In fact you are celebrating those very forces. I am saying
that we have to stop this apathy. I am saying that this has to begin
with each one of us before the consequences get out of hand. I am
saying that the Principle of Universal Love is the only platform we
have to win this fight with. Every other platform is an imperial
platform in some fashion and will get us nowhere. I'm also saying
that we won't likely understand the depth of the trap that we are
in, until we understand the Byzantine model of top-down domina-
tion, in which truth and love have no place and life itself is becoming
exceedingly discounted to zero. Yes, Anton, all of that is ugly, and
scary, but we can't walk away from it, because we can't walk away
from the consequences."

  I reached my hand out to her. "I don't want to scare you,
or entice you, or trap you. But I do want your help with this. I
know you have to go home. It is very late. At least allow me to
get you a taxi as a way of saying thanks for sharing the evening
with me."

  "No Peter, I'll take the Metro," she said sharply. "I don't
want to be in anybody's debt."
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  With that said, she turned and left the bar. She walked
away without looking back.

  I felt the urge to run after her. I felt urged to reply to her
cold departure. I felt urged to say that if we become so extremely
self-isolated, that we don't want to be in another's debt for helping
one-another, then we have already lost, and all hope is gone.

  As it was, I didn't run after her. I let her be. I felt that
she needed to learn this lesson herself. I also felt that she would
make the needed discovery soon, and would realize in her own way
that my proposal by which we can actually win our freedom, and
thereby end the imperial rape upon the world, was the only pro-
posal that would work.
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Part 2 - The Rape Campaign
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Chapter 7 - The Rat Campaign

  I don't know for how long I had sat in my corner alone
when the bartender came over and brought me a drink that I hadn't
ordered. He put it in front of me with a smile. "It's a Grand
Marnier," he said. "It is a gift from the gentleman in the booth
behind you." He pointed in the direction towards the rear of the
room, and nodded.

  I took a zip. The taste was familiar. Happier times came to
mind, carefree times. I stood up to thank the man, a tall gray-haired
man in a black suit. He was likewise alone.

  "You are a champion," said the man, greeting me, raising his
own glass of the same kind of drink. "You have managed to scare
away the most beautiful woman in the world, who obviously loves
you, and you did it in less than ten minutes."

  I raised my hand to say something.
  "Don't bother," he said. "You don't have a clue why you

succeeded." He spoke with a strong English sounding accent.
  "Ah, you Englishmen have all the answers?" I replied. I said

this instead of defending myself and smiled.
  "Answers?" he replied in return and laughed. "My advantage

is, that I happen to live closer to the sewer than you do. It took
me years to sniff out the places where the stench comes from; the
stench that chased your lady away."

  "It is a case of cultural differences," I interrupted him.
  He began to laugh again. "You are funny," he said. "You are

dreaming. You are dreaming these convoluted dreams, because you
don't know."

  "Know what?" I interjected.
  "Sit down!" demanded the man. "Let me surprise you. Let

me tell you about the stench that I have first-hand knowledge of.
The stench has no boundaries, no cultural dimension, nor has it any
cultural roots. It is like a dark mist that has blanketed the world.
It has infested the world and now makes it stink to high heaven."

  I sat down facing the man across the table. He was immacu-
lately dressed, wearing a dark red tie.

  "The stench started in Germany a long time ago," I said
quietly, just to say something. I had no idea what he was talking
about. Germany was an easy one to blame. After two world wars
and the new age of the freedom of the money, a lot of things were
not normal anymore. I had been there. I had seen it. Something was
rotten there alright. Amongst the glitter, sanity was rotting in the
streets. Was this what he meant?

  "Oh, I see, you are mad at the Germans, because Hitler
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didn't follow your masters' dictates, and nearly defeated you; is that
it?" said the man. "Hitler was supposed to obliterate the Soviet
Union and defeat communism. Isn't that what he was hired for? He
was supposed to crack open Russia, and thereby enable the looting
of it by the Anglo-American empire. Isn't that what your Harriman
crowd hired him for? But he foiled you. He went west and took
Western Europe first; he turned against the club that paid for his
career, both from America, and from within the British Empire. Are
you still mad that Hitler backstabbed you? But in any case you are
wrong my friend, the stench didn't start in Germany." The man
burst into laughter while he was still speaking. "This is really getting
funny," he said moments later. "You seem to be an intelligent person,
but how is it that you don't know the rotten core where the stench
came from long before Hitler, and even long before the Soviet
Union was formed. Communism, fascism, and eugenicism, are all
fundamentally identical, because they are all 'children' of this deep-
rooted stench. The stench started even before Malthus, before the
Poor Laws, and actually before the British Empire was born. The
empire was built on the children of the stench. The stench began
to rise long before the USA was as much as thought of as an idea."

  I raised my hand calmly. "Ah, I see. You are referring to
that stench, the stench that broke the second renaissance in the
world, the stench that inspired Napoleon, who nearly destroyed Russia
in 1812. If this is what you are referring to, then I am correct in
what I said. This stench did start in Germany, didn't it. As I recall,
vaguely, something started there a long time ago that changed the
world, am I right? The details are a mystery. But something started
there that eventually destroyed Germany, that should have been
prevented."

  The man nodded. He spoke quietly now. "A great stench
began to rise in 1748 in a town in Germany, you are correct in
that, even though it had a long prior history. The rising of the
stench in a big way began in Frankfurt in a small shop of a gold-
smith business that was also dealing in gold coins. The shop had a
red shield hung in front of its door, a roth schild as they would
have said in German at the time."

  "I know where this is going," I interjected. "The owner's
name was Bauer," am I correct. "Bauer had a son named Meyer,
whom he trained in the art of making money by using money, the
art of usury. Meyer was a fast learner, and after his father's death
he went to Hanover to perfect his mastery of the art, by working
for the bank of the Oppenheimers, starting as a clerk, where he was
recognized for his 'talents' and became a junior partner of the bank.
My boss has always been demanding me to study history, especially
the hidden kind of history that stands behind the history of our
nation. Some of that starts with Mayer, doesn't it? While working
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with the Oppenheimers, Meyer learned that loaning money to gov-
ernments and kings was much more profitable than loaning to pri-
vate individuals. Not only were the loans bigger, but they were
secured by the nation's taxes. Through the Oppenheimers, Meyer
gained access to the upper crust, to General Estorff and Prince
William of Hessen, I believe. On these high-level assets Meyer began
to build his own banking business. He went back to Frankfurt,
bought the old firm that his father had built. He kept the red
shield and changed his name to Rothschild. Monetarism became his
identity. He built one of the world's biggest monetarist empire on
this name that came from the gold shop, a name that would be
spread across the world by his five sons and his grandson Jacob
Schiff. But Meyer did also something else, where the really big
stench came from. He created the Illuminati. He said he needed to
break the power of the church that controlled much of the royalty
at the time. He had access to fairly high places. Meyer became a
court agent for Prince William, who was also the grandson of George
II of England, who was the cousin of George III, and a nephew of
the King of Denmark, who in turn was a brother- in-law of the
King of Sweden. With this inside connection the House of Rothschild
became the go between for the big Frankfurt bankers. But there was
always this barrier that Meyer couldn't break, which he may have
called 'this damn chokehold of morality' that the churches had on
the royalty; and that was bad for business. So Meyer went to a
renegade Catholic priest. He may have said, 'help me to break this
hold.' The priest may have answered that he might want to revive
the old German cult, the Illuminati, that had existed in the 15th
Century, which had practiced the occult and had professed to pos-
sess the 'light' that Lucifer retained, the fabled Morning Star that
fell from heaven, which then became Satan. The priest Weishaupt
was a born a Jew, but was educated by the Jesuits. For understand-
able reasons, he developed an intense hatred for the Jesuits who
tried to brainwash him; so he became an atheist and an admirer of
Voltaire, the famous revolutionary at the time with wild 'liberal'
religious views. Voltaire had preached that a reign of terror should
be spread over the whole earth for as long as any Christian would
be found obstinate enough to adhere to Christianity. Yes, I can smell
the stench already, is this what you mean? Weisehaupt was promptly
hired by Meyer to form a new secret society on the model of the
old Illuminati to break the church that stood in the way of busi-
ness. And so the new Illuminati began, and quickly grew into a
giant in the shadow of the Rothschild empire. It became a satanic
enterprise operating in secrecy to eradicate Christian morality. The
Jewish connection, which became strong, may have come from
Weishaupt. So it makes sense, that in later years Jacob Schiff, the
grandson of Meyer, provided a large sum in gold coins to Trotsky
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and Lenin, who were both Jewish and Illuminate, who offered to
serve the British Empire as the 'revolutionaries,' who would over-
throw the Provisional Government in Russia for their British masters.
The Provisional Government had been set up after the real revolu-
tion that had already happened by then. The Illuminati literally stole
the Russian people's revolution, and turned it into the Bolshevik
madhouse that created a communist empire. The Bolshevik Revolu-
tion, as it was called, really wasn't a revolution at all. It was merely
a takeover of power. The driving force didn't come from the grass-
roots level of the population. It was bought with Illuminati supplied
gold. It was a revolution betrayed by foreign agents in the interest
of a foreign private power. The stench that came from the Illuminati
stable, had become the dominant force in the history of the world.
The Bolshevik revolution was a satanic enterprise of the Illuminati.
The whole Bolshevik system became a satanic enterprise. Once the
Bolsheviks were in power, the real blood-orgy began in Russia. The
'revolution' began to 'cleanse' the land in a brutal civil war in which
millions were killed, which would later be overshadowed by the
1932 holocaust for the 'cleansing' of the Ukraine. If you want to talk
stench, I think that is were you need to start and go on without
closing your eyes to where it came from. And it started in Ger-
many. What became the murdering of millions in Russia was fi-
nanced by Jacob Schiff from New York on behalf of the British
Empire. But the Empire had failed, hadn't it? Russia did not collapse
under Bolshevism, which proves that there is no real power in the
satanic fantasy of the Illuminati. Satanism is not a power. Love is
a power."

  The man burst into laughter. "Congratulation!" he said. "I
see you know my family's history, at least some of it, and you
know this part well, but this also makes you a fool, because in real
terms you know nothing. You know a bit of history, that's all."

  "My boss is always pushing me to learn history," I repeated.
"History, history, history..."

  "But you didn't learn real history," said the man. "If you
had, you would not go on blabbering the word, Illuminati. The very
word is akin to a swearword. It is a psychological warfare weapon
of the highest order, by what it represents. It is satanic and more
than satanic. It is mysticism that breeds a sense of impotence and
fear. It creates a problem in the mind for which there exists no
solution, because the core of it is insanity. And this is all inten-
tional. The Illuminati exist in secrecy. It's like the Ku Klux Klan,
which is a part of the same larger satanic movement that the term,
Illuminati, has been attached to which gives the movement an
unidentifiable face. The devils are nowhere and everywhere, like
gods that have no name and at the same time every name. They
are a pestilence that pervades the fabric of the world and mutilates
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the face of mankind, staging a vast scene of problem built on
problem, for which there is no solution as the driving force remains
invisible and unidentifiable. And this too is intentional. Psychological
warfare researchers have long realized that if a person is confronted
with a problem for which it can find no solution, and the pattern
is repeated relentlessly, a recursive development begins that reverts
the mental capacity of an individual back to an infantile state of
reasoning. It develops fear, which is a trap, with no escape from it.
The Ku Klux Klan had this type of an effect on the American
Negro society. This kind of effect has become globalized, and so
have the unseen forces driving it. The network of Illuminati now
comprises every satanic element there is, financially, politically, ideo-
logically, militarily. Society becomes trapped by it, ever deeper, into
fear. Mysticism, secrecy, terror, are a force that generates this infan-
tile fear without hope that we now see. It is a trap that few even
recognize, much less are able to defend themselves against. It breeds
impotence. The masters, who use this mysticism, want society to
implant the Illuminati name into your mind, because it is not a real
name. It is the term for fascist insanity. It is a term that inspires
terror with an image that no one dares to speak of. It is used as
a name, but it isn't a name at all, just as fascism isn't a name. The
word is designed as a weapon and the target is the individual who
speaks the word. That is why I say you are a fool, my friend, by
subjecting yourself to the psychological warfare that is built into
playing with that word that should never be spoken. But that's what
you do. You speak of Satanism, as if it is something to fear, and
society has no hope of escaping it, like Russia couldn't escape the
Bolsheviks. You spoke to me as if you had created a problem in
your mind for which you had no solution. There was fear in your
voice as if you were stuck with this problem without hope. You
probably had ruminated over it for a long time; it had gnawed on
you; you had mulled it over; you had struggled with it but gotten
nowhere. Am I right? Most people have this problem, and it's
deliberate. The intention is for them to be trapped, because the
process itself is recursive; it disables the mind; it takes away a
person's self-empowerment, and with it disables the quality of think-
ing that enables one to become a power in real terms. This psy-
chological trap forces a mental circumcision, a mental sphere with-
out humanity. The result is a mentality akin to infancy and insanity,
both inspiring fear and impotence. 'Fear is the mind-killer;' just ask
Frank Herbert, he coined the phrase. Fear is a mind-killer indeed,
but it is not a power. Fear is never a power. Fear is the effect of
insanity, the absence of sanity, the mythical void where nothing is
real. Love is power. Love is the essence of the Universe. It is it's
harmonizing Spirit, without which the Universe would not exist.
That is how great a power Love is. Fear is not reflected in any
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facet of the natural Universe. Therefore, fear is not a power. Sanity
is power!"

  "Alright!" I interjected. "You made your point. I agree; sanity
is power, and empire is determined to destroy this power. Still, the
Illuminati control the world."

  "Oh yes they do, that's just the point," said the man, "and
they will go on to control the world for as long as society is using
this word Illuminati as a name. Why can't you see that the word
creates a problem in people's mind for which they see no solution,
because the problem is based on insanity by definition? It's a psy-
chological warfare term, one of the more effective ones, so don't use
it, or even think it. Use the proper name that it stands for, and
which it tries to hide. Use the term, empire. If you do this, you
are safe and on the right track. The doctrine of the Illuminati, that
Lucifer fell from heaven and became Satan, who supposedly now
inflicts suffering on mankind and bestows power over mankind to
whosoever has the light of Lucifer, the 'light' of Satan, the 'light'
of insanity, is a myth. There exists no contrary power in opposition
to the nature of the Universe. There is no such thing as entropy
in the Universe that diminishes anything. The entire universe, from
an atom to the largest cluster of galaxies, is a construct, not of bits
of matter, but of energy shaped by a vast array of harmonizing
principles, without which the universe would not exist. Our percep-
tion of reality, reflected in the term Principle, must reflect this, for
our perception to be truthful. It must reflect the harmonizing quality
and creative power of Principle that we see expressed throughout
the Universe. This renders such concepts as the 'principle of evil,'
or Lucifer, or Illuminati, or just plain entropy, invalid. The very
concept of 'counteracting principles' is fundamentally false. If there
was such a phenomenon as 'counteracting principles' the Universe
would not exist, Nothing can exist on a self-destructive basis. But
the Universe does exist, which renders such concepts as a 'principle
of evil,' or Lucifer, or Illuminati, or entropy, a bunch of crap. And
it has the effect of crap. It is confusing, disabling, a mind killer of
the highest order, a terrorism of a hidden kind that conjures up a
fear that one cannot fight, because its object is not real. A lot of
sophistry is built on these false concepts. These, evidently need to
be swept out of the way with an unfolding scientific sense of
Principle. The fact simply cannot be ignored that the physical and
astrophysical Universe is built on principles that are not contrary to
each other, nor isolated from each other, but are harmonizing to-
wards a 'product of intention' which simply is the existence of the
Universe. Since this is the fundamental platform of the Universe,
expressed in all its aspects, it applies to us too. On the universal
platform entropy is not a principle, nor is it on any other truthful
platform, even though it is often regarded as real and has been
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given a name, by which it is known as the second law of thermo-
dynamics. But this too, is not truthful. The concept of entropy is
a mind killer, for it contains no logical rationality that is under-
standable. It is mythological. Nor can one speak of spiritual entropy
when the very nature of the living world is growth, unfoldment, and
development. The Lucifer concept, of the star that fell from heaven,
is a ancient myth that was cleverly reapplied and made a part of
the Illuminati ideology of the Rothschild banking empire, back in
the 1700s, to serve as a battering ram against the moralist standpoint
of Christianity that was deemed a hindrance to the profiteering and
looting enterprises of the 'business.' The suffering of mankind was
not imposed by the satanic Lucifer, or the Illuminati, but by man-
kind's foolish subjection of it to the rule of empire and its self-
serving intentions, and actions without regard to anyone, which
happens to match the concept of evil. There is no such thing as
a natural evil that is reflected in the consequences of the kind of
rape that results from the operation of empire. Since this is self-
evident to the alert mind, the concepts of the 'principle of evil,' or
Lucifer, or Illuminati, or just plain entropy, have been devised to
turn the mind into knots with something that is basically not
knowable. Only Truth is knowable, and it is knowable by its uni-
versal principles. Empire, as a concept, is not knowable, except as
a negation, by which its entire mess is knowable."

  "Now this is something I can deal with," I interjected.
"Empire is a problem for which there exists a solution. The solution
is to shut it down. Sanity is the solution; renaissance is the solution.

  "Empire is not a power," said the man. "It is the expression
of imperialism; another myth; a system built on sand; a shell with-
out substance and without a foundation; it perverts economics into
looting that destroys the basis for wealth; it is self-defeating. It is
not understandable in this sense. The correlative term for empire is
emptiness, desolation. It is understandable in this sense. That's the
scientific definition for empire."

  "The evidence that I see lies in the opposite," I interjected.
"The term 'Illuminati' was used by a German sect in the 15th
Century as their name. They practiced the occult; they professed to
possess the 'light' that Lucifer had retained when he became Satan.
Under this name the devil became institutionalized. I agree, there
are more Illuminati clubs and institutions around the world now,
than anyone can imagine, and the clubs do own the world just as
Meyer Rothschild had intended, and they pave the way for the
bankers to rake in the loot. Twenty-percent interest rates, right?
That's fascism."

  "But fascism is not understandable, itself," the man inter-
jected. "It is only understandable as a negation of the universal
humanity of mankind."
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  "The Illuminati own the banks," I said. "They own the Bank
of England. They own the Federal Reserve. They own all monetarist
operations in the world."

  "They are all fascist, empty holes," said the man. "Benjamin
Franklin was one of the few who understood this well. He was well
aware of the methods of the Bank of England, the devil that is
injected into the mind of society. He understood its looting mon-
etary system of fractional reserve banking, as a negation of civiliza-
tion. He understood the dangers of having a privately owned Central
Bank controlling the issuing of the American nation's currency. He
prevented the negation from controlling our nation. Franklin had
resisted the charter of an American central bank right until his
death in 1791, because the negation was not understood for what it
was. In the year of his death, Alexander Hamilton pushed through
the legislation for the charter of The First Bank of the United
States. Hamilton's intentions were good, but he couldn't keep the
Illuminati out, that routinely invade the nations like fleas. The
negation hadn't been overturned at this time. Ironically, our First
National Bank had been chartered by the Bank of England to finance
the war-debt of the Revolutionary War."

  The man just smiled. "That's my very point. Hamilton
couldn't see the Illuminati. Nathan Rothschild had jumped in and
invested heavily in the First Bank. He immediately set out to con-
trol all financial activities between the banks in America."

  "So you agree that I am right, that the devil was in the
pudding right from the start, before anyone even knew its face," I
said. "Its face had been kept hidden in secrecy, but the devil was
in the pudding."

  "No," said the man. "The devil is always in the mind.
Benjamin Franklin understood this. He could see the devil before
anyone even knew that there was one. His design for America had
it that the U.S. Constitution would put the control of the nation's
currency in the hands of Congress, and that its law would include
no provisions that would enable Congress to delegate that authority.
This single simple requirement had been designed to keep the
American money supply out of the hands of the private banking
industry, and especially the Illuminati, the Templars of monetarism,
the Templars of Satan. The Bank of England had made several at-
tempts to usurp control of the U.S. money supply, but it failed.
Knowing the devil, whose name is empire, Benjamin Franklin's pro-
posal for the Constitution was designed to keep the devil out. He
was the Number One scientific genius in the world at his time, did
you know that?"

  I shook my head. "I only know that his name appears
whenever something great, and good, and exciting is being remem-
bered from this time."
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  "Are you surprised?" said the man. "Benjamin Franklin was
famous as a scientist, an inventor, a statesman, a printer, a philoso-
pher, a musician, an economist, and an explorer. He spoke thirteen
languages and communicated with a large network of scientific cir-
cles, some in other parts of the world. He was the first to chart
the Gulf Stream, and also to scientifically prove that lightening is
an electric phenomenon, by flying kites into potential lightening clouds
to 'measure' their electric potential. In the pursuit of knowledge he
also founded the American Philosophical Society to help scientific
men to discuss their discoveries and theories. And my friend this
networking happened in a time long before the telephone or tel-
egraph, when it took weeks for a letter to cross the oceans or the
continent. To make the communicating more efficient, he ran the
post office himself. He was in short an all around genius. He was
so far ahead of his time, that after his death many of his initiatives
became lost, which where only much later brought back into the
foreground in Mathew Carey's famous book, 'The Olive Branch.' Of
course, while he was alive, he was also aware of the Illuminati and
their game and helped shape the American Constitution as a shield
against it. Benjamin Franklin might have been the first person in
history who was able to see beneath the Lucifer scam, and see
beneath its facade that deeply ingrained evil of empire that the term
covers up, for which Christianity is being abused, especially the
Catholic Church."

  "But the Illuminati had its agents not only infiltrating Rome,
but also the American continent, enlisting supporters there of the
cause of empire, with bribery and kickbacks, to let the devil in,"
I said. "The devil had its ways, and the clubs of the supporters all
worshiped the devil. Empire was seen by many as standing tall with
a golden crown, especially after Benjamin Franklin was no more."

  "Ah, but the golden crown had a phrase engraved in it,"
said the man. "The phrase proclaimed written in bold letters, 're-
sistance is futile, gold is your wealth. Don't resist!' The notion that
resistance to gold is futile creates a problem in the mind for which
no solutions exist, because the concept that gold is wealth, is in-
sanity. Physical production, services, creativity, and culture are the
wealth of civilization, but never gold. To the mind the killer is fear,
in economics gold is the killer; and both are insanity. Insanity has
no solution in itself. Fractional reserve banking that creates money
out of nothing, is not a solution for creating wealth, because it in
fact dilutes a nations wealth, becoming an economic predator in
disguise; a flea that kills its host. It offers a solution that cannot
work, and deep inside, the mind knows that. Only a mindless fool
believes that a society becomes rich by stealing from each other.
This folly promotes infantile thinking. Yes, people have become
infantile in their thinking, which proves what I said, that the devil
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is in the mind, thriving on insanity."
  "But who is able to calls the devil's bluff with the strength

of an infantile mind?" I interjected.
  "It doesn't happen," said the man. "That is how insanity that

was created by the empire, saves the empire, by which society dies.
It is designed that way. Nobody in America did recognize that,
except Benjamin Franklin, but Benjamin Franklin died before the
USA was fully established. For years the country was dragged into
cycles of financial havoc, because of that failure in recognition, driven
by the devil's banker's policies that always create cycles of inflation,
followed by tight money. During times of inflation the economy is
allowed to boom with high employment, so that people borrow
money to buy houses and farms. Then the devil-bankers raise the
interest rates, incite a depression, cause unemployment; and bang,
when people cannot not pay their mortgages, they have their homes
and farms repossessed by the bankers for a fraction of the true
value. That's how the devil's creatures rape the nations with impu-
nity, and steal it blind. This is how the bankers bled America. The
people were bled, but my friend, remember, the devil wasn't in the
pudding. It was in the mind, and its name was then, and still is,
empire."

  "Isn't that the Illuminati's ploy?" I interjected. "This ploy
recurred time and time again and it still does so today. Wouldn't
it be better that the term Illuminati becomes attached to what
seems so legitimate and benign?"

  "If you want to attach a name to the devil," said the man,
"then give it the name of Rothschild. Rothschild is the most spoken-
of name of empire. By 1810, the House of Rothschild owned a
substantial stake in the Bank of the United States, and gained control
of the Bank of England. The name Rothschild gave the operation an
identifiable face, and people understood the connection. Since foreign
owners were not, by law, to have a say in the operation of the
Bank of the United States, and everybody knew that most of the
bank's share holders and directors were affiliated and complicit with
the Rothschild background that is tied to the old colonial empire,
the bank's charter was simply not renewed by Congress. An iden-
tifiable name gave Congress something it could address. But with the
'name' Illuminati attached the scene becomes confusing, and the issue
obscured. The stopping of the corrupted bank wouldn't have been
possible then. The Empire learned its lesson in 1811. When the bank
was dissolved the House of Rothschild lost millions. Enraged, Nathan
of the Rothschilds almost single handedly fomented the War of 1812
by using his formidable influence to coerce the British Parliament to
wage war on America to retake the colonies by force. The attempt
failed. A second strategy was developed to divide the USA, and
conquer the splinters. The result, after years of building up political
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control of America from within, became the Civil War. The Civil
War wasn't about slavery. It was about empire. Lincoln knew that
this war had to be won at all cost, or else there would be no USA,
and no freedom for mankind, ever."

  "So you agree with me, the devil was in the pudding," I
interjected. "The Rothschild's Illuminati gang had a whole flock of
devils operating as its agents, ripping at the soul of the United
States, lighting a flood of little fires to start the Civil War."

  "No my friend, the devil was in the head," said the man.
"Lincoln knew the devil. One does not fear the devil one knows.
With that knowledge Lincoln inspired the nation to defend itself.
And it wasn't hard for Lincoln to know the devil. A long time
before the Civil War, Nathan of the Rothschilds, had gotten a firm
grip on the Bank of England and had boasted loud and clear on
many occasions that he couldn't care less which puppet was placed
on the throne of England to rule the Empire, because whoever
controls Britain's money supply controls the British Empire, 'and I,'
said Nathan, 'am the one who controls the British money supply.'
Nathan knew that he controlled the British Empire and actually far
more than that, and had his eyes set on controlling the world.
Lincoln understood this and saved America from the Empire. How-
ever, the Empire was not defeated by this action. America was saved
for the moment, but the world was not, and therefore America
remained in danger. This fact should have become immediately
apparent when Lincoln was assassinated by one of the Empire's many
stooges. As far as I can tell, the connection was not recognized, and
the status quo continued. By this time the Rothschilds had expanded
their financial empire throughout Europe. They had crisscrossed the
continent with railroads that they owned, which enabled them to
transport coal and steel from their purchased coal mines and iron
works. The Empire had the world slaving for it. Through a 'loan'
to the government of England, the masters of empire held the first
'mortgage' on the Suez Canal. They financed the Romanov dynasty
in tsarist Russia, provided the funding that enabled Cecil Rhodes to
plunder and sack South Africa, and they funded the government of
France to enable it to plunder and sack North Africa. In modern
times the House of Rothschild has nearly always financed both sides
of every war, in order to make them as profitable as possible. After
all, that's what wars are made for. During the Napoleonic Wars, one
branch of the family funded Napoleon, another financed Germany,
another financed Great Britain in playing along, and other nations.
By the end of the 19th Century, the Rothschilds had gained vast
controlling influence in England, and once again in the U.S., and also
in France, Germany, Austria and Italy. Only Russia lay still outside
of the family's financial sphere of world domination. Jacob Schiff
was appointed at this time to change that. As a bank president in
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New York, Jacob was being appointed by B'nai B'rith, a secret Jewish
Masonic Order of the Illuminati, to become the leader of a major
'revolution' in Russia. A financier cartel was set up to foist the
empire's long established Trojan Horse of communism onto Russia.
Leon Trotsky had been brought to the USA for that purpose, and
had been noted for his having frequent meetings with Jacob Schiff
at the family residence. Jacob Schiff, together with his supporters,
financed Trotsky's little rebel band that was made up of Jews from
New York, from the East Side. The rebel band trained on Rockefeller's
Standard oil Company property in New Jersey. When the hired
'revolutionaries' were ready, Trotsky and his band departed by ship
for Russia with twenty million in gold to wage the Bolshevik
Revolution, that ultimately created the Soviet Union. In return Stand-
ard Oil of New Jersey got 50% of the Caucasus' oil fields regardless
of the fact that all natural resources had officially been nationalized.
Ten years later, Standard Oil of New York built a refinery in Russia
with a deal to market Soviet Oil in Europe. The masters of empire
also floated a loan of $75 million to the Bolsheviks. Of course, as
you know, before all of this started, Jacob Schiff and his associates
had to secure their rear flank. For this they started their infamous
campaign for a privately owned central bank in the United States
that would give them an iron-grip control over the USA. For this
rear-flank effort the Rothschilds created the financial panic of 1907,
which they then used as an argument for creating their pet project,
the private central bank inside the USA. They said that a strong
central bank was needed in order to prevent chaotic occurrences in
the future. The Federal Reserve Act came out of this background.
It wasn't even an American creation. The moving power for it was
Baron Alfred Rothschild of London. The final version of the Act was
decided on at a secret meeting held at a private residence owned
by J.P. Morgan, and those present at the meeting were mostly private
bankers. From the government's side the meeting was attended only
by the undersecretary of the treasury and one single senator, if I
remember the story correctly that the 'family' is so proud of."

  "So you are again proving me right," I interjected. "The
devil is in the pudding. That's the intention. The Federal Reserve
Act decimated the Constitution from the word, go. That was the
intention. It was illegal under the Constitution to allow international
private financiers to be granted consolidating financial power over
the nation's currency and credit. The Federal Reserve Act was trea-
son, and still is that. And more treasonous is the fact, that the job
of the first Chairman of the New York Federal Reserve Bank of the
United States had been awarded to a long time member of the
Illuminati's satanic club, the 'Order of Skull and Bones,' which had
also fielded many other high-level officers in the Federal Reserve.
So, the devil was in the pudding by intention, and still is."
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  "You are wrong," said the man. "The devil is always in the
mind. It was the case then, and it always will be the case. The
treason that was committed then was committed by the nation against
itself. The U.S. Federal Constitution is the people's constitution. If
it is abused, it is the nation's task to correct that, and it was clear
from the start that it was abused in that case. It was well known
that the heart of empire is London and that the 'Order of Skull and
Bones,' is an Illuminati order bearing the very hellish name that I
said must not be spoken, because it creates a problem in the mind
for which no resolution is possible as the problem is insanity itself.
That is where the Rothschilds operate from, tucked out of the way
in their own especially reserved area in the heart of London, Eng-
land, which is its financial district known around the world as 'The
City.' It should be termed an insanity-reservation. 'The City' is located
on the north bank of the Thames River, a single square mile in size,
but this is the 'wealthiest' square mile on the planet. All major
British banks have their main offices there including the Bank of
England, together with branch offices from almost four-hundred foreign
banks, and of course the Stock Exchange, Lloyd's of London, the
Baltic Exchange for shipping contracts, the London Commodity Ex-
change, and even the London Metal Exchange is there. It is the
financial-looting hub of the world. That's the seat of empire, and its
secret name is Illuminati, the name that isn't a name, really. 'The
City' is itself sovereign as a private corporation that is ruled by no
law other than its own. 'The City' is the law, and lays the law
down for the world. It is the Empire that was once known as the
British Empire. The British Empire is not a nation, nor ever has
been. It is not England. It is a group of financial and economic
interests, oligarchs, parasites that need nations to feed on, and armies
to impose their control over the nations. It aims to devour all
nations; for which its chief project is, to destroy the power of
nations, to destroy the nation state, to destroy the power of the
nations to resist the rule of empire. The City of empire abhors the
very idea of a nation. It abhors it as a poison to empire, since the
concept of a nation is built on advancing the general welfare, and
on the dawning sense of universal constitutional sovereignty. The
City of empire wants the institution of the nation-state erased, and
replaced with private imperial control over the world. And even as
it does so, it claims to have no responsibility to anyone but itself.
For this goal, empire champions corporatism. A Corporation is thereby
an entity that by its fundamental design has no responsibility to
anyone but itself. It is designed as an omnipotent engine, made for
stealing from society. The entire world is now almost entirely run
by the private corporate institutions and their agents that operate
out of 'the City' of empire. The 'City' is devoted to the platform
of 'no responsibility to anyone' in the pursuit of the eternal goal of
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empire, to loot the nations. On this platform it stands in total
opposition to the principle of a republic that promotes the general
welfare. Thereby, empire stands in opposition to the principle of
civilization. Towards this end, the private corporate powers are vested
in 'the City' with such protection from the world that even Eng-
land's Crown, its Prime Minister, and also its Parliament, are but
fronts for the actual power that rules, which rules from 'the City'
with the absolute sovereignty of a private corporate Sovereign.
Everything is private in the city and exists for private stealing,
called profit. Its dance is the dance of the moneybags, which rule
supreme. It is said that even the queen, when she enters 'the City'
is subservient to the Lord Mayor of the city, the master of the
dance, and to his ruling committee of a dozen that is actually
referred to in practice as 'The Crown.' So you see, the devil is in
the mind. The devil is allowing power to acclaim itself as real in
a total vacuum, where in fact no real power exists, where nothing
is created or produced that enriches society. This privately-owned
fantasy-castle called, the corporation, operates as if it was a country
in itself, declaring itself as being neither subject to the queen nor
to authority of parliament, and certainly not to the people."

  "So you say that the great Empire on which the Sun never
sets is basically a farce," I interjected.

  The man burst into laughter. "It is the Empire on which the
Sun never sets, because it never allowed the Sun to rise in humanist
terms. But it is also self-doomed. It is the only empire left standing,
and its foundation is rotten to the very core. America is not the
Empire, neither is England. London is its center, but not its circum-
ference. The Empire is the citadel of crooks that has its headquarter
in 'the City' which harbors in its dark spaces a slime mold that has
spread its fungus fingers into every corner of the planet. It is both
everywhere and nowhere, and no longer claims a name, but assumes
many names. It is the most widely redundant organizational structure
on the planet that no physical attack could harm, or block its
power to harm mankind. It is indeed the Empire on which the Sun
never sets, because the very notion of 'sunshine' is banished where
the Empire rules, witness colonial India, witness the opium attacks
on China, witness the genocidal looting of Africa, witness the slavery
colonies. Just like the Pharaohs made sure with the circumcision,
that the sun would never shine on their slaves, male or female, the
Illuminati Empire has created the conditions around the world under
which the Sun may never shine on any nation. And so the Sun
never sets, because it is banished altogether. As Meyer was the
founder of the Illuminati in 1775, in his honor the Rothschilds have
traditionally chosen the Lord Mayor of 'the City' of the Empire, at
least in the recent decades. Nevertheless, the whole thing is a farce,
my friend, because 'the City' is unproductive. It produces nothing,
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even as it rakes in unimaginable profits. The profits are all stolen,
because nothing comes out of the city in exchange for value taken.
'The City' therefore hides itself in shame in its corporate shell to
conceal its true nature as the largest and foulest criminal organiza-
tion on earth. In this context the Federal Reserve is but a branch
office, just as its off-shore banking centers, as in the Cayman Is-
lands, where no national law is sovereign, are but branch offices.
That's the face of the Empire and its tentacles. Now that you
understand faintly how this thing operates, you can begin to talk
about the Illuminati, because the term is the name for the model
of it. 'The City' stands on the foundation that Meyer wanted as a
foundation, something that can eradicate the fiber of morality and
constitutions, and erase sovereign constitutional government. That's
all what the Illuminati is, a wrecking force. The term, Illuminati, is
the family name for fascism that was coined before the term fascism
was invented, and the family name of all forms of monetarism, of
fascist force with the rule of money. That's the foundation of 'the
City.' It breaks every law that ever was, and supports nothing that
supports civilization. It is a ghost that has no place on Earth. The
charter for 'the City' should be suspended and its occupants reha-
bilitated into something useful to society, whereby the deadly ghost
of 'the City' would be banished. If this is how you see empire in
your mind when you hear the word, Illuminati spoken, then you are
save to use this word, because then you will laugh in using it, and
not fear. You will then laugh for the same reason that Prometheus
had laughed in defiance of the god Zeus of Greek mythology, for
in the play, Prometheus Bound, Prometheus knows the inevitable
destiny that awaits Zeus, the inevitable destiny of empire and oli-
garchy, which is to destroy itself. Aeschylus the playwright knew
this. He knew that the devil is in the mind. He knew it has to
be in the mind, because there is no such phenomenon in the real
world. This makes it easy for one who knows the truth to let the
devil go. That is where freedom beings. The people in 'the City' are
prisoners of their own choice, bound to a Satanism that is but a
myth. That is why I say that the devil is in the mind, because the
solution to the problem is in the mind and nowhere else."

  "And how would that be?" I interjected. "Whoever stood
against the empire in the past was assassinated by the devil's agents
to save the Empire, like Hamilton was, and Lincoln, and Cooper,
and McKinley, and possibly Franklin Roosevelt too, and Kennedy,
and King, and Malcom X, and countless others. The devil was in
the pudding. The Illuminati have their hands in the pudding."

  The man shook his head. "No my friend, the devil is always
in the mind. The devil is mental trash. The devil is insanity. The
devil is the void in an empty mind. Don't give in to monetarism,
and you defeat the devil. America was created as a credit society,
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issuing credit to itself for building necessary things for people's
existence in a cultured society; credit for industry, farming, transpor-
tation infrastructures, power infrastructures, water infrastructures, for
homes, schools, theaters, recreation, and so on. That's what a credit
society is. America was not built as a monetarist society, where
money is used for looting people and the destruction of the foun-
dation for their living. Monetarism is the second hidden name of
empire, that drives its war against civilization. Monetarism is trash
in the world of civilization. If you don't take the trash out and
regain sanity, your failure will kill you, just as it is already killing
many of the poor nations. The first name of the devil in the mind
that is killing the nations, is corporatism. Take this trash out and
you have the road clear to build a functioning civilization. Corpo-
ratism should be made illegal, because it is immoral: it violates the
Principle of the Universe; and it is criminal by intention. It is not
a big problem, really, to shut it down. Just let it go; shut it down
in the mind; take its legitimacy away and act on it, and it is gone.
If you don't do this, you are vulnerable. This deeply-built-in vul-
nerability was the first thing that Meyer understood about the world
of private corporatism that he became involved in, and he wanted
it universalized. He knew it was illegal; immoral; that it violates the
Principle of the Universe; and that it is criminal by its basic policy
of intention. That is why he went to Weishaupt, the Jew, a Jesuit
priest who had defected and had become the revolutionary devil
that had made a name for himself as an admirer of Voltaire, the
fascist who wanted to kill everyone who stood up for morality and
all the things related to it. Weishaupt gave Meyer the Illuminati as
a weapon for the protection of corporatism. When you begin to
recognize this underlying connection, my friend, you begin to under-
stand corporatism and what the Illuminati represents, and why it has
to be Satanic in nature to function as a weapon of brute 'force' -
a brutish empire in itself - to clear the field of everything that
threatens corporatism, which is the very heart of empire. Empire has
no name, because it is a corporate shell without a human character
that would give it identity. A utilitarian corporation takes on the
name of the utility it provides, identifying the purpose for which
it exists. Empire has no utility, and its purpose is insanity for which
the term Illuminati is useful as an identifier. And so, the corporation
of empire, being empty itself, would not exist without the mysti-
cism of the Illuminati standing behind it and enforcing it. The nature
of empire has always been that way. The song of the right of kings,
is an Illuminati song in essence. Of course the connection is hidden.
Lincoln however had recognized the connection, although not well
enough. Consequently he lost his head, and so did the King of
France before him for the same reason, as did all the countless
others who followed the same path. The financial empire, 'The City
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of London,' which even the queen must obey when she enters, is
an absolutely sovereign corporate power that claims the right to rule
the world in its interest, and forces the world to obey. It claims
the status of the absolute Sovereign on Earth. This kind of assertion
makes empire a crime against the Principle of the Universe. A
Corporation is a structure that assumes something that is nothing,
and gives it a form. The resulting structure lacks the core of sov-
ereignty in real terms. Only the human being is sovereign, and even
this sovereignty exists only within the context of the constitution of
the principles of humanity. The humanity of mankind is its consti-
tution and the platform for its freedom, reflecting the Principle of
the Universe that civilization is built on. The corporation as an
absolute arbitrary Sovereign is fundamentally illegal, as it has no
such built-in constitution that assures the rule of the principles of
humanity. It is in fact built on a platform that has been intention-
ally created to eradicate all essential constitutions wherever they are
found. If you allow this kind of corporatism to stand, which is
empire, then the devil is in your head."

  "Are you saying that the satanic rituals are designed to
effectively blank out the normal mental processes in a person's head,
in order that the profits may flow?" I interjected. "'The spice must
flow,' as Frank Herbert said in 'Dune.' And so, the entire private
world-financial system that is looting the world today, functioning as
a private monetarist empire, functions essentially as a satanic enter-
prise. The raping for profit, of India under the British-Brahmin rule,
and the raping of China in the shadow of the Opium Wars, and also
the raping of Africa, South America, Mexico, Russia, and so forth,
were all satanic operations, rich in human sacrifices in the larger
satanic rituals that blank out further and further mankind's normal
sensibility. World War I and World War II were all satanic opera-
tions in this sense. These were huge blood-sacrifices for Satan's
blessing that was gleefully reaped in floods of profits, as the myths
of Satanism demand in the script. It is said that Stalin was an
Illuminati and also Hitler. Some reports have it that Hitler was
'educated' in Britain by a secret organization of the Illuminati. Even
in America, as in many other countries, Presidents and leaders of
nations, people in high positions of power, and so on, were secretly
incorporated into the Illuminate. This is still happening, and will be
so in future years until the underlying myth is vented into space
and fades away. Until then, the blood-sacrifice rituals continue.
Palestine is just a small spot of this satanic landscape. From the
highest crown we hear the song coming down that 80% of all
people on the planet must be sacrificed at the altar of Gaia, the
goddess of the naked Earth. The ruse of depopulation has many such
myths attached."

  "This utter madness is already spreading like the plague,"
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said the man, "and the plague has many symptoms. But who sees
that the entire show is controlled from the center, from 'The City,'
from the core of the empire? The USA has its own chapter of the
satanic process. This chapter is centered on the policy of intention
to destroy the USA from within, by itself. The USA has always
been a thorn in the eye of the British Empire, the eye of the
Illuminate Empire. This time, when the now running game succeeds,
the empire, spreading its 'fire' of death from within, will destroy the
USA. The USA will bleed itself to death in this fire. That's the
policy of intention. First the USA will be bled culturally, then
economically, then politically, and after all that is done, the bleeding
turns red and the whole corpse is put on the fire as during the days
of the Spanish Inquisition. The process is already in progress."

  "Somehow we must be able to stop this process before it
devours us," I interjected.

  The man laughed at me. "The most powerful person who
tried to stop this process was ironically an old lady living in New
Hampshire. She was the most slandered religious figure in American
history. Her name is Mary Baker Eddy. She was a giant in real
terms, my friend, a real scientist. She founded Christian Science. Her
seal, which she placed onto the cover of her books of Science, is
a ray of light that is blocked. She referred to the symbol as 'The
Way,' indicating thereby that the way of civilization is blocked. She
identified herself with her seal as one devoted to unblocking The
Way, or freeing mankind from the mental rape of empire. She set
up a scientific foundation for overturning any satanic enterprise that
ever was. She countered the seemingly unhealable, with healing. She
created the 'tallest' church that was ever built; a citadel of divine
Science; Science that spread honest scientific Christian healing all
across the USA and later into many parts of the world. In her days
the Satanists, the Illuminati, didn't wield much power. But ulti-
mately she failed in saving the nation. Once she was dead, the
empire resumed its thrust in a big way and bang, all hell broke
loose in the world once again. Eventually her church began to be
torn down from within, by the old Illuminati fire."

  "Is this why you keep saying, the devil is in the head?" I
interjected.

  "If the devil wasn't in the head, we would have no hope,"
said the man. "If one woman with a level head can hold back an
empire, the power isn't in the pudding. That's elementary, isn't it?
Even the Illuminati know this. That's why they assassinate people
who raise their head above the sewer and dare to block the em-
pire's arrogant claim of sovereignty. But society doesn't really want
to stand tall, especially in the shadow of empire. Mary understood
this also. She had sent an emissary to England to uplift society
there, to get it to raise its head above the sewer. However, the
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emissary failed like everything else failed. Ultimately, at least until
now, Mary failed. She gave mankind the tallest image ever created
for it, but as so often in the flow of history, her Science of
humanity had met a world of little minds. She stated on her death-
bed, as a final statement of this fact, saying, I was mentally mur-
dered."

  "My friend Steve said the same thing, that her achievements
are fast fading into oblivion. He said that she is so dead to society
today that her greatest achievement is not even recognized to exist,"
I said quietly.

  The man nodded. "And so the train of the assassinations
started to role again, and rolled on without stopping after her death,"
said the man. "The first victims on the 'train' were three well
known patriots of America's elite who refused to sell America out
to the empire. They stood up in defense of the nation, and as fast
as they did, they were swept off the face of the planet. Their death
cleared the slate for the empire's boldest plan, to steal America's
financial foundation. The Federal Reserve Act was invented for that.
To get the planned sell-out of America accepted by Congress, the
satanic-enterprise machine cleansed the landscape of the opposition
that would have prevented the sell-out. They chopped off the 'heads'
of the opposition that had recognized the devil in the mind. In the
early 1910s, the landscape wasn't as 'headless' as it is today. Some
leading Americans opposed the Illuminati plan for world domination,
for which America was called upon to rip the heart out of its
Constitution. Three of the most-well-known patriotic rebels resisted
the policy. As you might guess, the Illuminati empire was not about
to change course over a simple patriotic opposition. The opposers
therefore, no matter who they were, simply had to go. Of course,
the assassination had to be done in a hidden kind of way, but with
a message attached to all future would-be patriots, that resistance is
futile."

  The man paused and looked at me with a questioning look.
"How would you do this?" he said. "Take a guess, then I tell you
how it was really done. The goal is to assassinate three of the
richest man in America who are opposed to the plan of the masters
of empire, but to do it without raising the slightest suspicion, though
with a message attached that resistance is futile."

  I shook my head. "I supposed the modern platform for covert
operations might have been used for this, which is plausible
deniability," I said and shook my head again. "The watchword is, 'In
Lies We Trust!' That's become routine now, but it probably might
not have worked in 1910. Plausible denial means that one deliber-
ately does something so crazy that nobody will ever believe that one
did it, and if suspicion should point the finger at one, one could
deny it on that basis."
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  "You won't believe how the Illuminati solved their problem,"
said the man. "It is totally unbelievable from A to Z, and that is
why it worked. They lured the three victims onto the maiden voyage
of the Titanic and then sank the ship. The victims were big names
of the American capitalist society. One was John Astor, the hotel
developer and captain of many industries. The second was the fa-
mous Guggenheim, one of the greatest American industrialists. The
third was Strauss, the owner of Macy's department stores. These
were smart guys. They could sense what the empire was up to.
They could smell it. They made no bones about it that they wanted
to keep the empire out of the American financial system. They
knew that the survival of the nation was at stake if it ever lost
control of its currency, whereby their own future was at risk. If
these three men had lived, they would have fought like hell to
prevent America's sell-out of its wealth to the private Federal Reserve
gangsters as they might have called them."

  "Obviously the empire knew this," I interjected.
  The man just smiled. "How else could they kill three of the

biggest names in the American capitalist world, who were known to
be opposed to their plan, and do it without raising many eyebrows?
They would have to do it in such a way that nobody would ever
believe it was done on purpose, and that they did it. Indeed, who
in the public would even dream that they would plan the sinking
of a brand new ship, and an unsinkable ship at that, just to kill
three of its passengers? This kind of plan adds up to the ultimate
in plausible deniability, and it might not have been as hard to do
as it may seem. It probably wasn't a huge feat to 'invite' the three
targeted men separately onto the maiden voyage of the greatest
ocean liner ever built, which the Titanic was at the time. And it
probably wasn't hard either to ram the ship into an iceberg were
it would sink, and to arrange things so that the victims wouldn't
get into the lifeboats, some of which were said to have been, half
empty. Somebody made sure that every one of those targeted three,
for whom the operation was staged in the first place, would sink
with the ship. Since the sinking of the Titanic was a project of
intention, this most vital part of the operation was obviously not
left to chance. Somebody made sure that the mice would go down
with the ship."

  "In this case the old proverb that the rats go down with
the ship is a lye," I interjected and began to laugh. "The mice go
down with it, but not the rats. The rats that run the sinking won't
be on it. Ultimately, of course, the rats can't avoid sinking with the
ship, when the ship they are sinking is civilization itself, as they
intend to do eventually. In this case the old proverb is correct, but
I don't think it was meant that way."

  The man simply nodded to what I said. "Who was the
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captain then?" he said. "Was he one of the rats or one of the mice?
I am inclined to put him into the category of the mice. I think
it is unlikely that he was even aware of the real purpose of the
project. He had probably received his orders from on high. It might
have come directly from the Vatican. The captain was no fool as
a mariner, but he was also a Jesuit, a soldier of God. So I think
he knew what he was doing when he drove the fastest ship afloat
at full speed in a moonless night into an ice-infested stretch of sea.
Only a fool would do this, or a soldier on a mission; and he wasn't
a fool. As an experienced mariner he knew that the ice-infested
waters would be extremely dangerous. He has had hands-on expe-
rience at the helm for close to four decades by them. He knew the
dangers icebergs pose and where they can be expected. Except this
time he didn't fear the danger, he went for it. The captain was
known as a deeply religious Jesuit, a warrior serving in the war of
his God against the 'Protestant abomination,' as he might have been
told. Protestant workers had built the Titanic, in a Protestant city.
The captain was likely ordered to carry out a mission that had been
commanded by God himself. It is known that he received his priest's
personal blessing on the eve before the departure. The Jesuits would
have been compliant with the planned project. They would have
agreed in order to oblige the Illuminate for the simple reason that
the Rothschilds were the banking agents for the Jesuits, and were
holding the key to the wealth of the Roman Catholic Church."

  "So you say, that the game was orchestrated from the high-
est level, and went off with flawless precision," I interjected.

  "It was a hidden game. It was hidden so well that a hint
had to be inserted to unmistakably demonstrate the ultimate inten-
tion. And so, in case anybody didn't get the point that defying the
Illuminati is futile, the sinking of the Titanic was staged to happen
on the anniversary day of the assassination of President Lincoln. The
timing was no mere coincidence, I'm sure. It sent a terrifying message
to every would be patriot who ever thought of defying the Illuminati.
The message was also a reminder that Abraham Lincoln had foolishly
been a defiant man, who had been dealt with by the Empire, in due
course, for his defiance. After all, Lincoln was the one man in
America who had moved heaven and earth to deny the British Empire
its price that Satan had promised in payment of the huge blood-
sacrifice that the American Civil War had been. Lincoln had denied
the Empire its quest for getting its colonies back. The Federal Reserve
Act was designed to achieve the same goal belatedly, and without
war. The Act was subsequently passed a year and a half after the
Titanic was sunk. Soon thereafter the income tax was enacted to
pay for the Federal Reserve's profits. World War One was started
in the same year, and a decade and a half down the road, the USA
lay bankrupted on its knees, entering the worst depression in its
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history."
  "If that's the story behind the Titanic, it is still continuing,"

I interjected. "Haven't we seen this pattern again and again unfolding
in so many ways, with assassinations that were all plausibly denied,
and hidden under the cloak of the improbable, while the dangers
continued to increase in the age of modern technologies. Technolo-
gies are now being developed for utilizing the electric currents of
the Universe that are in-flowing to the earth and concentrated in
the ionosphere, to enable the masters of the modern games to use
these cosmic forces to set off earthquakes on demand, and tidal
waves, and tsunamis, in such a manner that no causal traces will be
left behind, but which will be understood by their timing, like the
timing of the sinking of the Titanic had been understood, demon-
strating that resistance is futile."

  "In real terms resistance is not futile," said the man. "The
Illuminati present the world with a problem for which they want
it to believe there is no solution possible. They do this in an effort
to drive society back to a state of infancy and fear. But I say that
the devil is in the head, because there are solutions possible in the
mind, when the mind becomes free of this senseless chattering."

  "And what has this got to do with my girlfriend?" I inter-
jected and laughed.

  "She smelled the stench that is in the air. That's what I had
said to you right off," said the man. "She smelled the stench on
you, though you are evidently not an Illuminati. Nevertheless you
spoke against the church. You railed against the very thing that the
Illuminate was determined to destroy as a means for gaining power.
You followed the script by which empire became the Illuminate.
With all its faults, the church, even the worst expression of it,
nevertheless represents a basic sense of morality. Your friend prob-
ably saw the church as a protection for herself, and was proud of
it, but you tore it down without replacing it with a taller version
that would offer her greater protection. Your friend has probably
been raped at one point in her life. That's my guess. And you were
raping her again. In fact you were a worse scoundrel, you denied
outright what might have saved her sanity in the aftermath. The
Illuminati are empty men, rapist who take from others what they
don't have themselves, and leave nothing behind to support a peo-
ple. You were using their method, the method of corporatism. Perhaps
she might have seen in you such an empty person, an empty cor-
poration, wanting sex from her to fill your emptiness within, as any
rapist does. The rapist is a 'corporation,' demanding absolute sover-
eignty without a constitution that upholds the general welfare and
civilization. Every rapist is the Illuminati in expression, and its rape
is from start to finish, a satanic enterprise, basically. That's what
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your girlfriend probably sensed in you, without being aware of it,
technically. You probably came to her like one of those who fill the
world today, who sacrifice others to fulfill their need, and then
hope that the devil will reward them for it. Did you ever think of
joining hands with your friend in celebration of the riches that you
each already have as human beings, like meeting on a level playing
field as two complete human beings, overflowing with your riches
from within?"

  I shook my head. "Have you?"
  "Oh I have tried, but sex has become tarnished with the

stench that pervades the family that I am a part of, which I am
not proud of as you might have noticed, and would rather not
acknowledge having any ties to. I'm sitting here trying to figure out
how to cleanse the landscape of this stench. I was supposed to meet
a woman in the bar here. She never even came through the door.
She must have smelled the metal that I was cast with at birth. How
can one speak of freedom, when freedom has become synonymous
with rape? Rape is my family's name. How can one speak of loving
when sex is seen as a cruel joke in the context of this stench? I
am in Love with that woman that I hoped to meet here. I loved
her for being a woman. I never lied to her about that, and about
the family that I came from. I invited her to meet me here as a
man. What should have become a joyous occasion is now looked
upon by those who know my family's history, as something worse
than a blood-sacrifice, the sacrifice of one's soul."

  "You should have asked her to meet you at the horse races,
or to meet her for a movie. There honesty is not required," I
interjected.

  The man just laughed. "And what should you have done?"
he said in a joking manner.

  I laughed with him. "Women are a paradox," I said in the
same manner. "My friend kept bringing sex into the conversation,
and when I responded, she kept running away from it."

  "In this case she has had tragic experiences with it," said
the man, "but she remains nevertheless a human being with sexual
needs. We all have them, and we all need to have them fulfilled
in some fashion, men and women alike. The paradox is that the two
don't match. It is easier to understand the conspiracies in the little
world of empire, than to make sense of the big world of the sexual
dimension. Sex is the great paradox my friend that has not yet been
resolved in the world. We all want it; we all need it; and we all
run away from it and hide ourselves from it as if it was the
plague."

  "My friend Steve has developed an easy solution to the
paradox," I said. "He says the paradox exists because men and women
have different biological needs. He says the primitive biological
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dimensions still rule us, but he also says that those dimensions are
rather simple ones. He says that men have a prostrate gland that
produces the seminal fluid that becomes the transport medium for
the sperm to reach the egg in the process of procreation, and to
nourish it. For this task the prostrate needs a lot of heavy nutrients,
which it concentrates hundreds of times. But it also concentrates a
lot of bad stuff with it, carcinogenic stuff. Consequently the system
needs to be flushed out regularly. Ejaculation is the path. Ask any
honest doctor who knows something about the human system, and
you'll be told that the way to reduce the prostrate cancer-risk is
to have sex regularly, and you'll also be told that the biological
system is designed to assure that this will happen. Women don't
have that need."

  "Women have a need," said the man. "Their sexual-emotional
need is related to having children, and caring for the infants, and
later the children. Women therefore require relationships that assure
constancy, care, and stability, by which their own, and the children's
needs, be met."

  "Steve suggests that no real paradox exists since all of these
needs, different as they are, can easily be met intelligently with
Love. He also says that we, as human beings, have a still greater
need, which he calls a sense of the general welfare. He says that
the Principle of the General Welfare is the foundation on which
civilization is built, which of course also meets those lower needs,
and meets them more efficiently. He says that mankind is a dynami-
cally expanding species that has already far-outpaced the primitive
resources that the natural world can provide. Mankind is 5000 times
larger in numbers than what the natural world would be able to
support. We live by created resources, from agriculture on to eve-
rything we have. For this we need each other. What we create and
produce together as society is our wealth; and for this we need to
protect and support and enrich each other across the entire front of
the human dimension. But here we find great challenges before us,
and one of the challenges is to uplift sex into this higher-level
domain that is unique for us as human beings. Our greatest sexual
needs are located in this higher dimension. For the advance of
civilization, which we cannot live without, we have to break the
isolating factor that keeps the dimension of our loving small and
confined and limited to the lowest denominator. Steve agrees that a
union of two, male and female, is a natural one in principle, but
he sees this not as a limiting model, but as an expansive model.
The model that meets the human need, has to reflect the greater
dimension of ourselves as human beings, and of our civilization that
has no equal or even a reflection in any form of life that we know
of. Steve calls the expansive model, the Principle of Universal Love,
and says that this model is already reflected in our psychological
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makeup, especially in the sexual dimension. He suggests that other-
wise, you and I, wouldn't be sitting here puzzling over what went
wrong in our relationship with the women we love."

  "So you agree, the devil is in the head," said the man. "Our
mentality isn't expansive enough!" He began to laugh as he said this.
"My family has been pushing itself into the opposite direction. The
old fool, Meyer, laid down the law to his five sons, demanding that
their families intermarry in order to keep the wealth of the family
in the family. What a fool he was in that respect! Intermarriage is
biologically a dead-end street, and also mentally so, if not more so
mentally. The entire corporate structure of empire has become so
insanely ingrown that it is doomed by its underlying insanity. Do
you realize that what your friend Steve is putting on the table is
the very opposite of corporatism. He proposes a platform that re-
flects the Principle of Universal Love becoming manifest in a social
union of constitutional sovereignty built on universal principles. For
Meyer's family the corporation is absolute; he builds a fence around
it; and mankind is damned to serve it. To your friend Steve, the
universal principles are absolute, because they uplift mankind. It is
obvious that Meyer was insane, because his insanity focused on
wrecking, not uplifting, the world."

  "I see a paradox in this," I said.
  "The paradox is that your friend Steve, who should be

universally supported, has virtually no support in the world, while
Meyer, whose corporation should have never been allowed to exist,
is almost universally supported in his insanity, even while the world
dies by it. Am I correct in saying that?"

  "The paradox has a name," I said to him. "The paradox is
the paradox of the gentle giant. One of the greatest lies that are
spread about mankind is the lie that mankind is basically evil, corrupt,
violent, greedy, vengeful and so on. The truth is in the opposite.
The evidence that I see tells me that mankind is a gentle giant,
who is inclined to be honorable and loving and to look compassion-
ately at the tiny lot of the corrupt, violent, greedy, and vengeful,
and then simply shake his head and shrug the anomaly off as ir-
relevant."

  "My girlfriend couldn't simply shrug the anomaly off," I said.
"I think she tried, but who can shrug off rape?"

  "Society chooses to do just that, to shrug the anomaly off,"
said the man. "The Illuminate system is a system of rape. It is the
anomaly, and society does shrug instead of taking steps to free itself.
It allows it to proceed. The victims of course are hit hard by it.
But even while the victims suffer, they shrug the anomaly off, because
they don't know where it comes from. They see something happen-
ing that shouldn't happen, but it happens to them. How can the
victims deal with that? How can they deal with that when the
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Illuminate, who are causative, are hidden far out of sight?"
  "My friend wasn't raped by the Illuminati," I said sharply.

"She was raped by three uncles and then by her mother."
  "I think you are wrong about that," said the man quietly.

"Do you know where the rape took place?"
  "She said something about living by a big lake along the

Dnepr River," I said.
  "Then she lived in the Ukraine," said the man. "Stalin con-

trolled this region. He was part of the Illuminati networks. Do I
need to say more? He attended the Tavistock Psychological Opera-
tions school in 1907, I believe. He, Lenin, and Leon Trotzky, were
all fellows in the same secret society lodge of the Illuminati that
controlled political power. Trotsky was financed by Jacob Schiff,
remember. The Bolsheviks had a Illuminati background, and with it
a Jewish background. The great famine in the Ukraine, in thirty-two
and thirty-three, when ten million people died, was really a holo-
caust of genocide. It was a bloodbath, in which millions were shot
dead, up to 25,000 a day, and this wasn't staged to improve agri-
cultural production, nor was the shooting the result of famine. It
was done for political reasons. The farm collectivization initiative
that was blamed for the famine, was merely a cover story. The
genocidal operation was a holocaust for ethnic cleansing to clear the
land of the predominantly Christian population. The vacancy was
later filled with loyal people. Many probably came from the dis-
placed Bolshevik-Jewish populations that were resettled in the wake
of the Soviet-annexation of their countries. Stalin's secret police behind
the Ukrainian holocaust were said to have been mainly Jewish
Bolsheviks with probably a hidden Illuminati background. Their
handiwork in the Ukraine became the greatest racial genocide in
history. All foodstuffs were confiscated. The protesters were shot,
peasants were shot, the landowners were shot. In the years after the
holocaust, as the land became resettled, the Ukraine emerged as the
third-largest Jewish community in Europe, in spite of the Nazi
holocaust. My point is, that the uncles, who raped your friend,
might have been caught up in the effects of the circumcision that
is traditional in Jewish culture, and in cultural assimilation with the
Jewish culture. The circumcision is a long-standing Jewish tradition.
It goes deep. It is a surgery that cuts away a large portion of the
sexual sensitivity of a man, which happens to be concentrated in the
foreskin. Cutting it off causes a sexual debilitation that is hard to
overcome, and is not conducive to normal intimate sexual relation-
ships. Rape is often the fallout from that, as the normal system
breaks down. So, I would suspect that her uncles might have been
all circumcised, and her father too. I would be surprised if they
weren't, because the evidence fits the pattern."

  I told him that I didn't know that much of the details. "But
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even if they were, this doesn't make them Illuminati," I said.
  "The Illuminati-system is a system of rape," said the man.

"It inspires rape. Russia was raped by it from 1917 on. The USA
was raped by it from 1911 on. The rape is increasing and is going
far too deep already to be tolerated any longer. The world cannot
survive under this deep-cutting system of rape. Rape is a deadly
thing, and the world is being raped big time. At first the Illuminate
stole the American currency, and in 1971 they stole all the curren-
cies of the world in addition, and turned them into gambling chips
with the intention to rape the nations. Under this system of the
floating-exchange-rate rape, the Illuminati no only stole from the
world in the most brutal fashion, but also acquired the power to
dictate policy to any nation on the planet. They were able to do
this with the awesome threat of being able to orchestrate any nation's
financial collapse, which the Illuminati have the resources to imple-
ment. We have seen such implementations many times. In the shadow
of this grand rape the world cannot survive. But will mankind defend
itself ? It seems that won't be happening. Nevertheless the fact re-
mains that either the Illuminati system gets shut down, or mankind
is being shut down by it. When the host of the parasite dies, the
parasite dies with it. It always does. Then the rape stops. For
mankind the raping will stop either way, by default or by an in-
telligent defensive intervention. The important question for mankind
is, will it be able to save itself ?"

  "In my girlfriend's case the rapists have all died of various
causes. Afterwards she was able to pick herself off the ground and
live again. She hasn't fully accomplish this yet," I said to him.
"Maybe that is how it will be with mankind as a whole with the
Illuminati system as a rapist, simply dying out. Maybe mankind intents
to just sit back waiting for the rapist to die, so that it can live
again."

  "Don't hold your breath," said the man. "You forget that the
Illuminati have a policy of intention to cut mankind back to below
the one billion mark, from the present six billion world population.
They seem to think that once those five billion are dead, the
remainder won't be a threat to any empire ever again. Their current
intention appears to be, to let the coming Ice Age resume and take
care of the process of depopulation. The irony is that mankind is
fully compliant with their intention. It has been set on the path to
murder itself in this 'natural' fashion, by not even talking about the
return of the Ice Age, as if it would never happen. Of course it
will happen. The Ice Age is an element of the dynamic cycles of
our planet in an ever-changing galaxy of 200 - 400 billion solar
systems, with all of them being interconnected and affecting one-
another. The Illuminati know that the Ice Age will come, and they
know what effect it will have on agriculture. It will end 99% of
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it. By singing the global warming song, and preventing thereby
mankind's response to the unfolding deadly Ice Age challenge, the
Illuminati are committing rape on mankind by means of lies and
imposed silence. Isn't this the ultimate rape, a form of rape that
imposes society's self-genocide?"

  "Nevertheless, rape is rape," I said, "From the least to the
greatest, there is no pleasant part in it. But maybe we can learn
from exploring the least, how to heal the greater."

  "We are past that point. It is no longer a question of small
or big or who wins," said the man. "It is a question of whether
anybody wins. Empire cannot win. Its game is over. Mankind can
still win. Its chance though is slim. And that's the only chance we
have. If your friend Steve wins, then this chance will be realized,
because then we will have a renaissance such as nobody can yet
imagine. But if the present course is maintained the Illuminati will
win and the whole of mankind is doomed and the Illuminati with
it."

  "I put my money on Steve," I said. "The breakthrough is
possible. We will know that the breakthrough has begun when the
renaissance is beginning, when we see houses being given away for
free by the millions, made of basalt cast into molds, produced in
automated industrial processes that are so efficient that the houses
can be given away for free to anyone in need. The resulting tech-
nology that we will see, will subsequently enable mankind to build
the infrastructures for global indoor agriculture. Then the Ice Age
will have no sting. Otherwise outdoor agriculture would become
disabled by the Ice Age cooling."

  "The Illuminati won't allow that," said the man. "They have
already decreed that the term 'Ice Age' shall not be spoken. It has
become the best-kept secret in the world that the present intergla-
cial period is already 500 years past the statistical end point, or half
a percent of the cycle. It should have ended in the 1600s, but it
recovered. Now the recovery is 'sputtering.' I suspect that when we
get better space technology developed, we will likely see the Ice
Age transition already evident in space. Right now the solar activity
is getting weaker, but we have no way of knowing what the Sun
looks like in a full-blown Ice Age. It is expected to be much less
energetic than it is today, like it was during the Little Ice Age in
the 1600, only much more so by a long way. As I said, we are a
tiny speck in an a vast electric maze of plasma currents that power
more than 200 billion stars besides ours. In this maze that is con-
stantly in motion, with the galactic 'weather' patterns constantly
shifting, major variances are evidently the norm of the day. We have
to accept that and live with it. In astrophysical terms the concept
of a 'day' is measured in long timeframes. For the last two million
years the Earth has had its 'day' framed by ice age conditions that
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are interrupted now and then with the 'noonday sunshine' of inter-
glacial warm periods that have historically been of 'short' duration
lasting typically 13,000 years, giving mankind a periodic holiday from
the cold, roughly every 100,000 years. We had four of those in the
last 400,000 years, and the one we are currently in, named the
Holocene Epoch, is ending, according to the statistical average. Those
wonderful warm periods, not the so-called ice ages, are the anoma-
lies in geologic time. The cooling of the Earth occurred in two
steps. The first step started five million years ago by which Ant-
arctica froze over. The second step occurred 'slightly' later. It started
two million years ago. At this point another major cooling happened.
This means that the Earth is presently in the claws of a double ice
age epoch that has already lasted two million years, which has been
named the Pleistocene Epoch. Fortunately for mankind, the Universe
provides us with little holidays from the cold. The current one is
called the Holocene Epoch. During these 'brief' interglacial epochs
the climate warms up and the vast ice sheets melt that typically
cover large areas of the Northern Hemisphere with gigantic ice masses
that pile up several kilometers thick. Our amazing civilization that
we have created, was developed entirely during the current holiday
from the cold. In this sense civilization began when agriculture became
possible. Prior to that mankind existed only in small numbers, living
primarily off the sea. The entire existence of modern mankind is
therefore built on agriculture. That is what is coming to an end, and
it comes with a huge challenge attached. In order to survive, we
have no choice before us but to build the vast infrastructures that
are necessary for growing our food indoors. And that is a big task.
It's gigantic. When the climate drops back to Ice Age conditions,
twenty degrees below what it is now, outdoor agriculture ends. That
is what we are facing. We are facing a crisis that demands the most
radical transformation of our civilization, in order to survive. This
means shifting the platform for the food resources for six billion
people, from open fields into heated indoor facilities. The task requires
the building of infrastructures that challenge the imagination. And it
requires a crash program in nutritional science to increase the ef-
ficiency of the food cycle. That's the challenge that we face. And
what do I see us doing? How do we respond? We waste our strength
and our economic potential with making war and killing one an-
other, and mutilating society physically, economically, and mentally,
on a vast scale. We play these insane Illuminati games that prevent
any meaningful scientific, social, and economic development. Instead
of revolutionizing our productive and creative potential, the world
is shutting its economies down for the sake of money, and is in fact
producing less and less. The world's physical production, including
food production, is collapsing under the yoke of the Illuminati."

  "Which of these do you think is collapsing faster?" I inter-
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jected. " Is it our sanity that is collapsing, as if it had no foun-
dation, or is it our physical production, which has already dropped
far below of what it should be, and no longer meets the needs of
society? Maybe I was wrong then, when I said that mankind can be
likened to a gentle giant that simply smiles at the few hurtles
empire puts in its path. Maybe mankind isn't a gentle giant at all.
Maybe it should be called the stupid giant. By what you are saying,
we face the greatest and most deadly challenge in mankind's entire
history and close our eyes to it and shrug, and instead of facing the
challenge we lay ourselves at the feet of the Illuminati, and allow
ourselves to be stomped into the ground. If that isn't insanity, what
is? We have become the stupid giant. But the trend isn't new, is
it? Mankind has allowed itself to be raped for millennia, with the
mutilating circumcision. For as far back as recorded history goes,
society has allowed itself to be mutilated by its rulers, and this, at
a level where it inhibits the development of civilization. Sure the
Illuminati have been driving this insanity forward to the point that
now almost three-quarters of a billion men are mutilated, and the
fabric of civilization is breaking down where the mutilation is most
concentrated."

  "The trend started in Egypt long before the Illuminati came
unto the scene," said the man. "The Illuminati merely latched onto
it. They latched onto a bad thing, when they saw its powerful
potential for creating 'better' slaves. But they didn't invent the cir-
cumcision. So I see no point in fighting them directly. We have to
reach deeper."

  "But, how do we deal with that in a crash program fash-
ion?" I interjected.

  "That's just the point I am trying to make," said the man.
"Nobody is dealing with that critical requirement. This hasn't been
dealt with at any point in history. Egypt started the insanity, and
its dynasty died by it. Every empire raped in a similar fashion, and
died by the consequences of its raping, and society died with it.
This chain has not been broken. The stupid giant is asleep. The
stupid giant is dreaming. Let me give you an example of how crazy
the world has become, which illustrates how fast asleep society is.
I had been invited to sit in on a lecture at a university where a
famous professor made a speech about what he called 'the current
world population crisis.' He wasn't even referring to the Ice Age
cycles as if he lived in a different Universe. He was concerned
about mankind's impact on the ecology, which in real terms is
actually minuscule, except when insanity is enthroned. So he wasn't
concerned about mankind's survival, as if mankind wasn't a part of
the natural world. He cried about how through human activity rivers
are being dammed, and their waters are being diverted for irrigation
and power generation, and how unproductive wilderness is being
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'destroyed' by it being made productive for farming. He cried about
how the Earth is being violated by mankind extracting minerals from
it to build houses and bridges and industries and ships. He proposed
a solution for this crisis. He proposed a radical solution. He pro-
posed that an airborne version of the ebola virus would solve the
problem, which would likely be able to kill 99% of mankind, so
that the remainder would be able to live a 'wholesome' life on the
land without technology, without agriculture, without energy fuels,
without electricity, without what we call culture, without hospitals,
and without pollution. He said that without civilization there is no
pollution. He said that with only a few million people spread across
the planet, pollution wouldn't be an issue."

  "That's madness!" I interjected. "Death by Ebola is worse
then being tortured to death. The Ebola virus causes the biological
system to loose its integrity, whereby it simply dissolves, and life
fades away in unspeakable agony. What he proposed is sheer mad-
ness. Even the idealizing of the resulting primitive lifestyle is mad-
ness; maybe even more than madness. He is idealizing torture by
hunger, and by harsh living conditions of the kind that we have
built ourselves out of during the last 10,000 years. He wants to
eradicate everything that we have become, crying for depopulation.
That's the pinnacle of madness!"

  The man just smiled at me and shook his head. "Let me tell
you what the pinnacle of madness is," he said quietly and then his
smile faded. "The pinnacle of madness is, that this man, who gave
this abomination of a lecture, got a spontaneous standing ovation at
the end of it. Everybody in the auditorium stood up and applauded.
That, my friend, is the pinnacle of madness. And this is the madness
that has gripped our times and practically the whole of mankind.
The gentle giant has become a stupid giant, who then fell asleep,
so fast asleep that he may die without his death being recognized
as a loss of life. The people who gave the mad man the sanding
ovation are trying to cut a deal with the devil and are thereby
digging their own graves. They call it opportunism. They may think
they are smarter than the Intelligence that underlies the harmonizing
principles of the Universe, but they are not. Mankind must face the
reality of its situation as a giant that has laid itself down to die.
Mankind must wake up fast, or there will not be much of a world
to wake up to. But I don't see the movement. I see negative
movements, movements of indifference. Atlas shrugs. The stupid giant
shrugs. The giant smiles and shrugs and goes back to sleep. And
even that is already history. The giant is dead! This is where the
madness lies. What the professor described is almost exactly the fate
of mankind, if the preparations are not made for the return of the
Ice Age glaciation cycle. The climate transition could be as short as
a single year, with a global average cooling of twenty degrees. Ice
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core samples indicate that such rapid transitions have occurred in
the past. If society remains unprepared, 99% will die. I can assure
you, freezing to death, and starving to death, is not a pleasant way
to go. Most likely we won't get to this point anyway. Before we
get to that point, there will be war over the dwindling food supply,
depending on how fast the transition will happen. And it won't be
war as usual. Standard warfare is already too expensive in our fast
collapsing world. For standard warfare, airplanes have to be built,
and ships and tanks and guns and munitions be manufactured. Over
200,000 aircraft were built for World War II, to support fifty million
men in the field. This won't happen again. Nuclear war will happen,
because it is cheaper, and the shelves are already fully stocked for
such a war. But less expensive still, is biological war. Some call the
bio-weapon the poor country's nuke, and God only knows what this
might mean in real terms. There are a thousand labs in the world
now developing biological weapons. Some of these, no doubt, will
make the Ebola virus appear benign. And all of this is known. In
fact we are going down this road already. The first test case in the
theatre of the bio-wars was the British dope war, that nearly de-
stroyed China and has festered around the world in countless forms
undermining civilization. The second major bio war started with the
DDT ban, in an effort to bring malaria back with the hope for it
to become a major pandemic in the tropical regions. Fortunately the
project failed. It only killed a few hundred million people. It now
kills a child in Africa every thirty seconds. This is deemed a failure.
It is deemed not effective enough for a major depopulation effort.
The next test case was AIDS. This one failed too. It killed only a
few targeted tens of millions. But the labs are still working. The age
of the exotic biological warfare is just beginning. The professor
might yet have his wish come true, and those who applauded in the
standing ovation, will all be dead then. The potential for that is
very great with a thousand labs working at it. And still Atlas shrugs.
The stupid giant smiles and shrugs, turns over and continues sleep-
ing. That's the face of the pinnacle of madness, my friend. I am
afraid that the only answer that I can see for countering this madness,
is Love. We have to develop the potential to put Love back into
the world, and go beyond even that, which the Illuminati have been
organized to destroy. On the surface the Illuminati's target was the
church, but underneath their actual target was the Christian moral-
ity, and even deeper down the real target was, and still is, Love
itself. This was also the target that the Pharaohs had aimed for with
the circumcision, and it was the target that AIDS had been aimed
at, as a sexually transmitted disease."

  "So where do we go from here?" I interjected.
  "We go to the fundamentals," said the man. "We need a

crash program for the scientific development of Love. Nothing else
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offers any hope. I believe that you yourself have said those very
words in Venice. I believe you said, that the challenges that we face
in the world, are not economic issues, or financial issues, or climate
issues, or political issues, but are all symptoms of a lack of Love
governing mankind. Do you remember saying that? The only thought
that I can add to this, is that the once gentle giant that mankind
is, which has becomes stupid and fell asleep, fell into this trap for
the lack of Love. That's the one factor that unites all fronts. This
means that the test for mankind's commitment to Love lies in its
commitment to shut down all forms of illuminatism. Love isn't satanic.
Love isn't secrecy. Love isn't looting and monetarist profiteering.
Love is the harmonizing, productive foundation of civilization. If we
put ourselves to the task of dealing with these 'little' issues that the
Illuminati have put on the plate of mankind, we may open the door
for dealing with all the rest, thereby healing mankind of its self-
inflicted wounds. And that is why I have been requested to come
here to Moscow to meet you. Somebody in Venice has mentioned
your name to me, and alerted me that you could be contacted in
an unofficial fashion here in Moscow. The alert came from a small
group of sane people who are working within the Illuminati family,
who aim to save the world from what the family is doing to it.
I am a part of this group and have been told you would be here
in Moscow."

  "Wow! You have been coming here to meet me? Our meeting
wasn't by chance then?" I said and began to smile.

  "Meeting you in the bar here was by chance," said the man.
"There was supposed to have been a more 'organized' meeting, when
the circumstances were deemed safe for it, but we can skip that
now."

  "You should know that I am far from being an expert in
developing the scientific potential of Love," I interjected. "You saw
the evidence yourself with my girlfriend jumping ship!"

  "Don't belittle yourself," said the man. "You are in the leading
rank. The field is thin. Everybody counts there, and as I was told,
you have said in Venice, on the podium, 'one person standing on
the platform of Love is a majority.'"

  "I have said this? Wow!" I said, and smiled. "If I said this,
the only person who could have told you that is Steve, and I
probably didn't say it on the podium."

  "Nevertheless it came through the network," said the man.
"The grape vine whispers with many voices. But here we are. And
your being here proves that vine is sometimes correct. You are
engaged in exploring the scientific potential of Love. You have pushed
the exploration of it to the limit with your girlfriend. You chal-
lenged her. You said to her, 'you are a giant my dear, why are you
so stupid?' She will be back when she develops an answer. That's
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how leading-edge exploration works. You challenge the axioms. You
bring your sense of Love to the table, and challenge the giant to
make sense of it. I think that is what I saw you doing before she
left. She will be back, my friend, and sex won't be a barrier then."

  "I don't think sex is the barrier for her, and probably never
was," I said quietly. "It's something else. The Illuminate destroyed
sex. It made it cheap, dirty, slanderous, and turned into something
it isn't. Nobody is allowed by the Illuminati to enter the high world
of politics, who doesn't have sexual skeletons in their closet that
the Illuminate can use at will to bring a man down with slander.
For this sex has to be dirt. I think she knows how politics works,
and doesn't want be somebody's skeleton, or be a burden to me
with being a skeleton in my closet. I think she tries to protect me,
and tries to protect herself that way. All those processes that have
made it cheap, have destroyed sex. With it the institution of the
family has been destroyed, which should be reflected in the greater
family of mankind. Love, and sex as an expression of Love, have
been made cheap and dirty. The movies filled with porn and the
rape of violence, played a big role in that. The Illuminate even
created a special disease that targets primarily sexual intimacy. As
you know AIDS is a disease that makes sex a death-transmitting
channel. The Illuminati have turned the most intimate sharing be-
tween people into a poison. My girlfriend may be afraid of this too.
So I don't think I have taken her security blanket away, by exposing
the Byzantine orthodoxy as a destructive religion. It is what it is.
I think she can recognize it that way. Also she doesn't cling to
communism as a security blanket either. She knows that communism
was invented in London. I had a long talk with her boyfriend about
that during an evening cruise on the Black Sea. Of course the
Byzantine Empire was a benign saint in comparison with the empire
of the Illuminate. It is a lot safer and simpler to be attacking the
Byzantine system in public, than even hinting at the Illuminati system,
especially here at a public conference. For all I know there might
be the grand master of the Illuminati sitting right there in the
audience. The Illuminati faces are hidden in secrecy, as if they the
Illuminati are ashamed of their ugliness. But railing against the
Byzantine heritage. may be allowed at the conference."

  "If you were to portray the Byzantine system with the colors
of the Illuminati, you might get the message across to those few
honest people who may be there, who still have a soul, while the
message would not be recognized by the grand master of the
Illuminati who don't have a soul, and lack the sensitive quality of
honesty," said the man.

  He took a piece of paper from his pocket, together with a
pencil and a flashlight, and began to write on the paper. He handed
the paper to me, and the flashlight. These are the names of the
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major bloodlines of the Illuminate. I believe you know some of the
names. Of these the name Rockefeller is prominently linked with the
empire's depopulation agenda. The depopulation policy become so
deeply associated with the blood ritual of sexual mutilation, that it
became extended into the sterilization of woman of child-bearing
age. The name Rockefeller is known for that. The very name stinks
in some people's mind for that reason."

  "Are you a Rockefeller then?" I asked.
  "No, but in the greater family of the Illuminati we are all

connected into a larger 'family' by a form of internal control," said
the man. "The 'family' also has an external feature that aims to
control the whole of mankind. That is what you would be talking
about if you were to be talking about the Rockefeller's population
control project, like the sterilization of woman of childbearing age
in Brazil. In Brazil 50% of the women of this group have been
subjected to the satanic ritual of sexual sterilization, and over 90%
of the same group of African descend. They call it family planning.
I call it genocide by sexual mutilation. And that's just the beginning
of how this game is intended to unfold. One of our family's com-
panies invented a biological germicide that can be released into
people's food by a certain genetically engineered variety of corn. I
believe it is destined for Mexico, where the women don't allow
themselves to be mutilated. So they aim to mutilate the men."

  "How can I link this to Byzantine?"
  "That's your problem," said the man.
  "No, that's everybody's problem," I said to him.
  "They don't call it sexual mutilation anymore," said the man.

"It is called preemptive birth control. Nevertheless it is what it is,
a satanic enterprise, and the Byzantine system was not much differ-
ent, wasn't it? People are allowed to consider sterilization a type of
birth control planning as long as they don't make the connection
with the satanic background of the Illuminati Empire."

  "On the other hand people are not really allowed to talk
about what sex is on the higher level, and how sexual activity helps
the human species to survive, even homosexuality, and how it was
likely quite a normal feature during the Ice Age when life was
hard," I said. "When the men were out fishing on long 'missions'
they only had each other to meet their sexual needs."

  "What you have just described is homosexuality that has
been railed at by the religions of the world for millennia," said the
man. "You are challenging their line for controlling society. Moses,
in the Ten Commandments assigned the death penalty to what you
just described as normal."

  "No it wasn't Moses who did this," I said to the man.
"Moses' version of the Ten Commandments is clean. Moses says not
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a word about killing. Sex isn't even mentioned. The messy and
confusing stuff was later incorporated by a satanic sect in the pre-
Christian era, and Moses' name has been attached to it by fraud.
The politicized version of the Decalogue is written up separately in
Leviticus. The book of Leviticus contains the law of the Angels of
Satan, documenting the insanity of the satanic priests that thrived on
flowing blood, on the killing of people for the faintest excuse.
Leviticus is the law of madness. Jesus stood up against that, because
this mad law, the Illuminati law at the time, had become the law
of the land as we have it again today. The Leviticus satanic law
demanded that when persons are found in unauthorized sex, they
had to be stoned to death. This still happens today in the totali-
tarian regimes. In the olden days the sexual offenders had to be
killed by all the members of the community throwing stones at
them. In practice it was only the women who were convicted. The
community would injure her progressively until she would die of the
injuries. Can you think of a more gruesome satanic ritual than this
- gruesome both for the victim and the community - whereby the
satanic priests that demanded the ritual, gained in power? Satanism
is the worst scourge that humanity ever inflicted on itself, the worst
plague it ever had to endure, and is still enduring. Only its face has
been whitewashed in modern years. It is now called by many noble
names. Environmentalism is one. This is Satanism in disguise. It
demands the satanic blood-ritual on a vast scale, the scale of geno-
cide called depopulation. The DDT ban for which no scientific basis
exists, was built on hype stirred up by the Illuminati. It has killed
countless millions with malaria, with mankind itself enforcing the
murderous ban, killing its own children. This adds up to a satanic
killing ritual of vast proportions. Global warming, the Illuminati's
latest environmental hoax, is killing people economically in even
larger numbers, by denying them the necessary economic develop-
ment. As you have heard on the grape vine, the global warming
hoax will next be used to justify the burning of a large portion of
the world's food supply, by distilling the food into alcohol to be
used as a fuel for cars. The scam is supposed to reduce carbon
emissions, which is a hoax, because it takes more carbon energy to
produce the fuel than the fuel gives back in energy. Environmental-
ism has become a satanic killing ritual of truly grandiose propor-
tions, in the latest form of biological warfare. And most people are
embracing this madness that is designed to starve tens of millions
to death. This is the kind of madness that Christ Jesus fought
against, when he defended the adulterous woman. He fought against
Satanism. He fought against the satanic rituals. He won his case by
appealing to the people's humanity. But society hasn't learned this
lesson yet. And in order to assure that this lesson won't be learned,
the Illuminati have demanded their agents to remove the account of
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Christ Jesus' victory, from the Bible. The story was in the book of
John, chapter eight, spanning the first eleven verses. Those verses
have been circumcised off the modern English Bible. Now John 8
begins with Verse 12. Erasing Christ Jesus' victory over the Illuminati
style Satanism of the time. The removal of this account of a pro-
found victory over Satanism is a form of spiritual rape. This is the
ultimate form of Satanism."

  "I see you know more about my family's history than I do,"
said the man, and began to laugh. He pointed to the list of names
he had given me. "My family's name is on the list," he said. "Don't
ask me which one it is. You must never know my name. It is safer
for both of us that way. This list, and everything about it, is secret.
I am giving you this list, because I am disgusted with what my
family has become, and because I realize that I am as much a
victim in the process that the family pursues, as the villagers were
in the biblical story who were required by law to stone the sexual
woman to death in the mandated satanic death-orgy. She was a
woman from among their midst, whom they had lived with for
possibly all their lives. I am giving you this list in an effort to
become a human being again. This is something a human being has
to do. When defending the adulterous woman Christ Jesus looked
the accusers in the eye, face to face as it were, and asking each
one: are you a human being? He is asking me now the same question.
In the Bible story the accusers responded to their humanity by
simply walking away. That is what I am doing by giving you this
list. There are names on this list, noble names that no one would
ever expect to be there, or even imagine it as a possibility. I'm
prepared to give the list to you to break that silence, hoping that
this will aid in stopping the crimes of the Illuminati. That is my
way of walking out of the door, just like your friend has walked
out of the door. Of course, what you will do with this list is up
to you. You must ask yourself the question now, as I have done,
am I a human being? You can walk away from that question, or
you can publish the list. On the other hand, the list is so incredible
that no one will believe it. So, you might want to build a case of
Love around it, so that those named on the list, will walk away
from what they are doing, and are committed to doing, and aid the
world to recover itself. Which approach will you take?"

  I shook my head with a strange sense of disbelieve that the
thing was happening, that was happening before my very eyes.

  The man waved to the bartender. Moments later two more
drinks arrived. The man raised his glass, and repeated his question,
and began to smile.

  I shook my head, not so much in disbelief this time, as for
a sense of astonishment that the thing had progressed so far and so
quickly.
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  "You better believe it," said the man, still holding his glass.
"If you see yourself as a human being than you know that I am
right, because the evidence supports what I am saying. But I must
also urge you to open your eyes even wider, because what I am
telling you is far more serious than what you can yet imagine. I
have been told that you are one of the few people who would
understand what I am saying. I was also told that you had made
a big splash in Venice when you hit the Illuminati in the face with
your Ice Age presentation. Evidently you know what this is all
about. Your presentation reverberated all the way back to London,
and caused some major tremors in the Illuminati. It split the façade
in some places. It was suggested to me, secretly, that I should meet
you here in Moscow, on neutral ground, if there is such a thing."

  "So what's the big one that I don't yet see?"
  "What you don't see is the thread that ties the whole thing

together from 1775 to the present, the thread of history that few
people can see."

  I shook my head again.
  "The superficial historians would like you to believe that

Meyer Rothschild commissioned the founding of the Illuminati in
1775 as a satanic battering ram to destroy the church. Some of that
is true. The church had a lot of control over the monarchs that
Meyer wanted to control himself. Perhaps it was a bit like that, but
it was also worse than that. In 1775 the entire British Empire that
Meyer was a part of by then, was in deep trouble. The forming of
the Illuminati was needed to save the Empire. In fact the Illuminati
was needed to save the Empire again and again. That's how the
Illuminati was designed to function. It was designed to become a
force to destroy everything that stands in the way of the growing
empire that Mayer had envisioned, which he dreamed would one day
span the world. The Illuminati was therefore created as an enforce-
ment network for maintaining the Empire. The Illuminati was needed
to save the empire that has no natural foundation to exist. Meyer
was evidently aware that a far bigger threat was emerging against
the Empire, than the church. The threat that Mayer saw, was the
Renaissance Spirit of mankind. The epitaph writing, for the Empire,
was on the wall. It was written in the science language of the
Renaissance Spirit. And so I put it to you that the Illuminati was
designed primarily as a weapon against the Renaissance Spirit. The
real urgency, therefore, at the time before the Illuminati was founded,
was not financially defined, such as in the quest for more profit. It
was defined by the growing threat to the Empire itself, which was
threatening the entire oligarchic system, the system of private world
power. So I put it to you that it was the timing of the creating
of the Illuminati, that tells its real story. Do I make any sense?"

  "Go on," I said. I nodded slightly as I tend to do when
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things get interesting.
  "When the Seven Years War ended in 1763," said the man,

"the British Empire came into being as the first completely private
worldwide empire in history. At this time the British government
was in deep trouble financially. It had been burdened with the bill
for the Seven Years War that served the oligarchy, but which the
oligarchy wasn't prepared to pay for. The war probably had been
financed with money borrowed from Mayer's growing banking em-
pire. The government tried to recoup the loss, by increased taxation
of the colonies. But the colonies wouldn't pay the increase either,
or couldn't. In 1768 the British Crown sent soldiers to Boston to
put pressure on the colony. In the background to the mounting
tensions, a scuffle broke out in which five people were killed. This
unfortunate killing became known in history as the great Boston
Massacre of 1770. In the background to the massacre the British
Parliament came up with another trick for extracting the needed
taxes. It gave the Empire, which was the East India Company,
exclusive rights over the tea trade, which the crown could tax.
However, the colonists got wise to the scam and wouldn't let the
tea into the country. In the ensuing conflicts a crowd of aroused
patriots took control of one of the ships in Boston harbor and
dumped the tea into the brink. That happened in 1773. The next
year the British Parliament responded with the Intolerable Act,
imposing harsh measures on the colony, including the closing down
of the Port of Boston altogether. Thus the seeds for the revolution
were sown. The Empire was now fast loosing ground in the colonies.
They sent more troops in, starting in 1775. In response to the
escalation, the colonists mobilized their militia. This was the back-
ground against which Mayer Rothschild commissioned the Illuminati
to be organized. He probably could read the writing on the wall.
It was evident that military force couldn't turn the tide. The time
for this chance had passed. The revolution erupted the very next
year, in 1776, with the Declaration of Independence by the colonies
collectively, that was sent to the Empire. Meyer had been proven
right. The British sent in more troops, of course, but they lost the
war in 1777. The British escalated again, and the war became inter-
national in scope with the French now fighting the British as well.
On this basis the British suffered another devastating defeat in 1781
in Yorktown, Virginia. The tide simply could not be turned back by
the Empire, and colonialism be restored in America. Two years later,
in 1783, the British capitulated. The Paris Peace Treaty ceded the
British colonies to the USA. Of course America paid a high price
for its freedom from the Empire, with about 50,000 dead. However,
the war wasn't over at this point. The real war just begun. That
is where we see the true color of the Illuminati popping up. The
Second Earl of Shelburne, William Petty, the then master of the East
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India Company, made himself Prime Minister of England for one
year in order to assure that a devastating free trade provision would
be included in the Peace Treaty. He had previously commissioned a
study from Adam Smith, of how free trade can be used as a weapon
suited to the goals of empire. The free-trade provision that Shelburne
had put into the Peace Treaty, worked as devastatingly powerfully
as Adams had promised. It bankrupted the newly formed USA within
a few years until Hamilton shut the provision down. However, the
real big splash of the color of the Illuminati didn't hit the scene
until 1790, which was the very year in which the new U.S. Con-
stitution was enacted. The big splash was actually put forth quietly.
A defrocked monk with the name, Giammaria Ortes, put it forth in
Venice. The monk, a servant of empire, gave a valuable present to
his masters that would bring out the 'color' of empire for centuries
after his death. He invented the depopulation mantra, the lie of the
millennia, that would be superceded in its villainy only by the still
larger lie of global warming that was invented in 1974."

  "Are you saying that Ortes' lie was staged to counter the
U.S. Constitution?" I interjected.

  "I think this was the intention," said the man. "Ortes con-
jured up the insane notion that the earth is too full of people, and
must be depopulated for mankind to be able to survive without
destroying the planet. Ortes likened mankind to a herd of cattle that
destroys its pasture if not kept in check. The Illuminati evidently
reasoned that if the empire's oligarchic way of life is in danger by
the spirit of freedom flowing from the Renaissance ideals, then the
empire must defend itself by demoralizing society as a means for
destroying the Renaissance spirit. Thus, so it was likely reasoned, can
be accomplished by placating mankind as the worst enemy to itself,
which would then be opening the door to the mass killing of people
for the good of mankind. As you might guess, this was only the
surface of the lye. The intention lies deeper. The real target was,
and still is, the creative power of humanity, the power of the mind.
In real terms there is no physical limit to the number of people
that can live on our planet, since the resources for living are in-
creasingly created by scientific and technological means. The ecology
and natural resources are not a limiting factor. This is the scientific
recognition that Ortes was 'hired' to attack. In doing so he attacked
the very heart of the nature of mankind."

  "Evidently Ortes' grand lie still stands tall, as the cream-crop
of all the lies of the Illuminati's satanic enterprises," I interjected.

  The man nodded slightly. "The first major test run was
unleashed in France. It was implemented to squash the budding
freedom movement there. But instead of waiting for a revolution to
happen, the Illuminati arranged the revolution itself, and defeated it
all in one go. The Empire staged the French Revolution two years
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after it had capitulated to America. Naturally, it staged it on its
own terms and financed it through the East India Company. The
goal was to head off the fire of freedom that was already sweeping
across Europe, and threatened empire around the world. Time-wise
the storming of the Bastille happened the year before Ortes' book
was fully complete, and was published. The fiery revolutionary
speeches for the revolution, were composed primarily in the
Illuminati's own writers' workshops headed up by Shelburn's right-
hand man, Jeremy Bentham. As you might suspect, the goal for the
revolution was not to open the gates to freedom, but to terror and
to the resulting sacrificial orgies of the intellectual powers of the
nation. The Guillotines were kept busy for this goal, in gory spec-
tacles akin to the killing of the Christians in the circuses of Rome.
After the revolution, Napoleon was 'hired' to take over. Napoleon
unleashed over twenty wars, spreading the blood orgies of the
Illuminati all across Europe, and finally into Russia in 1812. Napo-
leon took his Grand Army of over 600,000 men - Frenchmen, Poles,
Germans, Austrians, Italians, and others - equipped with many tens
of thousands of horses - the largest force ever assembled up to this
time - and crossed into Russia. The goal wasn't Moscow. The goal
was to deliver a quick and crushing defeat to Russia's defenders. The
march towards Moscow was coerced by the defenders, and was a
trap for Napoleon. The trap was set by a German freedom-poet,
Friedrich Schiller, who was already dead by then, though his ideas
had lived on. He understood the Illuminati's weak flank. He under-
stood the Illuminati's lack of understanding of the physical founda-
tion of civilization in the productive processes. Schiller's friend,
Wolzogen, had convinced the vastly outnumbered Russian forces, not
to fight, but to draw Napoleon in and let his Illuminati-arrogance
become his doom. This simple understanding saved Russia, and de-
feated the greatest military power on the planet. By the time
Napoleon was given the key to Moscow, which he won without a
fight, some say he had only 100,000 men left. But the empty city
was no refuge for Napoleon. Moscow was set on fire with the
soldiers in it, to force Napoleon's retreat at the onset of winter. Of
the 100,000 soldiers he had in Moscow, only 4,000 made it back.
Thus Russia was saved by a poet who understood economics, which
the Illuminati did not."

  "But the Illuminati were not defeated by the defeat of
Napoleon," I interjected.

  "No, they weren't" said the man. "two years after Napoleon's
big defeat, in order to save the oligarchic system, the Congress of
Vienna was convened. Officially its purpose was to reconstruct the
map of Europe in a way that would develop a balance of power
to prevent another massive take-over by one single country. But
deep beneath the visible surface it brought no stability, no economic
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development, no freedom for the nations, but started a new age that
actually affirmed the power-base of the Illuminati. It buried the very
notion of freedom, by restating the arrogant notion of the right of
kings. The satanic enterprise of the Illuminati wasn't buried. The
hope of the world was buried instead. We would see this pattern
again and again. By it the march of empire was intensified. In 1850,
Lord Palmerston tried to make London the world-center of the
evermore sprawling New Roman Empire of the Illuminati. He hired
three stooges for the plan. Napoleon III was 'hired' to attack Russia
once more. This became the Crimean War, a religious war, a war
in the name of the church against the Ottoman Empire. It turned
into a huge war, but didn't accomplish anything, except the killing
of a quarter million people, which of course the Illuminati counted
as a plus. After all, wars are good for profit, and big wars for big
profit. The second stooge was Mazzini. His job was to set up
nationalist terrorist networks in all the nations far and wide, built
on hyped up nationalist youth movements that could be activated to
set the nations at each other's throat. This project, too, didn't
accomplish anything big. The third stooge was David Urquhart, a
fierce Russian hating intellectual. He became the man who 'educated'
Karl Marx and guided the writing of Marx's infamous book, Das
Kapital. He also practically scripted for Friedrich Engels the equally
infamous book, The Communist Manifesto, which Marx put his name
to as well. Urquhart delivered big time in this respect. He, as a
man of empire, hated scientific and technological progress, which he
said isn't good for profit. Obviously he incorporated every typical
Illuminati feature into the communist ideology that he implanted
into the minds of Marx and Engels, which was destined to be
delivered to Russia as a powerful Trojan Horse. Since Lord Palmerston
organized the whole thing, as the Grandmaster in the Illuminati
sphere, the setup for flooding the world with communism came
directly from Palmerston, from Pam, as Marx referred to Palmerston
in his letters. I think Marx hated Palmerston deep inside for reasons
that he had such a powerful control over him that he carried out
his dictates by his own will, even affectionately. This is the way the
Illuminati process operates. Jacob Schiff of the Rothschilds, came
unto the scene half a century later, who obediently staged the
implementation of Marx's communism, in 1917. He provided financ-
ing and training in New York, for the Bolshevist Revolution. The
Bolshevist rape, called a revolution, started as a bloodless coupe that
tore Russia apart in the aftermath of it, and left a trail of two
million dead in the wake, in what became a civil war."

  "I think Palmerston expected a Marxian revolution much
sooner," I interjected. "Marx and Engels published their Illuminati
Trojan Horse near the end of the 1840s, but there were no takers,
were there? This must have enraged Palmerston."
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  "I don't think he was this kind of a rageful person," said
the man. "With the Russian project going flat in Europe, he simply
moved on and directed the Illuminati to get on with its project to
break up the USA. The one major fault line the Illuminati had been
able to keep alive in America, by working from within, was the
slavery issue. They pushed and pushed this issue, lobbying for the
cessation of all the slavery states from the Union. The Illuminati hit
a crisis with their plan with Lincoln running for election. An as-
sassination attempt was made before Lincoln even became President,
but this failed. To save its last chance to break the nation, the
Illuminati crowd organized the cessation of the slavery states and the
formation of the Confederacy that split the country along the slavery
line. Still, the cessation failed to destroy the northern Union. And
so the plan was hatched to attack the Union militarily and cause
a civil war with the hope to obliterate the Union. However on the
strength of some exceptional patriotic efforts and the logistically
backing by the rapidly developing industrial power in the north, the
Union was saved. Ironically the Illuminati were rebuffed by the very
thing they feared most, and tried to disable, which is America's
industrial power built on the principles of its traditional national
credit system. Lincoln was the patriotic leader that history credits
with saving America, but the logistical force behind it was the
Hamiltonian economic system that became later known as the
American System, a national credit system, that was focused on
industrialization. Russia too had played a role in rebuffing the
Illuminati forces during the Civil War. They, who had suffered so
much at the hands of the Illuminati, came to the aid of Lincoln.
The Czar had offered Lincoln the command of the Russian fleet,
should Britain dare to intervene with force in the Civil War it had
covertly started."

  "The only thing the Illuminati gained from staging the Civil
War, was a sea of dead corpses, more than half a million of them
all told," I interjected. "The devil had been proofed a liar. Satan had
delivered nothing for the huge blood-sacrifice. And to make matters
worse, the USA prospered in the aftermath of the Civil War. The
American System of Political Economy, which the Civil War had put
on the map more soundly, became famous around the world. It
became admired in many places all across Europe. Russia had its
eyes set on it and had made plans for its adaptation. That was, of
course, before Jacob Schiff intervened. Bismarck in Germany had set
up his own version of the American system, and had industrialized
the country. And even the Christian Church that the Illuminati had
been set up in part to wipe off the map, suddenly prospered. With
the end of the Civil War the American spiritual scientist, Mary
Baker Eddy, set up a scientific version of Christianity, back in 1866.
With it she brought back the lost element of Christian healing that
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soon spread across the nation and into other lands. Mary Baker Eddy
gave mankind a profoundly brilliant spiritual face, equal in quality
to the face of God. This face, backed up with a vast scope of
healing, became the very opposite of what the Illuminati had labored
to create."

  "But the Illuminati weren't defeated by it, weren't they?" I
interjected.

  "Oh yes, they kept brooding in the background with other
irons in the fire to counter the new threat," said the man. "That
was the time when revolution was brewing in Russia. By this time
World War One was in full swing, and with the help of Jacob
Schiff, the by then patiently kept waiting Marxism, was dug up
again and given a role to play in the world. It became the Trojan
Horse that was taken in by the Bolsheviks. With a relatively minor
intervention in world affairs, Jacob Schiff became the critical player
that helped create the Soviet Union, and it was done for good profit
for the Illuminati of course. Also, by this time the Illuminati had
a winning streak going. They had won a major victory in America,
becoming the masters of America's money; and in Europe they had
another iron in the fire that would wreck the face of mankind far
more grotesquely than Marxism, Bolshevism, and Communism com-
bined. This was the iron that Giammaria Ortes had put into the fire
for them a century earlier, which the infamous parson, a scribbler
of the East India Company by the name of Thomas Malthus had
picked up and expanded. Malthus took the satanic depopulation
insanity of Giammaria Ortes, and brought it forward into the 'mod-
ern' world by plagiarizing Ortes' song. He promised to do 'better'
with it than the French Revolution and Napoleon combined, had
done, in terms of killing people, and he promised to do it silently,
and to do it right at home. He suggested that the poor ought to
die. The killing of the poor became the new 'sport' of the Illuminati
from then on. It became the thrust of Malthus' beloved song. And
his song was heard. In Malthus' final year, in 1834, the British Poor
Laws had been amended to set up workhouses in all parishes of the
realm, in which the poor could be worked to death. The satanic
Illuminati color of the Malthusian project became fully evident seven
years later, in 1847, during the Irish Potato Famine, at the end-phase
of the Little Ice Age. When the potato blight brought on a meager
harvest, the British closed down all the food depots in Ireland that
had stores of corn, and forced the exportation of it and other
foodstuff from Ireland under military escort while the population
starved to death in large measures. Then, to make matters worse,
public works projects were started, like building stone paved roads
in the middle of winter, going from nowhere to nowhere. In the
course of this madness over half million toiling men and woman
died from exhaustion. Altogether more than 1.5 million people died
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at the policy of the Illuminati, a sacrificial offering to clear the land
for 'better' uses, like raising sheep. A number of those who success-
fully escaped, subsequently died on the 'coffin ships' leaving Ireland,
and many more died at their destination. The result, altogether adds
up to a holocaust that is seldom even talked about, though it rivals
in scope that of the Nazis. In the process Ireland became depopu-
lated, leaving in the wake a perfect environment for raising sheep
and to rebuild the old feudal way of life. And still the story goes
on. The Illuminate didn't stop there. Darwin carried forward the
song of Malthus, and later his cousin Francis Galton engineered from
it the Eugenics movement that added his own satanic flavor to the
song of Malthus. The Eugenics movement became one of the biggest
hits in the Illuminati landscape. In fact it is still unfolding. It now
has some of the world's biggest names becoming involved behind the
scene, like the Rockefeller Foundation, the Kellogg Foundation, the
Carnegie Institution, and others. The new hit also supported the
racial policies of Nazi Germany, once Hitler became 'Illuminated.'
Some of the big names of the early Eugenics movement are still
active in the game of killing populations at the altar of the Illuminati.
In the postwar period the Eugenics movement spawned off the
depopulation movement that aims to eradicate 80% of mankind, and
the global warming movement that aims to eradicate even more
people, if not all of us by preventing the lifesaving preparations for
the coming Ice Age. It appears that from this ever wider background
of increasing insanity the Illuminati were also able to infiltrate the
movement of Mary Baker Eddy's church after her death in 1910, and
wreck it from within by shifting the focus away from the core issue
of universal Love and healing. Of course it is impossible to verify
that. My guess is that we will never find out who wrecked Mary
Baker Eddy's Church. It is much easier to see that Mary Baker
Eddy's work had put a damper on the Illuminati's freedom to wreck
the world. But once she was dead, the Illuminati were home free.
The horizon was clear of obstructions and things began to move fast
from 1911 on. The Titanic was sunk just a year after her death,
then the Federal reserve was voted up and the income tax, and
World War I was started, and the Bolshevik takeover of Russia
happened. It only took seven years for the Illuminati to turn the
entire world upside down in this timeframe, and then came Hitler,
the little man, the man who promised the greatest gem the empire
lusted for, that of Russia, but who ultimately couldn't deliver."

  "The little man who would, but couldn't deliver?" I said in
a questioning manner.

  "He couldn't deliver Russia to the Illuminati as they had
wanted him to do, because he could smell the double crossing.
Consequently he set his eyes on ruling the world himself, as his
own Illuminati. Hitler chose not to obey! It wasn't his style. He
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went west instead of going east; bad boy! He took France, Spain,
Italy, and North Africa, which the Illuminati had intended to use
as a means for crushing him with from the rear, while being mired
in Russia, via a rear flank. Hitler had spoiled their intentions; bad
boy!"

  "But Hitler did deliver on the holocaust that he promised,"
I interjected. "No man can say that he reneged on this count. The
whole world acknowledges that Hitler delivered big time, so much
so that it has become a criminal offense in many countries now to
even think that he failed to deliver the big holocaust that he had
promised, which the Illuminati had been waiting for, for thirty years.
The Illuminate needed a giant holocaust against the Jews. The
Illuminati needed the big holocaust that would furnish a victim that
the whole world would sympathize with. And they needed the Jews
to be this artificial victim, for whom they would be able to con-
fiscate the land of Palestine, that they had long promised to the
Jews with the Balfour Declaration in 1917. And they needed this
promised Jewish State there, in the Middle East, in the postwar
period, as such a Jewish State would serve the empire's goal to have
a perpetual powder cake in the Middle East, which would destabilize
this vital region of the world in perpetuity. It has always been the
policy of intention of the Illuminate to stir up chaos as a means
for asserting its power. The very term, 'Middle East' is a code name
coined in the Empire's foreign office to identify the region where
certain long-term strategic games were being played. This goes way
back in time. The proper name for the region is Southwest Asia,
which is hardly ever used. The British code name is now used.
Hitler was duped to play a covert British game, a typical Illuminati
game. And he delivered on this count. Did you realize that? Does
anyone?"

  "It might not have been Hitler's intention to specifically
come through on this promise, or any other that he might have
made to the Illuminati, for which they financed him to power," said
the man. "It might have happened naturally. When fascism rules
holocausts and massacres do happen by the nature of the game. It
would be surprising if they didn't happen. They happened in a big
way in Russia's civil war in the shadow of the Illuminati's revolu-
tion, the so-called Bolshevik Revolution. They also happened hugely
in the Ukraine later on, for the same reason, and they happened
again in more recent times in the infamous Deir Yassin massacre
that totally restaged the Middle East, for example, as well as in the
countless other cases that happened on the sidelines, and are still
happening in evermore rapid succession. Fascism unfolds that way.
Hitler was a fascist beast. America had an existential interest in
stopping Hitler, who had been running amok, because the entire
world had fallen into danger by the intensity of the fascism that he
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had incorporated. Though fascism was never defeated, America had
acted out of necessity when Franklin Roosevelt offered to help Britain
and Russia, in spite of the fact that both were deeply lodged in the
Illuminate camp by then. In this sense World War Two started a
whole new trend of escalated fascism. It became a war in which
three fascist factions of the Illuminate, Stalin, Hitler, and the British
Empire, were fighting each other, each with its own brand of fas-
cism, and had engulfed the whole world. In also another sense, it
became a different kind of war. It became a contest between three
killing machines. The contest ended when one had exhausted the
strength of the others. At this point the war ground to a halt, but
there had been no victory won for mankind at the end of that road
of tragedy. There was no Westphalia-style peace won as in 1648.
This kind of victory hadn't happened at the end of World War II,
because the devil wasn't in the pudding og the conquest, but was
in the head. The Peace of Westphalia was a victory won in the
mind. There was no military victory achieved in 1648, that ended
the Thirty Years War. The war ended when it was recognized that
the devil was in the head. That is why World War II was never
really won, because the historic recognition was not allowed to be
repeated. It is simply not possible to defeat fascism with war. This
hadn't been recognized then by the USA, but it had been well
understood in the Illuminati camp. On this path, the Illuminate
fascism had become bigger in the course of World War Two. It had
become more brutal and more openly universal, instead of being
defeated. This tragic dynamics of fascism is illustrated in the mass
bombing of Dresden, in the last days of the war, where half a
million people were burned to death for no military imperative
whatsoever. It is also evident in the tragedies of the cities of Japan
that were burnt similarly with countless millions dying in the fires
that made no sense at all, followed by the death orgies in Hiroshima
and Nagasaki that were launched to set the stage of terror as a
preview for things to come on the path of the world falling into
the clutches of a growing world empire. Hiroshima and Nagasaki
were intentionally set up as way markers of the path to empire.
The masters of the Illuminate Empire had Truman in their pocket.
Hiroshima and Nagasaki were victims of the British Empire, the old
Anglo/Dutch/Venetian Empire, not victims of America."

  I shook my head, as the man spoke, but not in denial or
out of disbelief. I knew he was right. I shook my head because this
tragic history defied the humanity of mankind so deeply, which is
built into the human soul, so that the horrors of this fascist night-
mare defied all reason and rationality. But I also knew why it did.
Fascism is the default state when the artistry of the Illuminate
erases bit by bit all human values; all the spiritual aspects that
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define our humanity; all manifests of Love, culture, creative power,
reason, discovery, science, intimacy, and joy.

  "Fascism is the bottom of the sewer," I said quietly. "It is
the absolute bottom, the total void, the emptiness where not a trace
of humanity remains. But it is not a power. It is emptiness. That
is why it is defeatable."

  "The satanic killing appetite of the Illuminati didn't stop
when World War II ended," said the man. "Just a few years later
North Korea went up in flames, being burnt with Napalm, in an
orgy of fascist madness that was killing countless millions once again.
The intention had been to finish the 'war' off with thirty nukes, but
by then there was nothing left to be destroyed. This would have
been prevented if fascism had been defeated. If the Roosevelt legacy
had remained alive in the hearts of America, the Korean war could
not have happened. This tells me that America had been raped at
the end of the war, and this rape in turn opened the floodgates to
the Korean War that has not ended to the present day. Nor did it
bring peace. The Illuminati cried for more killing. The 'great' Bertrand
Russell, the infamous pacifist of the Illuminate, was far from sat-
isfied with the intensity of the killing in war. He complained about
the lack of the 'effectiveness' of war in terms of killing people. He
said that the wars didn't accomplish enough to depopulate the world.
He sang the song of Giammaria Ortes again, which soon became the
greater policy of intention for saving the empire with the sword of
evermore-intensified fascism. Towards fulfilling this intention, the
modern breed of the Illuminati caught themselves an even bigger
fish in the ponds of power, someone from the highest ranks, some-
one they had 'inspired' to embrace their cause of the gory satanic
orgies. This top-level recruit announced to the world the Illuminati's
most cherished policy of intention, the intention to depopulate the
planet by 80%, leaving less than a billion people alive. This an-
nounced intention promised the ultimate 'Irish Potato Famine' as a
policy in the making on the global scale. Many big names served on
the new war committee for the war against mankind, which serves
this policy of intention. Many different ways have already been
planned for implementing their insane dreams, plans for mass-death
to be arranged artificially, or to become enforced by laws and in-
ternationally binding treaty commitments, all in the fulfillment of
the Illuminati's dream of killing 80% of the world population in a
desperate effort to recreate the golden age of feudalism in their
coveted 'leaner' world. Of course even that wouldn't save their
oligarchic lifestyle. How far this mad game will yet unfold cannot
be determined, because as human beings mankind still has the power
to shape its destiny. A single profound realization by mankind of its
power that is rooted in its humanity can cause a breakout that can
alter the world. Today, far too little of this power is evident. Atlas
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shrugs. The gentle, stupid giant shakes its head in the face of all
this grand madness that seems far too incredible for any normal
person to believe, like the intentional sinking of the Titanic. The
gentle giant - having been made stupid with a thick diet of lies,
gore, greed, violence, and so on - simply smiles and shrugs and then
closes its eyes and sleeps, dreaming of a secure world, while the
bottom is torn out under it in the real world. Will the giant
become the power that it has the potential to be? This question
remains yet to be answered. The potential for this to be happening
has been intentionally hidden. It has been hidden for centuries. This,
my friend, is and always has been, the Illuminati way. Mary Baker
Eddy's church was likely diminished for this reason. The black 'light'
of Lucifer is always at work, spreading its darkness across the planet
such as has never been experienced before. Still, the Illuminati game
can be stopped. The game needs to be stopped. Too much is at
stake here. The very survival of mankind is at stake."

  "I can stop them," I said to the man. "And I will stop them
with a profound example of the power of our humanity. I will stop
them with nothing more than a simple idea that brings the real
world back into focus. If America had not been raped from 1945
on and all they way through the postwar period, America would
have developed the industries to produce universal free housing for
its people. We had developed the high-temperature nuclear power
system in the 1950s, that would have done this, in the form of the
Liquid Fluoride Thorium Reactor, for which have a near infinite
amount of fuel sitting unused on the ground. We would have pumped
up the heat to melt basalt that we would then have reshaped into
ready-made housing modules, produced in automated industrial proc-
esses. We would have been able to produce ten to twenty million
per year with such efficiency that they would be made available for
free to everyone in need. We can still do this. The technologies still
exist, the fuel still exists, and the basalt exists in infinite quantities,
and also the need for the free houses exists evermore today. This
means that we can do this anytime we care to do this. That's the
kind of breakout into a whole new world that we have at our
fingertips and get started on a moment's notice, if we care to do
this. We had the capacity to do this for decades already. We al-
lowed ourselves to be raped into the denial we now suffer from.
But we can change that, can't we?"

  "But how can you do this when the whole world has gone
insane, when especially the leaders have gone insane?" the man
interjected.

  "Oh yes, that's the question of today," I said. "That is where
we are today. The world has gone insane, because the Illuminati
have recruited all the leaders of the world into their club of the
insane, by hook or by crook, or by threats, or by pre-selection of

Chapter 7 - The Rat Campaign



275

the candidates for election, and so they are ruling our world. But
it remains our world, the world of all mankind. As you said, the
Illuminati are determined to wage a war against our future on such
a scale that they won't be disappointed anymore in Russell's terms,
while they know in their tiny heart the we hold their miserable
future in our hand and have the power to deny them a place on
this planet if we care to do so, instead of them ruling the world.
The real power is on our side. We can close the door on them. The
moment when mankind refuses to be raped by them, their game is
over."

  "That is what I have been saying to you that they are
playing a deadly serious game," said the man. "They are presently
caught in the trap of their own creating. They have created a
financial system for looting that has destroyed the world that they
feed on. This created a crisis for them which they can see no
solution for, because they are running an impossible game. They
ruminate on this problem without finding a solution, as they go
from crisis to crisis, becoming trapped themselves ever deeper in the
recursive process that leads to an infantile state of mentality. And
so they literally scream at each other in fear, and scream at society
demanding evermore loot to plaster over their evermore obvious
bankruptcy."

  "This is not the face they show to the world," I interjected.
"They show a face of power and confidence."

  "Believe me, I know these people," said the man. "They are
desperate. They know they are playing an impossible game. They
knew this already way back in time when H. G. Wells hit them
over the head and told them to be desperate. Just read his stuff.
The Fabian society too, was formed for the same reason, in a
desperate attempt to stave off the inevitable that results when
impossible games are forced up in real life that are so screwed up
that they fundamentally can't work. And the games are failing. They
know they are failing. They are running around like little ants,
scurrying about without aim, looking for solutions that cannot be
found to make the games work. They try this and try that. They
jack up the mortgage rates, and credit card rates, and interest rates
and taxes, they even increase the volume of the gambling casino by
throwing in the world's currencies as gambling chips. And even then
they cry that there is not enough to meet their demands for looting.
So they open the casino up to pure betting without any equity
attached. This final desperate act takes away all the limits, but it
won't work. The global casino will soon be measured in the quad-
rillions of dollars. The casino, which is the Illuminate Empire, will
then be able to fleece the world big time, but even as it does, it
destroys the value of what it has already looted. They are caught
in a paradox. They know they cannot get rich by stealing, because
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the only wealth there is, and ever will be, lies in what is being
produced, and stealing kills the productive process. They also know
that they cannot promote the productivity of society as this would
create a renaissance, which would eradicate the existence of empire.
And so, they have no real solution. They are desperate, because
nothing they allow themselves to do can work. Unfortunately for
mankind, desperately people make all too often terrible mistakes.
World War II was a mistake; it gained them nothing; likewise the
Cold War. But they won't stop. Now they aim to eradicate 80% of
mankind; but this too won't help them. Many within the Illuminati
families are warning that this can't work, just as nothing else they
try can work. It is not possible, for example, to squeeze out more
in profit than the population has and is producing; nevertheless they
are committed to doing this. Those who warn against it within the
families tell me that this madness will unleash an explosion in
business bankruptcies, bank failures, home foreclosures, that alto-
gether guarantees an explosion of social chaos on a scale that cannot
be contained. Others of the Illuminati say the resulting wave of
dying in the streets that would happen, would be good for the
empire, as it kills people. They say that people don't live long on
the streets. The saner among the families warn of a disaster that
will blow out the value of every form of debt or paper asset
anyone has, and put an end to the empire altogether. Some even go
as far as to call H. G. Wells the greatest traitor that their ranks
have ever produced by making the elite to believe that their im-
possible system can work. They say that Wells betrayed them. They
say his policies were all wrong, even though they have since been
modernized. They say that the modern policies of the old axioms
have created such a deep instability in the system of empire that
all it will take, one day, for one bank trying to sell its worthless
crap, the kind of crap that every other bank has, and low and
behold the crap can suddenly only be moved at a penny on the
dollar, which will then become the market price for all the crap
across the board. When this snowballs, as it will, the whole system
goes. Big banks will go under. At first they will eat up all the little
banks, but in the end they will go down too, because nothing can
alter the reality that the entire system of empire is bankrupt, as it
has been from the beginning. It is a rapist, raping itself. The entire
empire will go under and mankind with it. Society is already dis-
integrating with them. The Illuminati has destroyed society's mental-
ity, science, humanity, integrity, productivity, creativity, culture, and
civilization as a whole. They have also destroyed its industries.
Thereby they destroyed the value of all money including their own
money, and they are scared by the trend, and by how it will
terminate. We may soon see a replay of the 14th Century, when this
happens, where everything collapsed and the Black Death plague
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swept the lands."
  "No matter which way the Empire rolls the dice, it cannot

avoid reality," I interjected. "It is not possible in the real world to
create wealth with destructive methods, no matter how much force
is applied. Force is always recursive against itself, in any form it is
applied. The Empire is playing its last card, and it is playing it
badly, because it is playing it against itself."

  "The smarter forces within it are beginning to recognize that
their game is over," said the man. "The Illuminate-game and the
empire that runs the game, which has ruled the world since 1775,
cannot be rescued. It is gone, because it has destroyed the culture
of mankind that it feeds on. The masters are so desperate now that
they are liable to do something totally insane, before their house
falls down completely, which they sense they cannot avoid. They
know they have no means of keeping their house standing. Their
cupboard of tricks is bare, and the pantry empty. When the wealth
of the world disintegrates under the force of their looting and
destruction, they know they will disintegrate with it. They also
know that to rebuild that wealth would require a global renaissance,
which no empire can survive. So they know, that one way or another,
they are but shadows of a history that has run its course."

  "But who is more stupid, they or society?" I interjected.
"Just look at the world. Society still admires them. It sees them
standing tall, wearing their crown of gold, even as society itself is
being eaten up bite by bite in the sport of their crows or their rats.
The Illuminati like us to believe that the age of the rat is dawning.
I would say, if this isn't a sign of desperation, what would be?"

  "You have no idea how close you have come to hitting the
nail on the head," said the man. "Indeed, they want the world to
believe that the age of the rat is dawning. But they also think the
time isn't quite ripe to announce that yet. Let me tell you a story
that I heard through the grapevine. During an inner-circle strategy
session, one of the fellows is said to have proposed to place a full-
page ad in one of the leading newspapers in New York or London,
with a close-up picture of a rat; an ugly, aggressive, red-eyed, sharp-
toothed, vicious looking rat that anyone would dread having to
confront in real life. He proposed that the ad should have no text
with it, except for the name of the sponsor. In metaphor the image
of a rat represents fascism, the kind that devours everything and
fears nothing. According to the report on the grapevine, the man
suggested that the sponsor for the ad should be the Empire's flag-
ship, its biggest bank, the HongShang that has cut its first riches in
the opium trade. Its fascism in this sphere is well known, and has
been well demonstrated in the raping of India and China, imposing
the most shocking misery on the nations for profit. By bearing no
text, he said, the add would inspire people to connect the dots, the
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past with the present, thereby acknowledging in a subliminal way
that the age of the rat is dawning upon the world once more in
the form of a new age of fascism; an age of intensified brutality;
the coming Age of the Brutish-Empire; the Age of the Rat."

  "Oh, is the Brutish British Empire intending to advertise
itself ?" I interjected and laughed. "They couldn't find a better self-
portrait than a rat."

  The man began to smile. "Just wait," he said, "it gets crazier
still. The fellow who has suggested to run this ad campaign, has
predicted that the subliminal message of the ad would be under-
stood, and that it would be understood in the manner that the
message of the sinking of the Titanic was understood, which had
been staged on the anniversary date of the assassination of President
Lincoln, which in turn was understood to be reflective of Lincoln's
defiance of the 'Brutish' Empire. 'We are in total control,' was the
message then. The fellow said that the message of his rat campaign
would be understood in the same manner, saying to all: 'resistance
is futile.' Isn't that what he is saying with his close-up of the rat
glaring its red eyes, flaunting its razor-sharp teeth? Another fellow
then suggested, that in case the relevant people wouldn't get the
message in the now much dumber world, the rat campaign should
be repeated three more times, and each time superimposed with an
additional subliminal hint that would point to the gist of the main
message - three hints written in large letters. One of the fellows at
the meeting suggested that the first message, being superimposed
upon the rat, should be, 'clout.' He was saying that in the shadow
of fascism no one has clout, suggesting that the concept of clout is
no longer valid in the coming brutish fascist world. Another sug-
gested that the second hint should be, 'free-speech.' He was saying
that in the shadow of absolute fascism, the concept of 'free-speech'
is invalid as no one would dare even think of it. Then a woman
of the committee suggested that another concept that would fit the
pattern, which would likewise become invalid, is 'camaraderie.' She
was saying that the dawning of the rat brings out a dog-eat-dog
mentality, that puts each one on his own and into a fight that no
one can win. She suggested that in the age of the rat only the
Empire can win."

  "So I was right," I interjected. "The Empire is intending to
advertise itself, to advertise its accomplishments, which it aims to
expand on for evermore, saying to society: We are coming to get
you, and we mean, you!"

  The man nodded and smiled. "You don't know how right
you are," he said. "It might interest you to know that the fellow
who proposed the rat campaign said that such adds are needed to
condition society for things to come in the expanding war of empire
against mankind. He said that the HongShang should sponsor the
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campaign since the HongShang is by its historic background the
heart of the Rat Empire. He said that the conditioning of society
to this reality is needed, so that people believe evermore deeply in
their own impotence, when the new age of the rat is dawning on
them. You may also be interested to know that in the end the
campaign proposal was shelved. It was said that the time wasn't
quite ripe yet for the rule of absolute fascism, so that patience
would be required until civilization could be reduced to the nec-
essary state of chaos. The report states that the head of the planning
committee pointed out, that the Empire had waited patiently for
half a century until the Marxian Trojan Horse could be successfully
imposed onto Russia with the Bolshevik Revolution. He said it took
two prior revolutions and the quagmire of a world war to create
enough chaos in Russia for the new fascism of communism to become
possible there. He added that the Empire also had to wait thirty
years until the conditions in the world were chaotic enough for the
promise of the Balfour Declaration to be fulfilled, for which it
would confiscate a chunk of Palestine and thereby set up a powder
keg in the Middle East. He suggested that the preparations for the
Empire's 'New Age Of The Rat' weren't fully complete yet, so that
patience was required once more. He said, that there wasn't enough
chaos in the world yet for the rule of absolute fascism to become
possible. He suggested that when we would see the system collaps-
ing, and big banks devouring little banks, and when the governments
of the world would then start pouring everything the nations have
into the resulting chasm, just to keep something still standing, then
it would be time to run the ad campaign of the rats, signifying that
the gentle age is over, that the nice world is no more, signaling to
society: We are going to destroy you."

  "And what is your take on that?" I interjected.
  "That's not important," said the man. "besides, you know

perfectly well where I stand. The more important question is what
the radical elements in the families say about this. And what they
say is just as frightening. They know what is coming down from on
high in the empire. They are delighted. They say that the planned
total fascist collapse of society would be good. They say that when
the banks go under every economy stops, chaos erupts, starvation
hits, and within weeks millions will die of hunger. People don't live
long without food. And so they hope to implement their long-
cherished depopulation plan in the shadow of their collapsing sys-
tem. They dream that the controlled collapse will put them on top
once again in a leaner and thoroughly scared world. They see this
madness as their only hope. But as you know, desperate men do
desperate things, and the consequences tend to become fatal for us
all, if the game isn't stopped. You must never forget this, my friend.
I would say that we, the few that still remain sane in society, and
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can see through the Illuminati's desperate game plan, must now act
to deflate the Illuminati's insanity-bubble. I am convinced that this
can be done."

  I nodded, but then shook my head moments later. "If we
in the USA were to take our money back into our own hands and
persuade India, China, and Russia to join hands with us in the same
manner, and they all would adopt a plan that upholds each other's
sovereignty on a platform of shared principles in pursuit of the
general welfare of mankind, then the Illuminate could be put out
of business in a day. But it doesn't happen, does it. It isn't allowed
to happen. The Illuminate know this as well as I do, that their
game would thereby end. I am sure they are fully aware of this.
This is why they have pulled out all stops to induce our country
to destroy itself from within, and to slander itself internationally in
the process of doing so, in order that nobody will ever consider a
treaty agreement with us, much less far reaching economic arrange-
ments."

  "And whose fault is that?" said the man and laughed. "Look
at the tip of your finger, who does it point to? Are you impotent?
Are you a slave? Is the America nation impotent? Is it a nation of
slaves? How many people do you have in government running the
nation's business? And how many people are in the nation, people
who are their boss?"

  "We have a hundred senators, 435 congressmen, one president
and nine Supreme Court justices," I said quietly. "This adds up to
545 people out of 300 million."

  "I rest my case," said the man.
  "What do you mean with, you rest your case?" I continued

quietly.
  "Well, isn't it obvious?" said the man. "Are you saying that

it is inconceivable to you that a nation of 300 million cannot
replace 545 people who stand convicted by the very facts that speak
for themselves, facts of incompetence, irresponsibility, and far far-to-
often outright criminality? You are their boss. They are your serv-
ants. It's not the other way around. It is your responsibility to fire
bad servants, and to put them in jail if they betray the nation and
its welfare and its interests. Get rid of them. Are you saying that
you cannot find any better people out of 300 million, than the
crooks you have now? Whoever violates the Constitution even re-
motely, commits treason and should be held in contempt and be
removed from office. Is that too much to ask? Your Constitution
gives every citizen that power. No other nation has that kind of
setup. In fact the Empire is dead scared that you will actually
exercise your power. That is what the rat campaign is all about.
They want you to feel impotent, so that you will not take the
power you have, in order that they can destroy you. That's the gist
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of the rat-campaign. But you are whips. You are not men. You are
not even the sleeping giant that you claim to be. You are slaves.
But as I read the political weather map that the Illuminati are
publishing, they are scared that you might not remain to be slaves.
This is the reason why the Illuminati are once more in a desperate
rush to start a war of tension, terror, and economic destruction,
with both Russia and China. They want to isolate Russia, India, and
China from each other, and create factions within them, and then
break the nations up. If that doesn't happen, if it fails, watch out,
then their will be nuclear war. Nuclear war is automated war. In
a fifteen minute war, everything is automated. There is not enough
time open for any other response. They need this breakup to happen
so that the three greatest nations on the planet cannot join up with
America, when it claims its soul back, and becomes the giant that
would put the Empire out of business. They are scared of you, my
friend. That is the gist of the rat campaign. This is also why America
is dragged into the dirt as rapidly as they can manage. In their
desperation, they are consolidating their control over Europe through
contractual ties and through NATO, as a prelude to starting a far-
flung Eurasian war of attrition that you'll be dragged into, in order
to be destroyed, once and for all. But they also know that this
won't be enough as they are running out of time to implement the
game. And they are also running out of options to chose other
paths. There is more and more talk now being heard in secret, in
the families, of going for the big bang, the big unpredictable solu-
tion. This is what you allow if you don't keep you house in order.
The big-bang options that the Illuminati toy with, aren't really
options, since this kind of game doesn't work, but they become
options when nothing else offers a way out for them. So the talk
is now getting louder on the inside about starting a nuclear war, and
getting the new uranium gas-war going, and also the biological war
that Bertrand Russell had idealized. This is the kind of hell we are
drifting into, my friend. And are you surprised? You are running a
whorehouse my friend, not a government. Clean up your hallowed
halls. I gave you the list of the names of the main Illuminati
bloodlines, the big family names. If this list was to be published the
right way, it might stop the inferno before the greatest blood-orgy
of all times begins. The list might unravel a few ties to get the
cleanup started. But you will only get one shot at this. And so it
has to be a big and powerful move on your part, or else they'll
squash you. And they would squash people like me as well and our
families. They don't mind doing some house-cleansing of their own,
right across the Illuminate, to rout out the dissenters like me, to
stop these ranks from growing. We are more numerous now than
you might suspect. But when this final bastion falls, that people like
you and us represent in this age, there won't be anybody left to
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help mankind. So you have to be careful, and you have to do this
quickly. This can't wait. You certainly cannot wait for democracy to
change the world, or for elections to give you a flank, and so on.
Elections are useless. They are now all bought, prearranged, and
controlled. The Illuminati own all the candidates, and all the parties.
Nobody will even come close to being elected who isn't a stooge
of the Illuminati, unless the population wakes up and takes control
of itself. And for this to happen, you need a revolution in thinking.
The train to hell that we are on can only be stopped the Boston
tea-party way, but it has to be done in the head. Violent revolu-
tions don't work, or terror, or any of that. Only a silent revolution
can work that is waking people up. It has to be a revolution along
the line of the Peace of Westphalia where the sword was laid aside
for the power of profound ideas and a growing sense of humanity.
Nothing else will work. No one can beat the Illuminati in the dark
halls of their own home ground. They own this playground com-
pletely. They own the world of violence, terror, physical uprising,
military force, assassination, threats, deceptions, mass-killing, - that's
all their turf. They own this turf. They are master on this turf.
They own this ground completely. That's the ground that their satanic
power is built on. But it is possible to beat them by stepping up
to higher ground, the Principle of Love, and I mean with that, that
society needs to really wake up. When the Japanese fleet was an
the way to hit Pearl Harbor in World War II, a noted Japanese
Admiral had this sickening feeling that the plan he was executing
was totally insane. He warned that this inconsequential strategic hit
on Pearl Harbor would awaken the sleeping giant that he saw in
America. I think the sleeping giant is still there. America has fallen
asleep, and the entire world has fallen asleep likewise, and become
stupid giants in the postwar era. The sleeping giant might yet be
roused to awaken once more and save itself and its world as in
olden time."

  "If Love is to be the platform of the future, and I agree
there is no other, the list of names that you gave me serves no
purpose, but would arouse a sense of hate that doesn't heal any-
thing," I said to the man. "Hate is a slap in the face of God. How
then can it heal anything? Hate, like fear, is an empty hole in the
landscape of mankind. How can an empty hole offer the substance
of peace? But I think there is an option. The option is the Principle
of Universal Love. If society's action was inspired by Love, with
society bringing itself and the nation into the all-embracing sphere
of Love, then the power will be found within each one to clean
out the rats nest that government has become. This means that I
don't need the list, do I?" I gave the list of names back to the man.

  The man took the paper and held it over the candle on the
table until it caught fire and then watched it burn up. He almost
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burnt his fingers before he let the last bit drop. "The woman that
I told you about, whom I was expecting to meet here, she is a real
person. I think I am glad now that she has stood me up," he said
quietly. "She is someone like you, who is qualified to see this list
of names. I was prepared to give it to her. This seems not necessary
or even wise anymore. Maybe that is why she didn't come."

  "Which is the proper way to address the approaching Ice
Age climate?" I said to the man when he stopped talking suddenly.
He had used a napkin to sweep the ashes of the list into the
ashtray.

  "One way would be to use fear to scare the hell out of
everybody by elaborating on the consequences if society fails to get
its act together to head off the coming Ice Age crisis," I said to
rouse his interest. "The other way would be to expand the bounda-
ries of people's sense of Love, thereby bringing the future into the
present, to make it relevant to the present, to inspire society's
loving embrace of its posterity, to bring out a caring in society for
future generations that would uplifts the present to the degree that
is necessary to assure that the future welfare of society is protected.
This path would afford the power for the necessary social, eco-
nomic, and scientific development? Obviously only one path affords
this power. And I put it to you that this path might be the only
path we have for dealing with the mental Ice Age in the mind of
society, that began with the rise of the Illuminati back in 1775."

  "This means that the dawn of the next Ice Age glaciation
cycle may well be the only card we have, to cause this Love-based
phase shift to happen," I said.

  The man laughed. "The answer is already on the table," he
said. He pointed to the burnt remains of the list in the ashtray.
"Still, you may be asking for too much," he added quietly.

  "If my asking to implement the only option we have, is
asking for more than what society is able to achieve, then we have
already lost," I said strongly. "If this is the case, what point is there
in fighting and building to create a platform for peace? Indeed, if
this is the case, why aren't you standing up and leaving? What point
is there in even saying another word? But you remain sitting here.
You remain committed. Deep in your heart you know that I'm not
asking for too much. In fact you were asking for the same thing,
when you spoke of the Principle of Love as the only possible option
we can have. But why did your lady skip out and not come to face
you? Did she think that you were asking for too much of her? This
seems to be a trap we all fall in so easily."

  "Maybe she did think I am asking for too much," said the
man. "Maybe when our loving fails, we should take it as a sign that
we have allowed it to become too small. But why did your woman
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walk out? Did you ask for too little?"
  "Maybe I did," I said. "She was raped by her family as a

child over a space of some years. She is scared of being raped again.
I think I tried to encourage her to leave all that behind, since it
didn't make sense anyway and never will."

  The man laughed. "She was raped; she should be scared," he
said. "We all should be scared. The whole of mankind has been
raped by the Illuminati for over 200 years. Hundreds of millions
have been raped to death. We should all be scared of this hell, and
shut it down, but we cannot do it. The small path that we have
chosen as society does not work. Mankind has been on that path
for millennia, trying to shut empire down. Only one man stood up
during those millennia and said, there is a way to do this. Was he
asking for too much? Or did the world think, that he was asking
for too much of the world? Did you ask too much of your lady,
when you asked her to shut the raping-hell down, that still affects
her, and banish it from her mind, and go on with her life?"

  "Are you saying that this is what this man had asked of
mankind two millennia ago, and no one has heard him?" I said
quietly. "Are you saying he spoke of the Principle of Love and no
one heard him because the scientific foundation didn't exist then to
recognize Love as Principle, and Principle as power? Maybe he was
saying to society, shut the raping-hell down and banish it from your
mind, and go on with your life, because this hell has no place in
it, as Love alone is Life. Maybe you are right in suggesting that my
girlfriend didn't hear what I had been trying to say, because the
foundation hadn't been established in her mind to hear it. The
dimensions of the mind have been made too small."

  "You were asking her to let go of the world's smallness in
thinking," said the man. "That's a huge demand, my friend. It may
be as incredible to her as the sinking of the Titanic still is as an
act of intention, when seen by those who cannot see what stands
behind it. When you spoke to her of Love with a capital L, she
may have heard you speaking of love written in the lower case. In
this case she heard you speaking without power, which she might
have felt is insufficient to meet her need. And she would have been
correct in this case."

  "You may have failed the same way, and for the same reason,
with your lady," I said to the man. "She may have looked for
protection, and you may have spoken the words that sound like the
popular song of lower case love."

  "I hope our ladies will forgive us both for not being any
brighter," said the man. "Still, at least we are trying to break the
ice," he added. "Maybe that's a giant step forward in the kind of
world we are in."
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Chapter 8 - A Question of Clout

  I met the English gentleman once more, quite unexpected
the next morning, while I was having breakfast. I was hoping I
would meet Ushi. There was a space free at the breakfast table,
right across from where I was sitting. I had hoped it would remain
free for Ushi, for our breakfast together that rarely worked out. But
instead of Ushi, the man sat down at the free spot and smiled. He
slipped a note to me, written on a napkin. "Let's go for a walk
after breakfast."

  I nodded.

  "Forgive me for my long rambling last night," was the first
thing he said. "I have to leave in a few days, or else I'll be missed
at home. But I also like to see you once more, because this is
important too. I don't want to leave with you having a false im-
pression of me, because of my family-background. Our family has
become a rebel, as I said yesterday. We are trying to distance
ourselves from what the larger family name stands for. We hope to
be able to undo some of the damage that was done, in whichever
way this is possible. We try to heal the injuries. If your brother was
to suffer from a horrible disease, would you not do all you can to
bring about a healing? You may agree that this is not always easy.
It's dangerous all too often, especially when your brother doesn't
want to be healed. Whenever one gets caught in this kind of re-
ligious trap that has been created, where everything is turned upside
down and night is deemed day, the fires can flair up enormously.
I would rather not get caught swimming against the flow that governs
the tragic families that my name is linked to."

  "Are you saying the Illuminatism is a religion? You men-
tioned religion," I said to him.

  The man nodded slightly. "It isn't by intention, but it has
become that. Meyer Rothschild didn't see it as a religion, I am sure.
The Illuminati was a tool he used. A tool isn't a religion, though
it often seems that way in reverse when religion becomes used as
a tool. But Meyer was above that. He was too intelligent for that.
He had the Illuminati created as a weapon more than as a tool.
Religion, of course, is a perfect weapon. The Light of Lucifer, the
light of the fallen angel, becoming the light of the devil; that's a
good weapon against the weak-minded. To them, the devil became
god. A whole religion was built around that to keep the weak-
minded spellbound and nicely obedient, complete with rituals and
sacrifices. This crap makes the weapon an effective tool. You may
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not know this, but as soon as the weapon was created as a religion
for the weak-minded, religious tolerance was officially preached. The
freedom of religion became a civil right. It was called cultural
freedom. With Satanism becoming an established religion, all the
murderous abominations that came with the weapon were given the
protection of cultural freedom. This has vast implications. Those
who acknowledge to themselves to have the Light of Lucifer, have
thereby been defined as having every right to see themselves uniquely
qualified by a higher power, to rule the world. Thus they grab
whatever power they want as a religious prerogative and demand
others to bow to them, calling themselves master. They are thereby
pre-absolved of whatever crimes they commit, or will commit in the
future. The Jewish religion has a clause like that, whereby a believer
is pre-absolved of all crimes in advance, for a full year, by simply
performing a certain prayer ritual several times on a specified day.
Maybe that is where the Illuminate got their arrogant 'quality' from.
They are free to steal, to murder, to destroy entire nations as a
religious exercise; and they do this without the faintest sense of
guilt. They see themselves as serving a 'machine' that exists for a
higher purpose. It's all justified under the clout of this monstrous
religious hoax that they serve. That is why fighting global warming
has become a religion for those who got trapped into it, because
with the authority of religion, no matter what its name is, you can
justify anything. Religion requires no principle, no proof in uplifted
civilization, no evidence in terms advancing culture towards the kind
of productive power that enables a richer life and a freer society.
Religion doesn't even require an ounce of truth. It shuns it. That's
the kind of background that enables the Illuminate to exist. In the
real world, of course, there is no such entity as a devil, or such
phenomenon as the light of darkness, or manmade global warming.
It's all a concoction of crafted lies, a hoax really. The real Universe,
of course, isn't designed that way, as a hoax. God isn't a devil. The
God of the Universe is Intelligence expressed in universal Principle.
From the tiniest atom to the largest galaxy, everything unfolds in
a vast complex of harmonizing universal principles. That's elementary
physics, isn't it? But this isn't deemed to be elementary in living
when it comes to the mind, though it evidently is. According to
modern physics there exists not a single speck of matter in the
entire Universe. All that exists is the construct of forces expressed
in principles that reflect the Spirit of an incredible Intelligence
pervading the Universe. This is the quality of Mind. Nothing is
arbitrary in its expression. If even a single one of these complex
principles did not exist, which reflect the intelligence of the Uni-
verse, or acted contrary to it, the Universe would have no basis to
exist, and so it wouldn't exist. If Principle could have contrary
expressions, there would be no universal Intelligence expressed and
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chaos would result, so that nothing would be formed. Then the
Universe simply wouldn't be. But the Universe does exist, and the
Intelligence behind it is expressed, and the harmonizing Spirit and
power of its Principle qualifies it for the term, God, and the term,
Love. That is what illuminatizism denies. Illuminatizism is a lie
thrown into the face of God. Whoever lives that lye, isn't an in-
telligent man. It qualifies such a person to the honorable club of
the dumbest and meanest persons, as an idiot and a self-condemned
person, a walking dead though still being alive. There are many such
persons who pride themselves to have chosen to become the broken
cog on the wheel of human culture, causing the whole complex of
culture to fail. This, in a nutshell, describes the policy of intention
that I see reflected in so many ways around the world where the
Illuminati roam. The ultimate death-policy is now in the final stages
of its unfolding, for ultimately the sung of illuminatizism is the song
of human depopulation."

  "The devil depopulates the Earth," I said. "That's cute! Where
did we hear this before?"

  "This insanity is what we are fighting to heal society of, me
and my family back home, and a small network of others, said the
man. We are fighting for Truth. Do I make sense?"

  "That's the only fight that is possible," I interjected. "If
illuminatizism is an empty hole, you cannot fight against it. You
can't fight against an empty hole; a hole filled with lies is still
empty. You can only fight for Truth. Then you have clout. But
that's quite a challenge, since the whole world now believes in lies.
The problem is, we can't afford to let the lies become played out,
because the result would then unfold in the final disintegration of
society. I don't want to be in a world in which people dig through
bags of garbage to look for the slimy old banana peels they may
have thrown out weeks before, which suddenly look like a source
of food against the pain of hunger. But this is exactly what we will
see when civilization stops. And it will stop as quickly as this,
when it does, when money fails and the economy fails, and nothing
moves anymore. I don't want to live in that kind of world. This
means we have to expose the nature of the lies in a more man-
ageable and scientific fashion, before the lies become born out."

  "'In Lies we Trust! has become the watchword of modern
times," said the man. "I know of course that one can fight only for
Truth, because it alone means anything in the end. No one can
escape Truth, because the Universe is Truth, and that is Life. And
this tells me that we might win by focusing on what the Illuminati
deny. They create chaos in the world, and then say, 'look, the world
is in chaos, only imperial force can bring order to this chaos. Give
us the power to be that force.' They are saying this evermore. They
are demanding treaty after treaty to take the power away from the
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nations. And so, we fight by showing to the people, wherever we
can, that there is no chaos in the natural world - that chaos exists
only in the foolish form that they have created for themselves, and
still create with their ever-widening insanity in which the lower case
'love' is written in ever smaller letters to the point that it finally
vanishes from sight altogether. One way for bringing the light of
Love back, is to latch on to the real natural order where it still
exists and learn our lessons from it."

  "You mean from the oceans?"
  The man looked at me, then nodded. "Some of it still exists

in the oceans," he said and smiled. "The oceans are seas of life,
delicately balanced in the harmonized living of countless species.
Each species depends on the other. Where the balance becomes
upset, entire ecosystems tend to vanish. For example, the great coral
reefs of the world are colonies of living animals existing in symbio-
sis with one another, without which neither could exist. Likewise,
neither could we exist without the strands of Love that tie us to
one another into families, nations, and productive economies. Of
course the coral have enemies. Certain starfish eat the coral. But the
starfish have enemies too, which keep their numbers from exploding.
And those enemies have enemies themselves, and so forth, by which
the interdependent chain extends all the way up to the big fish.
Even the sharks are an essential helpful link in this chain. In this
manner the entire ecosystem comes to light as a complex construct
of harmonizing species of life. If a single link in this chain is
broken an entire ecosystem can collapse. In the same manner an
entire economy, and nation, end even civilization can collapse, when
a vital link is broken. We have seen this happening time and time
again. In each case it left a desert landscape in its wake. We have
an extremely primitive model of symbiotic interrelationships illus-
trated here, which might be labeled, primitive economics. But we
are human beings. As human beings we are living on a higher
platform than the dog-eat-dog world, or fish-eat-fish world, that we
find in primitive ecology. And I would say that this higher platform
is Love. That's how we should look at the human economy my
friend. The human economy is more than just a physically creative
and productive machine. Its platform has to be Love or else man-
kind's higher powers have no purpose. Likewise, without Love the
Universe would not exist, for Love is the harmonizing Spirit that
makes the Universe functional. We see the same pattern in a func-
tioning economy. We see a long chain of interdependent processes
unfolding in a physical economy, and those are vastly extended by
the power of human cognition, creativity, and technological and
cultural processes, and by the discovered principles that harmonize
all towards the richest and most profound effect. Major links in this
human chain of economics are the creative power of the mind; the
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productive power of human skills enhanced with the production of
physical energy, such as electric-power systems, and oil-power sys-
tems, all of which are essential for a productive economy, together
with industrial tools, and so forth. Money is a similar link in this
chain, and so are housing, education, industrialization, health care,
farming, water, and transportation, including everything that makes
the human system work for the welfare of society. These factors are
all links in a big chain. If you break one of these links, the chain
suddenly no longer functions and civilization crumbles into dust. It
then becomes lost just as entire ecosystems can become lost. And
this artificial breakdown is what the Illuminati are promoting in
their war against mankind. They attack the entire chain, watching
things break, watching for things they can steal. What they call
profit is not derived from production, but is loot that is essentially
stolen in the form of lost and broken links. They treat money not
as a connecting element that makes the chain functional, but as an
isolating elements that disrupts the chain. They call it speculation.
They treat production likewise. They see industrial production as a
factor standing in isolation, so they wreck it, without realizing that
they are thereby wrecking the value of money, the very money
which they cherish so highly as wealth. Unlinked from the chain,
money has no value. Unlinked from the chain, industrial production
has no purpose. To wreck production, they wreck the industries, and
to accomplish that, they jack up the price of oil and other energy
resources, and credit for development. But even as the wreck things
they can't escape the fact that this wrecking takes evermore value
out of their money, just as it takes strength out of the human
system. In their blindness they reach for the power to control people's
food, and to deny it at will in order to depopulate the world. Then,
in the end they have only gold, and an ice-cold inhospitable wil-
derness in which gold has no meaning."

  "Society fails itself in the same manner by not protecting
the links of its civilization," I interjected. "The Illuminati, who want
to control the whole world, have inspired this failure in society,
haven't they? But they are also crying that the world is not enough.
They want the raw earth with just a few people living in it,
existing in the kind of miserable feudal existence that has been the
hallmark of the dark ages when no one had dared to challenge the
Illuminati-type power, and the system of slavery that provides for
the ruler's extravagant living."

  "Oh yes, they want feudalism back, even though it never
worked," said the man. "They are saying this openly. They want all
the national governments eliminated, and the world returned to the
rivalry of city-states with all other powers put into the hands of a
few private world-corporations. They call this platform, governance,
which simply means rape by dictatorship. They want universal feu-
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dalism, and they want five billion people killed to get it. That is
why they are attacking the chain of civilization, link by link."

  "But that is insanity, even though they call it illuminatizism,"
I said and began to laugh.

  "Of course it is insanity," said the man. "But they say it
isn't. They call it a higher level of perception. But it remains in-
sanity nevertheless, even if the focus changes. For you and I, money
is a different factor, as we are a part of the chain of civilization.
But for the illuminati who have stolen most of the money, the
focus is no longer on money, but is on power, power to maintain
their illegitimate existence that is actually impossible to main out-
side the chain of civilization. That is why they focus on power,
which they don't really have. Since power is evading them and
money becomes meaningless, their focus is no longer on power and
money, but is on depopulation as another way to maintain their
miserable satanic way of life. They seek raw feudalism as a panacea
that they dream lets them exist without the chain of civilization.
But that's impossible. This brings us to the 'quality' of absolute
insanity. They are getting ready for their final step to their to self-
destruction. We are seeing the effects already in the oceans where
ravishing intervention has wrecked many a chain and broken down
ent i re  eco log ica l  sy s tems  over  an  evermore-expand ing  a rea .
Illuminatizism is now doing this to civilization. More and more is
being wrecked. Many once rich cultures are being lost that way. The
Illuminati goal is, and this has been stated, to turn the planet into
a largely uninhabited wasteland. There, nothing threatens them. We
can still rescue ourselves from that intended fate, but time is run-
ning short. Just look at the oceans, time is running short there too.
Maybe the Ice Age will help us with arresting the wrecking bar of
the Illuminati whose work has become a pandemic of evil. Maybe
the return of the Ice Age will force mankind to look at itself, and
at what it has become, so that the Ice Age challenge will inspire
it to clean house and rebuild the chain of civilization, strengthening
each link until the chain is strong enough to support a rich human
existence that also has the power to afford protection to the sen-
sitive parts of the biosphere all the way through the next 100,000-
year deep freeze that probably cannot be avoided. That is what I
am fighting for."

  "Then I must say, congratulation, you are fighting for future
generations," I interjected. "Is that what you are saying about your
intentions?"

  "I am fighting for mankind, past, present, and future," said
the man. "That's what it means to express Love, which is ultimately
the absolute term for sanity. Unlinked from the 'chain' of humanity,
Love has no meaning. The Illuminati have made Love a black and
dirty joke. 'Love, they say?' They laugh at it. Satanic greed, and
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there is none other form of greed, has made Love appear black to
them. The satanic religion made it black. Stealing and killing have
made it black and irrelevant. Their blackness has isolated mankind
from its humanity and made it small and ugly and impotent. I aim
to restore to mankind its divine and universal norm as the tallest
expression of life on this planet. I aim to restore the face of
mankind to its native quality as an expression of beauty and of
great power for good, the power to develop the world, even the
power to stare the coming Ice Age in the eye with confidence,
saying, 'where is your sting?' I am saying that we are human beings.
I am saying that we can do all of these things, because we are
human beings, and as such we are offspring of the Universe that is
itself the product of incredible Intelligence and power, and its
harmonizing Spirit that is second to none. The Universe is a vast
chain of principles, joined link by link in a chain ordered by Love.
If one link were broken, nothing would exist. There would be no
Universe."

  He reached his hand out suddenly and held it before my
face. "What is this?" he said.

  I answered that it is his hand.
  He shook his head. "This is Spirit!" he said emphatically.

"What you see is a construct of principles. The smallest atom of the
smallest biological cell, of the smallest hair on my hand, is a miracle
of miracles."

  "I know what you are saying," I interjected. "A good friend
of mine is a professor of theoretical physics. He speaks of a world
of electrons and protons and neutrons that are themselves but com-
binations of quarks, which are basically nothing more than moving
points of energy held together by the so-called nuclear strong force.
He speaks like you. He speaks of an incredible Intelligence and
power, and a harmonizing Spirit and its Principle that he calls Love.
He says that everything we touch is the effect of the constructs of
Principle, even what we call the principle of electric attraction that
keeps the electrons bound in orbit around the protons through which
the Universe obtains its tangible shape. He says that matter doesn't
play a role at all, because there is no such thing as basic matter
in the Universe. He says all is the effect of Principle by which
everything is interconnected, and he says the harmonizing Spirit is
Love. You have been saying essentially the same thing."

  The man nodded. "That's the nature of the Universe, from
a molecule to man and mind. There are scales of course in the line
of this progression. On the high end we find biological life. Higher
still we find animated life, and at the highest point of progress
stands the human being. That makes us all in every respect the
product of Spirit and its manifest reflection as Love. And this all-
inclusive sphere, of course, includes sex. Sex is the product of
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Spirit. It is an aspect of its reflection, the manifest of a profound
idea. Every high form of life exists on a sexual platform, but in the
human domain sex has also a more profoundly spiritual developmen-
tal function to fulfill that corresponds with mankind's higher nature.
It enables a sense of intimacy that becomes reflected in social
intimacy, family intimacy, tribal intimacy, national intimacy, even
economic intimacy in terms of harmonizing productive pursuits. And
so sex has a vital function to fulfill in the way the profound human
chain holds together, which is actually a purely spiritual function-
ality."

  "And what has this got to do with the Illuminati?" I inter-
jected.

  "Everything my friend! Everything!" he said.
  He paused. Then he turned to me and smiled. "What would

you do," he said, "if you had the power, and it was your task, to
defeat the Universe?"

  "What a question is this?" I said. "That's easy. One would
only have to eliminate the universal principle of electrical attraction
between particles of opposite charge. The result would be that nothing
would hold the electrons in their orbit. They would then simply fly
off. The entire Universe would instantly dissolve into a soup of
plasma without light and without shape. The Universe would loose
its integrity and would vanish."

  "Right, my friend, this would defeat the Universe," said the
man. "Now tell me, where I am going with this."

  "Oh my God!" I said as the idea began to dawn that he was
hinting at something huge with implication. "Are you thinking what
I am thinking? Are you hinting at something ancient, as ancient as
the Pharaohs of Egypt? Are you referring to the circumcision and
infibulation that the ancient Pharaohs had imposed on their slaves?
My friend Steve told me something about that in Leipzig. You
mentioned the term circumcision yesterday. The masters of Egypt
sliced off the foreskin of their male slaves, and they did the same
with the women, they scraped off the vulva of their female slaves
in order to disable the sexual intimacy that naturally unfolds the
Principle of the General Welfare. Steve had pointed out that the
masters of Egypt removed the sexual sensitivity of the slaves in
order that the victims become better slaves, or more compliant
slaves. Steve said that their real target though, was the Principle of
the General Welfare, which is crucial to any civilization and its
freedom. which is therefore a poison to the process of slavery."

  "Precisely!" said the man. "That's what I am saying. If one
takes away a key-element from the spiritual structure of civilization,
then civilization falls apart for the same reason that the Universe
would fall apart if the principle of electric attraction would be
made to cease. Isn't that how the Pharaoh's of Egypt produced
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'better" slaves? And that, my friend, is the reason why the Illuminati
have recruited the key-component of its slave-army from among the
circumcised, especially from among the Jewish people, who had been
victims of the circumcision for centuries upon centuries. The Jewish
people have become more conditioned to the slavery process than
the Pharaohs had been able to condition theirs."

  "The Illuminati hired the Jews for that reason?" I said with
amazement. I was amazed that I hadn't recognized the connection.

  "They hired them for their qualification as 'better' slaves,"
said the man. "That's how the Pharaoh's would have put it. We use
different terms in the family, but the process and the end-result are
the same. That is what the Nazi holocaust was all about, my friend.
Hitler was an Illuminati, one of the 'hired' agents. He never had
those grandiose ambitions that historians assign to him, to start a
Great War. Hitler saw himself merely as a 'solution' to the grandest
robbery in history that the Versailles Treaty instigated. Germany was
being economically murdered to pay for reparation that should have
never been imposed. The imposed payments caused hyperinflation
that led to the destruction of the currency, and with it the middle
class of the nation. Most people lost virtually all of their savings.
Hitler promised his people to right a grave wrong. All he wanted
to get out of getting into politics was to recoup some of the losses.
Of course he was hindered in doing this. Before the hyperinflation
took off, the stooges of empire had already 'invaded' the defeated
land and had bought up huge chunks of the economic assets of
Germany at fire-sale rates, which were later repaid with ease, mark
for mark, using the hyperinflated currency. By the time Hitler came
into power by means of a 'democratic' process of the type that has
become rather popular in Illuminati-land in recent years, the German
population found itself economically a stranger in its own land, and
a servant to foreign interests. The Jewish persecution grew out of
this crisis. Officially the persecution became directed towards revers-
ing the process that had been based on a swindle to start with. It
appears that this is how the holocaust may have begun. But in the
shadows may have stood this far darker factor which suggests that
the holocaust might have been planned to meet a requirement of
the Illuminati that is linked to the 1917 Balfour Declaration. The
Declaration 'promised' to the Jewish Illuminati the lands of the State
of Palestine for a Jewish homeland. This promise evidently had to
be kept for the long-term goal to plant a power keg in the Middle
East that could be relied on to permanently destabilize the oil patch
of the world."

  "It is hard to imagine the arrogance involved to even pro-
pose that a Jewish state be created on confiscated lands, and to
smack it into the middle of Palestine, a sovereign nation," I inter-
jected. "Sure, it is common knowledge now that the Nazi holocaust
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was an essential element in the plan, because a tragic victim was
required to persuade the world to let the tragically persecuted Jews
have their homeland, a homeland that had been promised them
already fifteen years before Hitler even came onto the scene, wo
was himself an Illuminati stooge. It evidently became his task to
create the tragic victim. This sort of thing is not an uncommon
method in the games of deception. It seems though that Hitler
didn't mind to play the requested game since it legitimized some-
thing he had a certain interest in for his own reasons. He might
have laughed, though, at the Illuminati in disbelief that they would
want so many millions of their own 'servants' sacrificed for nothing
more than to set up a power keg to blow up and destabilize the
Middle East for all times to come. Of course, Hitler might also not
have laughed, since he knew what kind of people he was dealing
with in the Illuminati, having been trained by them."

  "I don't think you really know what you are talking about,"
said the man. "You have an inkling, nothing more. Of course the
Jews were assigned the role of playing the victim that was required.
But this train of affairs started with the Jews themselves, not the
real Jews of course, but the Zionist Jews, which the Illuminate had
created and had owned. And this process, my friend, began long
before the Balfour Declaration. It began with a pile of love letters."

  "Love letters?" I said in a question tone.
  "It began with President Woodrow Wilson's love letters,"

said the man. "Woodrow has had a lover in his university years, a
woman who was his colleague's wife when they were neighbors at
Princeton University. The letters had survived. These letters changed
the course of World War One. This war had been patiently set up
by King Edward, with the intention for it to become a big war.
When the time seemed right - and it did seem right in the light
of the great success by the Empire in 'stealing' the American cur-
rency just the year before - the fuse was lit by covert assets of the
Illuminati. The spark that lit the fuse was the assassination of Arch
Duke Ferdinant of the Austro Hungarian Empire. The Kaiser was
immediately drawn into this fire, and so was the Czar, both were
relatives of Edward in some fashion. The goal of the Empire had
been to blow up Europe in order to prevent the railway develop-
ment becoming a reality that America had inspired. The railway
development would have made the sea power of the Empire obso-
lete. Also it would have created a renaissance all across Eurasia. This
wasn't allowed. World War I was designed to prevent that. This is
why it had to be a big war. The war was started in 1914. However
the war didn't go well for England, that had set it all up, nor for
France, or for Russia. Within two years Germany had won the war.
The German submarines, which had come as a surprise to the world
at the time, had cleared all the British convoys off the Atlantic and
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left Britain without ammunition and food for the soldiers. The French
army had mutinied by then after loosing 600,000 in the defense of
Verdun. The Russian army was defecting. The Italian army had
collapsed. Germany had offered England a negotiated peace on terms
that would have restored the status quo, meaning that things would
revert back to way they were before the war started. And here this
began to shift. The Jews intervened. While England was considering
Germany's peace terms, not that they had any choice, a group of
the Jewish Illuminati from Germany, led by Chaim Weitzman who
later became the 1st President of Israel, went to the British War
Cabinet and suggested not to capitulate to Germany. They said that
this war could sill be won if the United States was to come into
the war as Britain's ally. They promised to mobilize their assets to
arrange that, but only if in return for the 'service' the British
Government would promise to give the Jews of the world Palestine
as a home state. The promise that was made eventually led to the
Balfour Declaration that was officially conveyed to Walter Rothschild
in 1919 as agreed upon in principle for bringing the USA into the
war to save the Empire. This Declaration was well earned, because
President Woodrow Wilson was vigorously campaigning at the time
for his re-election on the promise to keep the USA out of the war,
which seemed almost impossible to turn around."

  I shook my head in disbelief.
  "Ah, I think you are getting the gist of where this is going,"

said the man. "This is incredible, right? But it isn't in Illuminati
land. Two of President Wilson's generous financial contributors for
his campaign were Jacob Schiff working for Walter Rothschild, and
the New York attorney Samuel Untermeyer who had dealings with
Schiff, all famous Illuminati names, right? Untermeyer then informed
President Wilson that his former love 'needed' a cool $40,000, which
the President didn't have; so Untermeyer promised to pay the black-
mailer out of his own resources on the condition that Wilson would
appoint a Jew by the name of Brandeis to the Supreme Court. It
was Justice Brandeis in turn, who as a 'friend' advised the President
of the sinking of the liner S.S. Sussex, by a German submarine, with
the loss of American lives, which legally and morally justified a U.S.
Declaration of War. In real term the Sussex was a small French
ferryboat, mistaken for a mine layer, and it didn't sink. It was
attacked and disabled. Five people were killed; none were Americans.
This happened in March of 1916. A dozen days later America, at
President Wilson's bidding, declared war on Germany. The Jews had
won. They had Palestine in their pocket for a postwar Jewish state.
For this promise, built on blackmail and lies, World War I became
extended. Much of the European continent was destroyed with the
war being escalated. Also the continuation of the war lead to the
death of another 50 million people, with the victims of the flu
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epidemic factored in that resulted from the war. Added to the 50
million, where the close to 20 million that perished in the Russian
Civil War in the wake of the Bolshevik Revolution that eventually
re-staged the world and founded the Communist Empire at the end
of that war, which most likely would not have happened without
the chaos that the extension of World War One had unleashed in
Russia. And without World War I, there would not have been a
another Word War, nor the Cold War. The murdering of another 50
million people would then have been avoided."

  "And it all started with a pile of love letters that were used
for extortion?" I said still in disbelief.

  "No," said the man. "It started with the plan to set up a
powder keg in the Middle East. The Jews were used as dupes for
this. This was not a Jewish plan. It was an Illuminati plan. The
evidence lies in how it unfolded. One part of the evidence is that
the promise for a Jewish homeland in Palestine was not fulfilled
after the war. It was delayed for thirty years. It wasn't in the style
of the British Government to honor a difficult-to-fulfill promise they
had no interest in, especially when they had an excuse to back out
of it as it was built on extortion. The Illuminati didn't have a
pressing need either for placing a powder key into the Middle East
at the time. This was a long-term option for which the situation
wasn't ripe. So the promise was left hanging for thirty years until
the situation was ripe and the powder keg was needed. Some say
that the promise couldn't be fulfilled for the lack of a convincing
imperative that would cause the world to go along with such a
plan. These same voices also suggest that Adolf Hitler had been
demanded to provide the missing imperative as a 'business' condition
for the Empire's financial support that would get him into power.
It might be true that Hitler agreed to this deal on the basis that
the few million victims that the deal demanded, would have been
little more than just a drop in to the proverbial bucket of the huge
cost in human lives that had already been paid for the founding of
the State of Israel under the Balfour deal, which has been enor-
mously costly for Germany. He might have seen it as a chance for
retribution, knowing how deep-reaching the Jewish factor was in
causing the extension of World War One, and in the later ethnic
cleansing of the Ukraine. The extension of the war had devastated
Germany more than anything ever had in its entire history, and had
also devastated Russia more deeply, that had been on the path of
becoming a development partner with Germany, for the development
of all of Eurasia along the Bismarck-Count Witte axis. Hitler may
have blamed the Jews for the wrecking of that too, while being
unaware that the Jews were merely used as pawns by the Illumi-
nate, just as he himself soon recognized that he was used by them.
However, the holocaust against the Jews that he is blamed for,

Chapter 8 - A Question of Clout



297

might not have been on his mind. No document exists of him
ordering the holocaust. The documents that he had authored were
focused onto the expulsion of the Jews, which itself has had a long
history of numerous previous expulsions."

  "Why are you telling me this?" I interjected. "Why now? We
were talking about healing, were we not?"

  "Isn't it obvious," said the man. "This is an unhealed story.
The story isn't over. It is just beginning. And it isn't a story about
the Jews who were but victims in the game, just as they had been
victimized in so many ways all through history. What I told you is
but a tiny snapshot of an unhealed story that goes all the way back
to the Pharaohs who discovered that the sexual mutilation of a
people turns them into 'better' slaves by preventing social intimacy,
and is thereby blinding them of their humanity."

  "I know, this victimization goes deep indeed," I interjected.
"One person who was circumcised late enough in life to have
experienced the difference, said it's like living in a world without
color and that he would give anything to get the lost color back,
even giving his house in exchange for it if it was possible."

  "The circumcision cuts far deeper into the human fabric
than this," said the man. "The effect is definitely not trivial. Many
have committed suicide over it, because the 'blinding' effect is ir-
reversible. This is evidently the reason why circumcision is per-
formed on babies in the first week of their life. But the circum-
cision operation is an act of extreme torture. What worse thing
could anyone impose onto a baby in the very first week of its life
then imposing the immense pain that is associated with the circum-
cision? Babies are often deemed to be too young for anesthesia,
consequently they are operated on without it. It is deemed that
babies are too young to feel pain. The opposite is true. They feel
pain more intensely. The reason why they don't scream in pain
during the circumcision is simple. They go into shock, into a coma,
and this all by itself has lifelong consequences. It demolishes the
deep sense of intimacy the baby would normally feel towards its
mother and later towards society. Instead of the closeness, care, and
comfort it feels torture at the beginning of its life. And why shouldn't
it feel the torture of this invasive process, which is so severe that
even the best surgical procedure in some cases has caused death? In
the few cases when anesthesia is used for the circumcision, the
torture is still felt severely by the infant, because the anesthesia
doesn't cover the weeks-long healing process. The resulting Post
Dramatic Stress Disorders tend to become a lifelong burden with
effects that are only now being to be researched, and slowly at that.
But the results of the studies that are known, are frightening. The
effects are said to include learning disabilities, helplessness, tenden-
cies towards sado-masochistic behaviors, impotence, loss of trust,
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avoidance of intimacy due to fear, developments into rage, domestic
violence, rape, child sexual abuse, suicide, and a vast range of other
psychosomatic disorders that haven't until recently been associated
with Post Dramatic Stress Disorders at all. Now tell me what the
result would be if an entire nation or culture is affected in this
deeply debilitating manner, with a history going back centuries, or
in the case of the Jewish culture, thousands of years of this kind
of 'rape.'"

  "It causes grave problems," I said.
  "That's a gross understatement," said the man. "The word

problem doesn't cut it. It's too soft a term. Crisis may be a better
term. The Jewish people's history has been a vast chain of crisis
after crisis by which they became the most persecuted culture on
the face of the planet, often for reasons that seem totally unrelated.
Just their being Jews has in some cases caused huge crises, such as
the expulsion of the Jews from England and later from Spain. The
Spanish expulsion in 1492 became a cataclysmic event in which
200,000 people were forced to sell their land, houses, and busi-
nesses, and leave in the space of four months, in which tens of
thousands were murdered for their possessions, often on the way out
of the country, seeking safety abroad. The expulsion became an orgy
of virtual confiscation of whatever the Jewish people had. This was
easily done in the face of intentionally built up hatred, which of
course also made a few of the elite filthy rich from the looting of
those who lost everything. And even those who lost everything, in
hindsight, turned out to be the lucky ones. Many of the Jews were
encouraged to convert to Christianity instead of fleeing the country,
who where promised would thereby gain salvation. Those who fell
into this trap became the target of the ensuing Spanish Inquisition,
headed by Father Tomas de Torquemada, who intensively targeted
the converts that had secretly retained Judaism. Over the years 35,000
people were burnt at the stake for this crime and 90,000 tortured.
King Carlos II personally lit the pyres for 27 'juadizers' as they were
called, as an opening gesture of his wedding celebration in 1680. But
this holocaust wasn't about Judaism. It was about empire. For the
church it was a case of the 'purity of the blood' that was used to
gain control by terror. Ultimately, the entire project was about wealth
and looting. The evidence is found in the timing of it all. The
expulsion of the Jews from Spain, and the looting that went with
it, happened precisely in parallel with Columbus seeking a quicker
way to the Indies in the quest for finding an easier path for plun-
dering India. The Jewish people just happened to get caught up in
this mad irony of Christianity in which Christianity's own principles
were trashed for gold. When Meyer Rothschild let the word go out
in 1775 that he was seeking help to blow up Christianity to lib-
eralize the Empire's financial looting practices, no doubt he had
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Jewish applicants lining up at the door with credentials in their
pocket of bitter experiences with Christianity. It appears that the
Jewish factor provided a natural component of anti-Christian 'dissent'
to the Illuminati apparatus. And why not? The Jewish people had
the longest standing credential for conflicts with Christianity, with
traces of strong opposition going back to the beginning of Christian
history, and also credentials in prosecution, as in the prosecution of
Christ Jesus. This long-extended chain of tragedies unfolded in par-
allel with the historically unbroken debilitating chain of the circum-
cision."

  "Obviously the circumcision story doesn't end here, does it?"
I interjected. "My friend Steve tells me that close to 700 million
people are victims of the circumcision in the modern world. Of
these 100 million are Americans, and 500 million are Muslims. Against
this background the repeated persecutions of the victimized Jewish
society is nothing more than a faint surface wound in comparison
with the much deeper injury the circumcision had inflicted on the
whole of human culture and mankind itself."

  "All of these groups have been carefully integrated by the
Illuminati into the sport of their games by quietly utilizing the
circumcision to turn these affected societies into willing stooges for
them, like the slaves of Egypt, to become incorporated into the
wide channels of illuminatizism which are now controlling the world."

  "This tells me that the key to the problem isn't located in
the Illuminati camp directly," I said to him, "but is located in the
circumcision process that stands behind it."

  "And that is the background against which you need to look
at the rat campaign," said the man. "The campaign is designed for
a debilitated and mutilated society. That is why the masters of the
campaign put an ad before society, saying, the age of raw fascism
has begun. They are drilling the lye into you that you as an in-
dividual of society have no clout. They get away with this, because
they know you have been circumcised and become a Pharaoh's slave.
They say to you that the age is over when you were somebody. You
are a slave now, they say, and as a slave you don't even have
standing in the court of your own land to challenge a government
policy; in fact you don't even have enough clout to be able to think
for yourself, because the act of disagreeing on certain issues has
become a criminal offence, punishable with years of incarceration.
The rat campaign also tells you that as a member of a society of
mutilated people, you have no right to free-speech, saying: slaves
don't have rights, slaves are underlings, slaves are owned by their
master, mind and all. The campaign also tells you that as a muti-
lated society you have no camaraderie, no intimate connection, no
love, no purpose, no culture, and no industry and creativity for the
general welfare. You are a nobody. But is this true? They are saying
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this to a circumcised society. Has the American society really be-
come slaves? Or is it a society of human beings no matter what?
There, my friend, is where the healing begins. The rat campaign
projects a lye, but the lye is actually putting forward what has
already been quietly set up. The lye is saying to society, just look
at yourself, this is you! We've got you in our grasp, and we, the
rats, are your masters. Of course the Pharaohs would agree with this
assessment and that it now applies to 700 million men around the
world, with 100 million of them living in the USA. This is the
reason why you have become a tragic society in the USA. That's
how you have become a society of 300 million people that cannot
keep 545 employees in line, who it has working for it, which are
killing the entire 300 million strong nation. Isn't that what the rat
ad says? It says you guys have no clout in your own house, much
less in the world - it's us, the rats, who control those 545 people
who are robbing and killing you. Isn't that what the rat campaign
is saying? And isn't it true? Or is it?"

  "But why would they want to place such an ad in the first
place?" I interjected. "Why place an ad if the status quo is cast in
concrete?"

  "They need to place the ad because the game can still be
stopped, and they are scared of the possibility," said the man. "A
lye is a lye. The game stops when society is healed. The circum-
cision can be healed. Of course the healing doesn't come from the
'sword.' The 'sword' is recursive. The 'sword' doesn't heal, whether
it be a blade, a hateful thought, or any other form of persecution.
The sword doesn't heal. Society can't get away from this basic fact
that the sword is recursive against those who wield it. One of the
worst crimes that I can think of in the modern world is anti-
Semitism. It is a 'sword' stretched out against a victim, and the
'sword' is recursive, victimizing the victimizer, adding gasoline to
quench a fire that only serves to spread its flames. The process of
the sword doesn't heal. In fact it prevents the healing that has
evaded society for so long."

  "Still, a healing is possible," I interjected.
  "Oh it is," said the man. "Of course it is! However, this

involves a long story that takes us back to the very beginning, and
to the Bible that is to me one of the most terrifying books that
I know."

  "You are not making any sense now," I interjected. "How
can the most cherished book in the world be terrifying? That's a
paradox."

  "It is a paradox that hasn't been solved yet," said the man.
"But it is easy to explain the paradox. The terrifying aspect starts
with a story of a people who made a covenant with God. In the
covenant God demands their circumcision. Where the idea came
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from is unknown. It might have started as a myth, or as a scam,
or it might have come from Egypt. It might also been a miscon-
strued concept by a spiritual healer from a distant time, who might
have been a myth himself. We don't have written records from the
time before writing was invented. Stories were told and retold, and
in the process the circumcision became a culture. One of the early
biblical stories tells us about this culture. The protagonist in the
story is a man named Jacob who had cheated his brother in a big
way, deceived his father deeply, conspired with his mother to ac-
complish both, who then, when the fire that he had lit became too
hot for him, fled to his mother's brother to a far away place,
instead of solving the problem at home. There in the far away
place, he fell in love with the man's younger daughter and worked
for seven years for her hand, but was deceived and given the older
daughter instead. Deeply in Love with the younger daughter he
worked for another seven years to obtain her also. With the two
women for wife he had eleven sons and one daughter. However, far
down in time, when the occasion arose that his daughter fell in love
with a young man from an uncircumcised 'city,' his sons were angry
and wouldn't allow it unless all the men in the 'city' would be
circumcised likewise, which they agreed to. But the men were
deceived. While they were in pain, the sons came and killed every
male in the 'city' and took away their livestock and left the women
behind with nothing. Jacob says to them, what have you done! You
have made my name stink across the land. This comment is signifi-
cant, because previous to this incidence, Jacob had decided to return
home, to where he came from, but before leaving he cheated the
man badly whom he had worked with for so many years and whose
daughters he had married. Ashamed and afraid he stole away in the
night without as much as saying good bye. On the way home,
however, he was told that his brother, the man whom he had
cheated and had fled from in the first place, was on the way to
intercept him with 200 men at his side. Jacob was stuck. He couldn't
go back, those bridges had been burnt. He couldn't go forward
either, facing those men. So he wrestled with himself that night,
perhaps realizing that in all those years he accomplished nothing,
and was now in greater danger than he had been in before, having
left the problem unresolved. In a sense he wrestled with his human-
ity, as it were, and discovered in those struggles with himself, a new
dimension of him, that he hadn't recognized before. He came away
from this struggling as a new man, and according to tradition he
took on a new name to signify his change in character. The name
that he took on is, Israel, signifying something like: 'a prince in high
standing with God, a prince of Love.' This is the name which his
sons later made to stink across the land for the deeds of their own
individual lack of healing."
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  "And this makes the Bible a terrifying book to you?" I said
to the man, while he droned on. "Am I missing something? I am
not terrified."

  "Oh, you will be," said the man. "Jacob's story was probably
one of those many that were told and retold for centuries over the
camp fires, before anything could be written down. This means that
Jacob, and the healing of Jacob, were likely mythical too, so that
the name Israel remains as a distant, yet to be unrealized ideal. It
also means that the healing has not yet been achieved. The entire
Bible is a book of a historic society's attempts in healing itself.
Some attempts were astounding, like the stories ascribed to such
outstanding pioneers as for example Elias, or Christ Jesus and his
Apostles. But the healing that the term, Israel, signifies, evades us
still. The evidence of Jacob's transformation was presented in an
episode of the story when Jacob is meeting his brother face to face.
Jacob was able to embrace his brother and kiss him and say to him,
'I have seen your face as though I had seen the face of God.' The
all-terrifying aspect of the Bible is that in its many pages of history,
the spiritually most advanced society hadn't come anywhere close to
achieving the needed healing, nor are we any closer today. I would
say things are worse now, for the healing that was left undone.
While the great cultural advance that was achieved by society in the
wake of the Roman Empire, the culture of Islam, brought a new
hope for a new age, it fell short of even the previous achievements
and became soon perverted and mutilated by the circumcision. We
don't even know when the cultural regression happened or how.
Islam has stood as a great culture in history that had contributed
richly to mankind. The Islamic Renaissance in fact created the
conditions for the Golden Renaissance that had uplifted Europe
centuries after the Islamic Renaissance had faded. The Islamic Ren-
aissance had brought back Plato and Plato's method for scientific
discovery, which in turn became a vital element in the scientific
development path towards the Golden Renaissance in Italy. But
somewhere along the line the circumcision 'invaded' Islam. It is now
spread across much of the Muslim world in the form of 500 million
mutilated victims. As far as I can tell, my friend, nothing has been
healed yet along this line. And it gets more terrifying still, when I
recognize that this unhealed mess is the basis that we have for
dealing with the still larger problems that threaten the survival of
mankind as a whole, such as nuclear war, or the approaching Ice
Age."

  "The tale that you are telling me is a real life classical
tragedy," I said to him. "The fault lies not in the stars, the fault
lies in us all. A classical tragedy, like one that Shakespeare and
Schiller have put on the table, is not the story of a fool who knows
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the right but fails to act on it, who does everything wrong and in
the end kills himself, and often also his friends with him. Sure, that
kind of outcome is tragic, but the real classical tragedy that the
literary masters put before us, projects a story of a far greater and
more universal tragedy. It is the tragedy not of a fool, but of a
foolish society that sees itself getting caught up in developing events
that assure its destruction, but which refuses to take the required
actions to save itself. Such a society is one that is unfit to survive.
We have a warning in the form of a declaration of this type of
folly prominently placed in our American Declaration of Independ-
ence. It probably came from Benjamin Franklin. He said in essence,
that all experience has shown that mankind are more disposed to
suffer while evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abol-
ishing the forms to which they are accustomed. Then Benjamin
Franklin adds that when a long train of abuses and usurpations,
pursuing invariably the same object, evinces a design to reduce them
under absolute despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw
off such government, and to provide new guards for their future
security."

  I paused as if to make a point. "We teach these lines in
all the schools and have done so for as long as our country has
existed, but we don't do what we say. Benjamin Franklin inspired
a revolution that freed the nation, but it started with a revolution
in thinking. We need to take a second look at what governs our
thinking. We have been living under the shadow of nuclear war for
decades now, which we know we cannot survive, and for all this
time nothing was essentially healed, though the problem is basically
a simple one to solve. It would be easy to create a new springtime
in the world, culturally, technologically, and economically, with sim-
ply getting on with the capacity we have had for decades already,
to provide free high-quality houses for all in need. It would usher
in a new spring of universal Love right across the board. It would
touch the entire scene of engineering and manufacturing, and uplift
it. It would start a new age of society investing into itself, its self-
development. It would start a golden age. Except we fail to take
even those simple steps. This single step would invariably end the
age of war and nuclear war. We know where all the nukes are
located. It is not a physical problem to remove and eradicate them.
It can be done in a day. The real barrier therefore is in the mind,
and that's the barrier we have not overcome. We have conditioned
ourselves to become unqualified for survival. And I agree, this
conditioning takes us back all the way to the Pharaohs. We've become
perfect slaves indeed; slaves to the bomb builders; slaves to the
bankers; slaves to the war makers; slaves to the social engineers;
slaves to every would-be master on the planet; slaves to our own
executioners, while we raise not a finger to enrich one-another and
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to build a bright New World for us all to live in. Benjamin Franklin
warns society: It is your duty to get out of this trap. He doesn't
say how to do it, but he was clear, that it had to be done. Why
are we not doing this? By not doing this, we have conditioned
ourselves to a self-assured doom. We have conditioned ourselves
against our own survival. We have become the object of a classical
tragedy, possibly the greatest ever."

  The man smiled. "Now you are beginning to understand that
the devil is in the mind. Its name is indifference; pettiness; small-
mindedness; fear; hate; and so on."

  "The end result is rape," I said. "I have always believed that
the opposite of love is hate. Recently I began to recognize that
indifference cuts deeper than hate. The worst tragedies become
possible when indifference pervades society, and so they do happen.
Indifference is like a person being asleep when the house is on fire.
Without love, life and civilization is in danger. Indifference is deadly.
But now I am beginning to recognize that the opposite of love is
something still worse. When there is no love and the world is void
of humanity, when fascism rules, the world becomes a landscape of
rape. A rapist is one who sets the house on fire, who burns down
the citadel of civilization. Love is an active thing. Indifference is
passive, but rape is never passive. It is an active thing, like love,
but heads in the opposite direction. I would even go as far as saying
that where there is no love happening, there is rape happening, so
that, by this definition, indifference; pettiness; small-mindedness; fear;
hate, are all aspects of rape, and they do indeed burn down the
citadel of civilization in countless different ways. If this is so, we
have only two poles to consider, love and rape, and only one answer
to the tragedy in the world, in all aspects, which is the Principle
of Universal Love. And this is something that I have always known."

  "Indifference; pettiness; small-mindedness; fear; hate; and so
on, are the little 'devils' that cripple the mind," said the man.
"When our humanity is crippled, rape happens. Towards this end
those little devils have been carefully cultivated. Still, you are not
completely correct in saying that the antidote to them is love. Love
is life. Life isn't the antidote to death. Life is divine. Likewise, love
is divine. Both are substantial, dynamic, manifest of a higher-level
essence. Death and rape are not on the same level. You can't deal
with them in terms of antipodes. But you can step above them to
the higher level and celebrate the substance of our humanity. I
think this is the critical step that Jacob took, in the story, which
society hasn't mastered for 4,500 years. We have lived at the level
of tragedy for 4,500 years, maybe longer. Sure it's coming to a head.
The Universe is progressive. It's unfolding. It's not entropic and
standing still, and winding down. We have to move with the prin-
ciple of the Universe. The term 'healing' doesn't really apply here.
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The term is anti-entropy, development, progression, growth. These
are the terms of civilization. In remaining stuck in the low-level
realm of rape, we run against the movement of the Universe. This
is what causes tragedies. Living entropically is dangerous. The writer
of the Jacob story is warning us, saying 'you are living in dangerous
territory.' The entire Bible is telling us that the tallest achievements
in spiritual development, have so far been insufficient to get man-
kind snapped out of this trap. So, my friend, are you scared yet?
Are you sufficiently terrified yet to take action, are you? Just look
at the threat of nuclear war for example. You have no comprehen-
sion how great a danger this is. You referred to the Pharaohs cre-
ating 'better' slaves with the mutilation of the slave society with the
circumcision. America has now become a population of a hundred
million of such slaves. It has become a nation of mutilated people.
That's scary. As I have said earlier, medical research has collected
mountains of evidence that the mutilation has such a deep impact
on people that is has debilitated the very functioning of society;
causing learning disabilities, helplessness, tendencies towards sado-
masochistic behaviors, a sense of impotence, loss of trust, avoidance
of intimacy due to fear, increased tendencies towards rage, violence,
rape, abuse, suicide, and a vast range of other psychosomatic disor-
ders. America has been gripped by slowly developing insanity in
society. This is a dangerous underpinning in the nuclear armed world,
where the very existence of society is balancing precariously on the
threat of Mutually Assured Destruction. Society said to itself that
nuclear peace can be maintained on the MAD doctrine, because no
nation would ever be so insane as to actually use the nukes in war,
that would unleash an assured firestorm that no one would survive.
The scary thing is, that since the time the MAD doctrine has been
first created, society has become increasingly insane. The humanist
quality that existed then, no longer exists today to the same degree,
and what still exists of it, especially in the older generations, is fast
fading into oblivion. We are playing the game of entropy where
everything is winding down. We are not moving with power towards
progressive development. The evidence of this advancing insanity in
society is clearly visible in its utterly insane devotion to monetarism
that is already killing America. It is killing its farms, its industries,
its institutions, its infrastructures, even its laws and customs. And
the transition into insanity is often rapidly unfolding with deep
reaching and vast cultural devastation along the way. Just look at
how fast the cultural optimism has vanished that President Kennedy
had created with the Apollo Space Program. Kennedy was killed, the
Vietnam War was lit up, and the Apollo Program was cancelled
before it was even concluded. Kennedy had inspired society to see
itself with a profoundly human face and with a bright future. In less
than a decade this was turned into a nightmare of destruction and
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killing that started a new trend. Sure, the Empire had a lot of
agents working behind the scene to push this trend along as war is
good for business, but this wouldn't have been possible without the
rapidly collapsing sanity in society that had been gradually built up.
Now we are still farther advanced down this road to hell than we
were then. We are living on an increasingly collapsing foundation,
that offers less and less stability for the MAD doctrine to maintain
the nuclear peace. We are in a race, my friend, to clash with reality.
The reality is that insanity is an unfit foundation for staying alive
in a nuclear-armed world. Unfortunately, my friend, this isn't the
end of our still unfolding classical tragedy. The scene gets scarier
still."

  I just shook my head.
  "Let me illustrate what I mean. Let me tell you the story

of the four winds," said the man. "I remember an old German story
set in verse. It describes a dialog between the four great winds of
the world: the North-Wind, the East-Wind, the South-Wind, and the
West-Wind. The stanzas of the poem describe the winds discussing
among themselves where they might come together for their next
'joyous' dance. They decide to meet at the great bridge across the
canyon. They decide to join in dance at the midnight hour as the
last train is crossing. 'Oh, what a wild dance it will be,' they agree
as they celebrate their decision. 'It will be a dance filled with fire
and shrieking voices and sounds of breaking steel! And as they had
planned, so it comes about. The four winds are coming together for
their furious meeting in the whirl of forces that nothing can with-
stand, arriving from all four directions simultaneously. The great
bridge falls in a shower of fire and breaking steel and shrieking
voices, and then there is silence. 'Where shall we meet again?'
whispers one of the winds. Indeed, where will they meet next in
the real world, my friend? Each one of the 'winds' that now threaten
us in the real world commands sufficient force to blow the world
down. One of the winds promises, 'I will bring my atom bombs to
the dance, by the tens of thousands, will that do?' Another wind
promises, 'I will bring my uranium bombs by the thousands of tons,
will that do?' The third wind promises, 'I will bring biological war
as no one can yet imagine. Do I have to ask, will that do?" The
fourth wind promises, 'I will bring the Ice Age that no one can
escape in the shadow of my brother-winds. Can you think of any-
thing more terrifying than that, my friend?' But this describes the
danger in today's world. Each one of the winds, all by itself, packs
the force to blow the world down. In fact there aren't enough cities
in the world and targets of value for all the tens of thousands of
nukes that have been built. And then there is the new gas-war of
vaporized uranium dust that is so fine that it is invisible, which is
worse than the nukes, because it remains suspended in the air and
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remains radioactive for many billions of years as a slow and patient
killer of all life, all DNA, for all times to come, without recourse.
Biological war is likewise no longer an open question, only its scope
is. God only knows what those thousand labs have devised that are
working to create the most efficient killer yet. And, of course, if
a few stragglers manage to survive these deadly winds, the Ice Age
will likely get them. But as the poem suggests, all four of these
'winds' may come together in unison, as they likely will. Here the
terrifying message of the Bible comes into play, which is that nothing
has been achieved as yet that demonstrates in any recognizable way
that a fundamental change in the landscape has been started, to
block those winds. The Israel Principle that has been put on the
table almost at the beginning of the Bible, reflecting a healing built
on Love, is not on anyone's agenda. We see no one running with
it? I see no such movements in that direction. I see opposite
movements as the rat campaign illustrates. I see all of mankind
being under attack, and I see the mutilation of mankind with the
circumcision being defended. I see the mutilation of humanity being
so intensely protected and advanced that the rapists of the world are
honored while the victims become imprisoned. That's the world we
live in, my friend. The depth of this ongoing tragedy that society
has sunk into, is so deep that your friend's experience of rape
appears like an insignificant event in comparison. When I see insti-
tutions with noble names that are admired around the world, crying
for genocide, aiming to eradicate four-fifth of mankind on the plat-
form of a pack of lies, I see grand rape in progress, rape against
humanity. I don't see healing. I see the pack of lies getting bigger
and bigger. I see science itself being raped as a means to protect
the lies. And I see mankind cheering the rapists. The rat campaign
is in full swing my friend. That's what I see. The rat campaign is
really a rape campaign. The intention is rape on a grand scale. If
you see it that way, you are getting closer to the truth."

  "My girlfriend has been raped by members of her own family
when she was a child," I interjected. "The rape wasn't forced on her.
She was coerced in a powerful manner to submit herself willingly.
No force was ever used, but the effect was worse, because of it,
so it seems."

  "The rape by empire is rape within the family of man," said
the man. "And it will kill you if it isn't stopped."

  "You mean with nuclear war?" I interjected.
  "No, my friend, nuclear war is inefficient," said the man.

"That's rape by force. It is 'hard' war that would cause too much
of a backlash that might endanger the empire. But you are close.
The empire needs war as a part of its raping. It needs a long war,
perpetual war, and if possible terrifically horrible war, that has a
deeply disabling effect on society. War makes people small and
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produces willing slaves. The nuclear-war terror shock wasn't disabling
enough. The masters needed another war in Asia that would be a
war of modern military might raping a gentle and defenseless people.
Vietnam was chosen for the target. Kennedy stood in the way. He
wanted world development and a moon landing to create cultural
optimism. He had to be killed to get the war started. And so he
was killed. Then the war began. But the rape had a second phase
that was run in parallel, because there was too much of a move-
ment of peace remaining in America that eventually stopped the
war. The second phase of the rape became the truly perpetual war,
the real war that killed far more people. Russell of the Empire had
made this rather plain in the 1950s, that the shooting wars are
inefficient in that they don't kill enough people. The point is that
massive killing destabilizes civilization massively. World War One
and Two hadn't done enough of the killing to satisfy empire. The
masters of empire were thinking in much larger terms, in terms of
genocidal depopulation. That's rape on a grand scale. But if the goal
is to recreate the golden age of feudalism, massive depopulation is
the only hope the masters of empire have to create the conditions
for empire to exist in perpetuity. When America kicked the Empire
into its butt with the declaration of its independence, and with its
war that threw the empire out off its land, guess what the response
was from the camp of empire? Its response was to put depopulation
onto the agenda. It started this project with the population of a
book that conjured up the devil of overpopulation. The book was
compiled by a Venetian monk Giammaria Ortes and was published
in 1790, in the very same year in which the American Constitution
was enacted. From this day forward depopulation was on the agenda,
as the kind of rape needed to break the USA and every new
renaissance force on the planet. That's how the war of empire against
mankind began in earnest. Depopulation was the goal of rape beyond
war, and it has remained that ever since. The Malthusian Poor Laws,
workhouses, social Darwinism, the Eugenics movement, and its ex-
tension into Hitler's fascism and the modern antihuman environmen-
talism, were all early aspects of this grand rape on mankind. In this
train of grand rape, a new era was launched in the late 1960 in
the shadow of the Vietnam War. This phase shift was started with
the declaration that the world has cancer, and that this cancer is
man. With this, depopulation was on the agenda again in a big way,
on all the fronts that pertain to civilization, and nearly simultane-
ously so."

  I shook my head in disbelief, not because I doubted him,
but because I knew that he was perfectly correct. I shook my head
in disbelief, because mankind hadn't bothered to the very day to
stop the train of grand rape against it. I said so.

  The man just laughed. "Mankind has been 'inspired' to sub-
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mit itself willingly to this grand rape, and to love it," said the man.
"Society doesn't even know that is being raped, and it does love the
process, even while the consequences are getting evermore painful.
The latest escalation in the raping started in 1971, when the masters
of empire wrecked the Bretton Woods System. The Bretton Woods
System had established fixed and stable exchange rates between all
the major currencies of the world. This was wrecked in 1971. By
this clever act of sabotage, the currencies of the world became the
biggest golden gambling chips that were ever riding the roulette
tables of the financial markets up to this time. In the same year
the masters established the empire's Inter-Alpha Group of banks, a
complex of coordinated banks spread across the world, that would
efficiently facilitate the global looting process that the new floating-
exchange-rate system had made possible. With the world's currencies
turned into gambling chips, the Inter-Alpha Group of banks had
been given an open door through which they could enter the house
of every nation and 'rape' its people, and its economies into impo-
tence, with the consequent loss of their sovereignty. That's how the
economic collapse of the world was started. It started a globalized
looting that became the grandest scheme of universal rape that has
ever been perpetrated in human history. That's how the collapse of
civilization was started. And society loved being raped. It loved the
sweet promise of easy profits that were taken in the gambling arena
of the so-called financial markets. The process for becoming a suc-
cessful trader was taught even in the high schools, to get the kids
to love it. And so, the kids were taught to become traitors to
mankind and destroyers of their own world. Whenever profits are
taken when nothing is being produced, the proceeds are not earned,
but are stolen loot. The legalized stealing from one another is a
rock-solid path for destroying a civilization.

  "Then the masters hit the next flank," the man continued.
"In this timeframe the scientific community became concerned about
the potentially near return of the Ice Age, and the kind of economic
and technological preparations that need to be made to maintain the
global food supply when agriculture in the northern regions becomes
disabled, where much of the world's food production is located. An
honest response to the Ice Age challenge would have led to the
greatest renaissance of all times, that no empire would have sur-
vived. In order to protect empire as a system, the masters launched
the global warming hoax, the biggest scientific swindle of all times,
and by its consequences, the biggest rape on mankind. With its
moneybags it owns the sciences and the media and the traitors in
the institution to carry out this rape. The rape has reached so deep
that the preparations for the next Ice Age are not even talked
about, much less being actively pursued. And the rape is reaching
deeper than even that. It has reached so deep that every form of

Chapter 8 - A Question of Clout



310

economic development around the world is actively prevented by
this aspect of the grand rape. Even food production is decimated by
this rape. It is done with a process that literally takes food out the
mouths of an already starving humanity, for the distilling of the
food into alcohol, that is then burned in cars. A hundred million
people are slated to be murdered by this process every year, accord-
ing to the projected food diversion, in the form of the diversion of
land use for biofuel production.

  "But that's not deep enough of a rape by the masters'
perception," continued the man. "In the same year in which the
global warming rape was launched, the NSSM200 rape was launched
that defined Third World population growth as a security risk of the
system of empire, as the developing nations would use their natural
resources and develop themselves into a renaissance threat against
the empire. Officially, the masters declare that those resources be-
long to them and must be preserved for their future needs, but the
real reason is to prevent a new renaissance in the world. For this
reason, population growth is allowed, so the masters say, which they
aim to replace with depopulation. AIDS erupted from this back-
ground five years later. That's grand rape, my friend.

  "And still the rape goes deeper," the man continued. "In the
same timeframe other great genocide projects were launched that
keep on killing people to this very day, such as the DDT ban and
the CFC ban. The DDT pesticide was the most effective and safest
pesticide ever created, both for crop protection and to protect
populations against malaria. Malaria was nearly wiped out by it, by
controlling the carrier mosquitoes. Consequently the DDT was banned,
because it enabled too many people to live. It was banned under
barrage of attacks, all based on falsification and lies, which were
disproved, but the DDT was banned nevertheless by a purely po-
litical move. Now malaria is back in full force, killing a person
every 30 seconds in Africa alone, with most of them being children.
If this isn't grand rape, what is?

  "The CFC ban has the same objective," said the man. "It
was launched in the same timeframe by the same masters on a
similar barrage of lies. The objective was to disable inexpensive
refrigeration. The CFC is the most efficient and easiest to produce
refrigerant ever created. The next-best replacement product is fifty
times more expensive and is corrosive to the machinery in which
it is used. This poses a huge problem for the poor country where
the protection of its food resources becomes thereby eroded, increas-
ing the death rate by starvation. This rape too, was launched in the
1970s timeframe, in which all the other genocide aspects of the
grand rape of mankind were launched. The timing suggests that the
entire horror show of these numerous aspects of rape, was coordi-
nated by the same instigators for the same purpose, carried out by
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the relevant stooges that had prostituted themselves to the system
of empire.

  "Then, as a follow-up project, the rape became expanded in
the 1980s into the rich countries, with the post-industrial society
drive," the man continued. "The masters launched this project with
the interest rate shock that bankrupted tens of thousands of busi-
nesses almost immediately, and then began the wrecking of the
financial system and the nations' industries as though they were evil
demons. The post-industrial area was launched as a genocide project.
The Fed chairman had lobbied for doing this job, by advertising
himself as one fully committed to what he called "the controlled
disintegration of the economy." On this platform he got the job, and
became chairman of  the U.S .  Federal  Reserve .  And so ,  the
deindustrialization of America began,

  However, with its industries being shut down, the targeted
nations die in an ever-accelerating social collapse with unemployment
and homelessness wrecking the social fabric," the man continued.
"And this latest rape, my friend, is just starting to unfold. It will
soon hit the world in a big way. Pray that this doesn't happen. It
is set up to shut down everything a nation's physical existence
depends on. It's already shutting down nuclear power development,
social security, and healthcare. Wait until the housing crisis erupts
when tens of millions of families are being thrown out of their
homes by mortgage foreclosure actions, after unemployment sets in,
and social support services collapse. All of this is already on the
agenda. In time, all the vital infrastructures will have been priva-
tized into becoming a profit mill for the ever-increasing wave of
rape on society. Soon it will be too expensive for people to live,
even in the rich countries. We are heading towards this kind of hell
on every front, my friend. So you have every reason to be scared
of what you read in your Bible, because the healing of society of
the disease called empire, that your Bible has suggested for over
2,000 years already as being necessary, hasn't been happening. Nei-
ther is it happening now, nor is it even being attempted."

  "Whenever we see rape, we see a failing society. This means
that we see a lack of healing," I said to the man. "What the Bible
promised as being natural and normal, hasn't happened in all those
thousands of years since the story was written. Yes, this scares me
like hell. Rape happens when all the normal means are closed down
for society to meet its human needs in a profoundly generous fash-
ion. Society suffers then, mostly in silence, in the shadow of the
unfulfilled wants that are built into people's nature. This silent
suffering, which is essentially a form of society brutalizing itself,
rarely erupts into open rape. The cases of open rape may amount
to no more than a thousands of a percent of the total scene of
rape. Those open cases, however, should be seen as warning flags,
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like the canaries that die in mines when the air gets foul, that are
taken into the mines to serve as a warning to enable the miners
to escape."

  "Do you know what you are saying?" the man interrupted
me. "You are putting the blame not onto the rapist, but onto
society itself. You are declaring the rapist to be a victim itself. This
means that when the courts prosecute a rapist, they then actually
injure a victim, by imposing a penalty on the individual for what
society itself has incurred with its callous attitude towards itself, in
its pious universal isolation and denials of the human needs."

  "Well, isn't this the reason why the problem of rape hasn't
been resolved for thousands of years?" I said to the man. "Society
routinely punishes the victims, instead of addressing the cause. When
my friend was raped by her family as a child, she had hated her
uncles and her mother for what they had do to her, without ever
realizing that they were themselves but fellow victims with her, of
the same cause that victimized them all. But who taught her this
hate?"

  "Children are easy to rape," said the man. "They don't have
the resources to resist, and they are easy to terrify into compliance
as they lack the scientific depth to separate reality from fiction."

  "Adults are not much different," I said to the man, "I met
a woman in East Germany who came very close to being raped. On
the way home from a lecture at her university, a man took hold
of her and forced her into an empty building. Afraid of being
injured, she decided to let him have what he was after. Instead of
waiting to be forced into something, she gave him a kiss. As she
did, she felt him explode into his pants. With it all the tensions
drained away. He apologized for what came over him, and even
asked her for a date. She refused, of course. She told him that he
seemed like an intelligent person who should be able to develop a
relationship with someone that meets his needs. His reply was, that
he only found closed doors wherever he turned. Later that evening
my friend began to be ashamed of her action. Instead of responding
to his need, and responding kindly to his asking for a date that
probably would have meant a lot to him, she closed the door in
his face as everyone else had. He had said please, and she had
answered No! She felt that she could have helped him to explore
with him the nature of the closed doors, during a chat over coffee
while meeting him in a public place. She had a faint inkling of the
dynamics of isolation upon isolation, that sets up so many closed
doors and eventually erupts into rape, like sunspots erupt on the
Sun, when the tensions become too great."

  "Do you realize what you are saying when you speak of the
sunspots on the Sun as eruptions of tensions?" the man interjected.

  "Sure I do," I said. "This happens, because the Sun is elec-
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trically powered. Society isn't allowed to know this, and it doesn't,
because of another grand rape on mankind by your masters of empire
that your family is a part of. They organized science to rape mankind
with a flood of lies. They use science to inject lies, just like my
lady's uncles had put their flashers into her mouth when she was
too little to even recognize what was going on. The rape became
a convention, before she even recognized it. And once she knew
what it was, she couldn't stop it. That's how the masters shoved the
Big Bang theory down mankind's throat to swallow. They are still
at it. And dutifully, society swallows their ejaculate."

  "They are still at it for the simple reason that if they ever
stopped, the world of empire would cease to be," said the man.
"They knew this from the last year of the 1800s onward. In 1899
the Norwegian scientist Kristian Olaf Birkeland had organized several
expeditions to Norway's high-latitude regions where he established a
network of observatories to study the auroral phenomena and to
collect magnetic field data. The result contained the first determi-
nation of the global pattern of electric currents in the polar region
from ground magnetic field measurements. He developed a theory in
which energetic electrons are ejected from sunspots on the solar
surface, which, when flowing towards the Earth are guided to the
Earth's polar regions by the geomagnetic field, where they become
concentrated and produce the visible aurora. Can you imagine what
a shock this must have caused in the empire, as the discovery
opened up the proof of the existence of electric power flowing in
space, and the danger to empire should the notion take hold that
mankind has a potentially infinite energy resource at its fingertips?
The first electric light bulb was lit in 1810. All through the 1800s
the development of electric light was high on the scientific agenda,
and coal powered electric generating plants were springing up in the
great cities near the end of the century. This is the timeframe in
which the existence of electric energy flowing in space was verified
by Birkeland. This was also the time when the Wellsian and Fabian
anti-science doctrine was explosively developing. The imperial writer
H. G. Wells had just finished his novel The Time Machine in which
in future times the technological machine society would eat the
oligarchic society for breakfast. Wells' writings stood a warning against
allowing unbridled scientific development. Against this background
Birkeland announced his explosive discovery that mankind has poten-
tially unlimited energy resources within its grasp. They tried to
squash this idea. They tried to stop it. It took them 29 years to
get a counter-ideology off the ground that became the Big Bang
theory.

  "The biggest feature of this theory is," said the man, "that
there exists no such thing as free electricity in the Universe. To-
wards this goal the strangest-ever cosmology was invented, that became
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known as the Big Bang Cosmology. For this project Hubble's historic
discovery of the red-shift phenomenon of light from distant galaxies,
was essentially hijacked. The red-shift is a phenomenon of light
appearing 'stretched out' when it comes from an object that is
moving away from an observer. Hubble discovered that the more
distant a galaxy is located, the greater is the red-shift of its light.
It was assumed from this that more distant galaxies are moving
away from us at a greater speed, than those closer to us. This
assumption was used as a basis for concluding that the entire Universe
emerged from a single point in a giant explosion over 13 billion
years ago, before which it is deemed it did not exist. This clever
theory is focused entirely on mass and gravity, and is totally devoid
of the electric plasma that actually makes up 99.99% of the mass
of the Universe. In the Big Bang hoax, gravity is deemed to be
running the entire show, as the main force of the Universe. This
primitive notion justified the perception of our Sun being heated
from within, by a gravity ignited, and gravity confined, nuclear fusion
explosion, like a continuously exploding hydrogen bomb. It was hoped
that by this theory the very notion of electricity flowing in space
was relegated to the trash bin. But it wasn't. The Electric Sun
theory developed. While mountains of evidence accumulated that
cannot be explained without this theory, the Big Bang theory was
hyped up again and again in order to hide the unfolding reality.
Today, the Big Bang still rules. The theory stands contrary to all
evidence. Nevertheless, it is fiercely promoted. Almost the whole
world now sings the Big Bang song that our masters are determined
to maintain no matter what it costs, in order to hide the electric
powered universe that offers mankind boundless free energy resources.
And the process worked. Almost nobody speaks of space-based elec-
tric power anymore. That's the result of some of the greatest Grand
Rape ever committed on mankind.

  "Grand Rape is a typical feature of empire," continued the
man. "It always has been that. Just look at how Rome has turned
Christianity upside down. Rome saw itself threatened by it. It couldn't
fight it, because Christianity made every human being equal in quality
with God. And so, in order to defend its existence as empire, Rome
accepted Christianity but in an upside-down version. It put God into
the infinite sky and out of reach, and mankind into the dust of the
earth groveling for small mercies through the ancient intermediary of
the priesthood that has always maintained a system of empire,
probably as far back as known history extends. In this upside-down
version an imperial Papacy was established in Rome that claimed to
perpetuate the office of St. Peter and now rules much of the Christian
world as the formal intermediary between God and man. With this
upside-down version of Christ's Christianity, Rome raped the world
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to as far as it could reach. Byzantine became the center of this rape
in the East. The Holy Roman Empire became its expression in the
West. The Byzantine rape was brought into Russia as an ideal means
for controlling the peasants, by which Russia became an empire.
Russia grew up in the shadow of this grand rape. The shadow of
this rape still lingers in its ideological culture. In the West the Holy
Roman perversion became eventually replaced with the Venetian
imperial version of the same Grand Rape that became the so-called
Enlightenment, idealized as progressive. In real terms the entire Grand
Rape created a hidden, but open gate to fascism as is represented
by the writer Voltaire.

  "In spite of it all, the Grand Rape never touched the human
soul that remained linked to its divine nature and continued to be
expressed through love and generosity, to whatever degree this was
allowed," continued the man. "If we can develop that remaining
substance, small and hidden as it may be, we might be able to
overturn the Grand Rape that the whole of mankind is being in-
creasingly subjected to in modern times, and free the human soul
from the subjugation by empire. The modern rape, is not only
economic rape and political rape, and also ideological rape, but is
a rape on the soul. Whatever forces impotence on society, mostly
by lies, is a rape on the soul of mankind. Most of the modern
political institutions and institutions of science are increasingly shifted
onto this foundation of rape that uphold empire. Unless there is an
intelligent intervention happening, to change course and rescue the
soul, the rape will continue until it destroys the creative and pro-
ductive power of society that empire feeds on. Then civilization
vanishes. Some of the masters belief in their folly that empire will
continue in some form past the end of civilization, such as in a
crude feudal form that they are working towards, like bankers'
dictatorships over the world carried out through corporations that
are answerable to no one, as they would replace the role of gov-
ernment in all aspects by the rape of universal privatization. The
current goal is to establish a form of universal slavery imposed by
dictatorial control and the corrupting effect of poverty and starva-
tion. Under this goal for establishing the new Grand Rape, the very
notion of prosperity and ideals of renaissance will never be allowed.
That is why the global warming hoax is used as a platform for
justifying the burning of food on such a massive scale that billions
of people will be forced into chronic starvation. Death by starvation
is promoted. And for it to become successful, less and less health
care is provided, and less social assistance, less education, and less
affordable housing, and so on. The masters are committed to a
desperate race to collapse civilization before it eradicates the rule of
empire. They are fully aware that billions of people will loose their
life in the course of their travesty. This is the reason why the
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depopulation ideology was invented, to justify the murdering of three-
quarters of mankind as they aim to achieve with their Grand Rape.
This course was accepted already with the dawn of the Enlighten-
ment Doctrine that started the rape on the soul, by declaring that
there is no such thing as truth and universal principle; that all is
opinion; and that science should be kept at the lowest key possible.
Depopulation was put on the map by the infamous imperial scrib-
bler Giammria Orts, and it was put onto the map precisely timed
with the enactment of the American Constitution that became the
gravest threat that empire ever faced. This threat too, is now fast
being turned upside down, and perverted to becoming a tool for the
purposes of empire and its goals. America is being raped to death
on this path, my friend, just as the Soviet Union is being raped to
death in a similar manner."

  "This means that the Soviet Union will fall before America
falls, as it has less of a foundation underneath it, which is more
easily overturned," I interjected.

  "Many people are aware of this danger and the rape that is
in progress, but they find themselves unable to stop it," said the
man. "That's what our masters are counting on, and maintain the
conditions for. But this doesn't have to happen. The Soviet Union
does not need to be ripped up. The process of rape can be stopped,
and its underlying failures can be healed. Neither does America need
to fall and be ripped up as our masters aim to do. None of that
needs to happen when society rediscovers its humanity and claims
its soul back. But will it happen? I see no movements in this
direction. To the contrary, I see the opposite. Look at America.
Look at the NAWAPA focus that is being promoted to divert a part
of a river from Alaska into the South of the USA, and Mexico, to
water the deserts there. While this seems like a noble goal, irrigating
the deserts for increased food production, in real terms it accom-
plishes the opposite. The project is so huge that it will take the
resources of an entire nation to built it over the span of 50 years.
And what comes out of it is insufficient to meet the objective,
while in addition the entire project becomes disabled with the onset
of the next Ice Age that is on the near horizon. The Global Warming
hoax was invented to hide the potential of the impending Ice Age
transition. With NAWAPA being revived, great support is given to
the hoax, and no support to protecting mankind. I would like to
see a reversal of the rape, which is easily possible.

  "Instead of bringing in water from Alaska over land by means
of the most gigantic civil engineering project ever imagined," the
man continued, "one would simply divert parts of the outflow of
one of the great rivers in the South, and make it flow across the
oceans to near the deserts, to be pumped from there into a network
of irrigation pipelines. The southern oriented project would be
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completely immune to the coming Ice Age, while the northern
oriented project would be disabled thereby. Water-in-water transport
is easy. Fresh water is 2.7% lighter than seawater. The river diversion
would flow on top of the ocean, with the water being separated by
a thin membrane that would only need to be strong enough to
separate that waters and keep itself intact. A product made primarily
of woven basalt fibers would easily do the trick. The channel would
likely be protected by a wave obstruction barrier and might even
serve as a floating highway. All this would be easily possible with
the modules for it being produced out of basalt in automated in-
dustrial processes that would be nuclear powered to deliver ex-
tremely efficient high-temperature process heat. The same automated
industrial process would then also provide fully manufactured mod-
ules for complete houses that can be produced with such ease that
they can be given away for free by the millions as an investment
by society into itself. On the same basis vast stretches of floating
agriculture can be placed onto the oceans, primarily the tropical
oceans where rainfall obsoletes irrigation. On this basis, within a
very short time, rapid increases in food production can be achieved,
and this in a totally secure location from the cold of the returning
Ice Age. If the entire global agriculture was shifted onto the oceans,
only 2% of its surface would be covered. It would be accessible by
floating bridges, connecting the continents across the tropics. In
parallel with this development, self-contained multi-level indoor
agriculture would also be developed, operating with artificial lighting
and an artificial atmosphere, designed for scientifically optimized plant
growth. The entire infrastructure would be constructed of basalt, of
course. It would be powered with electric power supplied by the
galactic electric power grid. My point is that until I see a massive
shift happening in society, towards this kind of objective, which is
absolutely achievable, together with a rich renaissance world, the
evidence of this not happening tells me that the Grand Rape of
mankind is still continuing."

  "You don't even have to look that far," I interjected. "The
evidence that the rape is continuing is all around you. Just as the
massive NAWAPA project is designed to draw entire nations' eco-
nomic resources into a 50-year dead end project, and potentially
waste it, so is the nuclear-fusion energy development project de-
signed to draw the leading edge scientific talents and resources
massively into a dead-end project that every honest scientist knows
is fundamentally unworkable. So, you don't have to look further
than that to know that the rape of mankind is still ongoing. NAWAPA
is a dead-end project and so is nuclear-fusion power. No fusion-
power process is in operation anywhere in the universe. It is a
clever deception that is fundamentally a form of rape. The very
term is a deception. What is called fusion-power doesn't result from
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fusion, but from nuclear fission. In the fusion labs two overbuilt
isotopes of hydrogen are smashed together with such force that one
on them breaks apart, and a part of the fragment fuses with the
other isotope to form a larger atom. In the break up, the remainder
of the fissioned isotope gets away with a burst of free energy. The
energy is not actually produced in this process. It is the energy that
had previously been invested into the overbuilt atom. The overbuilt
hydrogen atoms are like charged up batteries in this sense. Large
amounts of energy were invested into them in the form of an
attached neutron, in the case of deuterium, and two neutrons in the
case of tritium. By smashing the two overbuilt isotopes together, we
get one of the neutrons back and the energy that had been invested
into it on the surface of the Sun in an electric process. And still,
it takes more energy to smash the two overbuilt atoms together, in
order that a part of one will fuse into the other, than the result
gives back. This is so, because the Universe has created a powerful
barrier to prevent its atoms from fusing, as a form of protection.
In the fusion labs, however, enormous energies are brought to bear
to overpower this protection mechanism. The very act of overpow-
ering the self-protection of the Universe, is an act of rape. The
fusion-power concept is rape built on rape. And the energy that we
squeeze out of the process is so destructive that it destroys the
metals of the reactors that operate the fusion-fission process. That's
an act of rape too. Nor is this all. In order to produce one ton
of fusion fuel that would power a one-gigawatt power reactor for
a year, ten million tons of water would have to be processed to
produce the deuterium, and lithium for the production of tritium,
for the fuel. Lithium can be transformed into tritium in a nuclear
reactor, that's beset with still another snag. The process of producing
the tritium for the reactor fuel is so inefficient that only a quarter
of a ton has been produced worldwide throughout all the decades
of the nuclear age, and this mostly for making hydrogen bombs. But
on top of all that, the biggest part of the rape isn't located in the
insanity of aiming to build a power infrastructure on this absolutely
gross inefficiency that we would encounter in fuel production. It is
a kind of rape to aim for a power infrastructure that rests on the
processing of tens of millions of tons of water for a single ton of
fuel. However, as I said, this is the small part. The big part of the
Grand Rape is not found here, in this insanity. The big part is
found in what the fusion hype prevents. The hype is a form of rape
that prevents society from utilizing thorium as a nuclear-fission fuel.
The thorium fission process is able to deliver the same energy output
per ton of thorium, as the fabled fusion fuel promises but cannot
deliver, but its use becomes blocked. For the thorium-fission process
the USA has 900,000 tons of fuel sitting unused on the ground, and
it has an efficient reactor for it developed and tested in the 1950s
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that is sitting on the shelf, likewise unused. Isn't it rape when
society is prevented from using its most efficient energy production
with a technology and resources that offer an energy rich future for
mankind, and not just for making electricity. The Liquid Fluoride
Thorium Reactor is a high-temperature reactor that is easily able to
produce the high-temperature heat flux that enables the mass-pro-
duction of basalt products, and steel, and so on."

  "Why do you think our masters dragged you into this dream
of nuclear-fusion power?" said the man. "They did it to tie you into
knots with a promise so wild that you wouldn't bother to use the
resources you have on hand. They did this to prevent mankind from
having an energy rich future. They probably did this also to prevent
basalt products from being produced on a big scale. Can you im-
agine what an impact the production of free houses by the millions
would have on their looting monetarist system? It would take the
wind out of their sails. It would likely end the age of empire right
there. The fusion-power dream was engineered to prevent this very
thing. Just look at the timing. The fusion-power dream was devel-
oped in the late 40s and early 50s, which coincides with the time
frame in which the Liquid Fluoride Thorium Reactor was developed.
Fusion was developed for nuclear bombs. The USA exploded the
first hydrogen bomb in 1952, and the Soviet Union in 1955. At this
point the thorium reactor was scrapped because it doesn't produce
materials that are useful for bombs, while it promises an energy-rich
future for mankind that was not allowed. It was at this time when
the fusion-energy dream was started. The excuse was used that the
project would give the power of the atom bomb to mankind for
peaceful uses. The inefficiency of the fuel cycle was known at the
time. It was known right from the start that this would be a dead-
end project. It was born from rape, which the hydrogen bomb is
as a terror weapon. And created rape upon rape that continues to
the present day. It is the nature of empire to rape mankind, what
else did you expect. But the rape didn't stop there. It was extended
into science in a big way with the high-energy accelerator program.
The program was launched to smash atomic particles into each other
to break open the strongest nuclear strong box. This is a deep form
of rape on the Universe, and on mankind, as it will in the near
future consume even greater scientific resources with nothing useful
expected to come from it. The Grand Game of Rape against man-
kind is now reaching vastly extreme and exotic dimensions. Some of
it becomes cleverly hidden, as under the mantle of science, but it
remains rape nevertheless and remains utterly destructive by design.
By this rape mankind looses its humanity, its future, its world, and
ultimately itself when the rape continues till the next Ice Age
glaciation cycle starts and no preparations are made for it. Science,
of course, is easily abused for this end. Society doesn't have the
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scientific background to separate the truth from the lies. As I said
before, children are easy to rape.

  "Just look at the case of our Sun," the man continued after
taking a sip of his drink. "Without the Sun's external electric energy
source driving it, nothing can explain why the solar winds are
speeding up instead of slowing down, and why temperatures sur-
rounding the Sun increase spectacularly with increasing distance from
the solar surface, which is precisely the reverse of what one would
expect if the solar energy was radiating from the Sun's core. The
solar wind starts 'cool' at the surface temperature of 5,800 degrees.
Then its temperature rises steadily to about 20,000 degrees at the
top of the chromosphere. That's slightly over 2,000 kilometers above
the Sun's surface. Here an even-more radical increase begins, to past
the 2-million-degree mark near the edge of the corona. And even
farther distant, we see ionized oxygen atoms sometimes reaching
temperatures as high as 200 million degrees! That's the last thing
that one would expect in a gravity-only environment that is pow-
ered by a nuclear furnace hidden deep inside the solar core. How-
ever the observed phenomena are totally consistent with the nature
of a typical corona discharge. This evidence all by itself disproves
the fusion model of the Sun, but who in society has the scientific
knowledge to recognize from the evidence that the Sun is not a
nuclear fusion furnace. Who can see behind the evidence that the
solar-fusion model is a gross deception, and understands that every-
thing that is build on the deception, is likewise a deception created
in support of another deception that protects empire with lies,
preventing a new renaissance? And so, we have the same case here
as I noted before, that children are easy to rape.

  "The natural trust that motivates children is easily abused.
That's what our masters exploit to the hilt in the name of empire.
And this pattern applies to all the other science deception hoaxes,
like the Global Warming hoax, the Biofuels hoax, the DDT-Ban
hoax, the CFC-Ban hoax, and the Carrying Capacity hoax that argues
for deindustrialization and depopulation, in the Wellsian and Fabian
traditions. As I said, children are easy to rape. They lack the means
to defend themselves. And how would they defend themselves if
society itself can't be bothered to develop the means for its own
defense against the Grand Rape by our masters on mankind? When
the scientists of the world became concerned in the 1970s that the
end of the current interglacial period was near, that concern was
hijacked with the Global Warming hoax. Consequently mankind
remains committed to face the coming Ice Age with its agriculture
totally undefended, which means the loss of 90% of the global food
supply. Thousands of scientists have protested against this hoax, but
their voice was never accepted, including that of 70 Nobel Price
winners. Society simply doesn't want to hear the truth that the
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masters won't authorize to be heard, even if this knowledge is
critical to protecting society's own existence. In its smallness society
is tragically raping itself."

  "Still, no matter how deep society has sunk, the possibility
remains open to the present day to start the healing process for the
rescue of mankind," I interjected. "That's what Benjamin Franklin
had said in essence, and he is right with that, when he said many
times, in essence, that it is each person's duty to do the utmost to
block the next meeting of the four winds for the Grand Rape, as
you have defined their action and intention. I would even say we
must redefine the nature of the winds with our healing and redefine
your masters' rat campaign by placing the label of rape on them.
We might place an add ourselves, like the masters have done, but
with a dead rat in the center of it, that has been pierced by four
arrows coming from four directions simultaneously. And the arrows
would have a word superimposed on each, four deadly words feared
most by the masters of empire, words that evoke a sense of terror
in them. The words would be: Truth; Love; Renaissance; and for the
fourth I would choose the name of a person, the name of Lyndon
LaRouche. Each of these words are recognized by the masters of
empire as facets of the wind of civilization that is deadly to empire,
each by itself being so powerful that it shakes the structure of
empire to its rotten core, and would blow their house down if all
four came together."

  "What terrifies them most, more than the plague in ancient
time," said the man, "is the high potential that all four of these
winds will be hitting them at once. The masters know that they
have no control over any one of them, much less over all four
erupting together. It thereby becomes our imperative to assure that
what the masters of empire fear the utmost, will happen. For this
we have to bring four factors of healing together at once. With
doing that, we would demonstrate that we have clout, that we have
free-speech meaning truthful speech, and that we have more than
camaraderie, which we have under the banner of Westphalia and its
principle, the Principle of Universal Love."

  "And that defines my task, and all of ours together," I
interjected.

  "This imperative has become a critical duty for us all," said
the man. "Time is running out! The winds against us are gaining
speed towards the grandest rape of all times. And the healing that
can avoid this crisis has not yet been achieved, nor will it be
achieved with guns blazing, neither will it come from the pulpit
where Truth no longer matters, or come from technocrats and gov-
ernments. It will have to come from the smallest in the world, from
the men and women of the general humanity that then raises its
still small voice to overpower the roar of a lion and to drown the
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cacophony of the voices of insanity."
  "Until you get to this point your counter-ad campaign with

a dead rat at the center, would not be a sane approach. It would
not speak from a position of power. It would enrage too many
people. It would, for example, violate the Rothschild's family crest,
which is a shield of five arrows crossing, from five direction. You
want to put a dead rat at the center? This would enrage rather than
heal. This kind of an approach stinks. Why would you even want
to kill, even kill a rat, when you've got clout? The goal of society
mustn't be to kill any rat, but to leave it behind in the sewer and
get itself out of there, and leave the rat to its natural demise. In
contrast with that, I love your analogy of the four winds, my friend,
the winds of Truth; Love; Renaissance; and LaRouche as the name
for real economics and the general welfare of mankind. Did you
know that the 'LaRouche unit' is a scientific term of measure in
Russia, coined by its Academy of Science? It measures the strength
of civilization. When the winds of Truth; Love; Renaissance; and
LaRouche come together, nothing will prevent mankind from climb-
ing out of the sewer and closing the lid behind it, and reclaim the
strength of civilization that naturally unfolds in a great renaissance.
That's how the four winds blow the house of empire down."

  "I think the long-forgotten author of the Jacob story was
trying to tell us something like that," I said to the man. "He
suggested that it is possible for a circumcised society to heal itself,
just as his protagonist Jacob did, for which Jacob took on the name
Israel. The author of that story said in essence, look at all the
horrible things that this louse of a character did as a circumcised
person under the name of Jacob - the way he treated his family
back home and abroad."

  "By any normal standard of behavior he was a rat," said the
man, "but he discovered at the end that a man is a man in spite
of all that. He was a lifelong rapist in many different ways, who
suddenly discovered that he was a man after all. He discovered his
humanity. With this he healed himself, and became what he became.
The author of the Jacob story seems to suggest that this potential
for healing, for stepping away from the whole rat-environment of
rape upon rape, that still exists right to the present day, has always
existed. The story illustrates that a healing is always possible when
society discovers within itself the resources and the imperative to
climb out of the sewer. He is saying to mankind that a human
being is a spiritual and divine being in spite of how far the shriek-
ing evidence suggests that an individual, or group, or even society
as a whole, has drifted away from the prime standard that is
mankind's universal standard by design. And so I think we will see
exactly such a healing happening as the writer indicated with the
story, is fundamentally possible. This kind of healing may begin in
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the State of Israel that already bears the name for it. Or it may
emerge from the world of Islam, where the name Israel, as it is
applied today, invokes a sense of horror for the fascism it repre-
sents. The healing might also come from America, or Africa, or
Russia, or India, or China, or all of them together, because no
nation has a monopoly on the humanity of mankind, which is the
basis for that healing. Personally I think it may come from a child,
the 'innocent' child that says to the Emperor, 'why are you parading
through the streets naked?' In any case, in whichever way the healing
starts, I think the healing will come, because the process of healing
is built into the human system. The human being is a spiritual and
scientific being, and nothing can ultimately change that. The human
being is not a religious being, or a satanic monster, or a fascist rat,
or an insane pervert. Science is mankind's dimension. Truth is its
sun. Love is its first name. Real economics is its joy. And so I am
saying to you my friend, raise your head, we will get to where we
need to be and have the power to get to, and nothing can deprive
us of that."

  "Why should we be timid at all then, when the healing is
already rooted within us?" I said to the man. "Hasn't Christ Jesus
always taken bold steps along this line already ages ago? If the
process of healing is rooted in Principle, then whatever this pioneer
in healing had demonstrated as achievable, and had suggested that
this was just the starting gate for greater things to come, and what
has been achieved, remains achievable today, and greater things than
those, because Principle is not subject to time or times, but is as
valid today as it was then, and will remain so and be expanding
for all future ages. Didn't Mary Baker Eddy demonstrate loud and
clear in her own life, and by healing others, only a hundred years
ago, that this Principle is valid for all times? However, another
person comes to mind along this line of progress who has made
great strides forward. She was a small woman, a little person in
terms of clout, until she stood up. She is also an American woman.
Her name is Judy Chicago. She took some bold steps forward in
bringing healing into a deeply, sexually divided world. She over-
turned the Pharaoh's cutting table. What the Pharaohs had sliced off,
and clawed away, and cut and scraped away off their slave women
under their grip, in order to make them better slaves, Judy Chicago
has put back, and has put it right into the foreground. In fact she
has put it onto the dinner plate for society from which it takes its
nourishment. She has put the vulva on it, sculpted in the image of
a butterfly that she had molded into the plate itself and then had
painted with whatever color and symbol suited the woman it rep-
resented. In doing this, Judy Chicago has placed a challenge before
society with her celebration of 39 historic women of notable achieve-
ments, of artists, creators, writers, musicians, woman of mankind's
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history, ranging from the goddesses of ancient times, to the perse-
cuted women of the dark times, all the way to the boldly self-
conscious women of what should be called the dawning age of
reason, but which is presently not yet so called. Judy Chicago cre-
ated in this context a three-sided dinner table with thirteen place
settings on each side, for the 39 historic women that she chose from
among 999, signifying all women. The chosen representatives are
guests at her 'Dinner Party,' all sitting in celebration from every
epoch, each with her plate bearing the image of a woman's vulva
interwoven with the image of a butterfly. She has put the vulva
before society as if to say, 'eat of it and do not turn away like
a hypocrite would.' She is saying to society, 'just acknowledge that
you are already eating of it and that you are a society of human
beings, men and women, and are one.' Her great art-installation
piece, 'The Dinner Party,' features a triangular table built in the
shape of the crotch, with unique and elaborate place settings pro-
vided for each of the 39 chosen women, with each represented by
name. However, no one is sitting at the table. The invited guests
are evidently the men and woman of society that come to be
nourished at this table. Indeed, few people walk away from the
'Dinner Party' indifferently."

  "Is she saying to society, 'heal the mutilation, which is
primarily in your head?'" said the man. "But my friend, in saying
this, Judy Chicago is a dangerous person to empire, to the very root
of it. She has demonstrated major clout in the arena of Truth, far
more than the masters of empire would want to see anyone have
anywhere on the planet."

  "Maybe the masters haven't discovered her yet," I said to
him. "She has been saying these things in the early 1970s when the
masters were busy in causing horrible things to unfold that should
have never been allowed to happen. The year 1971 was the year
when the Illuminati stole all the nations' currencies and turned them
into gambling chips, and then used these chips for hitting the smaller
nations on the head. That is when the big gambling mania started
and the world financial system began to collapse. It was also the
timeframe that the global warming hoax was launched in order to
hide the approaching Ice Age. Depopulation was likewise put on the
front burner in the same time frame, starting with the DDT ban
that over time has likely killed hundreds of millions of people by
making the front-line defense against malaria an outlaw. Even the
nation-destroying post-industrial society doctrine was launched in that
time frame, late in the 1970s decade. The doctrine eradicated large
segments of the western nation's industries and simultaneously pumped
up slave-wage industries in the poor countries, which disabled their
development potential. Slavery is a disabling impetus. The 1970s also
brought us the infamous American NSSM-200 policy that demanded
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forced depopulation in the Third World nations, in order to prevent
their economic development for the preservation of natural resources,
which the masters of empire claim as their own. AIDS too, emerged
at the end of this period, and so did the genocidal movement of
the CFC ban, which curbs availability of refrigeration in poor coun-
tries, and thereby kills people the quiet way. This is the timeframe
of horrors in which Judy Chicago intervened on the world scene,
against the growing wave of madness, exposing hypocrisy, nourishing
intimacy, and putting Love on the table. Of course we will never
know the depth of the effect of her work that has been seen by
hundreds of thousands. But we do know that the following decades
of the 1980s and 1990s were dead quiet in terms of new major
horrible initiatives being launched by empire to blacken the future
of mankind. So, maybe she did have a major effect. And why
shouldn't she have had such an effect? Love, after all, is power."

  "The real healing effects can only be measured in the way
the Peace of Westphalia is measurable," said the man. "This peace,
which resulted from a healing, followed the only peace treaty that
ever qualified for this title. It resulted when the Treaty of Westphalia
changed the world in 1648. One single idea of a profound principle
had ended 80 years of war, and when it did so it left no vanquished
and no victor behind. It simply created peace on the principle of
the advantage of the other. Peace was built on the recognition that
what is to the benefit of one is to the benefit of all, which was
therefore promoted by all. The signatories gave sovereignty to one
another, and forgave each other all the mistakes and debts of war.
They simply turned a page. The resulting treaty created a new
platform for living, a new peace, a new sense of humanity, and a
new sense of worth in society, even a new sense of Love."

  I raised my hand in approval. "In the years that followed,"
I said to the man, "a new quality of civilization emerged, built on
a new quality of culture and a profound new type of music. This
became the period of the great geniuses, the period of Johan Se-
bastian Bach, Franz Joseph Haydn, Amadeus Mozart, Ludwig von
Beethoven, and also Johannes Brahms. They all emerged in this
renaissance-light. Their music still lives on, and the treaty itself still
lives to some degree today as the backbone of modern civilization."

  "And that is how healing must be measured," the man cut
me off. "It must be measured in terms of a new and uplifted
foundation for living, and in living richer, and freer, and more
productively. Sure, the peace that was won in this period has been
wrecked again by traitors in high places, such as by the mad
Napoleon of the Illuminati, but the principle still stands, and the
platform for civilization that was taller than anything that stood
before, which the treaty created, still stands today."

  "And so I would suggest that Judy Chicago's work will likely
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remain standing on the same horizon, side by side with all contri-
butions of the ages for the healing of the world," I said to him.
"This tells me that a new age in the world may yet be in the
making, and it will be the age of a new covenant that mankind
makes with itself. The old covenant was a mistake. It makes no
sense that God, the Intelligence of the Universe, would say to a
people, 'look fellows I have goofed in my design of you, so please
apply an engineering change on you that mutilates you at your
deepest level, and if you do this you will become very special to
me and I will love you for it.' This, in essence, is the old covenant
of the circumcision that emerged in the mists of distant times. I
would say that this ancient proposition is an insult to God, a slan-
der of the Intelligence of the Universe. One day a New Covenant
of the type of Westphalia will replace the old covenant and society
will recover itself as free men. Love has the power to cause this
change to happen. This is the promise of Israel, the promise of the
Christ, the promise of Science, and it is the promise of Judy Chicago,
each taking a step forward with the promise for brighter times yet
to come."

  "Still, we can't afford to tarry on our laurels, and let things
slide even for a day," the man interjected. "We have tarried far too
long. One day of the healing being delayed too long, may bring the
day on which the world for living ends."

  "Archeology tells us civilization is a fragile thing," said I.
"We the Homosapien, as we are called, now recognize ourselves as
the eighth human species on the planet and the youngest of them,
with barely 200,000 years of age. All the previous species of man-
kind have become extinct during the roughly three million years of
the human journey. Homo erectus endured the longest with a track
record of well over a million years, but he also drifted into oblivion
like all the others have, and ground to an end probably during one
of the many ice ages. Our candidacy for following their lead is
presently rather strong, but Love also is a strong power, a power
for living boundlessly. Thus we have the potential today on the
strength of this power to be the first human species on the planet
on which the ice ages have no effect."

  "This means that we truly know where the pivotal point for
the solution is found, which we need to implement," said the man.
"Maybe this knowledge is enough. Maybe Love is all we need. Maybe
Love is all we can expect to have in terms of a healer and lib-
erator? Indeed do we need more than Love? Can we have more?"

  We agreed with a handshake that we have all what is needed
for the healing of the world.

  With this having been said, the man wished us both a
bright future, and with a fare well he left.

  I remained standing where we parted. I needed to stop and
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hold on to what was said. Eventually, slowly, I made my way back
to the conference.

  On the way back, while crossing a street, the giant Ostankino
Tower came into view. It seemed so remote now from this vantage
point, and also distant in other ways, as if the dinner that I had
shared there with Anton a thousand feet above the city just the
night before, had never really happened. It had ended as an ill-fated
adventure that had started with a sparkle of joy, but in the dark
as the night progressed, the lack of a healing had overshadowed
everything. Nevertheless I still saw her image in my mind as I
looked up to the tower. This image was still precious and probably
ever would be. I tried to figure out behind which of the rows of
windows in the sky our dinner meeting had taken place, which, so
it seemed that day, would likely never be possible again.
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Chapter 9 - The Byzantine Speech

  When I entered the conference hall the next day, to my
great surprise, I found my name on the conference schedule, tugged
at the end as the last speaker of the day. I was officially scheduled
to present my findings on the Thousand-Year Anniversary of the
Christianization of Russia. Anton had evidently more confidence in
me that I had myself. I was scared. I was totally unprepared for
this. Anton may have felt that I had made those presentations a
thousand times before, while the opposite was true. In real terms,
however, I realized with a shock that she was absolutely correct in
putting me on the podium. I needed to face this challenge. Russia
needed this. The world needed this. The very subject that she assigned
me to address, has at its core the most deeply rooted failure that
is reflected throughout the entire pyramid of failures that threatened
to smother civilization, and eventually kill it altogether. This went
deeper than the core of empire, all the way to the rape in which
empire itself, was born.

  "Here is your opportunity to speak about the man's list, the
list of the men of empire, the Illuminati," I heard a voice saying
from within me, as I took my seat. With this first reaction the
sudden realization gripped me that I was to be on the world stage
once more. I had the list of topics that I had discussed with the
man in the bar, still in my pocket, written on yellow paper, though
not the list of the names. That list had been burnt.

  Late that afternoon, when the time came for me to take the
long road down the isle to the podium, the voice countered me,
speaking urgently, "do not do this, Peter!" it said. I saw the Eng-
lishman, the self-declared "dissident" within the fold of empire, who
had frightened me, sitting in the audience. I saw him as I walked
by him on the way to the front. He looked at me. He might have
seen the yellow paper in my hand and recognized its origin. He
shook his head vigorously as I glanced back at him. He was not
smiling.

  I remembered another man as I walked on, from another
time and another situation. He too, hadn't been smiling at me that
day. Ross had called the man, "Willy the Rock," the rock on whom
the empire is anchored." He might have been a dissident too. I
began to laugh at myself when I remembered him, but this quickly
faded. I remembered the man's last words of warning just before we
had parted on that terrible night in Venice, just as the dawn was
breaking. He had given me a choice. He had suggested that it was
up to me, whether I would be contacted the next time by either
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my new master, or by my executioner.
  "Today is not the day for heroics," said the voice within.
  I put the yellow paper back into my coat pocket, looking

back briefly once more, at the Englishman. I saw him smile. I
pushed the yellow paper deep into the pocket.

  As I walked up the podium, I remembered what he had
said to me earlier. I was struck by how closely what he had said
resembled what I had said to Anton about the Byzantine system.
The Byzantine system was an Illuminati type system that had existed
a thousand years earlier, rooted in Rome, whose rulers had turned
Christianity upside down into the most potent weapon against it, in
the most-deep reaching rape on mankind of all times, that I rec-
ognized was still in progress.

  I realized that, while I could not speak about the Illuminati
directly, and their chokehold on the world, I could speak about it
in the context of Rome and the Byzantine system, and could thereby
touch on all the critical elements that I had addressed with the
Englishman. I realized that I was free to do this without too many
risks involved for him or myself. Hadn't the original Illuminati system
predated even Rome by a long way? The concept had been on the
table as far back in time as the age of Isaiah, who had lamented
the tragedy when Babylon, as Lucifer the star, fell from heaven.
Thus I determined to deliver a type of Byzantine speech that no
one would likely ever have heard before. Oh boy, did I have a
surprise in store for the assembly! I had it in my hand to deliver
a shock with the potential to cause an earthquake.

  "Dear friends," I said as I repositioned the microphone. "Russia
is commemorating a historic event of immense significance to the
entire world. It is celebrating the Thousand-Year Anniversary of the
Christianization of Russia. This thousand-year event celebrates the
extension of Rome into Russia in the year 988 by the conversion
of Prince Vladimir of a people known as the Russ, under the guiding
hand of the Patriarch of Constantinople, who brought the light of
the Orthodox Christian style of faith to Russia in order to lift the
people out of their primitive pagan living. Now, since this upcoming
celebration is a religious event, allow me the use of a religious term
here that has long roots in the Christian background, with many
changes in meaning attached over time. The term is, sin. The modern
equivalent for the terms, sin, is the term, rape. In the narrow sense,
rape defines an act of sexual assault that violates a person's body.
However, rape more deeply violates the soul, and the dignity of the
victim. It rips the soul out, so to speak. It tramples on it. It often
causes lifelong psychological consequences. The same happens in the
wider sense of rape, when only the soul is ripped out in processes
that violate a person's identity, humanity, and its power as a human
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being. And this is really what the upcoming celebration is all about.
  "It took mankind a long track of self-development to dis-

cover itself as human beings," I continued. "We discovered ourselves
as creators and producers. We recognized the existence of principles
in the Universe, and in our world, and have created platforms of
sciences and technologies to utilize these principles as a power in
our hands to vastly increase our quality of living, and also the
resources for it, even to the point that mankind can now support
itself with a world population that is five thousand times larger
than the primitive world had previously been able to support. In
the process of our inner development, we became creatures of culture,
art, literature, and so on. We took to the air and became able to
fly, not with the power of muscles, but with the power of tech-
nology and applied energy systems and the supporting sciences. We
have even become spacefarers. We went to the moon and brought
vehicles along to drive around on it. We have reached deep into the
Universe to discover its secrets in terms of the principles by which
it operates, in order to grasp the greater freedoms these principles
offer to us here on the Earth.

  "In the course of this ongoing self-discovery of mankind," I
continued, "one of society's greatest pioneers, of the greatest period
of scientific revolution, stood before the people and declared with
a demonstrated sense of realism attached to his words, that the
human being is in all essential aspects equal in quality with God,
reflecting in its essence the divine quality of Intelligence, Love,
recognizing Truth, expressing creativity - the very divinity of God
- with all of these all widely manifest in art, beauty, power, sub-
limity, discovery, understanding, and so on. He said to society in
countless different ways, that the human being is not born as a
slave to empire, as most people had allowed themselves to become
by corruption, but that mankind are instead the sons and daughters
of God, the offspring of God, endowed with divine powers, as they
have amply demonstrated to themselves. He put them miles above
empire, and out of the masters' hands.

  "As you all know," I continued, "no man or ruler or dynasty
had threatened Rome more deeply than this simple man has whom
the people called the Christ. For this, the masters of Rome killed
the man, but they couldn't kill the recognition of the truth that the
man had unleashed. Their murdering had failed, because the words
of truth that he had spoken, weren't rooted in the man, but in
every human heart and soul, which the man had merely activated.
In this sense the martyrdom of Jesus became the culminating rape
of Pharisaism, a rape on itself. It rent the veil of the temple of all
ancient religions. The rape revealed the false foundations and super-
structures of empire and all superficial religion that empire had
build its ugly thrones on. The rape of Pharisaism tore the veil from
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bigotry. It exposed the superstition that empire was built on, and
their coverings. It opened the sepulchre of time with the rise of a
new humanity that may be termed, divine Science. Its essence came
to light as immortality and Love. Rome had not only failed. It had
raped itself. It let its impotence hang out like a shingle over the
gateway to its palaces. Its impotence quickly became an embarrass-
ment to it. The more the masters of the rape murdered the Chris-
tians in their circuses, to quell the voice of the truth, the louder
the voice of the truth became, as it spread across the land and
illumined the human landscape, and then echoed through the ages.

  "In response to the failure of Rome, that became a rape
upon itself, the Pharisees of Rome, who called themselves Emperors,
then turned their rage of rape against the truth itself. They discov-
ered that they could rape society more deeply, in a grand orgy of
ripping the truth out of their very heart and soul by simply turning
the truth upside down. For this the rulers of Rome resorted to the
age-old tradition of corrupting the recognition of the truth in so-
ciety, by means of ideological inversion. They resorted to the origi-
nal sin of Pharisaism, the subtle corruption of the universal status
of man. And so, instead of fighting it, its masters began to embrace
Christianity in a compromised form that was designed to destroy it,
and destroy mankind inwardly in the process. The compromise de-
manded a fundamental modification. It turned the lateral relationship
between God and man, that Jesus had exemplified as the Christ,
into a vertical relationship that has put God and Truth into the
infinite sky, and far out of reach for the common society, which
itself, it placed in the same breath onto the lowest level of a
person's self-perception, equal with the dust of the earth. And in-
between it placed Jesus as an intermediary to determine for society
what the truth is. Of course, since Jesus was dead, as they had
killed the man, the role of the intermediary was assumed by the
masters of empire. Rome thereby became the first historic citadel of
elitism in a grand, and still ongoing rape that ripped the soul out
of mankind and continues to do this.

  "This deep sin of Rome that ultimately destroyed Rome from
within, became the religion of Rome," I continued. "It also became
the religion of the Byzantine Empire, a type of branch office of
Rome that had split itself off from Rome, and had maintained itself
a bit longer in its royal isolation in the distant looting ground
centered on the Black Sea with its wide-open access to the heart
of Russia. Just as Rome was built on a grand rape, Byzantine was
a child of that rape. It perpetuated it. It exemplified it. It ruled
by it. And it exported it to subdue the cultures on the paths of
its looting enterprises. The patent for this rape became known as
the Eastern Orthodox Christianity. The Byzantine Empire survived
long past the collapse of Rome, because its capital, Constantinople,
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is the logistical hub to the greatest looting ground that any of the
old empires ever had. By its access to the great rivers that flow into
the Black Sea, it had access to much of Eastern Europe, and nearly
all of Russia via the Volga. Along the routes of this 'trade' the rape
of Rome was exported to Russia, that thereby became a surrogate
empire itself. The word surrogate appears to reflect a sense of
surrender. That is how the so-called Christianization of Russia began
a thousand years ago. Russia saw itself against this background as
becoming the Third Rome, which it may have been promised to
become, but never became, nor would have been allowed to become.
Rome had developed its dominance on the axis of it being a finan-
cia l  power,  by which i t  became the loot ing engine of  the
Mediterranian basin. The perverted Christianity that had put God
into the sky, and mankind into the dust, and the elite in between,
served the financial looting enterprise well, that became the heart
that increasingly defined the nature of empire. Russia didn't fit this
role, because it had a population to maintain with a certain com-
mitment to real economics, while empire in its ideal state doesn't
have to shoulder this burden. On this basis, Venice established itself
as an 'ideal' empire, operating from the offshore mud flats at the
edge of the Adriatic Sea. With no one but itself to support, the
Venetian Empire became the Third Rome, which effectively looted
almost all of Europe, Northern Africa, and Southern Asia, to as far
as it could reach. Venice raped the world to the extend of its reach
until its power collapsed under the weight of its looting, and under
the cultural and religious warfare that it required to sustain its
looting enterprises. Under the threat of the Golden Renaissance, the
Venetian Empire relocated its heart to the Netherlands as the new
and reformed Venice. The New Venice was ideologically founded by
Palo Sarpi and was given a wider horizon than it ever had. From
the Netherlands, the new Venetian Empire invaded England under
the leadership of William of Orange, whereby London became the
Third Rome. It wasn't that England became an empire. The new
empire became a private corporation, the East India Trading Com-
pany, in the tradition of the old Venetian model, of existing as a
small elite entity with nothing to maintain but itself. On this basis
the corporation was free to loot the world with no responsibility to
anyone, except to itself. England, its government, and even the Crown,
all became subservient to the elite status of empire, the World
Corporation, and they still are so today, with the entire world
increasingly becoming subservient to it likewise. Ironically, the foun-
dation for this entire worldwide looting enterprise, called empire,
remains to this very day the Roman perversion of Christianity that
defined society as impotent and worthless, and defined the elite as
God, functionally. This is what Russia is celebrating with its upcoming
Thousand-Year Anniversary of the Christianization of Russia. It is
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celebrating the foundation for the doom of the world and its own
doom. It is celebrating the beginning of the end of civilization. It
is celebrating the unfolding flood of a great sin that began unfolding
in layers upon layers of immensely deep-reaching rape. In this rape,
the sin of elitism remains rooted to the very day. It became the
foundation for every form of empire, great and small, now and then.
While Russia never allowed itself to sink so low to become a real
empire, the rape of mankind the Rome engineered, that is the heart
of empire, still controls Russia. It also controls America. It threatens
America, because America is a threat to it as the only nation state
republic on the planet, which America may not be much longer.

  "America was founded by the pioneers of the renaissance
ideal, who refused to yield to the raping of Rome that rendered
mankind as equal with the dust of the Earth," I continued. "America
was built by rebels against Rome, or more specifically, the Third
Rome that London became. The founding of America was a pioneer-
ing effort of mankind breaking away from its slavery under the
thumb of empire. On this path the American pioneers launched a
revolution in economics that became in due course the foundation
for the founding of the USA. The revolution in economics became
the world's first formal overturning of the rape of Rome. It all
started in the Bay Colony of Massachusetts where the settlers there
needed an iron works to support their growing agricultural base, and
the economy supporting it. In order to get the iron works built, the
people issued to themselves credit scrip - a type of promissory
investment into themselves that became fungible as money by the
productive power of the enterprise that was thereby created. On this
basis, the more they built for themselves, the richer and more
prosperous the society became. They staged a new platform that
started a revolution in economics. They probably said to themselves,
who needs to go begging to the money bags of the empire, we are
human beings, we can do better, we can live without being looted
by the debt machine. They built the greatest iron works in the
world, at the time, as a commitment to themselves. However, in
real terms, probably without even realizing this, they did far more
than what meets the eye. They created for the first time in history
a platform on which a society can exist independent of the rape of
empire. Never before had a society developed itself the means to
free itself from the moneybags of empire, the monetarism that is
choking society. And the bay society had done this by simply raising
itself out of the dust that Rome had put it into, and far above it,
even to divine height of dignity and worth. Of course, the empire
machine intervened in due course and stomped the Bay Colony's
credit system into the ground. However, they couldn't stop the new
Christ idea of the worth and dignity of man, and society's power
for creating development credits for itself. The revolution in eco-
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nomics that was thereby created, in due course, powered the revo-
lution that founded the USA as a republic committed to the uni-
versal welfare of society as a whole. The foundation of the USA is
therefore in principle the complete opposite of the old empire model
in which an elite oligarchy loots the world with a commitment that
is limited only to itself. Naturally, the empire machine intervened
again to crush the rebel that America became. It launched wars and
subversions from within, to stomp the Spirit of America back into
the ground, and it did succeed after 138 years of assassinations,
sabotage and countless forms of rape, and with the aid of many
traitors who eventually gave America's money and credit-rights back
to the masters of empire on what became thereby the blackest day
in modern history, on the 23rd of December in 1913, with the
passing of the Federal Reserve Act. America's period of freedom and
independence ended on this day. Russia never had such a period of
freedom and independence. It struggled hard towards it, but it was
never able to shed the millstone of the rape of Rome that was hung
around its neck under the Byzantine system, which kept society at
a low status subjected under elitism, rather than being raised to its
native divine height of worth in its corresponding self-development.
Russia was built on the worker and peasant mentality, rather than
on man as a creator, and a producer with a thousand hands by
means of energy intensive and largely automated technological proc-
esses. This millstone that came through Byzantine, was later in-
creased in weight by the empire's injection of communism that Marx
and Engels gave their name to. It created the Soviet Union, but by
its heavy weight it threatens to collapse the Soviet Union from
within. The long tentacles of elitism, that the modern empire is
founded on, and has spread across the world from its hellhole in
London under many different names, have poisoned the Russian
landscape, just as it is increasingly poisoning the American landscape
under its CIA's pet project, launched in 1950, called the Project For
Cultural Freedom. Cultural freedom means, freedom from culture,
since culture IS freedom. It therefore means that America has be-
come subjected to a forced return to the original rape of Rome that
forced mankind into the dust of the earth and elevated the elite to
the status of God. Under this project for restoring the rape of
Rome, America is on the fast rack of dying as a nation. The masters
of empire, the masters of elitism, created the same conditions in
Russia with the imposition of communism, that became its Trojan
horse to crush Russia. Since Russia was able to survive this rape to
some degree, and rescue itself under the mantle of the Soviet Union,
the empire poison is now at work to destroy the Soviet Union from
within, towards the ultimate subjugation of Russia. Only this time,
the goal is not to create a surrogate of empire as in the days
before, during the Byzantine era, but to enslave it, to loot it, and
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to murder its population under the depopulation mantra.
  "This is the rape that Russia has been coerced to celebrate,"

I continued my speech. "It is coerced to celebrate the tragic day
when this rape was brought upon it, that it had not been able to
rescue itself from, as indeed the world itself has not been able to
do, in spite of some rather heroic attempts to create a world of
freedom. Russia has suffered under this rape for a thousand years
already with a record of endurance and resilience that no other
nation of the world can match. This demonstrated power to survive,
of course, is worthy a celebration. But this isn't the kind of cel-
ebration that is on the agenda, is it? The celebration is of a dif-
ferent kind, the Roman kind. The Roman celebration of its Chris-
tianity became symbolized by the man Jesus nailed to the cross, a
symbol of the power of Rome. In time this symbol of the power
of Rome, its rat campaign, has become displayed in every Christian
Church around the world, for its depressing message that tells so-
ciety that it is but a worm with no power at all against the elite.
The prime symbol of the church does not celebrate the risen Christ,
but the power of empire as a rapist. It celebrates its success in
squashing the Christ truth. It celebrates its arrogance that has turned
the past two millennia into a string of dark ages that became a lost
period in the development of civilization. If Rome had never raised
its ugly head, mankind would likely have stood on the moon in the
800s already, and have made the solar system its second home by
now, and uplifted the Earth to become a renaissance world with
such a brightness of productive power that the impending return of
the Ice Age wouldn't have an effect on human living, which is
presently very much in danger of it without that renaissance. If the
church had intended to celebrate the risen Christ in a new renais-
sance for humanity, its symbolism would be different. It would be
something akin to what Salvador Dally presented in his painting of
the Last Supper, which is dominated by an image of the profound
rising of man, and of a new mankind. But this didn't happen. In-
stead of celebrating the dawn of the freedom of mankind, the Roman
symbol for Christianity celebrates the cross, the brutalizing of man-
kind under the boot of the fascism of empire, and its raping of
mankind. In like manner is Russia now encouraged to celebrate the
beginning of its dark ages, and its own tragedy, in the shadow of
the same rape. I must therefore caution Russia to think carefully
about what it is celebrating with its Thousand-Year Anniversary of
the Christianization of Russia. It may be celebrating a tragedy of
grand rape under the guise of the dawn of freedom."

  My presentation came off better than I had hoped for. I
even intertwined the Illuminate with the tragedy of Russia, and with
threads of the satanic enterprises that the Englishman had laid out
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for me, though without saying a word about the Illuminati-brand of
Satanism, the satanic rituals, and the light of Lucifer, which the
Englishman had referred to as the name for darkness, disguised as
'Illuminati.' I focused also on what I had said to Anton about the
nature of the trap that Russia had been drawn into, referring spe-
cifically to the mental sewers of Byzantine orthodoxy, where the
foundation of civilization was turned upside down, which then became
reflected in the Soviet system. I even dared to point out that the
same basic perversion by the original Roman rape, had been liberally
loaded into the Marxian Trojan Horse that Lenin and Trotzky had
been paid to deliver to Russia, and to 'revolutionize' Russia with,
meaning, to rape Russia more deeply with it than Byzantine already
had. I pointed out that without Russia being aware of it, Marx and
Engels had both been Illuminati agents, actively shaping the course
of history on the wide scene of the greater raping by empire of the
nations of the world, and that this grand rape had its beginning in
the historic rape by Rome on mankind.

  I added that the Church itself had been a victim at the
hands of Rome, and that its perversion had not been by choice. I
was certain that the Church leaders of the time had been given the
same options in those early days that I had been given in Venice,
in the dark of the night on the promenade of Venice facing the
island of Lido, listening to the marching orders of Willy the Rock.
I pointed out to the audience that I had been raped that night.

  Near the end of my speech, I summarized what I said, by
pointing out in unmistakable terms that there exist only two models
for people relating to one another, the vertical model and the lateral
model, which are mutually exclusive. "No other models exist or are
possible," I said to the audience. I pointed out that both are natural
models.

  I said that the natural vertical model is the model for our
discovering the truth, even the divine Truth that we see reflected
throughout the Universe. I pointed out that science operates as a
vertical model in which our development unfolds, where we discover
our riches as a human society in a process that is reflecting increas-
ingly the divine nature of the human being. Then I pointed out that
the lateral model is about responding to the Truth in our living, as
we find in it the reflection of the reality of our being.

  "If we know the Truth that is reflected in our humanity,"
I said, "and in respecting the Truth as our truth, we find ourselves
standing side by side with one-another on a lateral platform that
reflects the Principle of Universal Love, because it is an element of
Truth that underlies the human dimension. I said that there is no
choice involved at this level. "The Truth is the truth," I said. "We
don't make the universal Truth, true. It just is. God is Truth. The
Universe is Truth. We can only acknowledge its reflection in us and
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draw from it our renaissance."
  And I pointed out that we are not there yet, and to get

there, we have the power within us to utilize the tool of science.
"Science is a vertical process, to bring to light the lateral nature of
reality," I said. "Science, through discovery, reason, honesty, and
integrity, is our open door to understanding Truth and the Infinite
and Boundless, the All-in-all. This is the reason why scientific and
technological development is progressive. All of this renders science
the upper part of the vertical model where civilization is rooted.
Here I warned that there is a lower part to the vertical model that
represents the exact opposite of science."

  I called the lower part of the vertical model, the mental
sewer, where everything that is real is turned upside down, where
the top-down domination of mankind is the rule that puts mankind
into the dust of the Earth and Truth out of reach, with an inter-
mediary in the middle that dominates mankind with lies conjured up
for private profit.

  "Rape is the rule below the moral line where scientific
recognition trails out to the zero-level," I said emphatically. "Who-
ever drops below this line becomes a participant in the countless
processes of rape that unfold in the shadow of the various rages of
insanity."

  I pointed out that at the crossing point, and below the
moral line, the model of the sewer begins, where the song is heard,
'In lies we trust!' which is the song of the sewer rats that are found
deep in the lowest part of the vertical model, below the moral line
and far from scientific development.

  "There, at the deepest end of the vertical model, the model
becomes a scene of Satanism, imperialism, and monetarism," I said.
"This is the cherished world of the sewer rats, a world that they
proclaim to be the temple of the Light of Lucifer, the fallen star
that turned the light of heaven into the fire of hell. Rome was by
this definition a satanic enterprise. Its arenas became the original
killing fields for entertainment, rich with human sacrifices on an
ever-greater scale. Its military legions became satanic soldiers, who
inspired the term, fascism. True to their sewer status, they became
killers, empty human beings, mere shells without a soul, mere faces
- the 'faces' of fascism. They became satanic killers by design, as
much as their masters were, each seeking the Light of Lucifer, the
power to rape mankind with the power of heaven, each in its own
way, even while its imagined light doesn't exist in the real world.
If it did exist, Rome would have remained. The mythical 'light of
darkness' inspired a reaching for riches that are hollow, a grasping
for power that is impotence in disguise. And so Rome fell by its
own sword, as the sword is always recursive. And this, my friends,
is what Byzantine became. That is what Russia has it roots in as
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it celebrates the Thousand-Year Anniversary of it. By the rape of
Rome Russia is doomed and will die if the rape is not blocked. The
entire world finds itself increasingly linked to the same root."

  I pointed out, that the Soviet Union is about to celebrate
Russia's thousand year subjugation to a satanic systemic rape, which
is reflected to some degree in the political structure of the Soviet
Union, as well as in many governments in the West, including the
USA in modern times. "This is the model for war and nuclear war,
and for all the fascist imperial structures that support this rape," I
said emphatically, hoping to wake somebody up. "The rape of
mankind flows out from this sewer of satanic rape. And it is satanic,
as the atomic bomb illustrates that was created as a terror weapon,
and was illustrated so over two living cities. I pointed out that,
with mankind still living under this model, no one on the planet
is secure, much less free, East or West, rich or poor.

  I explained that the other model, the lateral model, is the
model that reflects the Principle of Universal Love, which is to
some degree reflected in the General Welfare Principle of the Fed-
eral Constitution of the USA. I said that this Constitution was a
gem created in a time when science and truth meant something to
society. "Those days are no more," I said sadly. "America is increas-
ingly subjected to an orgy of elitism that was the keystone in the
original rape by Rome of mankind. Elitism thrives when society
looses its heart and soul, and enslaves itself to masters standing
above it. The American republic was founded as a free society, but
it soon lost its soul in the first grand rape against it with the rise
of the political party-system orgy. America became divided to its
very core by this yielding to the party-system, and isolated from
itself by its division, which superceded its humanity. For as long as
America remains subjected to the rape of the party system, it has
no hope to reclaim its self-designed prosperity. Civilization cannot
flourish in the shadow of rape, and society prosper. By accepting the
rape and tolerating it to the point of even celebrating it, America
has trashed its Constitution that has no provision for partisan divi-
sion, which the oligarchic society of America increasingly regards as
but a 'dam piece of paper' that limits the fascism of its greed. The
American people are not yet singing this song openly, but they are
acting that way. Their actions are their glaring testimonies of their
bowing to this rape upon their soul. And I see the same tragedy
happening in the Soviet Union, too," I added. "Its leaders speak the
words of communism, but their actions reflect fascism and imperi-
alism. In either world the lateral model is rarely implemented
anymore, even though it is the model of every renaissance. If we
want to have another renaissance - even if we want to survive on
this planet - the lateral model becomes indispensable. This means
that the party system, with which society rapes itself, has to stop.
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The rule by elitism needs to give way to society's self-government
by constitutional principles and the universal equality in society.
Government by power blocks is simply rape. Even government by
compromise versus the truth, is a form of rape."

  I pointed out, that the lateral model was once implemented
in a small way for a brief span of time by the America President
Franklin Delanor Roosevelt, and by a few other pioneers before him,
like Alexander Hamilton and Abraham Lincoln, and President Kennedy
in later years. "These pioneers were all murdered in orgies of rape
for their commitment to even remotely approximating the lateral
model."

  I explained that the lateral model is the model that Christ
Jesus illustrated in his parable of the Samaritan. It is a model of
relationships that represents the universal marriage of mankind as
human beings, which is the only existing platform for universal
freedom on the whole front, politically, economically, socially, and
religiously. I explained that Franklin Delanor Roosevelt had made it
his goal to aid all the nations of the world to acquire this freedom.
He envisioned a postwar period that would be free of colonialism,
fascism, slavery, poverty, and persecution; which would be achieved
on the basis of world-wide economic development, cultural develop-
ment, educational development, and also technological, scientific, and
spiritual development. I pointed out that in almost all times of great
tragedy in our nation, courageous leaders had implemented the lat-
eral model as a way for getting out of the trap of being raped. To
the degree to which they were able to do this, they achieved as-
tonishing results. I suggested that it should surprise no one that the
great renaissance leaders were promptly assassinated by the ruling
empire of their time in orgies of rape that are typical outcomes of
satanic madness.

  I suggested that it wasn't revenge for which these pioneer
leaders were killed, that instead the reason, was fear. The imperials
feared the freedom of mankind, and still do. And as of old, they
responded with rape on society in the form of war and assassination.
In the light of a clean, rape-free environment, erupting with renais-
sance policies, such as are inherent in the American Constitution,
society will invariably create itself the kind of universally rich world
in which empires cannot exist.

  I pointed out that in a lateral renaissance world, empires
have no place. "The doors to looting are closed permanently in a
high-level science-based renaissance world. Society then issues itself
the needed financial credits for its self-development, for its advanced
industrialization, for advanced infrastructures, free housing, free sci-
entific education, science free of lies, and high-energy technologies
that enable the transformation of the world.

  I suggested that this credit-society principle that has society
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investing in itself, especially in the form of providing itself free
housing on a universal platform, would be hard to understand for
European society, since the European society has been dominated for
almost its entire history by the monetarist looting system of the
Venetian financier oligarchy that has its roots in the Roman and
Byzantine Empires, so that Europe existed almost for its entire history
in the shadow of the rape of mankind by Rome and it psychological
warfare machine, the church, whereby mankind stood subjected to
the empire's fear-driven rage that it unleashed to maintain itself as
empire, for which no principle exists.

  I pointed out, that Russia was likewise drawn into this anti-
humanist sphere, and in this case by two forces. One force was the
Byzantine religion spreading from Constantinople. The other force
was created in the workshops of the British Empire, which became
the modern Venetian Empire where communism was invented by
Karl Marx as an agent of empire, and was presented to Russia as
the Empire's Trojan Horse designed to destroy Russia from within.
I said to the assembly that it was a miracle that the Soviet Union
had survived on these two premises, being raped from all sides, as
it were. I also warned once more that the Soviet Union was in
danger of collapsing under the pressure of these two raping ele-
ments. I suggested that Russia had fallen into the trap of these
premises just as America and Western Europe had likewise fallen
into this trap.

  I pointed out that the upcoming Thousand Year Anniversary
Celebration of the Christianization of Russia would not be a celebra-
tion of the real face of Christianity that champions the Principle of
Universal Love, but that it would instead celebrate a perversion of
Christianity that became a form of rape lasting a thousand years in
evermore intense forms.

  I pointed out clearly, that with its spiritual root located in
the Byzantine Empire, the kind of Christianity that Russia had re-
ceived was thereby a perversion of Christianity, a perversion that
puts God, or Truth, far out of reach, and mankind into the dust
of the Earth, and puts in-between the two poles a mediator that
tells mankind what the face of Truth is. I repeated that the role
of the mediator had been assigned to the Christ, in principle, but
since the Christ had been murdered and was dead, the role of the
mediator had been self-claimed by the ruling elite of Rome. I re-
peated that this inverted vertical system is the most perfect imperial
model, whose song it became, 'in lies we trust,' furnishing a model
that enabled total domination, total thought-control, that forced the
unquestioning subjugation of society to the imperial dictates that
became labeled as the Truth, and thereby literally, the word of God.
Thus Russia was raped for a thousand years and Europe for twice
as long.
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  I suggested that Russia should not celebrate its roots in that
model, but celebrate its roots in the lateral model, the model of
mankind's universal humanity, which is the real Christian model, the
model of the Christ that reflects the Principle of Universal Love
instead of universal rape.

  I also suggested that major advances in science would be
required for mankind to recognize itself as inherently rooted in the
lateral model where everyone exists side by side, reflecting the Spirit
of the Universe and its principles that are not antagonistic to one
another, but are harmonizing to create and shape the Universe. I
suggested that these principles are reflected in mankind's lateral model
where God and man, men and women, king and pauper, American
and Russian, and so on, exist in a horizontal domain where all are
of equal in quality and in value. I suggested that if such a foun-
dation was built, it would immediately launch the 'Treaty of Man-
kind' to supercede the 1648 'Treaty of Westphalia' that presently still
stands as the tallest platform for civilization. It would be a treaty
by mankind with itself, as a commitment to live without empire,
for all times to come.

  I suggested to the people of the assembly that their nations
must choose which model shall determine their future, whether it
be the lateral model of universal worth, or the vertical model of
perpetual rape in the imperial sewer, with perpetual war, perpetual
looting, resulting in imperial poverty, slavery, and no freedom for
society, except the freedom to be raped evermore, and to rape in
turn.

  I suggested also that in the time before us the nations
would act more wisely and choose the lateral model of the Principle
of Universal Love, supported by scientific and technological progress,
that assures mankind a New Renaissance with spiritual freedoms,
where rape becomes an impossibility.

  I accepted a few questions afterwards. Most questions were
accusations rather than questions. The most explosive accusation was
that I was promoting polygamy with the Principle of Universal Love,
by suggesting that there is such a thing as the lateral model that,
based on the Principle of Universal Love, unfolds the boundless
universal marriage of all mankind as a reflection of our common
humanity and as the reality of our being. The accusation was so
sharply and arrogantly worded that I was inclined not to respond.
It was pointed out that polygamy is illegal in most parts of the
world.

  At this point I did respond. "Aren't we all human beings
together, and divine beings as the same time?" I asked. "There is no
division and no separation. The master of Christianity, whom the
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people of his time have called the Christ, called himself both the
son of God and the son of man, leaving no ground in the wake,
for division and isolation, and related games, much less for the
inflated version of it as polygamy. No games, but Love. Love plays
no games. This spiritual fact that we all reflect in our heart and
soul, binds us closer to one another than anything that we can
establish artificially. This fact needs to be honored. Tragically, we
deny it by playing our little games, which have their place and their
purpose to a point, but which keep us and our love confined to
the smallest possible denominator, while they should be but seed-
kernels for a grander humanity - a spiritual institution that struc-
turally serves as a center for boundless development and universal
embracing. But that's not polygamy, far from it. The very name of
polygamy, or poly-gaming projects, suggests an underlying ruling
insanity of playing multiple games, multiple levels deep, by which
the freedoms of the human being diminish evermore and the con-
sequences of playing the confining games are multiplied. But by
acknowledging the already existing universal marriage of all mankind
with one-another, by our common humanity, the games that we play
with each other's life become diminished. There is a need to curtail
the game playing, instead the freedom of our humanity, which is the
freedom to be in Love with one-another, universally."

  I pointed out in answering the accuser that there is actually
no fundamental difference between monogamy and polygamy, since
both of these forms of marriage are but variation of the same
limiting 'game' that is itself rooted in the imperial vertical model
where society is controlled by doctrines rather than by acknowledged
Principle and Truth, leading thereby to things artificial that keep
society small and self-confined and more easily raped by the rulers.
I explained that the reality of our universal marriage as human
beings does not abolish the family, and the marriage concept, but
widens it and makes it more precious, so that we begin to honor,
support, cherish, and love one another on an ever-widening scale.

  "Universal marriage as the reality of our being, unfolds in
the lateral model of Truth that supports no games, but reflects the
natural outflow of loving that embraces the whole of humanity by
which we enrich and support one-another, and thereby create a
civilization. It peels away the games of communism, private mon-
etarism, ravishing slavery, the imperial looting of nations, the profit
engines called war that grind civilization into dust, and other kinds
of facets of the universal self-isolation of society from each other
in the flow of these confining games that often become grand rape.

  "Our world is dying," I said emphatically. "It is dying, because
we no longer live in the real world, but live isolated from it in
our ever-smaller private enclaves behind fences erected by greed of
countless types. That's the growing cancer that's been seeded by the
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imperial vertical model where rape is the game," I said, "just like
in years to come radioactive uranium dust from dirty uranium bombs
and munitions will seed biological cancers all over the world by the
millions of cases, as has already been planned.

  I also pointed out that the accuser who regards universal
Love as polygamy, was obviously not aware that polygamy is actually
the most widely form of marriage practiced throughout the world,
both on the social level and on the political level. "Of more than
1,200 societies that researchers have studied," I said, "48% were open
to polygamy in principle, and vastly more were the same in practice,
mostly secretly by extramarital adventures, or prostitution, or rape,
and so on. And politically, every country that operates under the
imperial vertical model, the sewer model, is likewise married to
multiple masters. In the case of Russia for example, we see a Russia
that is married to a communist ideology that is designed to bestow
a certain dignity to the common man, while it is also married to
the imperial masters that impel it to comply with imperial objec-
tives, such as the Ogarkov Plan for winning a nuclear first strike
against the West. Russia is ruled in addition by a fascist dictatorship
in the form of a police state apparatus that terrorizes the popula-
tion, instead of maintaining security. We, in the West, operate simi-
larly, perhaps not so much at home, but definitely all over the
world, whenever a nation is poor, weak, and easy to rape, politically
and economically. The nations of the world are thereby controlled
by numerous games all running simultaneously. Some games are for
power, some for political control, some for financial domination,
some for imperial objectives, some for ideological objectives, some
for creating terror, some for private looting, some for military terror,
some for environmental terror, some for religious control, and the
list goes on and on. Our society has become married to so many
ideologies and institutions, each with its own game attached, that
the truth falls by the wayside and gets lost in the quest for power,
where even the loving for one another is lost, which by design
should flow from the Truth, specifically the truth that we are all
human beings with a universal humanity."

  A questioner responded immediately to what I said, when I
stopped speaking, before I even had a chance to invite another
question. He said that he could agree with some of it, except for
one aspect that he said is untrue. He pointed out gently that the
name Lucifer represents a principle, that he termed the Principle of
Evil. He explained that Lucifer wields a power over mankind in
opposition to God, who, though he cannot win against God, is able
to maximize the suffering mankind has to go through before man-
kind can beat him in his game. He called evil a power equal to
God, or in principle, though entropic in nature as its power is being
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drained away by human suffering. "Was your omitting this crucial
fact, an oversight?" he said.

  "It wasn't an oversight," I said. "The basis on which I see
this issue," I said, "is the simple fact that the physical and
astrophysical Universe is built on principles that are not contrary to
each other, nor isolated from each other, but are harmonizing to-
wards a 'product of intention' which simply is the existence of the
Universe. If this is the fundamental platform of the Universe, then
it is expressed in all aspects universally, which is the nature of
Principle. On the universal platform entropy is not a principle, even
though it is so regarded as the second law of thermodynamics. Nor
can one speak of spiritual entropy when the very nature of the
living world is growth, unfoldment, and development. The Lucifer
concept, the concept of the star that fell from heaven, is an ancient
myth that was cleverly applied in modern time as a part of the
Illuminati ideology of the Rothschild banking empire, instigated by
Mayer Rothschild back in the 1700s, to serve as a battering ram
against the moralist standpoint of Christianity that was deemed a
hindrance to the profiteering and looting enterprises of 'business' as
he saw it. The suffering of mankind, therefore, that is mythically
attached to the name Lucifer, the devil, or Satan, was not imposed
by the satanic Lucifer as by a power, but results from mankind's
foolish subjection to the rule of empire and its self-serving inten-
tions without regard to anyone, which matches the concept of evil
by the consequences that result."

  "What "Christianity are you talking about?" said the ques-
tioner. He pointed out that Lucifer has been a core part of Catholic
teaching from the inception of the New Testament on, and asked
if Jesus was never tempted by Lucifer, and if the Apostles were
wrong in referencing to him. He asked what else in the New
Testament I would regard as irrelevant rubbish then, needing to be
stripped out, and how the Catholic Church could be fundamentally
wrong about its core teachings. "Is there no Trinity, now?" he said.
"Will there be no Last Judgement?" He called my presentation "a
New Age conception that advances the wicked's cause, by rendering
the suffering of the world inexplicable." He said that Lucifer's re-
bellion explains why there is evil in the world; why we fell from
Eden; and why the "principle of oligarchy " is a "unifying field."
Then he asked, how else the world conspiracy could function if evil
did not have a common source offering a logically valid alternative
to human cognitive liberation. "You are wrong about Lucifer," he
asserted. "Universal evil exists and it wants to kill us. The Eye of
Sauron is watching."

  "The Christianity that I am talking about," I responded to
the questioner, "is the original Christ concept that Rome had per-
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secuted, but which, after the persecution had not yielded the desired
effect, was adapted in an inverted version. Christ Jesus defined himself
as both the Son of God and the son of man, thereby creating a
unifying oneness that gave a divine status to mankind, a concept
that Rome feared. Rome changed this beautiful lateral relationship
into a vertical one that put God, or Truth, into the infinite heaven
and out of reach, and man into the dust of the ground with the
animals, and in-between a mediator, Jesus, and that since Jesus had
been killed, the various priests, emperors, and popes have all as-
sumed that role, creating thereby a perfect model for empire based
on the vertical concept named the Trinity. This pervaded Christian-
ity became the Eastern Orthodox Christianity through the Byzantine
Empire, and via the Holy Sea, the Catholic Church. Yes, many
fundamental 'errors in doctrine' became adapted on this path by the
Catholic Church and many others.

  "If there ever was a principle of evil, this perversion would
be it," I said. "If the Lucifer concept was not mythological, but was
instead real, mankind would have no hope, and it would be absurd
for it to try to raise itself out of the sewer of empire and its
looting machine, and its war, fascism, and as of late, its depopula-
tion demands. But mankind does have a choice, because Lucifer is
a myth. This choice is evident in every renaissance that ever was,
when the rule of empire became broken. The rule of empire was
reestablished, because the root of the principles of renaissance did
not reach deep enough. Of course there were countless other factors
involved, such as corruption, etc. Indeed, the Lucifer myth is one
of the corrupting factors.

  "The Lucifer myth is a powerful one for brainwashing so-
ciety, to get it not to raise its head and reach for the freedom that
is inherent in the humanity of man," I said. "The myth says that
evil happens in the world by degree of Lucifer, such as the right
of an oligarchy to loot society, and that its inflicted suffering is
thereby divinely imposed. What a cruel indictment is that, of man-
kind?

  "Indeed, Christ Jesus did refer frequently to something that
he called Satan or devil," I said. "If you look to the examples that
one finds in the Bible, one finds the terms Satan or devil used in
conjunction with argumentation against false beliefs. When we are
told that he spoke of a person whom Satan has bound, we might
say in modern language that someone is possessed with monetarism,
or with guns for security, or with an inferiority complex. We are
also told that Jesus was tempted by the devil on several occasions.
Who isn't tempted today to respond to invalid suggestions in the
mind, like taking another drink before hitting the road, and so on,
or indeed to submit to a sense of personal impotence, the lure of
vice, the temptation of greed? If the dividing line between principle
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and morality is obscured by convention and shallow perception,
scientific analysis often guides the way in a process that frequently
becomes a silent dialog with oneself leading to higher ground and
healing. At the leading edge of scientific development one is always
in conversation with oneself in searching for answers, as to how
universal principles apply.

  "In this sense only, Lucifer is a factor of evil," I said to the
questioner. "It stands as a factor of belief that disables rational
responses to critical situations. Here the tragedies begin. Why would
anyone bother to defend mankind, or oneself, when evil is imposed
by a higher power? Why shouldn't empire cheat, steal, and murder
when Lucifer decrees it as the guiding star by its principle. Why
would anyone even try to resist evil and eradicate empire then, and
free mankind? If this mind-disabling rape, called Lucifer, is not
removed, the return of the Ice Age that may already be on the near
horizon, will surely get us all, as it disables 90% of the world's
agriculture, since nobody will be inspired then to create new infra-
structures for our food supply, such as putting it afloat into the
tropics, or into indoor facilities with artificial environments. In this
sense, the Lucifer question is a critical question for all mankind, and
the answer needs to be, to get rid of the mythological concept
before it kills us all. Hasn't this false concept caused too much
suffering in the world already, that society foolishly clings to?"

  The questioner responded with saying that the church is
opposing Lucifer, because it is the will of the One God for it to
do so, suggesting that God, being more powerful than Lucifer, would
win in the end, so that the only question that remains is how much
misery and frustration mankind will yet have to endure until God's
victory is won. He suggested by cutting ourselves off from the
historical train by denying the validity of the church, is a good way
to help maximize that frustration and misery in the world. He
suggested that mankind's recognition of the inherent power of evil
does not imply that demoralization must follow, but forces instead
the understanding upwards, by which it progresses against evil, as
had been done in fight against evil in the Dark Ages, the Middle
Ages, or during the Renaissance. He pointed out that in all three
times the doctrines of Catholic Church were ascendant. He pointed
out that the only original Christ concept that we have, were all
conveyed to us through the Catholic Church with its Apostolic
succession and its composition of the Holy Bible, and that no other
avenues did exist for conveying what Christ had said done that is
of any substance. He pointed out that the Christ-myth stands or
falls by what is conveyed to us in the New Testament, and that to
say that there exists a "secret meaning" to Christ outside of this
framework and is trumping the literal actions and words borders on
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gnosticism and heresy.
  The questioner pointed out that there is a need for a

mediator between God and man, which the holy Trinity facilitates
with Jesus Christ fulfilling the role by being both the Son of God,
and all-man. He asserted that this concept of Jesus Christ acting as
the mediator, could hardly be described as a perverse, manmade
principle of evil as I suggest it is, by defining it as a perversion
from the original Christ concept of the eternal unity of God and
man in which the concept of a mediator is invalid, since no broken
link exists that a mediator would bridge. The questioner asserts that
the Trinity hierarchy is one of the fundamental doctrines of Catholi-
cism that had been in place from the beginning. The questioner
asked, was Jesus just blowing smoke when he said to Peter: and I
say also unto thee, That thou art Peter, and upon this rock I will
build my church; and the gates of hell shall not prevail against it;
and I will give unto thee the keys of the kingdom of heaven: and
whatsoever thou shalt bind on earth shall be bound in heaven: and
whatsoever thou shalt loose on earth shall be loosed in heaven? Has
the Church corrupted the texts?

  He suggested that if these doctrines are wrong, the Catholic
Church itself is wrong, yet the Church is a pillar of Western Civi-
lization. Would I then also destroy for him the concept of the
nation-state, the second pillar; and the classical humanist culture, the
third pillar; and heterosexual marriage that is the very nucleus of
the West? He said that if these are all wrong, then I would have
won, and he would cast down his sword and bow before "the
almighty dark powers of the world," which I say do not exist, and
that then his god would be nihilism.

  He said to me, "I defy your heretical revision of the Gos-
pels." He asserted that the Trinity is necessary to an Agapic God,
and for the Son of God to incarnate; and that if Jesus Christ wasn't
all-God and all-man simultaneously, there would be no value in his
incarnation; and that without that, there is no mediation between
man and the Infinite possible, whereby no hope would remain against
"the vast, vulturine armies of wickedness besetting the pallid white
corpse of Western Civilization." He said that the mediation is nec-
essary in order to guide mankind in the fight against Lucifer, and
that the church is an instrument in this fight towards this end of
defeating Lucifer. We cannot deviate from that, or else we are lost.
Nor do we actually want to win this fight, because if Lucifer would
ever turn out to be a myth, nothing would stand in the way of
God becoming recognized as a myth likewise. Then all would be
lost. Therefore, Lucifer, Satan, or plainly the devil, must never drop
out of the realm of reality for us, or else we would loose God too,
as a myth. The pain of suffering is thereby our tangible link to the
realm of the higher powers.
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  I just shook my head in disbelief. "Then you saying that
Adolf Hitler was necessary to keep God alive, and protect God
against the renaissance spirit that polls the rug out from under evil.
The you excuse every murderer in the world, and the looting of the
world by the masters of empire as a divine service, even their call
for the massive depopulation of the world."

  "You know that I am right," he said. He almost chided me
and added that he is fully aware from where my concepts come
from, that he called my "revisions," saying that they belie my point
about the need to create new infrastructures for our food supply in
preparation for the next Ice Age transition, adding that if I was to
take Mary Eddy Baker's work seriously, about replicating the mira-
cles of Jesus Christ, then what would mankind need agricultural
infrastructures for? One would then simply have to learn how to
replicate the miracle of the loaves and fishes."

  "You are raising an interesting issue here," I said to the
questioner. The issue goes to the heart of the human struggle to
build a civilization in the light of failures that have become increas-
ingly evil in their consequences, and often by intention. Still I cannot
believe in the reality of a 'Principle of Evil,' which presupposes a
power opposed to Principle, or God, or the Intelligence of the
Universe. Also I do not claim an infallibility status, as other often
claim, such as the Pope, or Mao, or whoever. Nor am I aiming to
destroy the church, of which there are still as many as were once
in the Roman Pantheon, all of which claim to represent God or
Truth, and thereby deny each other over that issue, while all have
valid concepts to contribute. The division lies in concepts that tend
to be too narrow, like grains of sand that are valid in themselves,
but fall far short of representing the whole of the seashore and its
dynamics. And so, in seeking a wider vision, I sort out for myself
what appear to me as self-evident contradictions, such as the con-
cept of the Principle of Evil. In so doing I do not aim to destroy
the church, but to uplift it. In fact, and you may not be aware of
this, the concept of Lucifer is perceived in some Christian ideology
as being related to the true light of our spiritual life, whereby
Lucifer, the name of the principal fallen, or failing, angel, is one
who laments the loss of his original glory of the brightness of the
Morning Star. In Christian tradition this meaning of Lucifer has
prevailed, as some of the Fathers maintain that Lucifer is not the
proper name of the devil, but denotes only the state from which
he has fallen, fallen from grace, by embracing erroneous concepts,
such as arrogance, greed, power, empire, etc., as in the case of the
King of Babylon, who had exalted himself as being a deity himself,
claiming the right of kings, after which God would cast him down.
The same kind of comparative terminology is used in Ezekiel to
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describe the King of Tyre.
  "I can see that a lot of people must be extremely happy

with a church doctrine that upholds the devil concept of Lucifer as
Satan, which they no doubt find extremely useful for justifying the
rule of empire and their inflicting immense pain and suffering in the
course of their looting practice, which then is no longer immoral,
but being influenced by Satan, is a necessary evil to protect God,
whereby Satan indeed bestows the divine right of kings as the light
of Lucifer - which elevates empire to an entity operating in the
name of the devil for the protection of God as pain is the evidence
that higher powers exist, so that God has cast out Satan from
heaven for this specific purpose, for God's self-protection - thus
thereby oligarchism is posing itself as an aspect of the natural order
of the Universe. If this is what you are saying, you must be mad."

  The questioner just smiled, and nodded. He suggested that
some day I would understand why this has to be so.

  "I can't subscribe to such a dark concept," I said to him,
"or to a church that claims it, which literally denies the power of
mankind to rise above the Lucifer induced 'natural' state of slavery
of mankind, and mankind's subjection to arbitrary rule, or evil, or
an anti-god, or anti-intelligence.

  "But do not worry - lay down your sword," I said. "I do
not aim to bury the church, but to raise it to a level of rationality
where the churches can unite, rather than oppose each other, and
become one day a pillar for civilization. Nor do I aim to destroy
the concept of the nation state - empire is on this track, and is
justifying its assault with destructive ideologies that I find mytho-
logical, dangerous, and irrational. Instead of following this track I
aim to reverse the mythologies of division whereby the whore of
Babylon, or Lucifer as some call it, may be clocked and cease to
threaten and destroy the nations, and the Nation State itself. Nor
do I aim to eradicate classical humanist culture, but as the poets
have done in classical literature of tragedy, I aim to explore the
reasons of tragedy that are rooted in society failing itself by failing
to claim its humanity and letting evil pass through its gate as
society's willing subjection to the Principle of Evil encourages, under
the devil doctrine. Neither do I aim to eradicate heterosexual marriage
that is already fast collapsing under doctrine, though it is the natural
expression of the complementary attraction between men and women,
as is the complimentary attraction of the electron and proton in an
atom that is one of the foundational principles of the Universe. I
see the collapse of the heterosexual marriage resulting from deeply
rooted axiomatic failures in isolating doctrines that can be healed by
an understanding of the failures.

  "Oh yes, the loaves and the fishes are spiritual indeed," I
said to the questioner. "God gives us spiritual ideas, and with these
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we create our resources for physical living. Agriculture is a spiritual
idea. It involves the utilization of discovered principles. The devil
says, you don't have to go this route, just turn stones into bread.
The devil says, you are not really human, you have no power to
raise yourself out of the 'grave' - just accept that, and let Rome nail
you to the cross, and suffer nicely, for in suffering you find your
humanity. I say, there is nothing noble about suffering, nor spiritual,
nor divine, nor inevitable. Jesus didn't submit to this crap, that was
later expanded by the flagellants. Rome said, I have power over
mankind to inflict suffering, I have power to kill, I have power
even greater than God, as I have demonstrated by killing God's
anointed. Rome says, bow to that. And to this very day, humanity
bows. To this very day, the symbol of Christ crucified by Rome, is
the symbol of the Roman church. This is what creates nihilism.
Christ Jesus said, no, to that. He rose above that. He demonstrated
that mankind has the power and the authority to rise above Rome,
and thereby invalidate the false premise of its power. Without the
example of dominion that Christ Jesus expressed, the "pallid white
corpse of Western Civilization" as you say, is lost, and will not rise,
as indeed the depopulation ideology of empire desires.

  "Yes, the Eye of Sauron is watching, " I said. "It is a ring
of fire with a center that is dark, black, emptiness, the real nature
of evil - a captivating piece of sophistry that claims power, but is
devoid of it by its inner emptiness. That's how Tolkien saw the
empire of fascism, and saw its inevitable defeat by the power of the
human spirit over repressive mythologies. He saw fascism as an empty
claim to power. One day, mankind will agree with him, as it finds
its liberty from the grave prepared for it by Lucifer, the ghost of
emptiness, the fallen star, the denier of himself, who thereby fell
from reality; the mysticism of the ages that seduces mankind into
self-denial and smallness, impotence, and the 'glory' of suffering."

  The questioner replied that in what he called "my efforts to
overthrow Catholicism," I should note the absurdity in what I say.
He said that I spoke as if evil was real, but that for anything to
be real, it has to have a principle behind it. He asserted that there
exists nothing in the universe that lacks a principle, so that the only
thing that does not exist is nothingness itself, because nothingness
is a contradictory concept, like a square triangle, so that no one of
sanity will then deny that evil is a real thing in the universe - that
evil is real, so that therefore, evil is not nothingness, but is a Form,
as Plato would say, and since this form cannot be an individual
man, nor can it be equal to the One God, it must be something
preternatural, that evil men come into communion with - as some-
thing from heaven, or something cast down from it; something that
lets evil men work together - for if there were not such principle,
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what power could evil men possibly accrue? He urged me to answer
that if evil is not a Form, then what am I fighting against? Would
I fight nothingness that does not exist; yet I continue to fight?

  "I fully agree that if evil was real, it would have a principle
that it reflects," I said to the questioner. "But is this so? Sure, I
would be a fool to suggest that there is no evil in the world, we
have three world wars to our credit as a society to prove the point,
and continue to prove it. But does this really answer the question
of whether evil is real in terms of having a causative principle? In
this case, who could fight it and hope to win? Who could fight a
universal principle and win? One would have no option in this case,
but to lay oneself down and suffer the consequences of evil, as
indeed most of humanity does, and tragically so, one might add.

  "So, the question is basically a question of what is real, and
what is the nature and origin of evil. From a theological standpoint
it is absurd to say that evil is real in terms of having a principle,
because for this to be so, God would have had to create it, and
how could God create the opposite of itself, such as erroneous
Truth, or Good that is evil, or Love that is hate, etc.. I cannot
imagine that the Intelligence of the Universe would intend something
that is opposite to its basic nature, which it then places into the
hearts of mankind to seduce society into conflict and mutual de-
struction. Thus, I cannot put the blame for the conflicts that we
have created here on Earth into the court of God, or in the court
of the creative Intelligence of the Universe."

  "Now you are arguing the very point that I am trying to
make," interjected the questioner. "The evil that we see in the
world could not have been created by God, since evil is contrary
to God's very nature. Nor could evil have originated with mankind,
which is God's perfect creation, since God is perfect. So where does
it come from? It comes from the evil One, or one evil that inspires
it, or else mankind would not express it; and if mankind would not
suffer it, the existence of a higher power would be enigma."

  I shook my head again. "How can there be a second God,
named, Lucifer, standing beside the One God? The singularity of the
One God precludes a second in the office, named Lucifer of Satan.
The logical preclusion defines Lucifer or Satan as a myth. Such
deeply fundamental contradictions are only possible in mythology,
but don't stand up against the natural logic in the real world."

  "You are mangling the theology," countered the questioner.
"This does not help us fight off the vultures dividing the spoils of
Western Civilization. Shall I not oppose an individual created entity
who is evil, the Father of Lies?" He asked, why wouldn't the One
God simply make a perfect world and let it be with that - to
torture us and make us like it? He asserted that the Devil's exist-
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ence explains why evil was allowed to endure, whereby we live in
a fallen world, sad as it is."

 . "So, what is evil then? Obviously, the suffering in the world
is not an illusion. The consequences of war are quite real. Also the
return of the Ice Age glaciation cycles are quite real, which the
Universe has imposed on our planet, which mankind came out of
with a world population of only one or ten million people some
13,000 years ago. Is the Universe countering its own creation in
these Ice Age cycles? If the answer is yes, we have no hope to
escape the resulting doom. If the answer, however, is that we have
the capacity to lift ourselves above being subject to the prevailing
climate conditions, with the utilization of intelligently created tech-
nologies and infrastructures, then the Ice Age poses merely a chal-
lenge, which, when taken up, enables us to prevent the otherwise
tragic suffering.

  "Can we apply this to the question of whether evil is real?"
I said. "Can we say that evil is real, ordained by principle, but that
we have it within us to develop infrastructures to circumvent its
impact? It is tempting to say this. But it would be like saying in
essence, that it is right for a person with a sledge hammer to break
down his neighbors' door, for simply having the power to do so,
because, after all, the neighbor has the potential to prevent the
robbery with a gun. What a can of worms do we open up with
the notion that evil has an ordained principle and originates from
on high?

  "I would sooner place the origin of evil into the courts of
mankind, not in the form of it having a principle standing behind
it, but in the form of the consequences of bad decisions, false
axioms, tragic beliefs. I certainly wouldn't place the tragedy of World
War Two into the court of God, or of a mythical godlike Lucifer,
because the war could have been avoided. It happened not by a
higher dictate, but because a foolish society allowed it to happen.
My definition for evil is rather simple therefore. It is a failure. I
see it as a failure in the self-recognition of mankind, collectively and
individually. A failure has no principle, and no power in itself to
impose itself. Nor has a failure the substance of reality. It is simply
what is, a void in scientific cognition."

  The questioner asked, how, without Lucifer's rebellion, could
there be any temptation to evil, to bad decisions, to false axioms,
to tragic beliefs, to failure?

  "Has an error ever been true?" I asked. "Has an error, which
has no truth, ever had a history or principle? Isn't an error simply
a lack of truth, or void of truth? Isn't a lye simply a void of
truthfulness? How can there be a doctrine that conjures up a Father
of Lies as an entity and with a name, who inspires lies that have
no truth, and having no truth, have no reality, as lies are but a void
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of truth and truthfulness? Is darkness an entity, or is it but a void
of light, which vanishes when light is brought into it? Isn't darkness,
therefore, nothingness?"

  "What then are we fighting against? Nothingness? Yet, you
fight," interjected the questioner.

  "I am not fighting in the sense of a battle - I am working
to bring the light of truth into dark places," I said to the ques-
tioner. "In this sense I am working against darkness, but in a con-
structive action, rather than in a destructive action. Evil is darkness.
It has no name. Darkness doesn't need to be destroyed. It simply
ceases to exist in the light of Light.

  "Sure, mankind has suffered awful failures," I continued, "but
that's all they are, even the immensely tragic ones, but as an in-
telligent species we do have the power to lift ourselves out of the
darkness of the graveyard of failures, and we are making progress at
bringing light into civilization with scientific discoveries, the devel-
opment of advanced ideas, and advanced perceptions of ourselves.
Little is known of mankind's self-perception and achievements prior
to the last Ice Age. Most of what we know about ourselves origi-
nated in the current interglacial period, and the most profound aspects
of that were developed late in this period, primarily since the Golden
Renaissance, which also brought back some advanced ideas of earlier
cultures, such as from the early Greek and Egyptian cultures from
which Christianity emerged in historic terms.

  "With this considered a scientific argument can be made for
how the Roman inspired church doctrine was conjured up by which
mankind is deemed to have fallen from grace," I said to the ques-
tioner. "This leads one to consider a void in knowledge. The concept
of Lucifer, the Morning Star, Venus, falling from grace, first appears
in the book of Isaiah, written in the 700 BC timeframe, in which
we find a reference to Babylon that fell into imperialism from an
earlier city-type structure of a more honorable past going back to
sometime prior to the 2000 BC timeframe. It is interesting to note
in this context that certain evidence suggests that the cognitive
power of society had been at a low state if not regressing in this
early timeframe.

  "If scholars are correct who suggest from modern observation
that the Giza Pyramids were built 12,500 years ago, rather than
4,000 years ago, as the quality of design and construction of the
Giza complex doesn't match that of the rest of the pyramids of the
later timeframe, but is far superior, then we have a regression
indicated that is extending across the early interglacial period that
is now known to be reflective of an environment of low cosmic ray
density. While no empiric proof is possible to verify the intercon-
nection, it is interesting to note that the great scientific pioneers of
modern time, from Kepler to Gauss, lived all during periods of
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significantly higher cosmic ray density in which their achievements
were wrought. In this context it is also interesting to note that
Christ Jesus emerged during the first major timeframe of high cos-
mic ray density during the interglacial period, which regressed again
towards the 1,000 BC timeframe, that of the Dark Age, and in-
creased once more towards the 1500s and the beginning of the
modern scientific era. In this context Isaiah's observation of a cul-
ture that has fallen from grace, may well reflect the kind of general
cognitive regression that one would expect under the astrophysical
environment of the time in reference to modern observations. Thereby
the Lucifer myth does have a root in a real astrophysical phenom-
enon, which, of course was not known to mankind at the time,
leaving the door open to mystic interpretations that over the years
has been grossly abused by the imperial crowd, for imperial objec-
tives, which we have barely begun to dig ourselves out of.

  "And there exists a second such factor of a similar nature
that could have potentially given rise to the mythology of Lucifer,
the Morning Star, falling from the grace of heaven, referring to
Babylon, the 'whore' of empire as it would later be called," I
continued. "This second factor is also based on an astrophysical event
that could not have been recognized at the time, since the scientific
knowledge for it did not exist, leaving the scene again wide open
to speculation and mysticism. We are told in the Bible of a patri-
arch of very early history, from a time long before written languages
were in common use. He is named Abraham, a type of spiritual
leader who has many tales written about him, which were evidently
orally preserved in fireside chats before they were written down as
a sort of historic fiction as such tales ten to become over the years
of retelling the tales. One such tale is about Abraham being warned
by God of the impending destruction of the cities of Sodom and
Gomorrah, the cities of the plains, for their legendary evil, probably
in sexual abuse and so forth. In the tale the destruction was said
to be assured by God, unless they would repent of theri evil ways.
But they would not repent, and so they were destroyed. The way
the cities were destroyed, as described in the Bible, suggest that a
horrendous cataclysmic event has occurred that by its description
appears to have been an astrophysical electric discharge event that
may have excavated the Dead Sea basin, or parts of it, and eradi-
cated the cities with it. Modern research suggests that the Grand
Canyon in Arizona was carved out in a similar event, for which
more evidence exists than for its origin by water erosion, and like-
wise the Grand Canyon on Mars. Abraham's connection with the
cataclysmic event appears in the Bible in close proximity with another
story of another event that Abraham was a part of. In this story
Abraham received the command from God to inflict the circumci-
sion on himself and on all his men and children.
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  "We are told in the Bible stories that Abraham lived in
Egypt for a time," I continued. "This would have been in the 2,000
BC timeframe. It is known from a petroglyph that the circumcision
was already inflicted onto slaves for several hundred years in Egypt,
prior to Abraham's time. It is reasonable to assume that Abraham
commanded the circumcision of all his people in the shadow of the
cataclysmic event, to humble himself and his people before God,
perhaps out of fear. Remembering the slaves of Egypt, the self-
inflicting of the circumcision would likely have been seen as a
deeply humbling response by Abraham, in rendering himself and his
people as being lowly in status, as lowly as a slave, before God,
especially considering the magnitude of the circumstances in the
shadow of a great cataclysm. Nor would anyone likely be allowed
to regress from this humbling that thereby became a tradition and
eventually an ethnic symbol. Babylon had most likely been almost
completely circumcised by the time Isaiah referred to it 1,300 years
later as the star that fell from grace and became Satan, referring to
the effect of the circumcision in terms of its deeply debilitating
impact on a people's culture.

  "The history related to the timeframe of the Abraham Leg-
ends remains shrouded in mystery, though a written language, the
Sumerian archaic cuneiform script, had existed in Mesopotamia as far
back as 3,000 BC, but which was long forgotten at the time of the
Abraham Legends. It is thought that the first consonantal alphabetic
writing appeared around 2,000 BC in Egypt, by Egyptians, as a form
of language developed for Semitic slaves. Some of that may have
filtered back into Mesopotamia in some form, as the New Sumerian
written language that developed towards the 1,700 BC timeframe in
which the Abraham legends were likely preserved. This happened
after a considerable time of oral preservation, which is reflected in
the nature of the stories, so that by the telling and retelling over
time, many aspects of the stories became evidently fictionalized for
the desired dramatic effects, and for the imperative of tribal or
ethnic politics. The real historic reason for the circumcision, that the
Legend tell us was imposed by Abraham, will evidently remain forever
a mystery and therefore open to speculation and historic theories.
Theology is by its nature largely theoretical. While the origin of the
circumcision in Semitic culture remains theoretical, with a high
probability that it was connected with a cataclysmic event, the
circumcision itself is not fictional.

  "The circumcision is mutilation, an amputation, and so, the
effects are correspondingly deep," I continued. "It was said by one
of the few who subjected themselves to the circumcision later in
life, who have experienced the difference, that living with the cir-
cumcision is comparable to living in a world without color. How-
ever, here the tragedy only begins. Modern research, that is still only
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in the beginning stage, presents some rather surprising discoveries of
deep-reaching and often hidden effects. The effects are said to in-
clude learning disabilities, helplessness, tendencies towards sado-maso-
chistic behaviors, impotence, loss of trust, avoidance of intimacy due
to fear, developing into rage, domestic violence, rape, child sexual
abuse, suicide, and a vast range of other psychosomatic disorders
that are only now becoming associated with the Post Dramatic Stress
Disorders caused by the sexual mutilation that is most often im-
posed on children.

  "While the circumcised wear no badge, the long-term victims
are recognized by researchers to generally suffer from what some
call, "culturally inherited mass psychological disorders." The victims
are recognized by typically having a grandiose sense of self-impor-
tance; by being preoccupied with fantasies of unlimited success, power,
brilliance, beauty, or ideals of love; and by believing that they are
unique and "special" above all other people, cultures and races. They
are recognized by seeking excessive admiration with a strong sense
of entitlement - but even as they almost demand this slavish atten-
tion, they are interpersonally exploitative and lack empathy to the
point of being arrogant and haughty in their behaviors and attitudes.

  "It appears that the diminished sexual sensitivity, which the
victims are rarely aware of, inhibits the normal deep social bonds
and social trust, and the development of the creative and productive
capacity of the individual mind. The bottom line is, that any society
that imposes this tragedy on its people is destroying itself from
within. It thereby becomes a failing society to a degree that remains
yet to be fully recognized and has the potential to be extensive.

  "In later life, the diminished sexual sensitivity leads to fur-
ther debilitations in the social context as it inhibits the normal
deep-reaching social bonds, and social trust, that would normally be
developing between children and parents, and between one another,
which normally has an impact on the development of the creative
and productive capacity of the individual mind. The diminished in
sexual intimacy becomes reflected in diminished social intimacy that
is reflected in all other related areas as well, such as the intimate
sense of a nation, or the process of an intimately cooperative
economy. When this normally widely expanding intimacy becomes
cut away, relationships become hard and hollow. The national iden-
tity becomes artificially forged. The death penalty begins to reign.
Economics becomes replaced with stealing. That is where we are
today. Any society that imposes this tragedy on its people on a
national scale, or universal religious scale, is destroying itself from
within.

  "But why would anyone intentionally rip into the integrity
of the human system that has been developing and self-developing
over millions of years across twenty ice ages with an 'economic'
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strength that has enabled mankind to overcome the greatest obstacles
that the natural world has imposed. The tempering with the integ-
rity of this highly successful system is evidently not done for the
purpose of improving it, but to subdue it for social, political, and
economic control. This tampering appears to take us back almost to
the very beginning of the recorded history of civilization.

  "Of course, if the goal of rulers is to impose domination,
via a process that forces a society into slavish obedience, the cir-
cumcision is the most perfect pathway to get there," I said to the
questioner. "It is a power-tool for ending universal loving. And it is
deeply cutting, and has become widely spread. The circumcision has
become so widespread that the sexual mutilation, or amputation as
some call it, has presently disabled, or otherwise deeply victimized,
more than 750 million men and over 120 million women, worldwide,
affecting possibly as many families by marriage, thereby directly
affecting a third of mankind, and indirectly entire countries and large
portions of entire continents. This is how we have become a fallen
world, and America has become a fallen society.

  "It would be surprising if the modern rulers of empire
wouldn't impose this time-honored social demolition process on
modern society, especially in America, since they have been trying
to destroy the USA as the greatest threat to empire from the very
day the USA was formed. So, should one be surprised that circum-
cision in America has become increasingly universal in the postwar
period, to the point that it is barely optional anymore? No one
should be surprised. Should one be surprised that now 100 million
American men have already been sexually mutilated? With the empire
bearing down on America, this is not surprising. Should one be
surprised that in some cases the saturation has reached over 90%?
No surprises here! The effects are clearly visible. We see America's
industries destroyed, while nobody stops the still ongoing process.
We see millions thrown out of their homes while the leaders protect
the system that tears the social and economic fabric apart. It ap-
pears that any atrocity is now possible in the name of private profit
or private property, no matter who is hurt, and virtually no one
protests. There are no strong protests, because most people don't
feel themselves as being a part of a nation anymore. The connecting
intimacy is gone. The American society sees its Constitution torn to
shreds and trillions poured into war to destroy foreign nations, while
nobody holds the criminals accountable. The American people have
become isolated from their humanity and their sense of society. It
seems the reason why the rule by terror is so effective in America,
may be that it reawakens the dramatic terror of the circumcision.
America now sees its soldiers coming home from war so deeply
physically and psychologically disabled that more veterans commit
suicide at home than are killed on the battlefield. None of these
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are normal symptoms, but they are symptoms of a mutilated society
subjected to war, the very symptoms the masters of empire desire.

  "The reason why the effects of the circumcision are so
dramatically visible in the USA, appears to be due to the stark
contrast between its debilitation in modern time and the nation's
historic success when the USA illustrated to the world what a
normal society is able to accomplish. America was once the bastion
of freedom, the technological innovator, the economic pioneer, the
moral giant that stood against slavery, the champion for the general
welfare. Having been there, the loss of that great achievement is
more visible than if it had never been seen what a normal human
society can accomplish. Thus, America too, would be called by Isaiah
as the Morning Star that fell from heaven.

  "Many other societies did not have the kind of history of
humanist achievement that the USA has had in its days of greatness.
In Judaism the circumcision became a religious command in distant
ages already, which thereby has assured the near 100% compliance
that has become this society's norm for extremely long periods by
now. With this in mind, should the world be surprised that Judaism
has had a rocky past with its people becoming victims of persecu-
tion for countless reasons, and is now being the master thereof
itself, though it rarely has been a champion for economic develop-
ment. Judaism, of course, is loved in the halls of empire, if indeed
it didn't become the driving force of empire itself, and at the same
time also its victim.

  "This," I said, "is the background for what Isaiah saw, when
he saw in Babylon a fallen society, the fallen Morning Star, or in
Latin, Lucifer. The dramatic effect of the collapse of a society's
civilization in the shadow of the circumcision, must have been seen
as so dramatic, comparatively, in ancient society, that the myth
developed that a war had broken out in heaven in which some
angels rebelled against the good and became evil, whereby evil became
an eternal quality, though cast out from heaven onto the Earth,
existing there for eternity or till God would become victorious over
it, meaning that pain would no longer be needed to inspire man's
faith in God. According to this tragic myth, the greatest of the
rebelling angels became Satan, also called Lucifer in some scripts.
The term Satan first appears in the Bible in the books of the
Chronicles, attributed to Ezra in the 400 BC timeframe, and in the
book of Job from roughly the same timeframe, both of which are
in time located a few centuries past Isaiah. The term devil, in
contrast, appears only in the New Testament. The New Testament
was written during the 1st Century under the shadow, and no doubt
also the 'guidance,' of Rome. References to an entity called, the
devil, are numerous all across the New Testament, suggesting that
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the devil mythology was implanted into it as a psychological warfare
element in the service of Rome, in order to aid it becoming an
empire, whereby the devil-mythology itself became one of the criti-
cal foundations of the entire mythology of empire and its self-
claimed freedom to inflict suffering on any scale it desires in the
service of its vices. The Roman Christian Religion and its platform
of mythological dogmas, became on this path a critical symbiotic
psychological component of empire, which essentially justifies the
existence of empire, for which it literally usurped Christianity. In
this context, from the 3rd Century on, the Bishop of Rome, who
became known as the Pope, claimed primacy over all Bishops in the
world, and thereby over all Christians on the planet, on the basis
that he is the successor of Saint Peter of whom Jesus is to have
said that he would be the rock upon which the Christ, in his name,
would build his Church, according to the 'Roman' texts.

  "Judaism, didn't follow this course. It is nevertheless loved
in the halls of empire, if indeed it didn't become the modern driving
force of empire itself and at the same time also its victim. With
a long history of the circumcision to its credit it became a perfect
slave to empire and an ideal promoter of the disabling circumcision
in all the regions that empire aims to control, with the USA being
its latest victim.

  "Naturally, the masters of empire, who have had a long
history in controlling religion, also control the sciences, and debili-
tate it as much as they are able. One factor that is carefully hidden
in the sciences is the widely evident fact that the Universe is
actively powered by vast electric energy streams, which are officially
deemed not to exist. One obvious reason is that if mankind ever
utilized this energy resource, the resulting technological and eco-
nomic renaissance would wipe the mythology of empire off the map.
Another reason might be, that the wider recognition of it would
reveal the astrophysical cause of the destruction of Sodom and
Gomorrah and its link to the circumcision that is crippling the
world in the present age, and with it the devil mythology, which
are the two most-critical mythological components that empire stands
on. Thus both aspects remain well concealed, and the church pro-
tected.

  "In this context Lucifer has indeed a real face in the world
as the Father of Lies that the Roman church became in the service
of empire, even while the Roman church became the prime pre-
server of the Christ event in Christian history. All that we know
about the Christ event, with few exceptions, came to us through
one single source, the church that was owned by Rome, the imperial
center that was establishing itself to become the greatest empire of
all time. The key concern of Rome was to gain the tightest control
over society that was ever achieved, which is the primary concern
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of empire to the present day. In this context truth had little value,
as is still the case. Since the God-crowned royal humanity that
Christ Jesus had demonstrated, was a danger to empire, and was of
a type that couldn't be contained by assassination and the killing
orgies in the circuses, the phenomenon needed to be managed by a
tight control of the media, as we have it in modern days, for which
the 'church' became established in Roman time. Someone may have
said to the masters of Rome, 'why do you fight this Christian
movement; why not turn it to your advantage?' How deeply this hot
potato was 'managed' in the 'post-production' editing shop, and how
much of the actual truth survived after the politically correct 'ad-
justment' of the story lines had been applied, will likely never be
known. There were twelve disciples with Jesus, but only four gos-
pels were written. The others might have been already dead before
anything could be written down, and the post-production editing
went of for a long time thereafter. The New Testament wasn't
'finalized' until 200 years past Jesus' time and may some day be
called the original Project for Spiritual Freedom, meaning freedom
from spirituality, as what is spiritually correct became dictated from
then on under the law of the infallible Pope. But if you are an
empire with vast resources and the power to run the show your
way, extensive 'unifying adjustments,' as they might be called today,
to the life and acts of Christ Jesus, would have likely been applied
with ease, and liberally. Nevertheless, a profound movement that
attributed a new spiritual image to mankind, was started by Christ
Jesus at this time, with such a powerful impact that it scared the
hell out of Rome and also the established Jewish religious establish-
ment, and the local rulers. The spirit that powered this movement
evidently still remains, and remains imbedded in the edited stories
and texts.

  "The perception that a lot of psychologically motivated in-
tervention was applied to the original Christian history of this time
is suggested by the usage of the terms Lucifer, Satan, and devil that
I referred to before. As I said, the term Lucifer is used only once
in the entire Bible, in Isaiah. The term Satan is used four times in
all, in the entire Old Testament apart from in the book of Job that
has more the flavor of a theatrical composition, where the term
Satan is used as a concept rather than as the name of an entity.
However, once we get into the New Testament, the term Satan is
found in great profusion throughout, and more so the term Devil,
and the terms do refer to an entity there. An abrupt and dramatic
shift is introduced thereby, as if a subliminal form of Satanism was
created and had its introduction in the New Testament as a brand
new terrorizing platform for mass thought control. This means, my
friend, you better bow, or else the devil will get you, though Jesus
never did, who had the divine power to stand in defiance, which
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you do not have. Wow! So, you better pray.
  "Still, the adjustment goes much deeper than that," I con-

tinued. "How would you, as a master of empire, destroy a significant
and profound idea that raises the status of the humanity of mankind
to divine height, so much so that it threatened the existence of
empire to its very core?" I said to the questioner. "How would you
deal with that? Most likely you would go to the professionals of the
game of deception, to the Delphi Oracle, or related institutions. The
method that had become perfected by them at this time involved
playing up a game to the extreme, while at the same time destroy-
ing it through the back door. This appears to be the method by
which the Christ phenomenon was 'managed.' If one has the freedom
to manage a script in retrospect, certain items can be adjusted, such
as by adjusting the birth and death stories of the subject to coincide
with known and easily observable astronomical events, as for exam-
ple the conjunction of the planets Jupiter and Venus to become the
Star of Bethlehem, and so on, or to use the date of the retrogres-
sion of Jupiter to combine it with another significant event, or the
date of a lunar eclipse to which to adjust the day of the crucifix-
ion, and so on. If you are the editor, it is easy to adjust time lines
and to edit critical events into the stories. And I might add, who
would dispute your adjustments one or two hundred years after the
original time frame? The New Testament was in the making for
more than two centuries. If today's masters can 'manage' large po-
litical events in modern times and launch wars on their basis and
get away with it, how much easier would it have been in those
earlier days? For example, by aligning the dates of the birth and
death of your subject in the published stories, to coincide with
known astronomical events, thereby suggesting God's hand in the
events, which is easily done by simply selecting astronomical events
for which records have been kept, a clever management team would
on this basis be able to easily create the myth of a God King, and
then play up this myth to the utmost within the context of the
subject's character. On this kind of basis a team of editors could
create a leader who stands before the world as God's own Son, and
then they would kill their built-up hero in alignment with an other
astronomical event, which, as it were, only God could have arranged.
Thus, once this was done, the team would have demonstrated to the
world that Rome has power to kill the Son of the very God to
whom the heavens have obeyed. However, as a clever member of
the team, you would likely go further and edit in another subliminal
twist that suggests that Rome couldn't have done this on its own,
but had been given the power that it wielded as a surrogate under
the will of God. Thus Rome made itself, without ever saying so, the
hand of God. Rome became Satan, ordained by the highest divine
power.
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  "Can any doctrine be more terrifying than that, for social
control, and be more powerful in serving the purposes of empire,
and at the same time be more destructive to the human being?" I
said to the questioner. "The Rome created identity of the infinitely
distant Christ, and by the same token the infinitely distant God,
renders the individual person small, impotent, and disconnected. It
isolates the individual, and blocks the human identity. It takes away
all hope, by planting evil onto the throne of a surrogate 'divine'
entity, against which the human being is like dirt in comparison. It
takes away the open door to spiritual development, moral develop-
ment, and scientific development, with the only hope that remains
being located in humble, fervent petitions, called prayer, for mercy
and individual exemption from the higher order that the individual
is being trapped into, by dogma. The great cathedrals that sprang up
across Europe in later times were monuments of the isolation of
God and man, and the perceived pitiful smallness of a person in the
sight of God. The same method of taking away a person's human
identity, worth, stature, and power to determine its destiny, is in-
creasingly applied in modern times in the cyber-media of electronic
gaming and other mind-diminishing controlling enterprises and 'politi-
cally correct' conditioning.

  "In the shadow of its dogmas in the service of empire, the
Roman church had taken on the role of Lucifer, the Father of Lies.
It gave Lucifer a face. The devil mythology, which became power-
fully created in dogma, had consequences that echoed through the
ages long after Rome itself had perished. It had literally created a
subliminal foundation for Satanism, in the form of a doctrine that
unleashed the most devastating psychological warfare attack on
mankind of all time. The church of Rome had thereby become the
psychological father of empire, and of all empires thereafter, and
become the very father of the evil that has deceived the entire
world with mythologies that have unleashed such an immense shock
on civilization that it left a trail of a dozen centuries of dark ages
in its wake, with evermore killing and torturing of humanity hap-
pening in the name of its doctrine, and of God and the Devil.

  "While mankind has made some progress in recovering itself
from this trap, much more needs to be achieved along this line if
mankind is to achieve the cultural, scientific, technological, and
economic development that would give it the power to protect its
food resources from the impending, and possibly near, next Ice Age
glaciation cycle that 90% of the current global agriculture would
most likely not survive. Nobody knows when the Ice Age transition
will happen. It could happen in a hundred years, or the transition
could have already begun. This means that we are in a critical
timeframe right now, and no longer have the luxury to play mytho-
logical games, yet this is precisely what one sees happening as if the
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concept of morality itself has been mythologized.
  "For a time it was believed that the transition in and out

of Ice Age conditions could be mathematically predicted by consid-
ering the three major long-term cycles of the orbital characteristics
of the Earth. The computation of the combined effects of these
cycles was developed by the Serbian civil engineer and mathemati-
cian Milutin Milankovitch and published in the 1940s. However, it
has since been recognized by evidence in ice core samples that the
historic climate doesn't quite match the computed cycles. In one
case, for example, an interglacial period occurred 10,000 years in
advance of the computed conditions that should have caused it.
When we see effects happening before their deemed cause, we are
missing something,  so that evidently an addit ional overriding
astrophysical factor is involved for causing the observed effect. This
overriding factor, however, is of a nature that is not mathematically
predictable, by it being too distantly located and not sufficiently
understood, which appears to be rooted in the dynamics of the
galaxy itself, if not outside of it. It has been observed in this
context, by NASA, that one factor that is related to a distant
astrophysical causes, which is known to have a large effect on the
climate on Earth, has begun to shift in a direction that corresponds
with colder climates. It has been observed the solar heliosphere has
gradually shrinking for several decades already, enabling increased
cosmic radiation to reach the Earth that results in increased cloud
formation and colder climates. According to the Milankovitch cycles,
we should be in glaciation conditions already, or be extremely close.
Now, a major astrophysical indicator is also telling us that we are
heading towards significantly colder climates. Shouldn't one then see
massive preparations being made towards the creating of massive
infrastructures that can protect the global food supply in the coming
cold climates that we already 'see' on the horizon? But this isn't
happening, is it? One sees no movement in this direction, anywhere.
While one would expect the masters of empire to spare no effort
to block such a movement, as is indeed happening with the global
warming hoax, one wouldn't expect society's moral leaders to be
riding this train too. But this is what we see happening, as if it
was quite alright to be gambling with the very existence of 90%
of mankind. Instead of developing the planet in the direction of
building an Ice Age renaissance, the big large-scale development efforts
that are now being considered, are focused on the Arctic that is the
first to be hit in the coming transition towards renewed glaciation,
whereby these development effort would become wasted and the
essential development efforts be then lacking as the result of mis-
directed effort. It is, as if the continued existence of mankind is no
longer an item of moral consideration, so that one would be jus-
tified to place it, as an expendable item, onto the roulette table,
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like a gambling chip that one plays in the countless political games
where truth and morality are no longer a big factor.

  "Some see themselves justified to play these games, acting
on the premise that the next Ice Age transition is still a thousand
years away," I continued, "while others say that we have only a
hundred years left, and some suggest that the transition may have
already begun. Who can gamble with such immense stakes as the
very existence of nearly all of mankind? While it is anybody's guess
at what point in the future the next glaciation begins, even though
that available evidence suggests that it is near, what moral justifi-
cation would cause the current leaders of the world to gamble on
the off-chance that it might yet be a thousand years distant? The
only relatively certain factor is that when the massive fluctuations
begin towards the glaciation climate, a very large portion of the
global agriculture that depends on the interglacial warm climate will
be rapidly disabled with no time remaining to build the needed new
infrastructures for protected agriculture. Has the immorality of the
last 2,000 years of religious imperial cultural warfare under the
Lucifer or Satan mythology, and the circumcision debilitation, taken
such a toll that the future existence of mankind is no longer deemed
anything worth considering? It is as if the mythical Lucifer still
lurks in the shadow ruling the minds of mankind, chains in hand
that shackle the very humanity of man. That's the kind of challenge
that we still face in the shadow of two millennia of cultural warfare
that is still ongoing in spite of the progress that has been won.

  "Looking back, the available evidence suggests that some
significant progress has been made in some areas," I said to the
questioner. "The dark ages, for example, are over, in which people
were burnt at the stake by the tens of thousands, one at a time,
and witches were hunted and killed for saying the wrong words or
making the wrong gestures, and all of that happened in the name
of God, or the name of Lucifer, or doctrine, as the case may be.
We are past that, though fascism still rules from behind its old
mythological front that has become slightly modernized, by which
society is now failing more deeply than ever. It isn't so much that
we grew up out of a regiment of failures. The achievements that
have been wrought indicate that we are on a course of progressive
development, not inspired by pain and suffering, but by advancing
discoveries of universal principles in which we find evermore our
humanity. The great achievements were not inspired by Jesus as an
intermediary, but were simply inspired by the process of our self-
discovery, with the possible exception of Christ Jesus standing as an
example and Exemplar on the road of mankind's self-discovery. That's
where the achievements were wrought, and that's were the future
achievements will likely come from. Many of those future achieve-
ments will no doubt be built in part also on the achievements of
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the historic pioneers of mankind, including the later apostles, such
as Nicolas of Cusa, Mary Baker Eddy, and the many scientific apostles
like Kepler, Leibniz, Gauss, Benjamin Franklin, and so on.

  "The progress that has been made tells us in very real terms
that God, Intelligence itself, remains our spiritual resource for our
humanist self-development. But this resource stands not as a dictator.
Intelligence is not a dictator. It is an enabler of the power of
principles to become applied. Nor is the mythical Lucifer, the king
of the mythical underworld of devilish beliefs in dictatorial evil,
ordained as a dictator over mankind as the myths claim it to be.
Hitler reigned as a dictator, because he allowed himself to be used
as a fool, and was allowed by a foolish society to rule over it. The
Lucifer myth falls into this category, not as a power that rules, but
as indifference, apathy, fear, and so forth, having been given a name.
The evidence that one sees in the world suggests that we are not
out of the woods yet on this front, by a long way, though we do
see a brighter light on the horizon than has been seen for a long
time, illumined by the achievements that have been wrought. This
gives me hope that we may yet win and establish our freedom."

  The next question was fielded on a different note.
  "What evidence do you expect to see that would tell you

that the raping of mankind has stopped, or is coming to an end?"
asked a girl from middle of the auditorium.

  "Now, that's an easy one to answer," I said as gently as the
question was asked. "One of the first things that we would likely
see, that would tell us that the long night of universal raping is
drawing to a close, would be the dawn of the age of free universal
housing. The technological capability existed since the late 1950s to
produce high-quality houses or housing in general, so efficiently that
they can be given away for free as an investment by society into
itself. This can be achieved with the high-temperature processing of
basalt in automated industrial production powered by the simplest
and safest high-temperature nuclear reactor, the Liquid Fluoride
Thorium Reactor. The design has been fully tested and put on the
shelf in the 1950s. It has been shelved for the simple reason that
thorium, as a nuclear power fuel, doesn't produce any waste prod-
ucts that are useful for making atom bombs with. The Liquid Fluo-
ride Thorium Reactor delivers its thermal output at 500 degrees
Celsius, which can be pumped up with heat pumps to the needed
1,400 degrees for melting basalt. The USA, all by itself, has 900,000
tons of thorium sitting unused on the ground, a near infinite amount.
And the supply of basalt is so vast on our planet that the entire
land area of the world could be covered 30 to 40 feed deep with
it. There is more of this top-grade material available than will ever
be used. And it is top grade. It is 10 times stronger than steel, half
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the weight, doesn't corrode, is non-abrasive, and is so fine in its
grain that it can be extruded even into micro fibers and a vast
variety of industrial extrusion products, such as for producing com-
plete housing units.

  "As I said, the capability to produce free housing for eve-
ryone in need has existed since the late 1950s," I continued. "A
single plant powered by a 1-gigawatt reactor that would burn one
ton of thorium per year, would be able to produce ready-made
modules for 15 to 17 million houses or housing units per year. This
existing capability has not been utilized anywhere in the world in
all this time, evidently because to do so would upset the property-
value system, and with it the entire monetarist-value system that
exists richly by the universal raping of society in mortgage slavery,
rent slavery, slum slavery, and homelessness. When society decides
that being raped, and the raping of one-another, is not in its in-
terest, we will see the free housing revolution happening, and this
simultaneously with a revolution in manufacturing and construction,
infrastructure building, and food production.

  "With the automated basalt processing capability," I contin-
ued, "we would also be able to divert the outflow of entire rivers
over large distances, right through the oceans in thin-walled arteries,
all the way to the coast of the deserts that can thereby be irrigated
for increased food production. We would then also see the building
of floating bridges happening between the continents, like from Florida
to Africa, and from Mexico to China, and so on, whereby we would
provide ourselves efficient transportation platforms across the world.
Automated industrial production with the availability of near infinite
energy and materials, would make the building of such bridges easily
possible. We would also see another thing happening. We would see
vast fields of floating agriculture extending from these bridges, reach-
ing far across the tropical waters. It would provide the most effi-
cient expansion of agriculture for increased food production, and
place agriculture where it would be protected from the coming
return of the Ice Age.

  "The Earth has been in an Ice Age environment for the last
two million years," I continued. "The Ice Age consists of long periods
of extremely cold climates that are interrupted every 100,000 years
with brief, warm, interglacial periods in the range of 12,000 to
13,000 years in length, like the one we are presently in, that is near
its end. When it ends, all northern agriculture becomes disabled,
affecting all of Canada, most of Europe, the USA, Russia, China,
Australia, even India and Africa to some degree. Much of the world's
food production presently occurs in these regions. If the world's food
production isn't secured, either with 100% indoors agriculture with
completely artificial environments, or by locating it into the tropics
and out of reach of the Ice Age cooling, a very large portion of
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mankind, possibly in the high-90% range, would inevitably die for
the lack of food resources. Since we are close to the transition
period to the next glacial cycle, I would expect to see the devel-
opment of large-scale floating agriculture in the tropics to begin in
the not-so-distant future, together with everything else that's con-
nected with the basalt technologies, including free housing.

  "The free-housing is an essential aspect of the Ice Age
preparation," I continued. "When the glaciation cycle sets in, we will
likely see the largest migration of people happening that has ever
occurred, with entire nations fleeing the cold climates. The efficient
mass-production of housing becomes of critical importance by then.
Apart from the need for quality housing being immensely great
already, the need will rapidly increase when the transition unfolds,
because the vast majority of the current houses in the northern
regions are not designed to withstand the snow load that the in-
creasingly colder temperatures will likely impose. The mass-replace-
ment of houses will likely become necessary under such conditions,
and those conditions are likely closer at hand than most people
imagine. The end of the idyllic warm climate of the current inter-
glacial period is definitely near. How near it is in terms of centu-
ries, or decades, or just years, cannot be determined. It could start
any time, or in a hundred years from now, or the transition might
have already begun.

  "There are four major factors relating to the cooling of the
Earth," I continued. "A 150 million-year cycle has been discovered
that is deemed to be related to the rotational position of our solar
system within our galaxy, but which may also be affected by cy-
clical factors outside of our galaxy. This long cycle gave us the great
Ice Age epochs that are known to have occurred in geologic time
- one as far back as 450 million years ago, another 300 million years
ago, and one more 150 million years ago, with the very latest being
the current great Ice Age epoch that started roughly 40 million
years ago, which is presently half-way through its cycle. The freeze-
up of the Antarctica, roughly 35 million years ago, falls into this
cycle.

  "Another long climate cycle, a 62-million-year cycle of lesser
intensity, has also been discovered, which is superimposed onto the
150 million-years long cycle. This shorter 62-million-year cycle re-
flects the changing position of our solar system relative to the galactic
ecliptic, driven by electromagnetic forces within the galaxy. Both of
these cycles, accumulatively, are affecting the electric intensity that
is powering our solar system, which in turn affects the intensity of
the cosmic radiation reaching the Earth, which of course affects
cloud formation and therefore our climate. The great thawing of
Antarctica, roughly 25 million years ago, and its re-glaciation around
10 million years ago, reflects the interaction of these extremely long
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cycles. Within these cycles, the Pleistocene Ice Age epoch, that started
2 million years ago with deep effects in the Northern Hemisphere,
such as the forming of the Greenland Ice Sheet, is a relatively short-
term event in terms of the long cycles. It reflects the combined low
of the two long cycles, by which the current ice age epoch, the
Pleistocene Epoch, will likely continue for another few million years.
Mankind has the major part of its history in the Pleistocene back-
ground, and likely by causes related to it, such as periods of ex-
traordinary high intensity in cosmic radiation.

  "A third set of long cycles have been discovered, which are
much shorter in duration, comparatively, raging from 26,000 years in
duration, to 100,000 years," I continued. "These cycles also affect
the climate on the Earth. They affect it by variations of the Earth's
orbital characteristics around the Sun, that affect the intensity of the
sunlight and the heat received from it. There are three of these
types of cycles recognized, which all together affect the intensity of
the sunlight that is received at various regions of the planet and at
various times. Since these cycles are all interacting, they are being
recognized in combination. They are thereby known as a group, as
the Milankovitch Cycles, according to the name of the man who
combined them mathematically. The combined result of these cycles
for the Northern Hemisphere is presently at a low point, corre-
sponding to cold climate conditions. They are presently at a lower
point, than they had been during most of the last Ice Age glaciation
period. According to these cycles we should be in a glaciation
environment right now, or close to it. All of these cycles are re-
flected in the climate records.

  "Here it gets interesting," I continued, "because the ice core
samples that we have, spanning the last 450,000 years, indicate that
the historic record of the actual climate doesn't quite follow the
Milankovitch Cycles, so that a forth major cycle is evidently super-
imposed above them. This superimposed cycle evidently reflects
variances in the electric intensity of the galactic space surrounding
our solar system. Since our Sun is electrically powered from the
outside, instead of being powered by a nuclear fusion furnace, as
had once been believed, the electric variations in the surrounding
space have a significant impact on the powering dynamics of our
solar system, and thereby our climate. The electric intensity within
the solar system affects the intensity of the active dynamics of the
Sun that is powered thereby. The electric intensity, in turn, affects
the strength and the size of our solar heliosphere, which is a highly
significant factor for our climate, as it attenuates the flow of cosmic
radiation reaching the Earth. The cosmic radiation, of course, affects
cloud formation and thereby our climate. Recent observations indi-
cate that the heliosphere has been gradually shrinking over the last
few decades, and that the cosmic radiation has been increasing. The
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observed phenomenon tells us that the electric cycle too, which is
the big  overr id ing  inf luence that  i s  super imposed onto the
Milankovitch Cycles, is likewise heading us into colder climates. The
100,000-year cycle-time of the electric cycle appears to be a func-
tion of the size of our galaxy itself, that extends across a 100,000
light-years of space. With our solar system being located roughly half
way between the galactic center and the outer edge of the galaxy,
a time frame of a typical electric loop between our solar system and
the galactic center would be in the 100,000-year range, so that the
variations within it would have effects of this rapidity. Everything
that we see happening here, on the large scale, is by the available
evidence telling us that we are heading towards a major break in
the Earth's climate in the near term, towards the next Ice Age
glaciation period. With all of this being known, a major effort should
be under way right now, to shift the world's food resources out of
the way of the coming glaciation climate.

  "Unfortunately, we don't see anything happening along this
line. However, this doesn't yet mean that mankind is prepared to
allow itself to be raped to death by the masters of empire, who
presently prevent the necessary critical response," I continued. "Nor
does it mean that mankind is inclined to rape itself to death by not
taking back its control over itself and respond to the changing
environment to save itself. Sooner or later the breakthrough will
happen that closes the current, horrendous entire rape-scene down.
The breakout will likely happen when it becomes generally under-
stood what an enormously powerful renaissance the Ice Age chal-
lenge is imposing on us all. We can survive without free mass-
produced housing, so that we can let the rape of the poor of
mankind continue. Nor do we need the floating agriculture in the
tropics right now, even to end hunger and starvation around the
world. With a just financial and economic system being established,
without the constant raping for profit that wrecks everything, the
general food production in the world can be doubled right now by
simply ending this part of the Grand Rape. This ongoing rape is
killing 50,000 children per day with starvation related causes, and
mankind insists on continuing the rape instead of ending it. After
all, children are easy to rape. However, if mankind doesn't get off
this track towards meeting the Ice Age challenge, mankind will rape
itself to death and possibly become extinct as the result of the
massive biological breakdown and its disease-brewing caldron. The
point is that we are all married to one-another by our deep depend-
ence on one-another. With every child that we rape to death by
politically imposed starvation in the name of the god of wealth and
profit, we rape a bit of our humanity to death. Once we decide to
create the grand renaissance that we need to have to survive the
next Ice Age glaciation cycle, which we had the capability to create

Chapter 9 - The Byzantine Speech



370

since the 1950s, we will then commit ourselves to a new path, far
away from the current Grand Rape that is destroying our very
civilization. Then financial looting will end, and genocide, economic
thievery, disabled science and education, starvation, fascism, war, terror,
the global-warming hoax, the fusion-power hoax, the biofuel-hoax,
the windmills hoax, the NAWAPA hoax, even empire itself that
drives the entire mess of countless forms of rape, will end likewise,
because nothing can be built under conditions of the currently ongoing
Grand Rape in its countless different forms.

  "The breakout path will always be that which is driven by
the imperatives of a new renaissance," I continued my speech. "It
wasn't the Peace of Westphalia that created a new renaissance in the
17th Century. Instead, it was the developing renaissance that ended
the Thirty Years War. It was the developing renaissance spirit that
caused the Treaty of Westphalia in 1648 that established peace on
the Principle of the Advantage of the Other. The renaissance ideals
are always the motivator for change. Disgust over the raping by
empire, has historically never stopped the raping process. The breakout
has to come through a renaissance. The return of the Ice Age is
currently forcing the renaissance issue on us, to get us moving by
it. We have an example of this type of dynamic interaction in
Franklin Roosevelt's initial election to the U.S. Presidency. His rival,
Hoover, had promised a recovery from the 1930s depression, by
offering 'a chicken in every pot.' Roosevelt countered him with
offering a renaissance, a whole New World built on the tallest
principles of the American achievements, and won with a landslide
victory. A renaissance is always built on something profound and
solid, such as the universal marriage of all mankind to one-another
as human beings, which is rooted in truth. When this happens the
raping becomes impossible. Also, we may not be far off in seeing
this unfolding in a big way, for the conditions are presently ripe for
us moving in this direction. And once again, the coming Ice Age is
a big factor here.

  "It has been observed that during very cold climates of the
modern period, primarily the Little Ice Age of the 1600s and early
1700s, when the cosmic radiation was correspondingly stronger, a
large number of the great scientific and cultural pioneers emerged,"
I continued my speech. "Cosmic rays are electrically charged atomic
particles, primarily protons and electrons, moving at extremely high
speed. Since these particles are a hundred thousand times smaller
than the atoms in our body, or a hundred million times in the cases
of the electrons, they pass right through us without colliding with
anything. However, being electrically charged, they leave an electric
effect in their wake, that evidence suggests, enhances the cognitive
power of society. The evidence is, that from the major cold periods,
in which the cosmic-ray intensity is greater, such geniuses emerged,
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as Johannes Kepler, Albert Girard, Rembrandt, Gottfried Wilhelm
Leibnitz, Benjamin Franklin, Carl Friedrich Gauss, to name just a
few. This is significant, because we are presently moving into a
high-intensity cosmic ray environment once again. We are already
seeing a 20% increase in high-speed electrons in the cosmic rays.
And this, my friends, means that we haven't seen anything yet in
terms of colder climates. This also means that we have a greater
potential, on the basis of this realization, to achieve a breakout
from the current worldwide theatre of grand rape by empire. Also,
we need to recognize that the entire world is affected by this
increasing potential that unfolds with increased cosmic radiation in
the shadow of the coming Ice Age. It might give us the power to
finally pull ourselves out of the Byzantine Grand Rape and the
Roman Grand Rape, which all together culminated into the modern-
empire Grand Rape that spread like a fungus from London across
the world. In the resulting breakout from the rape by empire, towards
a great renaissance development, the entire history of raping will be
forgotten, including its countless facets, such as monetarism, commu-
nism, fascism, terrorism, militarism, and all the empire's numerous
scientific hoaxes based on lies.

  "For example, by simply letting go of the current scientific
hoaxes, such as the Global-Warming hoax, and more so the Big-Bang
hoax, we find ourselves seriously considering the real Universe and
the knowledge that already exists, such as that the Earth is sur-
rounded with boundless electric energy resources that power our Sun
and every other sun, and that we have the technological means open
to us for tapping into, for the brightest energy-rich future ever
imagined. The same applies mentally. The current world-scene is one
of gross impotence in society against the Grand Rape of mankind by
the masters of empire, who are committed to blocking such a future.
All across the world, and on every front, the horizon appears to be
blocked against the breakout of society into freedom and a new
renaissance. And the reason appears to be that we fail to lay our
hands on power, that we fail to move with power. We all know
what needs to be done. But to do it, that's a question of power,
and I mean real power. In the physical economy, the utilization of
power has become common place. We use physical energy to power
our machines, our airplanes, our cars, even our homes. But we don't
use this principle mentally, we shy away from it. In America, for
example, we shy away from the great Principle of the General
Welfare that our nation was founded on, that is the very foundation
of our nation, and close our eyes to it as if it didn't exist. Most
people say, that's not my responsibility, but it is. Other say, I see
nothing written down that tells me how to utilize this principle.
There are no books in the library on 'How to apply the Principle
of the General Welfare, For Dummies' that one might consult if the
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government acts in a fascist manner against the welfare of society,
and needs to be replaced. The people of society see no means
available to them to exercise the power to dismiss such a govern-
ment, in order to free themselves from the imposition of an ongoing
rape against them. They need to move with power, but they don't
have it. However, do they really not have it? Or do they simply
fail to enact the power they have rooted in their humanity. The
power of our humanity, is what civilization rests on. No obstacle
or challenge is greater than this power, whether it be the returning
Ice Age, or nuclear war, or economic breakdown, or the flood of
lies that smother the world. Impotence is the result of not utilizing
this power. We don't need a textbook that tells us how the Prin-
ciple of Universal Love is applied. The principle is clear. We only
need to do it, and by doing it, we tap into the power of the
Universe itself that exists entirely by the creative power of the
harmonizing effects of its principles in a Spirit that is best described
as Love. To move with power, we only need to move with the
Universe, and the boundless Intelligence that it reflects everywhere,
and in us too. Shouldn't we have the power on such a basis to deal
with these little issues, like nuclear war, the Ice Age cooling, eco-
nomic collapse, scientific lies, global looting, depopulation, starvation,
fascism, and political insanity? Indeed, we do have the power as
human beings to deal with all of these issues. What do the diffi-
culties matter, do they change the principle involved? Do the vilest
attacks, the greatest thievery, and the deepest-reaching rape, change
the Principle of the Universe? The answer is no! And this principle
is the Principle of Universal Love."

  Since this exploration filled out my allotted time slot nearly
to the end, I stopped taking questions, and simply summarized the
main points of my speech until the time was up.

  I was told afterwards, on leaving the session, that my speech
was poorly structured, disorganized, and confusing. It was even said
that it was worse than the opening speech by Russia's decorated
representative, which hardly seemed possible. It was said that I had
been accusative and pontificative, and that I had blurted out what
I should have presented gently, and patiently, and more intelligently.
One commentator said later that night on Television that I had
insulted Russia to its very core. Others said that I insulted America,
and still another said that I had insulted their intelligence.

  What I had most feared, also came true, that I might have
hurt Anton. My speech appears to have felt like a total betrayal to
her. When I glanced at her while leaving the podium, she appeared
glum. Her face revealed anguish. I looked for her in the lobby of
the hall, but as soon as she saw me coming, she looked away. Still,
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I questioned her. "What's wrong, Anton?"
  She said I should know the reason myself.
  "No, I don't, Anton."
  She glanced at me angrily; "You made us look like the

asshole of the world. I had still a spark of pride left in my country,
before this day."

  "And so you should continue to have, Anton," I said. "Your
country has achieved marvels, considering the circumstances. Didn't
I point this out?"

  "Why then this attack on us? Have you got no feelings?"
She turned away.

  I held her back, gently, and explained that it wasn't a
judgment on her people, that it was merely an observation about
the lawful consequences of a particular belief system that has been
imposed on people throughout the world through an act of rape. No
judgment on her people was intended. How could there have been?
I reminded her that the core of the Soviet system was neither
invented nor adopted by the Soviet people, but was coercively
imposed on the Russian people from the very beginning, and long
before the Soviet Union was created. I told her that I had merely
exposed the link between the Soviet and Byzantine cultures, in order
to identify the root for Russia's current crisis, in order that the
crisis may be solved. I said to her that I had taken the initiative
to expose the raping interconnection all the way back to Rome, and
that I had dared to do this since she had established the link to
the imperial rape herself with her country's Thousand Year Anniver-
sary of the still ongoing rape. I reminded her that I had pointed
out that Byzantine is Rome, and that Rome had invented the back-
ground for today's Soviet State feudalism that is destroying the Soviet
Union, and that this destructive force - a perversion of something
good and true - is what Russia now has officially traced its cultural
origin to, and was celebrating. I explained to her that the exposure
was necessary, because by becoming aware of the forces that control
one, one is able to take steps to move away from this control,
whereby freedom is created. I suggested to her that the Soviet people
deserve to have greater freedoms than they have been allowed for
a thousand years under the rape of Byzantine, the Second Rome.
"They deserve to get their life back as human beings," I added.

  I also reminded her that I did point out that the American
people were in no better position, even though the principle of
freedom is enshrined in their Declaration of Independence. I re-
minded her that America has become so deeply lost in its imposed
isolation from its own ideals, that nobody cares about the country's
rich cultural background anymore, including its Constitution, and its
founding principles and aspirations. I reminded her that I had made
it quite clear to her earlier, and also in my speech, that America

Chapter 9 - The Byzantine Speech



374

is even more deeply and tragically boxed in by this rape, than the
Soviet Union is.

  "So, who is at fault then, when chaos erupts?" I asked her.
"Is the tyrant at fault who craves the selfish pursuit of power that
incites his raping of society? Or are those at fault who allow the
tyranny to trespass upon their humanity?" I suggested that the last
fault is the major fault, which had not even being recognized in
Russia, nor the West, as a fault, much less being followed up with
efforts being made to overcome it.

  Anton raised her hand to stop me.
  "No, let me finish," I insisted. "I know, I shouldn't have

talked about the Ogarkov Plan as part of the official Soviet ideol-
ogy. I should have referred to it as the fondi-imposed plan for
Russia's self-isolation under its accepted Byzantine dictates. I re-
peated that I had great respect for her people who had survived for
a thousand years under a potentially suicidal cultural structure. I
reminded her that neither Rome, nor the Byzantine Empire itself, or
Hitler's Third Reich, or any other empire has survived for long
periods, the imposition of that kind of the destructive effect that
a self-defeating system imposes. "But Russia had survived this for a
thousand years" I said. "It takes an exceptional people to survive
this vertical yoke that imposes deep rape, for that long, to say
nothing about resisting it."

  I told her bluntly that the West had become even more
deeply strangled by this yoke, and that America would probably not
survive a hundred years under its strangulation, much less a thou-
sand years. "We should be partners instead of enemies," I said to
her.

  Here, we both began to laugh. I reached out my hands to
her. "Let bygones be bygones."

  She smiled in response and extended her hands, too. This
was the first smile I had seen from her since I had made a fool
of myself on the podium.

  "But you have accomplished something that nobody has
accomplished in this podium to date," she said suddenly grinning.
"You have shook the place up with controversy. I have never heard
as many complaints and protest against any speech, as I heard this
evening. So it was worthwhile to give you the podium. Congratu-
lation! And what really is the conference about if it isn't to explore
the widest possible diversity of ideas in the pursuit of Truth with
scientific rigor. What would we profit if we had a tea party organ-
ized of mutually agreeing gossip tellers where everyone smiles and
recites the doctrine of the day?"

  "Should I present an official correction and explanation
tomorrow to answer the controversy?" I asked her.

  "Don't you dare, Peter. Don't you even think of it! Did
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Mozart give an explanation as to why he let the Figaro opera end
as he did? No, he didn't. He let the audience mull things over for
themselves. Maybe some of them did rewrite the ending in their
mind. But that was their task, not Mozart's. He set up a paradox
as you have. It begs to be resolved by the audience. Mozart gave
his audience homework like a schoolteacher would. You have too."

  By the time the people had dispersed, Anton was her old
self again. We even embraced each other briefly. I dared for a kiss!
But she instantly scolded me, though with a smile. She said some-
thing about me being a "sex exploiter" and laughed. But even as she
laughed about it, I noticed a barrier in the background, which
indicated that the laughter was a cover-up.

  That's when Ushi found us.
  Ushi noticed instantly that Anton's accusations had hurt. She

questioned me about the incidence when we were alone by ourselves
that night, walking back to the hotel.
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Chapter 10 - The Anton Paradox

  The snow-filled streets provided a sanctuary for talking about
everything Ushi and I cared to address. The snow muffled the sound.
And apart from that, English wasn't commonly spoken. Ushi and I
could talk about Anton more freely in the streets. I told her that
I felt hurt by what had happened between me and Anton, because
her accusation belied the openness that had unfolded during the
evening before. I said that it hurt in part for the reason she has
stated, but that it also hurt, because it reflects a far deeper self-
isolation, deep within her, than had become apparent during our
conversation the night before. I told Ushi that I hadn't paid much
attention to it, then.

  "The barrier appears to be rooted in her isolation against
any kind of sexual feelings," I said to Ushi. "Antonovna had evi-
dently been hurt by this far more than she dares to admit to
herself. She wanted to talk about sex, but there was always a deep-
seated fear attached to it. She brought the subject of sex up several
times, and then shied away from it and accused me of wanting to
exploit it. She seems to isolate herself against any kind of intimacy
in sharing one-another's loving. She seems to be drawn into a kind
of isolation that keeps her away from the rich elements of human
existence. She seems to be the kind of person that seeks the soli-
tude of an empty landscape, to escape the social complexities, while
she really wants the very opposite. She hates the solitude, and it
seems that she wants to get out of this box, but is afraid to open
the door to the real world. Sex seems to be at the center of it
all. It causes her pain. Of course I can understand why she finds
it hurtful. Still I seem to be at a loss in trying to help her. Every
approach seems to fail."

  "Are you saying that you talked about sex?" Ushi asked.
Ushi's face revealed a sense of shock and horror. "You are lucky that
she stuck with you for the entire dinner. Normally she walks out
in minutes when the subject of sex enters the scene."

  "We talked about sex over dinner for three nights, and even
afterwards for four hours on the last day. I didn't bring the subject
up," I said to Ushi. "Antonovna brought it up. She always took the
initiative and then closed the door. Almost right from the very
beginning she allowed me to call her, Anton, as a special privilege,
just for me, and even then she had attached a notion of sex to it.
However we only explored the subject of sex on the universal level,
and explored the barriers created against it in the Byzantine system
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of vertical domination. We also talked about the opposite to domi-
nation, the platform of freedom based on scientific development and
the discovery of universal principles, and then the ultimate, the
lateral model that reflects the Principle of Universal Love. Mostly,
we talked about the political aspects that can be used as a kind of
metaphor for all three models. It seemed easier to talk about poli-
tics, than to talk about sex directly, but eventually we talked about
both since both are equally intertwined with the Principle of Uni-
versal Love, even at the grass roots level. Unfortunately, Anton found
the political aspects just as scary."

  "Don't judge her, Peter," said Ushi. "Antonovna grew up in
her own private Byzantine world of top down domination. She knows
what it is like when one is stomped into the ground, and is barely
able to lift ones head."

  "Ushi, are you talking about her having been raped? I know
about it. She told me."

  Ushi shook her head. "No Peter, it wasn't just rape in her
case. I'm talking about systematic abuse. Anton had been exploited
for many years in her own home where she grew up, by her own
family. It is often a curse you know, to grow up as a beautiful girl
in a loveless society, and more so in a strongly religious hierarchical
family environment where the imperial vertical system is deeply
rooted, where obedience to authority is strongly ingrained. Antonovna
had never been able to feel the joy of discovering her worth, of
reaching out with her own love to enrich one-another's life. She had
been demanded and coerced and given no option at all, but to
comply. It might have been her father that abused her, or relatives,
or both. She keeps the details locked up in herself."

  "You are getting close to the truth, Ushi," I said. "She was
abused by three uncles simultaneously, and later by her own mother.
Her father stood impotently aside, unable to help, and thereby abetted
the rape. Every Wednesday her father and mother would leave the
house to let the rape by her uncles proceed, and later, after the
uncles were killed in war, only her father would leave, and you can
probably guess why."

  "She told you all that?"
  "She did so reluctantly, Ushi. It took her a long time to get

to it, but she did tell me the entire ugly story."
  "Wow, Peter! That's amazing. But are you surprised that

such things happen, and that a victimized person is ashamed to even
talk about it? The whole world says that top-down vertical domi-
nation is the way to go. We do it politically. We do it militarily.
We do it financially. We do it ideologically. We do it in every
perceivable aspect, and it is all a form of rape. Maybe we are all
a kind of trapped into this in various ways."

  "That's what I told Anton," I said. "I pointed out to her,
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that Russia has been under this yoke for a thousand years already.
The only difference that I can see is that Anton has been hit with
sexual rape in addition to all the other forms of rape, and this right
at the home that should have been a sanctuary. She had no safe
place to go to hide from all this."

  Ushi suggested that my exposing to Anton the nature of the
Byzantine model, might have stirred up a lot of dormant feelings,
without Anton even recognizing the connection.

  "The awakening may have come later," I said to Ushi. "The
pain always comes first. And she did feel that pain. What hurts me,
is that I stirred this pain up again, that she tried to forget. How
could I have known, however, what lay in her background?"

  "Can you imagine the 'torture' she may have felt when being
subjected to such intense domination that leaves a person no way
out?" said Ushi. "She had felt the full weight of the doctrine of the
'right of kings' within the closeness of her own family."

  "The family that should have been a sanctuary uplifted by
love," I said, "had turned her days of growing up into a long night
of hopelessness, not just a nightmare, Ushi. A nightmare goes away
in the morning. What she experienced blackened her life with in-
escapable forces that were demanding her subjection. We can't im-
agine what it must be like to be robbed of one's opportunity to
love," I said. "She must have felt in those days, that her very soul
was torn out of her, by having to perform on command as a sac-
rificial resource for the elation of others."

  "If you love her, Pete," said Ushi, "as you evidently do, you
must help her, gently, to free herself from the darkness of her past.
What she evidently needs most, is to become proud of herself again
as a human being, and most of all as a woman, which she is, to
the point that she can love herself again freely out the riches of
her own humanity, and others on the same platform."

  Ushi added that the worst abuse she could personally im-
agine was the abuse of ones love. "I have always loved my father.
I can't imagine what it would have done to me to see this love
betraying me."

  "Her father had no choice," I interjected. "He was forced to
comply with the uncles wishes."

  "Then he was raped too. This was rape upon the soul. That
must have hurt pure Anton even more," said Ushi.

  "I think she knew what that was like. She knew if from
feeling impotent herself. The physical rape probably was secondary
to that."

  "The physical rape was violence nevertheless," said Ushi,
"whether it was violently inflicted or not. She appears to have
suffered this violence and can't talk about it as freely as she might
like to in order to free herself from it. What she suffered was
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probably the worst kind of domestic violence possible, the violence
of a betrayed love. That's a crime against humanity and civilization.
But how can we help her to get her life back? The rape is history.
It's water under the bridge, but she still suffers from it."

  I suggested that the great cultural explosion of beautiful
developments that came out of the Golden Renaissance, might offer
a path for her to get her humanity back. Her humanity is her life
as a human being. I had asked her to consider the music from Bach
to Brahms that emerged from the revival of that renaissance."

  "Doing this might help," said Ushi, "but she didn't suffer
this alone. We see the same now happening more and more in the
form of police state persecutions in many places around the world,
where the supposed protector of society becomes society's enemy.
Bach and Mozart seem to be too distant from this modern hell."

  "Maybe they shouldn't seem distant," I interjected. "Their
music remains valid as a bridge to what we have already lost.
Maybe this distance has been artificially created through cultural
warfare, in order to prevent us from getting our humanity back.
How else would the imperials get society to willingly swallow their
rape of mankind, in their war against it, that is now back on the
agenda, with no victory in sight? Bach seems as distant today as the
Peace of Westphalia, in which Bach uplifted the face of music. Look
at the faces of war today, and look at what is now called music;
one reflects the other. We are being raped on both fronts."

  I also see it in finance and economics," said Ushi, "and in
religion, and in the still ongoing practice of torture in the world,
soft or hard. Anton suffered similar kinds of torture. I can appre-
ciate why she couldn't dance with me when I made the offer. She
feared that the 'violence' in her past would hurt her again. Love had
become 'violence' in her experience. Will this wound ever fully heal,
Ushi?"

  Ushi nodded. "It will heal, Peter. You may have already
started the process of healing by talking with her, and standing
beside her. Unfortunately, the same can't be said about the national
rape that America suffered, and still does. Who stands up for
America? Who stands with the American people side by side?"

  "Who could even do this," I said, "when the people them-
selves don't stand side by side with one another? We live in a
vertical world that is becoming evermore fascist. The masters of the
world are already telling us that the gentle age has ended; the nice
epoch is finished; the rats are showing their teeth. When the im-
perial's Hitler-project backfired, America responded with a great
commitment of love to bail out the whole world, and the Fondi
Empire with it, but as soon as the war on the battlefield ended,
the Empire resumed its war against America. Within days after
President Roosevelt had been in the grave, all of his cooperative
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arrangements with Russia were summarily scrapped. Instead of the
world-development that Roosevelt had envisioned, and had almost
promised, the world had become subjected to nuclear terror by
American hands."

  "This wound too, hasn't healed yet," said Ushi. "America has
been raped by the imperials, as surely as the German nation has
been raped by the Nazis. They have destroyed America's love. They
coerced America into building the bomb, and coaxed it into using
it against defenseless cities. No one had managed to stop them. And
even, when the heart ached over the victims, America built tens of
thousands more bombs, and once again no one could stop the madness
to this very day."

  "Our youth has protested, but the protesters were arrested,"
I said to her.

  "Oh, it was the same when Germany had been raped by the
Nazi machine, said Ushi, "only the intensity of the rape was worse.
Millions of people have been butchered to death by the Nazi's
underlings that had lost their humanity, and quite a few thousand
who refused to butcher other people to death, were executed them-
selves. I've been told that over ten thousand of Germany's own
people were killed by the Nazis, because they refused to kill, and
four hundred thousand others were severely punished to force them
into line. Thus, the universal butchering of millions proceeded with-
out anyone being able to stop it. The larger Nazi madness eventually
became 'domestic violence' on an unimaginable scale, which pre-
vented society from putting a stop to it by any possible civil means.
What Anton suffered was of the same sort, only softer and smaller."

  "Unfortunately the process is still going on, at all levels,"
said Ushi. "Maybe we can learn from helping Anton, how we might
help heal the rest of us and the world. Life is too short and too
precious, not to do this. Most people waste their life in the cellar
of indifference, when they could be standing on the rooftop gazing
at the stars and the Universe beyond them."

  I agreed with Ushi. "Right now, Anton lives in that cellar
of indifference. She lives in isolation from herself, probably out of
shame, or out of fear, or lingering disgust," I said to Ushi. "I see
her struggling to break out of that shell that surrounds her. She
nearly did so once, after her mother died. But I don't see her
making any progress. She is free now from her former tragedy, but
not from the sense of smallness that had crept over her because of
it. For this she needs our help, but she also needs the kind of
'space' a person must have to develop from within."

  "In this case you can help her by assisting her in feeling
worthy as a human being," said Ushi, and especially so as a beau-
tiful woman, which she is, which she probably hated herself for, for
the problems it caused. Being a beautiful girl had brought her so
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much pain. Now she is scared to acknowledge herself as the beau-
tiful woman that she is. And still I think she is proud of being
herself. She is living a paradox."

  "She can't step away from the paradox," I said to Ushi. "She
has to solve it, or else things will get worse. The paradox probably
hasn't been fully recognized by her yet. The tragedy that created the
paradox hasn't been healed yet either."

  "We can help her with that, can't we?" said Ushi. "In fact,
we should do this in every case and on every level, where vertical
domination has torn humanity apart, and not just in her case."

  "But this help is precisely what she seems to reject," I
reminded Ushi.

  "Don't kid yourself, Peter. What she rejects she maybe se-
cretly hoping for, hoping that you might make the effort to carry
her over the threshold," said Ushi. "Steve would probably tell you
the story of Mary Magdalene," Ushi added with a smile. "That's a
very human story of a woman who had found herself in a somewhat
similar situation to Anton's, only under vastly different circumstances."

  Ushi told me the story.
  Mary Magdalene was a contemporary of Christ Jesus. He had

uplifted her, probably with his teachings and his healing work. She
appeared to have been a warm and loving woman, who had fully
shared herself with other people that needed her love. For this
fulfilling love she was shunned in noble society, and even by society
at large. She was labeled a sinner. She also found herself isolated
from society under this stigma. And so, as the story goes, Christ
Jesus was once the honored guest of a high-caste elite. In this noble
setting he was visited by this woman, this outcast, who simply
intruded and showered him with her affection right in front of his
host. She even anointed his feet. His host didn't see what was
moving her. He only saw that this woman interrupted his festivities.
Mary Magdalene was her name. He saw her as a sinner and as a
low-caste intruder who had no business coming into his house
uninvited, and worst of all, she immediately anointed Jesus' feet
with costly oil. Jesus understood the man's high-minded concerns.
And so, knowing what his host might be thinking, he commented
to him that he had something to say to him. He pointed out that
he, a noble man of means had offered him no water to wash his
feet, nor oil to anoint his head, as was customary in oriental society,
and would have been easy for him to provide. Then he pointed to
the woman, saying that that this poor woman had come with tears
flowing, and had bathed his feet in showers of them and had wiped
them dry with her own hair, and had anointed them with the costly
oil that she hadn't even used on herself. So he suggested to his host
that her sins, which may have been many, were forgiven her, be-
cause she loved much, while to whom, who loves little, little is
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forgiven. After saying this he publicly acknowledged to the woman
that her sins are forgiven."

  Ushi paused. "My question to you is, what were her sins,
Peter?" said Ushi. "Where her sins not located in her own self-
isolation and self-condemnation? She was a woman who had loved
on a wide platform. She had helped fulfill a deeply human need
that others would not care enough to address, but were indifferent
to, such as the need for sexual intimacies. The woman was evidently
condemned by a loveless society for her wider love. And for this
she was called a sinner. She was condemned for living in love, and
had accepted the condemnation. Consequently she had condemned
herself in accepting society's tragedy as her own. That's what her
sins had been, Peter. Maybe that is why Anton finds it so hard to
heal herself. She condemns herself for accepting society's tragedy as
her own."

  "Christ Jesus had evidently helped the woman, Mary
Magdalene, to heal herself of that," I said to her. "Her self-condem-
nation might have reflected itself in her self-isolation with which
she labeled herself as a sinner," I suggested. "Being labeled a sinner
by others, and being shunned by the elite, and shied away from by
the general society, had caused a self-imposed shame in her that
became a rape on her own self. I think this is the sin that she had
freed herself of, and had given herself a full pardon for, thereby
restoring herself her freedom to recognize herself as a human being.
On this authority she was able to enter boldly the high-caste home
and display her renewed self-acceptance and affection. And so, I
would say, Christ Jesus had accurately commented to his host, that
much had been forgiven her, seeing the evidence that she forgave
herself. Probably only Christ Jesus knew the length of that path that
she had traversed to her freedom. He said in recognition of it, that
'much had been forgiven.' What he said was probably an understate-
ment. And so he added, that this majestic achievement had been
possible, 'because she loved much.' I think this statement, that the
achievement was wrought, 'because she loved much,' is significant.
She has had a critical choice before her. One of the options that
she faced was to scale down her help of those in need of sexual
intimacies, or to stop her loving embrace of those in need, alto-
gether. This shutting down of her love might have lifted society's
condemnation as a sinner, from her. But like Prometheus, she couldn't
betray her love. Against this background she evidently took the long
road, which is to cause a real healing in herself, of her unwarranted
self-condemnation, which she had evidently accepted simply because
society had condemned her. On this long road she won from herself
a full pardon, restoring her self-love, whereby she was able to keep
her love towards others alive as well. Her loving became expanded.
This was the healing impetus. In the process, much was forgiven,
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because she loved much. Only Christ Jesus and the woman herself,
on the day of her intrusion into the high cast house, understood the
depth of that struggle and how much she had left behind, and also
the reasons for the struggle. It appears therefore, that when she saw
Jesus, who had helped her to win that breakthrough, to win her
self-appreciation as a human being, she burst out into tears. Christ
Jesus probably saw this as a proof that the healing was complete.
And another proof that he saw, was that she now proudly entered
the house of the highest elite, that she would have never dreamed
of, to enter before. She became a woman of clout by her deep
healing," I added. "I think her story is mirrored in Anton's story, as
the two cases are almost identical, so that the path for Anton's
healing may be found in that example. But how is one to convey
this to her?"

  Ushi nodded. "The principle of God, which is Love, univer-
sal Love, remains to be acknowledged. This is what the woman had
done with her whole heart, both towards society, towards herself,
and towards her humanity. She was discovering the Principle of
Universal Love, and the result was a universal kiss of vast propor-
tions. Perhaps for the first time in her life, she was discovering this
principle for herself and also as applying to her, by which her self-
condemnation was lifted. The Principle of Universal Love is a God-
Principle. She had cleared a debt to divine Principle. The freedom
came when she forgave herself and so fulfilled her obligation. The
debt was vacated when she let go of her self-isolation, and her lack
of acknowledgment of her humanity. Yes, much was forgiven by her
as it would happen again in Anton's case. It was not forgiven out
of charity or compassion. It was justly forgiven when she won her
struggle and fulfilled her obligation towards the Principle of Univer-
sal Love. Her freedom was earned. She was in tears for it, and I
predict that we will see Anton in tears one day, for the same
reason. Evidently for us, the more we reflect the Principle of
Universal Love in our life, the more we live the God-Principle and
bring to light the dimension of God reflected in the wide dimension
of universal Love - one of the great principles of the Universe that
seems to be reflected in all the other principles of the Universe as
they harmonize with one another. No greater principle seems to
exists than the Principle of Universal Love."

  "The Apostle John had pointed out in his writings that
whosoever loves, lives in God," I interjected. "Did you know that
Ushi? He said that whosoever doesn't love, doesn't know God, and
has no part in the Universe that can only be experienced in Love."

  "The woman, Mary Magdalene, must have understood this
too," said Ushi. "Her struggle was not easy, but profound." Ushi
added that Anton's breakthrough will likely not be easy either, but
might have to be profound before she can be free.
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Part 3 - Love Festival
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Chapter 11 - An Organ Recital

  I felt joyously free to speak with Ushi about sex and other
sensitive matters on the streets in Moscow. It seemed that not many
people spoke English. Maybe that was an illusion. In any case, it felt
great to speak so freely about intimate subjects stomping through
the snowdrifts to get to the theaters, or back home from them.

  The State Theater, the concert hall, and the opera house,
had all retained much of their earlier 'red-velvet' imperial posh.
After we checked our heavy coats that night, and rubber over-boots,
and fake fur hats, we felt quite at home in those settings. In fact
we always felt quite at home in the theaters and concert halls. We
enjoyed the old 'palaces' for what they were, relics of an era that
had ended. Their pomp evidently was as much a part of the peo-
ple's heritage as the drab simplicity of their dwellings and the creeping
poverty in their lives that were silently overshadowed by a fear that
nobody spoke about, except on rare occasions. Regardless of it all,
the people were well dressed in the theaters, men and women alike.
However, sadly, only a few could be seen holding each other's hands
in the kind of continuing embrace that we found ourselves in, locked
fast into a 'springtime' mood in the middle of winter, the springtime
of our joy in one another.

  For us, being in the theater didn't constitute an interruption
of our 'sexual' embrace of one-another. It was more than just a
quest to eradicate even the most deeply seated isolation. Love's light
was its own merit, and in this flow of light the theatres added
another phase shift in enriching one-another. Holding hands as lovers
do seemed so much richer for an interchange between two people,
than the sterile indifference that the black suited ornaments of society
displayed that filled the theaters. Thus, the cultural element of our
evenings wasn't a suspension of our loving. Rather, it added a unique
splendor of its own.

  When we spoke about Antonovna, we both realized that the
golden cocoon that she had spun around herself represented never-
theless a denial of herself. She had been forced to be a woman long
before she became one, which made her to loathe the very thing
she was. It also appeared to have made her life insecure in other
areas as well, that lay not in the sexual dimension. "If the great
peace conference that we have come to is to have any meaning for
her," I said to Ushi, "I must help her to love herself in the fullest
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embrace of her humanity that is possible, in order to bring peace
to her soul. No one can be at peace being inwardly divided against
oneself, even if this inner division reflects the state of the world
at large. And so, I think Anton needs our embracing of her to get
the ball rolling."

  Ushi agreed. "No one can dance alone with oneself if one
is divided against oneself. That's elementary Watson!" said Ushi and
began to laugh. "Anton will never allow herself to be close to
Nicolai, for as long as she is divided against herself, and cannot
dance with her own soul."

  We both agreed that the best way to help Anton might be
for ourselves to embrace to the fullest the very truth about our
common humanity, that she seemed to deny. We reasoned that an
unfolding out-flowing love from our learning to dance ourselves,
would invariably embrace her as well and uplift her in some way.
However, who would have thought that an evening concert in a
cathedral, attending a recital of Bach's great fugues, would enrich the
sexual loving of two people such as ourselves, beyond expectation,
and enrich at the same time the acknowledgment of our scientific
genius within us that likewise reflects our humanity? The two as-
pects became combined into a double dance from the heart. We
never thought that tearing down the foundations for the isolation
would open up such vast horizons.

  That night when we listened to Bach, we were all cuddled
up to each other, and not only because the cathedral was cold. We
kept 'warm' gazing at one-another, interrupted with kisses, while
high above from the organ lofts poured forth a dance of intertwin-
ing melodies, that erupted at times in great bursts of sounds, like
fountains of starlight that slowly descended onto us below with all
the precision of a mathematical structure. Each note was in its
place, delineated only by what it was. Each note fulfilled its role
in the larger context of the composition, and was never more than
that or less. Each note was vital and of equal value. The music
reflected to some degree our own daring in our loving and our joy,
and in that intertwining union it sparkled with a light that was ever
new. There too, every tone was vital and of equal value and never
more or less than what was needed. At least so I convinced myself.
We were uplifting our self-love in this manner, by enriching it
culturally.

  This particular night was our second night together and our
sixth in Moscow. Right after the Bach recital was over, we came
upon a restaurant that seemed ideal for a nightcap on the way back.
The place was a high-society restaurant so it seemed, although perhaps
on the lower end of the scale. It pretended to be posh, but it really
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wasn't. Of course we didn't care. The people that we found there
also pretended to be what they obviously were no longer, members
of a high society. This society no longer existed in the Soviet world.
It didn't bother us, of course. To the contrary, we found it amusing
that people still clang to the old vanity.

  "I wish there was an easy way to help Anton to stop the
war that she is fighting against herself, that she has become trapped
in," I said to Ushi, after we had ordered a fish sandwich. "None of
my efforts have met with much success so far," I said to her. "It
seems as though the bridges have been burned to the ground for her
to get back to the real world, and for me to reach her in her
imaginary world. The damage is caused all too often carelessly, but
it's hard to repair. It is hard to rebuild the bridges that have been
destroyed. I wish I knew how to help her to rebuild those bridges
to the free world."

  Ushi looked at me with a sad smile. "Free world Peter?
What free world? This free world that you dream of hasn't been
created yet. And you my friend must first stop your own war
against yourself, your war of self-denial. You are not dancing as fully
and freely with yourself, as you would if you didn't keep on falling
back into the trap of your own war of self-denial."

  "What war? What self-denial?" I said astonished.
  "Peter, you just said that you don't know how to help her.

That's self-denial, Peter. You are a human being, aren't you? Your
excuse that you don't know how to help her, is untruthful. You
proved to yourself and to me in Cozumel, that you are well able
to relate to a human being, who is also a woman, and you proved
this profoundly so during those days. Your self-denial is a lye. It
doesn't stand up to reality. You know this as well as I do. So, I
won't answer you. I won't feed into your self-denial and let it steal
your life."

  I waved her off.
  "Yes, Peter. Every form of self-denial steals a bit of our life.

That's why people say that life is too short. They waste it, and then
complain that they got nothing out of it. That's why it seems short.
They are living 'small' lives, and thus, they accomplish nothing. Of
course time isn't a factor in life, is it, because nobody knows how
long it ill be? The determining factor is how rich we make our
lives with the riches that we have as human beings. Our self-denial
steals those riches from us, which we could have. I won't play into
this tragedy for you, that would only hurt you."

  "So, you won't help me then?" I said astonished.
  "Of course I'll help, I always will, but not in the way you

expect. I'll help you in my own way, with my own dancing. Of
course you know what that involves when the goal is to explore
our honesty. I think this is what you are asking me to help you
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with, unless you think you are a lesser human being than a slave
boy is? In that case there would be no hope for you."

  "A slave boy, Ushi?" I asked surprised.
  "Of course, Peter. I am referring to the slave boy in Plato's

Meno dialog, Peter."
  "And you think that's going to be a big help," I said and

shook my head.
  "No Peter, I am serious. I am not making fun of you. You

are familiar with the Meno dialog, aren't you? I know that you are.
Socrates had made it plain to his friend Menon that even an un-
trained slave boy possesses the ability to recognize universal princi-
ples, because he is a human being. Socrates told Menon that such
a boy would not have to be taught anything at all to be able to
solve a highly complex problem in geometry. Socrates said that it
would be possible for him to do this, because of his ability to see
with the mind's eye, and thus he would have the ability to recog-
nize the existence of universal principles that the physical eye cannot
behold. That's native to every human being. Socrates told Menon
that it is primarily this unique ability, which all by itself, defines
us as human beings. Socrates told Menon that our ability as human
beings, to be able to recognize and to understand universal princi-
ples, is an enormously big thing in the development of life on our
planet. Socrates understood that this is what sets us apart from any
other species of life on the planet. He thereby understood that a
human being, including an uneducated slave boy, has the capability
to recognize universal principles and to respond to them. He would
do this naturally unless he denies himself. Therefore he only needs
to be guided to acknowledge the capability that he already has. Your
problem with Anton can be resolved in the same way. Did you
realize that, Peter?"

  "But how, Ushi? What do you have in mind to open the
door for it?"

  "Take a guess at what I have in mind. You know me well
enough by now, Peter. What's my preferred method for solving
fascinating problems?"

  "Oh, your role-playing, is that it? You love to do role
playing."

  She nodded. "Right, Peter. The process of role-playing forces
us to be more honest with ourselves. Since you are the one who
has been asking the question, I propose that you should play the
role of Socrates who asks all the questions, and I will play the role
of the slave boy. Is that acceptable?"

  I nodded. I thought about it. I wondered how Socrates would
approach the puzzle that Anton had become. Ah, yes... "Yes, I accept
the challenge, Ushi," I said exuberantly, "provided you are willing to
play the dual role of playing the slave boy and of playing yourself
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as a woman."
  Ushi agreed. "So ask away Doctor Socrates."
  Instead of asking a question I leaned across the table for a

kiss and smiled, and as expected the gesture was met with an equal
response, so that the kiss happened. I called it a personal kiss as
a reflection of the universal kiss, all happening at the same time.

  "Did you observe what happened?" I addressed the slave boy
in the low voice of a professor.

  The boy replied, "You kissed each other, so what?"
  "Did you ever see an animal do that sort of thing, with

such evident joy, and with such a total embrace of one-another,
even with a sense of elation?" I asked the boy.

  "Of course not," said the boy.
  "Why not?"
  "Only human beings do that, Socrates. You of all people

should know that."
  "OK, then let me ask you why only human beings do that?"

I said in the voice of Socrates. "Let me help you with the answer.
Did you ever see a rose, my boy?"

  The boy nodded. "I know where there is a meadow with
lots of wild roses. They are beautiful when they are in full blos-
som."

  "Why are they beautiful? What makes them beautiful? Would
a rat find those roses in the meadow beautiful?"

  "A rat doesn't know anything about beautiful things," the
boy replied, "but people do. We recognize beauty, because we are
human beings."

  "If this is so, my boy, where is the seat of the beauty
located? Is it located in the rose, or in the Soul of our humanity?"

  "It is located in the Soul of our humanity, Socrates, because
from the depth of that Soul we see in the rose the principles that
make it beautiful. This happens, because we value the principles and
see them reflected. And so, we see a bit of ourselves coming to
light in our living. We can see beauty in shapes and in colors, and
in symmetry and composition, and in subtle shades of color and
their blending. A rat cannot see any of that. It may not be color-
blind, but it can't see principles. Only we can see these and so
much more. That's why a rose means nothing to a rat."

  "That's an excellent answer," I said to the boy in the voice
of Socrates. "In fact you gave me a superb answer. But tell me this.
If the recognition of beauty is located in the Soul of our humanity
as a reflection of the principles that we see with the mind, does
this process not also apply to the way in which we recognize the
beauty of one-another as human beings, including things that one
can't really see with the eye, but which come alive in the mind so
that we respond to them with love?"
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  The boy nodded.
  "In this case, the beauty for which we cherish one-another,

is really rooted in ourselves by the process of our recognizing the
principles that are expressed, and aspects of our humanity that we
treasure, that we regard as beautiful. We call this process, loving
one-another. But would you say that this is incorrect? Wouldn't it
be more correct then, to say that it is really our self-love that is
causative here, which is simply out-flowing towards one-another and
in the process brightens everything?"

  "Of course it would be correct to say that," said the boy,
performed by Ushi. "But why do you ask such silly questions? Don't
you know anything, Doctor Socrates?" said the boy.

  Embarrassed, I continued my questions. "Would you agree
then that what we call love is essentially a joyful recognition of our
own humanity in its myriad reflection everywhere? We love in the
world what we value in the heart. Isn't that so? When we see
what's in our heart, being manifest in the Universe, we rejoice. That
is why expressing Love is naturally beautiful, isn't it?"

  The boy nodded and motioned me to go on.
  "The process also applies to what we see of ourselves re-

flected in other people," I said.
  "You keep repeating yourself," said the boy impatiently. "What

else would loving be, if it wasn't something that reflects what is
rooted in our heart? But Doctor Socrates, why then do we need to
bother with the kiss, if all our Love is truly lodged in ourselves and
not in any object that we cherish?"

  "Try to answer this question yourself," I said to him.
  The boy smiled. "Don't you know anything, Socrates? Don't

you know that every person in the Universe has the same human
capacity to see with the mind? Every person has the same Soul,
with which to recognize the principles of beauty. Everyone has the
same ability to be in Love, and to respond with joy for what we
see reflected, that bears an image of our mind and our soul. So
what must the outcome be of that, in all cases, universally, Socra-
tes? If our mind and soul are but reflections of something greater,
like the Mind and the Soul of the Universe, what must the outcome
be when we acknowledge that we all share the same kind of rec-
ognition, and the same sense of beauty unfolding in Love in a
community of principle that we truly have in common with all
humanity? The outcome would naturally be a kiss. The kiss then,
becomes a joyous celebration of an acknowledged community of
principle. And so, a kiss happens between two people, or all people.
It's a celebration of a common acknowledgement. How else would
such an outcome unfold, but in the form of a kiss, a kind of
universal kiss? A kiss is a phrase in the unspoken language of Love
being expressed, which every human being understands. I am disap-
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pointed, though, Doctor Socrates. I thought you knew all this." The
boy began to laugh.

  "Let me ask you another question, " I said to the boy
quietly. "Let me ask you a harder question. But before I do, please
observe. I am going to be very daring."

  I got out of my chair and stood behind Ushi. I reached
down with my right hand, deep inside her blouse and cupped her
breast with my hand, and moments later withdrew it and sat down
again. Ushi didn't forbid or hinder me, but opened two of the
buttons on her blouse to make the entry more easily possible. She
even rewarded me with a kiss afterwards.

  "What did you observe?" I asked the boy. "Did you observe
the same community of principle reflected in that action too? Wasn't
it all one single drawn-out universal kiss? Did you observe my smile
and Ushi's smile? I can assure you my smile wasn't occasioned by
the tactile sensation. I could just as well have touched a soft sponge
to experience the same tactile sensation. The tactile sensation would
not have been any different. Nevertheless, I have never known anyone
being sexually aroused by handling a soft sponge while washing a
car, for example."

  "There are different principles involved, Socrates," the boy
answered. "But let me ask you this," he added. "What's the timidity
for in your asking? What did you mean when you said that you are
going to be daring? Were you scared of becoming engaged in a
celebration of your common commitment to a universal principle?
What's so scary about that? Were you uncertain that a 'kiss' would
be always a kiss no matter what form it might take?"

  "Oh, I didn't think I was timid about that. Was I?" I said
to him. "I meant to say with that, that I was going to be daring
because this sort of thing isn't done in a public place."

  "Why isn't it? Socrates."
  "Well my boy, you should know the answer to that question

as well as I do. Why isn't it done?"
  The boy shook his head and then smiled. "It isn't done in

public, because the public generally doesn't recognize itself as human
beings, and therefore refuses to open its 'inner eyes' with which to
recognize the principles involved. Many people refuse to 'see' with
their mind, even though all human beings are able to do that. They
don't want to admit that they go through the world with their mind
clothed. That's why things aren't done that would embarrass them,
as it would reveal their smallness of mind. It's not being done out
of a sense of compassion for them, but to protect them. Their small
mind and closed eyes are the reason why they see sex as an animal
propensity. They see themselves as animals. With their mind blinded,
they tend to reduce all aspects of sex to that level. They have no
choice, because they can't look any higher, and they dislike people
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who are able to do this. I suppose, you felt daring then in this
context, by knowing that you would challenge them to deal with
something that lay outside their range of vision, which they cannot
recognize until they heal themselves of their blindness. You might
have felt that your challenge would make them angry with them-
selves for not having achieved this healing. They secretly long for
this healing, regardless of the fact that they would have never seen
animals, which they believe themselves to be, being engaged in the
kind of sexual sharing as I have observed between the two of you,
and which is also in their heart. This kind of rich and love-uplifted
sharing never happens in the animal world. It can't. Without the
recognition of universal principles, there can't be a community of
principle, and without that, there can't be a kiss. The capability for
that recognition doesn't exist in the animal world. It exists only in
the human world."

  The boy paused. "Of course, Socrates, society has been in-
undated for many ages with the notion that human beings are basically
animals," he added. "Consequently people refuse to open their eyes
and their mind. They force themselves to think within the same
narrow frame of reference that animals do, who are trapped into
their small-minded framework by their natural limits. People, who
regard themselves to be animals, rather than human beings, are trapped
into the same framework, Socrates. But this happens voluntarily by
their own choice. I find it silly therefore, for them to get angry
over the effects of their own choice."

  The boy began to laugh. "Did you observe the public's faces,
Socrates, when you did what you did? Some people stared in dis-
belief of what they saw you do, others smiled as if they thought
you were nuts, and the rest who observed what was happening,
quickly looked away so that they wouldn't have to respond to it
in any way at all. And did you notice, no one waved or applauded?"

  "Yes, I observed that," I replied. "But now, let me ask you
another, still harder question."

  The boy nodded.
  "Suppose that I am asking you to observe still another

happening, a more daring than the last one. Suppose I will not just
reach down to Ushi's breast, but lower, and lift up her skirt and
reach for her genitals, and fondle them as lovers do in bed. You
know the process, of course. You know what's involved. Would you
agree that this daring and exciting kind of sharing would likewise
be an unfolding recognition of a community of principle, a mutual
sharing of a profound and joyful recognition that also goes very deep
and also would be once again be another single drawn-out universal
kiss? So, what would you say to that?"

  "Well, Socrates, I would answer the same as before, but I
would add that you better wash your hands quickly before the
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sandwiches are served. Obviously, what you suggest isn't practical in
a restaurant. Apart from that, most of the people in the restaurant,
who think like animals, who don't see the community of principle
behind this kind of daring celebration, would throw you out onto
the street, or into jail. Most small-minded people expect everybody
to live on their basement mentality level. They might tolerate a
simple kiss on the lips, and that just barely, and even that they
might not understand."

  I told the boy that I agreed. "But now boy, what would
your reaction be, considering what you have seen, if I told you that
Ushi and I are not married to each other, but are both married to
other persons?"

  "I would ask you, Socrates, why you would want to insult
me by bringing the subject of marriage into this. What has marriage
got to do with anything of that? Does it change the principles
involved that lead to a conscious celebration of our community of
principle, which acknowledges the universality of everything that has
to do with being human? So what if that celebration includes all
the happenings that I have observed, but unfolding outside the sphere
of marriage? Why should that make a difference? The marriage
concept doesn't extend into the sphere of our recognition and ac-
knowledgment of universal principles. It has nothing to do with
what the mind beholds as our reflection of being human. Does your
marriage make you less human, Socrates? Does your marriage negate
the validity of universal principles and your acknowledgment of them?
If it does, I feel sorry for you, because then something artificial
would deny the existence of something that is universal and pro-
found. Wouldn't that drive a person mad, especially for being ex-
cluded from principles that apply to all mankind? Has marriage been
invented to eradicate principles, or hinder people's recognition of
them? Maybe it has? Maybe it has been originally intended to block
an honest response to one another in society on a very large scale.
That's why I pity all of you high-society folks. By accepting your
noble status, that also encumbers your mind, just as it encumbers
your property, you have accepted the environment of lies that support
your status as a rat. You are not allowed to open your mind to the
recognition of principles, as a rat. This would be too challenging for
you to do. It would shatter your world built on imposed lies."

  The boy began to laugh. "I hear that in ancient times people
were killed by the state under the force of law, for simply opening
their minds to the recognition of universal principles, and for their
responding to them in a community of a shared recognition. I hear
that this is still happening and might continue for some time. That's
tragic for you, isn't it? But it isn't for us slaves. We don't live
under this kind of yoke. We slaves are unimportant to society, and
therefore we are free to embrace each other in an ever-wider cel-
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ebration of our natural community of principle, unimpeded by any
impositions of empire. Would you believe, Socrates, I am a part of
a group of seven? Now try to figure that marriage out, Socrates.
And let me tell you this, in the celebration of our community of
principle, the sexual sphere isn't that big. It is a part of it, but we
go further. We celebrate all what is inherently human, like integrity,
honor, joy, laughter, generosity, kindness, which we all acknowledge
to have in common as a matter of principle. Sex no longer divides
and isolates us then. So, it is not such a big thing anymore. It's one
of many. We read the classics together in my group. We read Homer,
the Pythagorean, Solon, and so on. We explore poetry, drama, and
geometry. During the day we work, but in the evening we celebrate
our humanity. We enjoy the seashore together, the sunsets, the wind,
and the waves. We enjoy singing and making music for one-another,
dance for one another, and enjoy seeing the flowers in the meadows
with one-another. All of this makes us far richer than you high-
society folks are. You seek your riches in money, because you have
not found the riches of your humanity in yourself, or perhaps you
are not allowed to find them by those who control your mind and
demand that your mind remains closed. But let me ask you this,
Doctor Socrates, why are you so obsessed with sex? It's not a big
thing, is it?"

  "No, my boy you are wrong on this, it is a huge thing, and
it is getting bigger and world-engulfing, a killer of tens of millions."

  Ushi raised her hand. "You better explain this one to me,"
she said in her normal tone of voice.

  "That's a story that you should be familiar with," I said and
smiled, "but you probably don't know it, because its been hidden.
In this story unauthorized sex has led to the death of over fifty
million people. It is one of the great tragedies in history in which
Germany played a central role."

  Ushi shook her head. I was told this story by an English
fellow who revealed quite a few ugly things of his family's past, and
of the Illuminati that he became a part of by birth. It is the story
of tragedy that began in 1916, two years into World War I. Germany
had won the war. The German submarines had swept all the British
convoys off the Atlantic, leaving Britain without ammunition, and
without food for her soldiers. The French army had lost 600,000 in
the defense of Verdun. The remainder mutinied. The Russian army
was defecting. The Italian army had collapsed. The war was over.
Germany offered England peace on honorable terms. Let's call the
war off. Let 's get back to the way it was before the war started,
they proposed to England. But a Jewish leader went to the British
War Cabinet and suggested that they shouldn't accept the peace,
because they could still win the war if America could be mobilized
to join them. The Jewish leader offered them that they would
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persuade America to enter the war on the side of the Empire, and
that they would do this simply for the promise that the British
would give the Jewish nation the land of Palestine for a Jewish
homeland. The deal was made. In America President Woodrow Wilson
was campaigning for his re-election on the promise of staying out
of the war.. But in the middle of the campaign a Jewish New York
lawyer presented letters to the President that he had written during
a sexual affair with the wife of one of his fellows at the Princeton
University, many years back. The blackmail package included many
twists, but in the end the President elect, Woodrow Wilson, stood
before Congress, standing on a pack of lies, and appealed to America
that it should declare war against Germany, which Congress did, all
based on lies. Once the war was restarted and escalated with
American help, and was eventually won, the Foreign Secretary Arthur
Balfour delivered on the promise to the Jewish blackmailers, by
issuing the infamous Belfour Declaration that guaranteed a future
Jewish homeland in Palestine. In this case sex did change the world.
With America's help, World War One was restarted, which became
a nightmare that would eventually claim an additional fifty million
lives, and also enabled the Bolshevik Revolution from which the
Soviet Union emerged. Tragically, it all started with a sex affair that
in real terms had absolutely no significance at all, but was a huge
thing in a small-minded world."

  "While being blackmailed, your President Wilson should have
laughed at his love affair," said Ushi. "He should have simply said,
that it had been a wonderful affair for both concerned, and that
apart from this, it had nothing to do with anything. But he couldn't
say that. This happened in 1916. The whole world was tied up into
knots over this mythological thing called sexual relationships, illicit
or authorized, which was powered by love nevertheless, but which
no one was big enough to acknowledge. So where does the fault lye
then, for the death of those fifty million people? Who was at fault
for the mythology that society had trapped itself in?"

  "So you see, sex is a hugely destructive issue if it remains
smothered by mythology upon mythology, which keep the mental
horizon small and narrow," I countered her. "O course those trag-
edies, if they remain unhealed, get bigger and bigger. And the big
tragic figure in all of that wasn't Woodrow Wilson, though he was
a fool and became a part of it. The big tragic figure was society,
which by its narrow sense of Love had conditioned itself towards
being trapped into a gigantic doom. Sex was the driving factor for
this tragedy. But was this case any different then when in biblical
times the ruling religious 'Satanists' demanded that all unauthorized
partners in sex should be killed, and be killed by the community
itself throwing stones at them until they would die from the in-
flicted injuries. They literally had people killing each other over sex.
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It can hardly get any worse than that, can it? Now they are using
this still unhealed form of insanity, as an excuse, to cause entire
nations to be destroyed in an orgy of madness that pales anything
we have seen so far."

  "Our slave boy wouldn't have the historic background to
understand the question," said Ushi.

  "But we have to understand it," said I, "because until this
problem is solved, it will go on and take us all down with it."

  "That is why we are playing the role playing game," said
Ushi. "By taking sex out of the historic context we might have a
better chance to see where the big causes for failure are located.
Look at the many sex-abuse cases that are tearing into the fabric
of the churches. How many millions in sex-abuse compensation claims
have been drained out of Roman Catholic dioceses in your country
for sexual abuses by the priests? Something is deeply wrong when
highly devoted, and honorable people, who devoted their life to
helping others, end up stepping over the line that the small-minded
demand must not be crossed. The failure obviously isn't in the
priest. It is too widely common for that. The failure is in society
that has 'imprisoned' the priest into a world that is unnaturally
narrow, so much so that they have become rapists. What these cases
are telling us, is that the entire perception of sex and loving has
been established incorrectly. Those who are sworn to celibacy for
whatever beliefs they have, have exiled themselves to a life of
starvation in the midst of plenty. This doesn't work, Peter. But the
failure only teaches us that something is wrong. In this case it isn't
a Roman Catholic problem. Anton's uncles were caught in the same
trap and Anton with them. The devil is the narrow vision in the
mind. Look at the Tibetan monks. Their religion desecrates the status
of woman so intensely, that a monk won't as much as touch a
woman, much less engage in sexual intimacies. Consequently the
monks fulfill their need for sexual intimacies by engaging boys. When
these things are happening on an ever-widening scale, the evidence
tells us that society is failing to meet its natural human needs. We
are sexual beings with sexual biological needs that must be fulfilled.
The human body comes equipped with natural impulses that assure
that the biological requirements are fulfilled. To deny them is a
form of self-denial. In fact they can't really be denied as the priests
and monks have experienced. Could a woman deny her menstruation
cycle? That's not possible. The menstruation cycle is a cleaning and
renewal cycle that has to happen. Researchers tell us that men have
similar cycles to contend with. The prostrate gland constantly col-
lects certain heavy elements like zinc, and then concentrates these
hundreds of times to produce the nourishment and transport medium
for the sperm for reproduction. This stuff needs to be renewed too.
Some of the heavy elements that the prostrate collects, can be
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carcinogenic, so that the body needs to have it flushed out in the
shortest and safest way possible. Ejaculation fulfills the requirement.
Sexual fulfillment isn't a devil's devise, but is an element of the
sexual nature of our being. It is a part of the divine design. It is
a facet of the incredible Intelligence that is expressed throughout
the Universe. We should celebrate sex instead of mystify it and
abuse it for social and political control. We should help one-another
to fulfill the sexual needs that we all have and celebrate sex itself,
because we wouldn't exist without it. Every high-level form of life
on this planet has a sexual basis as the sex-process enables the
wide-ranging genetic proliferation that concentrates all the best fea-
tures of life and its diversity. Sex is our root in this rich back-
ground. It is the star on our crown that we should never deny, and
really can't deny anyway or else we end up living in a desert."

  "I hear Anton saying, 'help me, but don't come too close,
because I have been hurt.' That's what she is really saying," I in-
terrupted Ushi.

  Ushi shook her head. "I don't think she is saying that, Peter.
I think she is asking you if you are living in the real world, or
in a mythological world. In the fantasy mythological world, helping
one another isn't written in big letters, because in the mythological
world loving is inward focused, but in the real world it is a big
thing, because it is outward focused for elevating, and enriching one
another with our loving."

  "There is something the Englishmen said," I said to Ushi.
"He said to me, 'look at life in the oceans. The entire ecosystem
in the oceans is a chain of interconnected links. If one link gets
broken, often the whole chain disintegrates, and an entire region that
was once rich with life, becomes an underwater desert.' Shouldn't
we see the entire human sex spectrum as but a link of a larger
chain, which is as important as the whole, which we therefore
nurture for its own light? Isn't that something that even a slave boy
would be able to understand? An inward focus unlinks the individual
from the larger chain in every respect. A slave boy might understand
this."

  Ushi shook her head again. "A slave boy has never seen
what we are now able to see with modern underwater photography.
He has never seen for example, sea turtles being cleansed at their
cleaning stations by schools of small fish that receive their nourish-
ment from the algae that the turtles dish up for them on their
back. He wouldn't have seen then that nothing and no one really
lives in isolation."

  "Still, he would understand the Principle of Universal Love
that governs the Universe and is reflected in all life," I said to Ushi.
"He seems to understand that isolation is a type of insanity."

  She nodded and began to grin. "I have to admit that the
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boy was totally on the mark when he ridiculed the self-isolation of
the so-called high society, that had exiled itself to its own desert
of starched high-mindedness," she said.

  "Ah, but he had to admit, that I, Socrates, wasn't a part of
that high society," I said to her.

  "Still he was right in noting that you had a similar problem
to deal with," said Ushi.

  "Actually I have asked you here to explore with you a
problem that is puzzling me," I said to the slave boy, resuming the
appropriate tone of voice for the role-playing. "My problem is that
a dear friend of mine, who is a beautiful woman that I fell into
Love with, is shutting herself off from me. Her reaction seems to
be rooted in a tragedy that happened to her in childhood. Appar-
ently members of her family had sexually abused her as a child. Sex
had been imposed on her by the tragic abuse of the social status,
and economic power within the family, of the persons, who were
raping her. My friend hadn't been allowed to grow up in a com-
munity of principle. She never had the opportunity to explore her
unfolding sexual dimension as a sovereign individual in a community
of principle. There is no principle involved in rape, and rape is all
that she knew, instead of Love. Now she is afraid of me for the
simple reason that I find her sexually attractive, like the other men
before me have, who have raped her. She is scared of everything
connected with sex, and of everyone who regards her sexually as a
woman, but she doesn't want to deny herself as a woman, though
she does. She is fighting a deeply routed war against herself and
seems to be winning. She wants to value herself as a woman, but
is afraid of sex and sexual intimacy, that is a part of the human
equation. That's a paradox, isn't it? How would you resolve that
paradox?"

  "You are a liar Doctor Socrates," said the boy in his usual
manner, speaking plainly and without hesitation. "I don't believe a
word of what you have been saying. And honestly, I think neither
do you. What you have been saying is impossible. You know very
well that it is impossible. Let me prove it to you. Or better still;
let me guide you so that you will prove it to yourself. To start
with, would you deny that your friend is a human being?"

  "No, of course not."
  "All right then. Since you agree that she is a human being,

would you deny that she is perfectly capable to see with her mind
all the universal principles that you can recognize, which are really
the same that we have talked about all along?"

  "No, I can't deny that. I would deny her as a human being."
  "Ah, in this case, are you saying that she doesn't recognize

the sexual element of herself as a part of her humanity, which she
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would naturally cherish as a human being? If you tell me that she
doesn't recognize that, then you are telling me that you are a liar,
because you told me yourself that she is attractive, even beautiful
as a woman. This means that she has taken great care to make
herself appear sexually beautiful, otherwise you would have com-
mented on her drab appearance. If she is honest with herself, she
has no choice as a human being but to make herself appear sexually
beautiful, which she is doing. Our native self-loving in cherishing
our humanity demands this kind of self-recognition. So, Doctor
Socrates, would you agree that I am correct so far?"

  I nodded.
  "No Socrates, go and say it out loud. Say, YES!"
  "YES! All right!"
  "Then tell me please, what is the problem, Doctor Socrates?

Who is the problem child in this case, you or she? I think you are
the problem child, Socrates. Have you made any attempts to uplift
your entire relationship with her to the higher-level platform of
universal principles? Or, are you trying to engage her on that low-
level platform, on which she had been injured, as a child? If you
lift her above that platform, above the level where the problem is
defined, to a higher-level platform, to the platform of universal
principles, you will uplift yourself with her to the good and the
truthful. The chaff that has entered her experience in the low-level
world, as the result of someone's tragic stupidity, is left behind
when she unfolds upwards, scientifically, in her humanity. The chaff
has to stay behind, because it is not supported by any principle.
That's how you separate the chaff from the gold in human character,
Doctor Socrates."

  The boy began to laugh. "Once you do this - and that may
not be easy at first - sex will then no longer be a barrier between
you. Naturally, once you have put this barrier out of the way, and
your natural community of principle begins to unfold, you'll go far
beyond the low-level sex in exploring the world together, beyond
anything you may have dreamed of. You'll be surprised then what
unfolds in the world of a rich community of principle. Do you want
me to tell you what happened to us last week, and I don't mean
just reading the classics?"

  I nodded.
  "You won't believe this," said the slave boy. "One of the

girls in our group required a new bed. The old one broke down.
She couldn't sleep well anymore. Since none of us has any money,
we simply went out and built her one. We wove a beautiful sus-
pended mat out of reeds from a willow tree, engineered by our
mathematical genius, covered by a mattress of soft grasses woven
together. By the time we were finished, she had a better bed than
she ever had before in her entire life. That's how the riches of our
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humanity should be expressed, by making our world more beautiful,
and more richly human."

  "All right, I get the drift," I conceded. "I should have seen
the solution to my problem myself. Indeed, how could I have not
seen it? Isn't that what we do all the time, I mean uplifting ourselves
and one-another, and our world, into the complex domain of uni-
versal principles where we celebrate who we are with a kiss and
a hug as the result of our acknowledged community of principle?
We uplift ourselves into this higher domain, the complex domain,
not because all of these wonderful things are simply not possible on
a lower-level platform, but because we are human beings. Raising
ourselves up to ever-higher levels of self-recognition, is the very
essence of our humanity. It is in our very Soul, isn't it?"

  The slave boy raised his hand. "So you think you really got
the drift, as you say, Doctor Socrates. But let me disappoint you,
we're not done yet. I am not finished with you, Doctor Socrates,
because you really haven't seen anything yet. Have you observed the
incredible order of the Universe, powered by its principles? The
Universe is in harmony. Its principles are not antagonistic to each
other. They all work together and they are all vital. If you were
to take one principle away, or alter it, the Universe would collapse
and disintegrate. Then, there would be no Universe. The Universe
is so incredibly intelligently arranged that everything is in balance
and harmonizes with each other from the smallest speck to all the
stars that you can see. So tell me, if you know it, what caused this
incredibly intelligent arrangement? Where did the Intelligence come
from that has designed such an incredible order, and set the har-
monizing process into motion? Do you know what I am talking
about, Doctor Socrates?"

  Ushi raised her hand to intervene. "I think the boy referred
to the principles that construct an atom, and also the principles that
move the galaxies, and everything else in between," said Ushi now
speaking in her own voice. "That's what you referred to earlier,
didn't you, when you spoke of the 'incredible Intelligence' that is
expressed everywhere in the Universe, including in the sex process.
Indeed, where is the Intelligence located that designed the Universe?
Is it in the Principle, or is the Principle an expression of it? Isn't
Intelligence the most basic element of the Universe, or in effect IS
the Universe? Take any atom; it is made up of positive protons at
the center of what is mostly a void. And around the void we see
a cloud of negative electrons, which swirl around the protons with
such an incredible speed that they thereby give the atom the ap-
parent shape it has. We know that the electrons don't collide, because
particles of equal charge repel each other. We also know that the
orbiting electrons don't fly away by centrifugal force or whatever,
because all particles of an opposite charge attract each other. The
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electrons are thereby kept in orbit by their mutual attraction in
relationship with the protons. And so, an atom is held in perfect
balance by the principles of the Universe.

  "And there is more that is astonishing about this harmoniz-
ing order, isn't there?" Ushi continued. But you know all of that,
don't you? If an atom has many protons at its center as most of
them do, the entire atom would fly apart, because the protons, all
having the same electric charge, would repel each other. Of course
we know that this atomic self-destruction doesn't happen, because of
another remarkably intelligent 'invention' of the Universe. In order
to prevent the core of many protons from flying apart, the Universe
has invented the neutrons. The neutrons are particles just like the
protons, but they have no charge whatsoever. They are neutral
particles that snugly fit between the protons, to keep them out or
each other's reach, or more correctly act as glue between them.
That's an incredibly intelligent arrangement. The end result is that
the atom does not only exist in this delicate balance of particles
precisely ordered in harmony, but that it functions extremely well.
The atom is bordering on the miraculous. And it becomes even
more miraculous when you look a bit deeper and discover that the
electrons, protons and the neutrons aren't particles in the material
sense, but are themselves but constructs of dancing points of energy.
The protons, electrons, and neutrons may behave like particles, but
they are actually constructions of points of energy in motion, called
quarks, that are governed by their own harmonizing principles and
their own force that holds them all together, called the 'strong
force.' Isn't this deeply intimate interaction of principles absolutely
amazing? The quality of it all is almost a miracle. In real terms
there exists no matter at all anywhere in the Universe. Everything
that we see is a construct of energy meticulously ordered in an
incredibly intelligent manner, and it's all intensely in motion, but it
doesn't wear out or doesn't run down. The electrons never loose
their energy as they swirl in their ceaseless orbits around the atom's
core. They simply keep on swirling for billions of years on end.
However, if one of the harmonizing principles that hold the atom
together, would be broken, or would be altered ever so slightly, not
a single atom would exist in the Universe. There would be no
matter, no galaxy, no star, no planet, no life, or anything else. The
Universe would simply not exist. The cosmos would be a void. But
the Universe does exist. It is filled with a superabundance of these
great miracles. The Universe exists because every one of its vast and
intricate arrangements is incredibly intelligently arranged. So, Doctor
Socrates," said Ushi, "I think the boy is asking you, where is the
Intelligence of the Universe located? Is there an infinite Mind? Is
there an infinite universal Intelligence pervading the Universe and
everything? If you answer, yes, then you have to admit that the
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essence of this Intelligence is Love, and Love is Light. Light contains
no darkness. Consequently the outcome of universal Intelligence is
Good, so that Intelligence actually IS the Universe. Sex falls into
this category as an element of universal life. Sex, as an expression
of universal Intelligence, is inherently good. It follows from this,
that, Intelligence, and, evil, are contradictory terms. Of course if sex
is degraded and abused, then people step away from its light, and
the outcome invariably is chaotic. When sex becomes an 'entertain-
ment' media, the scene opens into emptiness. Love unfolds only into
universal Good. That is the nature of Principle. Love defines the
nature of the Universe. In a sense, Love IS the Universe. Love, and
Principle, and Good, and the Universe as a whole, are one. None
preceded the other. Could the Universe have existed prior to the
Principle, which is expressed in it? Or could the Principle have ever
existed without its expression? Doesn't that also apply to Love, and
our expression of it? What is life worth without Love being ex-
pressed?"

  "This is exactly what I have asked you to acknowledge,
Doctor Socrates?" the slave boy interrupted. "Doesn't everything that
we know about the Universe point to the existence of an all-
pervading Intelligence flowing from an infinite Mind, so to speak,
that spans all space? Then, if this is so, don't you think that one
can have access to this all-pervading 'Mind,' to this universal Intel-
ligence and its harmonizing Spirit? We are intelligent beings, and we
are a part of the Universe, are we not? Doesn't it stand to reason
then, Doctor Socrates, that when you seek healing in your relation-
ship with your friend, that you might want to tap into the Intel-
ligence of the Universe, as a resource? Doesn't your intelligence,
reflect Intelligence itself ? If you tap into infinite 'Mind' that is
reflected in you, its harmonizing action would be expressed in the
healing that you seek. Wouldn't that be the most intelligent way to
address your problems? We all know that the so-often-attempted
person-to-person mind-control doesn't work. And thank God it doesn't
work, because nobody would then have a free and sovereign life.
But if our path of communication is channeled through the all-
pervading infinite Mind, which all mankind reflects, you might be
able to utilize this channel and reach your friend with the light of
its Love. You would reach her then with your light, with threads
of Love, that cause healing to occur. The resulting channel would
provide a safe path for all concerned, because nothing that isn't
harmonizing with the principles of the Universe ever gets through
this kind of firewall. Love would get past the gate, while rape,
which has no principle, would be blocked. In this way empire is
blocked, and the world is healed. Also, you would yourself be aided
in this process, because the all-harmonizing infinite Mind would bring
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you and your friend's living and loving, and that of the whole
world, into harmony with each other on a platform of good, with
expression so vast as you might not have yet imagined. Why shouldn't
the Intelligence that binds the Universe not reflect itself in such a
natural healing of everyone's self-isolation and division, since isola-
tion and division don't reflect the faintest trace of Truth or the
nature of the Universe? This means for you that you are not help-
less, Doctor Socrates. The infinite Mind of the Universe is a ready-
made resource that you can use, because we all give it expression
in our humanity. Of course, it can only be expressed for healing and
harmonizing, and for making things free and beautiful. Many spiritual
healers have discovered that they have such a channel to the Uni-
verse, and thereby to one another, by which they can effect the
healing currents of Intelligence. You may need a scientific mind to
open the door to all that, and this mind you do have. Some call
the human mind the reflection of infinite Mind that has ordered the
Universe. Some call it the reflection of God. People use the term
God for convenience, as a kind of default term, because 'God' is a
term that nobody really understands, as is evident by the countless
perceptions that have been attached to the term over the ages.
Maybe we should spearhead a vast development in science to ex-
plore it, and in this Science refer to the infinite Mind that is
reflected in the design of the Universe, with a more precise term,
or a combinations of synonymous terms, including correlative terms,
and so on. Infinite Intelligence is too abstract to be representable
with a single term. Still the single term 'God' serves well as a
starting point in acknowledging the reality of a Universe of harmo-
nizing principles, which might for starters be termed, universal Love,
by its most profound expression. It is Love then, which becomes the
firewall. I would say therefore that there exists no channel from
person to person, apart from the channel of Love. So, my counsel
to you, Doctor Socrates, must be to put yourself into God's per-
ennial sunshine that nothing can hold back, and that you find your
friend in that sunshine of Love that is her native atmosphere as a
human being. This sunshine reflects the Spirit of the Universe, the
Intelligence that is expressed in it, and its power that is Love. Every
other avenue should logically be blocked as it would fail to harmo-
nize relationships and thereby fail to express the nature of the
principles of the Universe."

  "But do you know what specifically gets through the firewall,
and what specifically gets blocked, and discarded by it?" I asked the
boy. "Would you say that anything related to sex gets blocked? Is
sex itself blocking the door to my friend, as it seems to be the
case?"

  "Why do you ask such elementary questions Doctor Socra-
tes?" the boy answered with a smile. "This isn't about sex or no
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sex, or any such things. This is about what is good. This is about
what we put into the light that we reflect back into the Universe
in our out-flowing reflection of love that flows through us towards
one-another. If our loving is harmonizing with the principles of the
Universe, the flow of Love in our life is rich, and will reach
everywhere. Love is the first principle of the Universe. If our sense
of Love and its expression is kept small and narrow, there is little
light in our world, and the resulting darkness then supports life only
on a small scale. When this happens everywhere, the result is a
Dark Age. The great pearl of the early Greek civilization, that
Athens had once been, had almost vanished into nothing in its Dark
Age, the dark Age of War in which men behave like rats, carrying
the kind of plague that killed Pericles. You should know this, Doctor
Socrates. The Greek society had turned its back on Love and be-
came consumed by seventy years of war. If that kind of deep darkness
also overshadows an individual's personal scene, then sex becomes
rape with deadly effects of many kinds. Sex becomes empty then,
in a Dark-Age world, and as cold as everything else is in that dark
world, it dies from within as it lacks the light of Love that nour-
ishes life. The result then becomes a dying civilization, which is the
greatest tragedy in the world, and sex becomes an empty thing in
the flow of it. But if sex is enveloped in the flow of Love as a
celebration of something rich and intelligent, and thereby shines in
the light of the Universe as a spiritual aspect of our humanity, and
nothing will block it. Its harmonizing quality will then unfold in the
channels of Love, adding Love's countless hues of color, building
relationships, establishing families, discovering bonds that span the
world, expanding those bonds, laying the foundation for a great
renaissance. There is healing in the flowing light of Love, which is
reflected in our loving."

  "Ah, but the infinite Mind that is reflected in the harmony
of the Universe isn't a firewall then, in the standard sense," I in-
terjected. "A firewall actively blocks what doesn't harmonize with its
principles. In the case you speak of, what doesn't harmonize is self-
limited to zero, simply because it has no principle. It won't even
get to the firewall. War, for example, has no principle that build's
a civilization. It is sheer darkness, the darkness that results without
Love reflected in the mind. The makers of war now call themselves
the Illuminati. They say they have the Light of Lucifer, the light
that Lucifer retained when he fell from heaven and became Satan.
The Illuminati say that they have the dark light, the black light, the
light of satanic force, that, as they claim, makes them uniquely
qualified to rule the world. And so they claim the right to build
a world-empire and loot the world, and destroy civilization."

  The boy broke out in laughter. "That is what Pericles had
said, and look what happened, the entire civilization that Greece
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had built up, fell from heaven and became darkness. Yes, the Greek's
little fool, Pericles, called this darkness light, even to the very moment
that he perished in it. But the bigger fool was the Greek society
that listened to this fool, by which its entire world fell into dark-
ness. Of course, there is no such phenomenon in the real world as,
dark light. The darkness that Pericles praised, killed him. He dragged
Athens into seventy years of war that he himself did not survive,
and neither did Athens. There is no such think as dark light, only
mental darkness, which results when people turn their humanity off
like one might extinguish a fire by smothering it to death. Your
Illuminati, whoever they may be, are their own worst enemy. Their
black darkness will kill them, just like Pericles killed himself with
it, and it will likewise destroy all of the nations that cling to the
illusion that darkness can be light, which you say the Illuminati
claim as their source of power. That's laughable, Doctor Socrates.
They will destroy themselves with it just like Athens destroyed
itself under the weight of Pericles' 'luminous' lies. Love alone is
light, Doctor Socrates. Isn't that where your own fame is rooted?"

  "Love is like a roof in the rain," I answered. "Beneath its
sheltering wings civilization is protected, and develops, and becomes
rich with affection. Under its wings society is building and creating
a world for one another, and civilization flourishes. If this roof
disintegrates, civilization dies."

  The boy nodded. "It seems you are getting the idea, Doctor
Socrates," said the boy. "But you always knew this, didn't you?
Maybe you just wanted to chat with me as an equal, in a kind of
shop-talk. Surely, you knew, that in darkness, sex becomes rape."

  "Fortunately for us all, the darkness that isn't light has no
history, since there is no Truth in an apparent void where universal
reality does not apply," I interjected.

  "Of course, of course," the boy answered. "That's elementary
Doctor Socrates. To those who are consumed in that darkness, the
love-born hues of sex appear to be blocked and far out of reach,
or are deemed not to be existing at all. Nevertheless any dark scene
can be healed by flooding it with the light of Love, isn't that so?
So don't ever say that your path to your friend is blocked by
aspects of sex that have invaded her life from a dark world. The
dark world is a fantasy. It doesn't reflect the nature of the Universe.
Can the all-harmonizing Spirit of the Universe be blocked? Or has
it ever been blocked, whereby the darkness and void would have a
history. Can the all-acting Mind that is expressed in the principles
of the Universe, ever be blocked, or ever have been blocked? I
would say that if the path to your friend appears to be blocked by
aspects of darkness, it is most likely blocked on your end, in your
mind. Unblock it! Take the darkness out of sex! Flood it with light!
Flood it with strands of Love! Love her sex as a part of her
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humanity and don't let the challenges deter you. Love that which
is rich and is intertwined with so many other spiritual aspects, like
intelligence, generosity, caring, beauty, gentleness, and strength. Did
you realize that we all have a third sex, Doctor Socrates? We are
not just male and female like most animals. We are also profoundly
cultural beings. We are discoverers, creators, producers, scientists,
artists, musicians, writers and poets. We have a beauty that goes far
beyond the mere visual and sensual. The moral ground is just the
starting platform. Our third sex is our most profound sex. So, don't
leave anything out when you talk about sex. And most of all, you
need to first find the fullness of your own sex in your own heart.
Then you may be qualified to find your friend as a human being
living in the spiritual Universe, the Universe that is Love, in which
sex has a far wider dimension than you can imagine. Of course you
will fail if you intend to control her mind with tricks of intellectual
gibberish. But why would you resort to such nonsense? Would you
deny that the Universe that is Love, is a Universe of perfection? But
that is what you would do if you were to attempt to control her
in order to shape her into something you want her to be. Don't be
the controller! Sit back and be a spectator as in a theatre, and let
Love be the controller, and let yourself be enriched by the wonders
that are already unfolding. If you insist to be the controller of her,
you would be like one who comes as a thief to her door with a
sledgehammer, breaking her door down, and then say to her while
entering, let me give you my love?"

  I nodded to what the boy said.
  "Don't ever feel impotent, Doctor Socrates," said the boy.

"Put the sledgehammer aside, because Love is omnipotent, omnis-
cient, and omnipresent. The infinite Intelligence expressed in infinite
Mind, that ordered the Universe and controls its harmonizing expres-
sions of Principle and gives shape and substance to it as a thing of
great power, is Love. Love is what force denies. Love is its own
creative power that is constantly expressing itself everywhere, and in
every dimension. Its omnipotence is expressed in all, and over all.
It defines reality, and the quality of that reality is infinite good. So
don't struggle, Doctor Socrates. Infinite Mind is restful in its quality,
and there are no accidents or lack possible in its reflection, or any
form of evil, which are but mistakenly-created voids in the world's
perception of itself. And voids are without power to block from our
experience the light of what is true. Letting in the light is effective
prayer, Doctor Socrates, did you know that? Prayer is a kind of
acknowledgement that gets us close to the light of the Universe, or
God, if you will."

  "Prayer?" I interjected.
  "Oh yes, Doctor Socrates, prayer is a necessary part of human

existence. That's what makes us slave-boys rich. It is a stepping
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stone to joy. We have developed a high-level prayer in our group.
We call it 'our self-orientation.' It goes like this: Oh our Father-
Mother, infinite Mind, the all-harmonious, the Adorable One. Thy
kingdom IS universal Love, and is here; Your Light is ever present.
In this Light we know, - as in heaven, so on earth, infinite Love
is its own omni-action, omnipresent, omnipotent, and supreme Being.
Its harmonizing Principle, the Principle of Universal Love, gives us
grace for to-day, enough to feed the famished affections, so that
there is always light abundantly, because the reality of infinite Love
is reflected in our loving. By the same token the harmonizing in-
finite Intelligence, or Mind, leads us never into temptation by which
we would sink into darkness, but uplifts us out of the small-minded
world of discord and its fears, and diseases, and death, because our
God, the infinite Mind of the Universe, is the All-in-all that in-
cludes all-power, all Life, all Truth, all Love, over all, and All. In
this sphere we live and have our being," added the boy. "Because
Love is omnipotence, we seek to celebrate Truth. That's what prayer
is; that's what loving is. It's a celebration of Truth and Love in the
highest form of science; and this involves celebrating infinite Mind,
which is omniscient; and involves celebrating the Soul of the Uni-
verse, which is omnipresent and is the soul of our being. Our prayer
acknowledges the beauty of our sex, especially our third sex."

  The boy said that he and his group found that their 'prayer,'
a prayer that focuses on the undeniable aspects of the Universe, that
are all spiritual,' is a powerful tool also for healing. "It unlocks a
power that takes us far beyond our personal sense of power," added
the boy.

  "So why are you still slaves then?" I asked.
  "We aren't slaves, Doctor Socrates," said the boy with a

smile. "Menon may see us that way, but we don't. He provides us
with food, clothing, housing, and most everything we need, and in
return we work for him. He doesn't really own us. If you want to
see real slaves, then go to the plantations where the workers get
paid money and must provide from those few pennies their entire
living by themselves. They become slaves then, when they work for
their pennies, just like the plantation owners becomes slaves, when
their riches are deemed not enough. And so all in society become
slaves as this folly expands. They become slaves to insanity. These
self-made slaves, in their grand folly, furiously circumcise themselves
and one-another, and cut off from their living what brings color to
their life from the ground up at the lower rungs on the ladder to
heaven. If you want to talk about slavery, Doctor Socrates, that's
were you should start. In comparison with those deep slaves, we
live as free men working with Menon in a cooperative society of
a common enterprise. We don't live in the sewer like the deep
slaves do, who live like rats in their self-made dark places, treating
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one another like rats, glaring their red eyes, bearing their teeth.
They become that way, as they fight each other over a few pennies,
some by taking on extra work, working twelve to sixteen hours a
day. Some have to do it just to get by. That's deep slavery. And
the rich do it, consuming their life to bolster their riches. That's
deep slavery too. We have healed ourselves from that slavery, and
healed Menon too. Now we are free, and he is free. You can heal
your relationship with your friend in the same kind of manner,
Doctor Socrates. You can be free likewise. But let me ask you one
thing in return, Doctor Socrates. Why do you come to me, asking
me about how you might banish the distance between yourself and
your friend?"

  "That's easy to answer," I replied. "The answer is, I come
to you because, I am burdened with learned ignorance. I am a
learned man, and have been that for all my life, but I have also
learned much of what is not true, what is deemed to be true in
the way much of the world sees it, but which is evidently not true,
because there is no power in the resulting false perceptions. And to
make matters worse, I have not learned to ejaculate the poisonous
crap, flushing it out like I should, on a regular basis. It keeps
concentrating. That's my problem. Learned ignorance is accumulation
of crap that makes society sick and will some day kill it. It is a
cancer that grows out of control. And so I am seeking your advise
as a down-to-earth kind of person; an unspoiled human being who
is naturally more in tune with the real Universe; one who lives with
open eyes as you have demonstrated. A naturally living boy like you
wouldn't have that problem, I reasoned. As a learned man I deal
with hypotheses that often turn out to be false, but you have
transforming experiences from living with both feet on the ground.
It seems that I need to learn from you, how to deal with the
deeper problems."

  "Then you say, that you are not a scientist," said the boy.
"Of course you can't be a scientist if you don't have your feet on
the ground. I mean with this, that if your thinking isn't rooted in
what is self-evidently real, then, what you accumulate in your think-
ing becomes carcinogenic, and when that gets concentrated, oh boy,
it can kill you indeed. But why can't you flush out the system? Isn't
your biology as a man urging you to do this quite regularly? Isn't
this urgency to flush out the system one of the natural impulses in
the sexual sphere of a man? Why haven't you applied this simple
sexual 'advise' of the Universe, in your mental realm? Let it all go,
Doctor Socrates. The real stuff will always come back from its
infinite source. Eh, its fun letting things go, isn't it? If everybody
did this, there would be no empire, where all the crap gets accu-
mulated and becomes thicker and thinker and evermore deadly. But
you are not like that, are you? You are a scientist. Science demands
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that you constantly flush out the system by routinely testing what
you know, in the light of what you understand to be real, based
on what you see evident in the world and the Universe. This means
that you really don't have a reason to come to me, Doctor Socra-
tes."

  "Ah, but you don't have to shoulder the weight of learned
ignorance," I interjected.

  "That's nonsense, Doctor Socrates. You are speaking non-
sense." The boy raised his finger at me as to a naughty child. "There
is no such thing as learned ignorance, if you are a scientist. Since
you are a part of the Universe and of the infinite Mind that is
reflected in it, you are a scientist by the very nature of your being,
and Truth is your native air. You are an intelligent being, unless you
have trained yourself to believe otherwise."

  "Isn't that what learned ignorance is?" I interjected. "It's a
culturally trained state of living a lye, isn't it? The rats call it,
cultural freedom. Some even call it scientific freedom, to lye. Some-
times, living a lye, is merely a foolish subjection to popular belief
that hangs like a millstone around ones neck."

  "Snap out of it!" said the boy.
  "That's easier said than done," I replied quietly.
  "Nonsense!" the boy replied. "As a human being you cannot

help being a scientist, when you are honest with yourself, because
Truth is self-evident when you begin to live in the complex domain
where you look upon the world with the mind's eye. You are
familiar with this concept, aren't you. You said so yourself. So,
follow it through. Truth is not human, as you might have already
discovered, nor is it a law of matter, as the material world suggests
it is. The law of matter is subordinate to the Truth. As science
unfolds, metaphysics supercede physics. The material Universe is
subjective to the power of the mind that grasps the truth. The
entire human population on the planet exists from the process of
metaphysics, living of resources created by the powerful actions of
the mind. The process of metaphysics began with planting a seed in
the ground to create agriculture, which now supports a thousand
times larger population than the primitive Earth, and its meager
processes, would support. And we have barely begun. Metaphysics
reflects the boundless nature of Truth, reflecting the Spirit of the
Universe that is constantly unfolding and expanding. You do have
power with the Universe, Doctor Socrates, even to transform the so-
called material world, which is merely subjective. That's what it
means to live like a scientist. Of course this realization is inevitable,
Doctor Socrates, because you are a scientist by your very nature as
a human being, reflecting the quality of infinite Mind. You are a
part of the Universe of intelligence. Of course, if you are as igno-
rant as you suggest you are, if you create in your imagination a
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pseudo-Universe apart from the real Universe, then you run into
trouble and tie yourself into knots. Being self-ensnared renders you
impotent, because you thereby block yourself off from the real
Universe. And so, in your desperation you come to me; imagine
that! Naturally you see no hope for uplifting your friend, seen from
your vantage point in the sewer, that you see yourself living in."

  "Oh, that hurts!" I cut him off.
  "It was intended to hurt," the boy said, and laughed. "Good

is natural and primitive, and is universal like Love. Good isn't
miraculous to itself, and neither should it be to you. But you see
it almost like a miracle. That can only be the case if one lives in
the sewer."

  "Maybe that is what learned ignorance is," I said to him.
"It's the art of living in the sewer. In comparison with that, your
knowledge of the Truth is like a breath of fresh air that clears the
foul atmosphere. Except, your saying so shouldn't hurt."

  "My suggestion that you are living in the sewer hurts, because
you see yourself deep in your heart as a scientist, Doctor Socrates,
and not as a sewer rat. I had hoped that my assertion would hurt,
because it isn't true. It hurt, because you understand yourself better.
It never hurts those who have accepted their role of living in the
sewer. They, in turn, object when they are treated to a breath of
fresh air," said the boy and laughed. "But you're not one of those.
So let me invite you to breathe the fresh and free air with me, and
you will see wonderful things happing that you couldn't even im-
agine before."

  I nodded reluctantly.
  The boy noticed the reluctance. "Your case is not hopeless,

Doctor Socrates. In fact you are already half the way home. You
acknowledge learned ignorance. That's good. You acknowledge that
this has become a barrier for your friend. That's good too. Now
take the next step and acknowledge universal good, infinite good,
the nature of Truth. What isn't intrinsically good contains no ele-
ment of Truth, because no element of Truth is antagonistic to the
Truth. No principle exists that is not harmonizing with the Spirit
of the Universe that it reflects. In the face of good you glimpse a
face of Truth. That's where real learning begins, and the outcome
is found in loving, reflecting infinite Love."

  "But what is good in my case?" I interjected. "Is sex good?
I know it is a part of our humanity. Everybody wants it, from the
pauper to the king. But all make a mess of it. It has blackened the
face of mankind for centuries, and still does. It has soured so many
relationships, and has destroyed countless marriages and families, and
caused even murders, so that one can hardly call it good. And still,
we seem to need it."

  "We respond to it with joy when we touch its spiritual
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dimension," said the boy. "Men and woman alike, respond to it in
its spiritual dimension. And why shouldn't we? We are spiritual
beings. Of course the licentious disposition offers only slight views
of the spiritual prospects, that are inherent in all that is good. But
why should we take such a long detour, when the spiritual dimen-
sion lies before us with an open invitation?"

  "Are you saying that the subject of sex can be a stepping
stone for exploring the spiritual Universe?" I asked the boy. "Are
you saying that we can't avoid sex, as sexual beings, even while it
leaves us in a mess, if we touch it in the wrong way? If that's what
you are saying, we have a perfect incentive to raise its platform
high into the spiritual sphere were Love is supreme and universal,
and in doing so upraise ourselves with it."

  "All aspects of Truth are good," said the boy. "Didn't you
know that, Socrates? All aspects of good are infinite. You seem to
think that by seeking the spiritual dimension of sex, you are giving
something up. But nothing is given up that way, while everything
is gained, that pertains to sex. So don't even think about giving it
up. It adds a hue to the color of light, without which it wouldn't
be complete and a bit of its brilliance would be lost."

  Ushi nodded. "I think the boy is telling you, that the bril-
liance that we call 'white light,' has all the colors mixed into one
without a single one missing. When even a single color is excluded,
the white cannot be achieved."

  "Also, if one of the colors is overpowering, than the white
cannot be achieved either," I added.

  "What you are talking about is not possible in the spiritual
Universe," said the boy. "There is no antagonistic quality that over-
powers anything in the spiritual Universe. Here all qualities exist
side by side in a perfectly harmonizing fashion."

  "Nevertheless sex is a stumbling block that keeps society
universally divided, and its loving small," I interjected.

  The boy just laughed. "Everything that stands in the way of
the Principle of Universal Love, is a stumbling block, Socrates. Of
course it also takes sex out of the spiritual domain, the native
domain where the division and isolation of society is not possible.
When this 'blinding' happens, sex becomes a stumbling block. It
becomes a can of worms, and the loving in society becomes hope-
lessly small. Of course, those who wish to profit from it enforce the
universal smallness, and those who never discovered the real world
of freedom. However, this cultivated smallness is unnatural. In fact
the cultivated smallness is so unnatural that the priesthood of old
resorted to the death penalty to enforce it, and even this didn't
work, even after decades and centuries of killing people. The priest-
hood had perverted Love into an antagonistic principle, of which
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there is no such thing in the Universe. The priesthood pursued this
insanity to enforce its imperial domination, which is an affront to
even the faintest sense of Love. Every empire maintains itself by
forcing onto society a deep-reaching reversal of civilization, and that
too isn't working, because it can't work. For this insanity, mankind
has been locked into a gigantic contest of empire versus civilization,
for thousands of years already, with mankind gradually asserting its
universal freedom, just as it is asserting its freedom to love univer-
sally."

  I nodded. "The Principle of Universal Love is designed to
prevail or else all would have been lost already long ago," I inter-
jected.

  The boy shook his head. "The Principle of Universal Love
is designed to prevail for its own sake, and for its own substance.
Nothing else is enough as a reason for it. Therefore, as you uplift
sex from depravity, to Soul, Doctor Socrates, you will be touched
by a great joy. Sensuality is the factor that would want to keep it
small. In this case say to the sensual, which is but a metaphor, 'I
love your promise' and then look higher. Sensuality doesn't give
enough, but it points into the direction of the greater good in the
spiritual dimension. Can't you do this, Doctor Socrates? Surely you
can, because there is nothing labored in this Universe of the restful
Mind."

  "Of course," I said. "Anyone can do this. That's elementary,
isn't it?"

  The boy just laughed.
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Chapter 12 - Out of Africa

  The next morning the conference session brought a brutal
surprise that interrupted the gentle world that Ushi and I had drifted
into. It came in the form of a speech. The speech affected the
conference like an exploding bomb. A frail, dark-skinned gentleman
appeared on the platform as the first speaker of the day. He wasn't
an imposing preacher that thundered as he spoke. In fact, he almost
disappeared behind the lectern, and had a quiet little voice. There
should have been a small footstool provided for him.

  The man introduced himself as Dr. H. N. Rembard, a British
medical doctor living in Africa, where he had worked for the World
Health Organization for twelve years, until he resigned a couple of
years in the past.

  He raised his hand and waited till the audience became
quiet. "There have been times when Africa was considered a rich
continent," he began his speech, "and then came the modern times
upon it, when its riches were being exploited by empires that raped
the continent. In the long night of that raping a great famine began
to strike the land. And after the age of famine came our time, the
time when Africa began to teeter at the brink of total collapse. We
are now seeing the beginning of the end of civilization in Africa."

  He spoke bluntly. He spoke about a biological holocaust in
the making. He spoke about a humanity that had lost all compas-
sion, a society with no feeling for one-another as human beings.
Without actually saying it, the man laid the blame for Africa's
tragedy on the world's big monetary institutions that were squeezing
a hundred times more out of Africa through financial looting opera-
tions, than the minuscule trickle of charitable aid, that had been
flowing in, that was nothing in comparison with the human need,
though it may have slowed the collapse of civilization there by a
trifle.

  His charge of "intentional murder on a vast scale" send shivers
down my spine. He said the term, genocide, had become too soft
a term to describe the crime that was in progress, and he suggested
that this 'soft' term was used to hide the real dimension.

  Everyone sat up and listened in stunned silence. He spoke
with the authority of one who had lived there, who had seen the
collapse, but who still remembered the face of a vibrant society that
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he had learned to love in his youth, studying medicine in St. Pauls
Minneapolis.

  "How is this stark contrast possible?" he asked. But he asked
as one who already knew the answer. "How is it that humanity
doesn't care?" he said. "How is it possible that humanity remains
silent in the face of the tragedies that are being unleashed in Africa,
at this very moment? How is it that humanity all over the world
does not see its own face torn to shreds, by what is done to human
beings there?"

  He paused again. "The answer is easy," he said. "They key-
word is isolation." He said that Africa had been isolated from the
world by vilification and lies, by which the individual nations of
Africa have become isolated from one-another and from the rest of
the world, as though they were not a part of humanity. In their
isolation they were coerced into wars for the sport of the imperial
players, pushed into wars based on evermore lies that opened the
doors to countless forms of terror in the shadow of ethnic vilifi-
cation and ethnic 'cleansing.' He said there were over 25 military
conflicts raging in Africa at any given time, in which people's life
was torn apart for the sport of the masters of Empire, who have
their mind set on depopulation.

  "In this extensive, artificially created isolation, the fabric of
the nations became destroyed," he said. "The nations were destroyed
economically, socially, morally, and weakened biologically to become
a disease brewing caldron that now threatens the world as a whole.
Evidently the starting factor for this destruction of the humanity in
Africa, was the intense isolation that was imposed upon it," he
added. "But by it the people of the world became isolated from
their own humanity."

  As he spoke, Anton came to mind. I made a point of
observing her reaction, rather than looking at the speaker. The
connection didn't seem to have been made by her in which she
might have seen her own self-isolation. I saw no smiles on her face
that indicated that a light had dawned. She just sat there like
everyone of the audience and listened. She reacted slightly to some
of the ugly details. I could see the pain in her face when the
speaker presented the ugly things, but that was all that she reacted
to. She couldn't see what stood behind them.

  The man from Africa said at one point that when he left
the World Health Organization, epidemics of cholera, malaria, hepa-
titis B, AIDS, the Sleeping Sickness, measles, and the Yellow Fever,
had all broken out in Africa. "Cholera epidemics were already re-
ported in 90 countries worldwide," he said, "with a whopping 22 of
them located in Africa. He said, malaria was even worse. There had
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been an estimated 160 million active cases in Africa alone. Malaria
was becoming pandemic again since the DDT ban, as the population
could no longer protect itself. The American ban of the DDT in-
secticide had shut down the protective process that had once nearly
eradicated malaria. The official excuse for the ban was, that the
tsetse fly, which carries the malaria parasite, should not be eradi-
cated with pesticide, but be granted the same right to live and
thrive as any other beast in the forest. He said that this insanity
had rendered the human being as of less worth than a fly."

  The man paused, as if to emphasize the next point. "The
same right, the right to live that was hotly protected as a right for
the fly, of course, was not extended to the human beings in Africa,
which were deemed to have no right to exist. The value of a fly
was deemed greater. The human being had suddenly become a beast
of lesser value than a fly. That opened the bottom to hell for all
the unspeakable atrocities in the wars to come."

  The man said that in the midst of this horror, interwoven
with the resurgence of malaria, several drug resistant strains were
now coming to the foreground that had made malaria fatal once
again on a vast scale, killing people at a rate of one person every
forty-five seconds, most of them children, the new generation. He
put the blame for this tragedy on America that instigated both the
DDT ban and the policy to depopulate the Third World nations, in
order to preserve their natural resources, which America vehemently
claimed as being essential for its potential future needs and its
national security.

  "Yes, we have started a war on the world's children," he
said. He scanned the auditorium. "Yes, we, all of us together are
locked into a war against our children, in which millions are already
being killed by our hands, that is by our policies enforced from the
West. In Africa we see the face of our future. We see the face of
our humanity there that is allowing this insanity to happen, so that
mankind won't have a future. And so we are in a war against our
own children wherever they may be, including those that are not yet
born."

  He said further that the outlook in terms of other diseases,
like malaria, like the Sleeping Sickness, for instance, was even darker.
He reported that close to 40 different mutations of it had already
been identified that came out of the brewing caldron of the bio-
logically weakened and starvation ravished Africa.

  "That's the price that we are already paying for the isolation
that we've created and unleashed on Africa, from the West," he said.
"And so, my friends, it is possible for a people to become so
isolated from the world and from one-another, so that the most
horrendous crimes can be perpetrated in hidden worlds, created by
isolation, on a scale that pales Adolf Hitler's holocaust, while almost
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nobody blinks an eye in the sight of these vastly greater tragedies,"
he added. He said that attempts have been made to downplay Hitler's
crimes, even to suggest that the vast holocaust didn't actually hap-
pen, or happened only to a lesser degree, and he added that even
to think that way, has become officially a criminal offense itself in
some countries, under imperial control. He said that a number of
once noble countries, now prosecute people today with long jail
sentences for the thought crime of holocaust-denial, even while the
vastly greater modern holocausts that are happening, which pail any
holocaust in previous history, are hushed officially up and hidden.

  "These holocausts are happening daily and hourly," he said,
"but they are covered over with a thick blanket of official silence,
not to mention the complete lack of commitment in society for
corrective actions. Of course, fighting against the march of empire,
that stands behind all of the holocausts in the world, is a dangerous
stand to take. However, the consequences that society invites by not
fighting for its freedom from empire, are infinitely more dangerous
and frightening, and deadly, than the fight for freedom can possibly
be.

  "And that's the real holocaust denial," he said emphatically,
"and the real tragedy is that the world stands idly by and lets it
happen, whereby mankind becomes an accomplice in the holocaust,
and thereby conditions itself against its own survival."

  He suggested that people should read Shakespeare's Hamlet.
"The fool wasn't Hamlet. The fool was society, whose folly had
created in Hamlet a prince without humanity, who thereby has
doomed, both himself, and society with him."

  The man laughed at this point. "We don't need jail sentences
for the traitors that cause today's larger crime, for which there
wouldn't be enough jails in existence to house the guilty anyway.
But beyond that, society is its own tragic figure, and so, the idea
that incarceration will solve anything in this context, is absurd. We
need healing. We need to heal the denial in society, and the iso-
lation that causes it."

  He paused again, as if to emphasize another point.
  "The irony is," he said, "that it is not really possible for

humanity to isolate itself and hide in denial and self-isolation, be-
cause it is not possible for mankind to isolate itself from the
consequences of its actions and inaction. Self-isolation always results
in tragedy. AIDS is a perfect example. The call for depopulation
was heard loud and clear as far back as the late 1960s. The head-
lines proclaimed that the world has cancer, and that its cancer is
mankind that must be eradicated, and mankind be culled back to
small numbers. Out of this insanity emerged the imperial NSSM200
doctrine of 1974, that a year later became policy and started to
force the depopulation mantra onto the Third World, especially onto
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Africa, in order to preserve their raw materials for the West's future
use. AIDS erupted out of this background in lock-step, only five
years after the policy came into effect."

  I would have nudged Anton, if she had sat beside me. I saw
no reaction in her face that revealed any recognition of a linkage
existing to her own self-isolation and the danger of it, reflecting the
isolation in the world and the ever-greater dangers arising from it.
It was painful to see this non-reaction. It was painful, because her
self-isolation was evidently so deeply rooted that she didn't even
recognize it. Her tragedy appeared to be the kind of case in which
the victim is rarely aware of its victimization, just as the whole of
mankind failed to recognize itself as the real victim in the trashing
of Africa that society is hiding itself from under the blanket of
denial.

  The man from Africa told us that the big epidemics in
Africa often started in the refugee camps, that the victimization had
created, which he termed, death camps. From there, the diseases
were spread out across the land as masses of sick people, displaced
by famine, politics, war, and economic deprivation, moved from one
place to another, driven by rumors that food could be found just
over the horizon. Some masses were flooding into the refugee camps,
others were fleeing them. As the masses of starving people hobbled
from one unsanitary area to the next, sickness spread across the
continent, primarily along the trails of their death marches, so he
told us.

  The man spoke softly, mostly. His gentle manner magnified
the impact of his speech.

  A similar situation, he told us about, existed in the cities
in Africa. He said he was disgusted at the disinterest he found
around the world, about the impending disaster in the African cities.
"People were so arrogant in their self-isolation in the West," he said,
"that they believed that the diseases that they unleashed in Africa
by their policies of deprivation, would not touch them. Consequently,
no actions were taken by humanity to prevent them, or to prevent
their spreading."

  He said, that he saw the same pattern unfolding also on the
international scene. He said that the little concern that was even-
tually forthcoming from humanity around the world to prevent the
worst, often came too late, and even then, it was too little. He said,
it is the nature of a biological holocaust to be so far isolated from
its cause, that the seeds of the holocaust are usually forgotten by
the time they bear fruit and the dying starts on a massive scale.

  "The seeds that I am referring to," he said, "were planted
into Africa when the continent's industrial and agricultural develop-
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ment began, and the necessary infrastructure development was
underway. The masters of empire shut down all those developments,
and any further developments were prevented. In the guise of the
helping hand, the moneylenders came in, but not to help. They
came in droves looting the continent to the point that Africa's
increasingly scarce food resources had to be exported to earn money
for interest payments on loans that had done nothing to meet the
most basic needs of the population. Debt had become a tool for the
depopulation of Africa, by starvation, and starvation-induced diseases."
He explained that Africa had become intentionally isolated from the
world by the western policy makers, in order to achieve the impe-
rials' depopulation objective for the openly stated purpose of pre-
serving Africa's natural resources, including its agriculture, for the
future and present requirements of the feudal imperial powers.

  I was surprised that Anton didn't see in this presentation,
that its pattern, which was totally centered on isolation, was the key
element also in her own situation. It seemed that she wasn't even
aware of the nature of her own tragedy, but regarded her reaction
to it, in self-isolation, as normal and natural. But I didn't regard it
that way. In fact I was becoming rather disgusted with the man's
speech, because he was right in pointing the finger also onto me,
together with everyone. I was disgusted about myself, seeing in it
my own failure. The world had been crying in pain, and I had been
falling asleep evermore deeply, as it were, into a near coma. Sure,
I had been crying in the political wilderness. I had been screaming
in Venice, loud enough to be heard in Russia. I had been drowning
myself in politics, without ever really touching the foundation that
civilization is built on, thereby never touching the real dance floor
where the dance of the Principle of Universal Love should be in
progress. I suddenly realized what this dance really was. The dance
of the Principle of Universal Love was what Helen had termed back
in Leipzig, the Universal Kiss. If that isn't expressed, then all the
dancing is in vein.

  While the man droned on in his speech, I searched for, and
listed in my mind, all the moves that I should be making to express
in the dance of the Universal Kiss the countless aspects that would
actively acknowledge to one-another that we are all human beings.
The list became long, and as items were added some fell off the
bottom of the list to be rediscovered anew until they would stick.

  The man paused for a moment at one point. The audience
didn't stir. Then he continued, warning that the whole of humanity
had drifted into a most dangerously deep isolation from its human-
ity, as they sat idly by in the face of the ever-increasing depopu-
lation demands that were gushing forth from the imperial elite of
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the world, while no meaningful reactions were forthcoming from
society against this ever-deepening rape and silent genocide.

  "What guarantees can the Malthusians give us," he said, "that
the wave of their killings will stop, when mankind has been reduced
to the two-billion mark?" He continued quietly. "They tell us right
into our face, that humanity is a pest on the earth, so that it has
to be eliminated as much as possible, to save the earth. They say
that the earth has cancer and that this cancer is man. And then they
promise that this cancer will be 'cured.'"

  I cried inwardly when I heard this. And here, for the first
time in my life, I stood up for the opening step in my new
dancing, and shouted: "STOP!"

  "How can you say this?" I shouted. "How can you even
repeat this foul speech? The fact is, the world needs ten billion
people to built the structures that need to be built to create the
kind of high-level civilization that can get us all through the deep
freeze of the next Ice Age, that might only be a century away. If
we fail in this, only a few million might survive. How can you even
think about murdering even one single human being that you so
casually brush aside when you are speaking of population reduction
with statistical justification, even if you are challenging with this
talk the policies of empire? Speaking in statistical terms takes the
human dimension out of the human scene. You give the policy for
mass extermination a civil face, while you fail to give mankind a
human face. Mankind isn't a helpless worm. It represents the great-
est power for good in the Universe. You cry about problems that
are tragic, but instead of complaining, you should be focusing on
solutions, on the processes that we need to get our humanity back.
Yes, I know the world is sick, but as a doctor, shouldn't you be
focusing on healing?"

  "How can the imperials say what they say?" said the man
without really answering me, except with a shocked expression in
his face. "They, who say these things, are the pest and the cancer.
They have become murderers from the moment on that they have
actively prevented humanity from developing its potential, for their
express purpose of maintaining poverty. They create poverty, because
it kills, and also because poverty in society maintains imperial power.
Even now the imperial financiers aren't happy, unless there is a high
degree of unemployment in the world, because unemployment keeps
the wages low. Unfortunately, this is how the world is, and there
is not much that I can do to physically change it. But I can point
out the problems to those who are asleep in this hall, and all cross
the lands, that the task for the healing is not mine alone. Society
owns that task. What can I do, when society as a whole doesn't
care enough to save itself ? With a few rare exceptions excluded, we
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have all become so deeply self-isolated from our humanity, that
human life is no longer deemed to be of great importance. Most
people don't value their own life highly enough to save it."

  At this point I no longer expected a reaction from Anton,
nor was there one forthcoming.

  "How does one break through such a hard shell?" I asked
myself. I knew that what the speaker was telling us was real, from
the standpoint as he saw it. But why couldn't Anton see herself
mirrored in it? Indeed, why couldn't the man himself recognize, that
he too was a part of the society that he saw so tragically failing?

  The man from Africa said that the main reason for the
global dilemma is, that the world has not yet caught on to the idea
that no person on this planet lives an isolated existence. "We don't
own each other," he said, "but we do have a responsibility towards
each other to assure that the human potential can be realized as
richly as possible, whereby we enrich one-another, and our world,
and our life with it. The masters of empire want to short circuit
this, and get rich by stealing. This doesn't work, and it is criminal
to attempt it. All mankind has the responsibility to aid the renais-
sance-building process, whenever possible, where the riches in life
are created. If we fail in that as a people, we are all doomed,
without exception."

  That's when I shook my head at Anton. She seemed deter-
mined to keep herself isolated from the very thing that she appar-
ently cherished. I also realized that when that barrier is overcome,
a beautiful love could unfold with the potential to brighten our
world, that we would then share.

  Another thing startled me about the speech. The speaker
said that humanity must fight its self-isolation and bring to each
other the gift of its love, or else we would not survive. He was
beginning to talk about all of us now, not just about Africa.

  I watched Anton's reaction after he made this statement. She
seemed surprised. The man had just said what Steve had always said,
that we bring to each other our love to brighten our world.

  Ushi just nodded and smiled, but not Anton.
  Was Anton aware of that part? I wondered.

  "But what you said is not enough!" I interjected. I stood up
again.

  The man motioned me to sit down, but with a smile on
his face. "Alright!" he said out loud. "I was hoping to hears some
protests. I was hoping for big protests. I have been setting before
you a mirror in which you could see your own face, and I had
hoped that what you saw in this mirror was disgusting. It was so
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disgusting that one of you exploded in protest, but why only one
man from among two thousand? Now my friends let me tell you
that this near zero response is the most disgusting thing of all. You
should have been all crying out in pain and been demanding that
I present to you the critical processes that are necessary for healing.
Is your life worth so little that you can't even rouse yourself in the
face of near-certain doom? Well, one man did so, but only one."

  The man turned and looked in my direction as he paused.
"OK," he continued. "Let's talk about processes for healing. Let's
explore what is necessary to heal Africa. Africa has been raped by
the empires of the world for almost two centuries. There is not
enough strength left in Africa and its people, to redevelop the
continent into a living human world, a world that is fit as a place
of habitation for the most precious species of life on the planet,
which is mankind. This means we have to uplift the entire conti-
nent from a stinking hellhole of poverty, starvation, wars, and the
brewing caldron for diseases that it has become, to becoming a
civilization equal to the most advanced on the planet. This is our
task, yours and mine. We must do this. If we don't do this, we
might find one day that its poverty has become the breeding ground
for a deadly new disease that can wipe out the human species
altogether. We've already got AIDS. This disease has two possible
sources. It either came from the biological breakdown in Africa, or
it was artificially created in one of the many hundreds of the
biological warfare labs. The latter is the most likely. Airborne AIDS
might be just a step away, which might spread like the flu. Or an
airborne Ebola virus might emerge from the disease-brewing caldron
of the biologically collapsing society that much of Africa has be-
come, or it might be already brewing in the bio-labs of the insanity
infested western world. Ebola is deadly and swift. It kills over 90%
of its victims, and it kills in the most horrible manner imaginable,
as a person's internal organs slowly 'dissolve' in the processes of the
disease. We don't want that to be our future, right? This means that
we must act and shut the disease-brewing caldron down, and all the
biological warfare labs with it, and replace this death-ridden hell
with a healthy civilization, a richly vibrant civilization in which
every human being can live securely. And I am not just speaking
for Africa here. I am saying we need to end starvation, both the
one here in Africa, and the mental starvation that is ravishing the
West, creating evermore insanity. The disease for both, is called
empire. Ending poverty, ending squalor, and ending the countless
attacks on humanity that destroy the bit of civilization that we have
still left, requires a crash program in society to end the rule of
empire.

  "For Africa," he said, "this process of nursing an entire
continent back to life, would mean nothing less than a global com-
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mitment to the building of the infrastructures that are necessary for
human living. It would mean building a continent-wide water man-
agement system with integrated seawater desalination. It would mean
building fertilizer plants, agricultural machinery plants, and the building
of vast new agricultural facilities and food processing industries. It
would mean building high-speed transportation networks, widespread
nuclear power development to power the new economy, and the
building of a large array of new cities with efficient industries,
cultural centers, advanced education, and leading-edge health care.
And what is essential for Africa is essential for every area in the
world, where starvation, poverty, and squalor are presently threaten-
ing the biological survival of mankind."

  "None of this will ever happen," shouted a man from the
audience. "Who will pay for that? Who's got the money for this
global socialism?" Other's joined him on this theme. Their voices
rose in a chorus of dissent.

  The man from Africa just waited patiently on the podium
until the ruckus had abated. He made a sweeping gesture with his
hand from right to left across the audience. "There is your answer,"
he said calmly. "The survival of mankind is deemed too expensive!
Human living is deemed not worth the effort to maintain it. Mon-
etarism is worth more than human life. And so mankind will likely
perish in the hellhole of its indifference to itself, to one-another,
and to our common, universal human needs. Monetarism is suicide,
my friends. We've become a small and pathetic people isolated from
one another into a vast sea of tiny little spheres of private interests,
private possessions, and of private ownership of one-another. We've
become so small that life itself has become meaningless, or even a
burden, as some see it. If we remain that way we will likely die
without ever having really lived. And that is true for mankind as
a whole. And don't think for a minute that I'm not serious. Just
look at Africa. Africa is your mirror in which you can see yourself.
The dying is already in progress there."

  "The dying is inevitable!" shouted a woman from the audi-
ence. "There aren't enough resources in the world to keep us all
alive. There isn't enough oil, coal, wood, steel, water, and land. We
are running out of everything, and are killing the planet with global
warming. The forests are dying, the rivers are drying up, the fish
are dying, even the oceans are dying."

  The man just laughed. "I see, Joseph Goebbels has paid you
a visit, and you let him into the house," he said. "We are not
running out of anything. In fact, we have barely begun to develop
the resources we have the potential to develop. The imperial crowd
has prevented mankind all over the world from developing its re-
sources. Nuclear power, and our potential to tap into the galactic
power grid, offer us near infinite energy resources, and with it, they
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open the horizon to infinite materials. Sure it's impossible to build
those hundreds of millions of new houses or apartments that are
urgently needed in the world right now, if we intent to build them
out of wood, bricks, and mortar. There aren't enough of the primi-
tive resources left to do this. But who needs them? We shouldn't
be using them anyway. Housing should be produced in automated
industrial processes utilizing molten basalt, that's a near ideal build-
ing material with enough of it sitting on the surface of the planet
to cover the entire land area of the planet thirty feet deep. We can
never run out of building materials, no matter how intensively we
build. But we are not doing this, because we are chained to primi-
tive thinking. Also, we don't do the efficient kind of housing pro-
duction yet, because we've been held back in nuclear power devel-
opment. The world would have been powered by galactic electric
energy ages ago already, if the self-development of mankind hadn't
been constantly sabotaged by imperial madness. Mankind would likely
have stood on the moon more than a thousand years ago if the
Persian and Roman empires had never existed, which together de-
stroyed the scientific and technological achievements of that early
age."

  The speaker from Africa paused and pointed his finger at
the audience. "So you see, my friends, it's not the earth that is
getting too small. A horrific and frightening smallness has crept into
the culture of our human society, by which everything that pertains
to civilization has been made small, especially the mentality of
mankind, all the way to the point that our continued existence on
this planet is now in doubt. We've become a small, imperial cor-
rupted people, living in near universal isolation from one-another,
and in near universal denial of the effects of our smallness in thinking.
A sane society wouldn't have built the 65,000 nuclear bombs that
we now have laid up all around the world. A sane world would
have built 65,000 nuclear power plants instead. But we are not a
sane world anymore. We have built ourselves a killing machine that
can eradicate human life on this planet in the space of a day. And
we are still growing smaller in our smallness. There are plans now
under way to mass-produce tens of millions of dirty uranium bombs,
DU bombs as they call them in the weapons labs. The DU bombs
as a weapon system, are designed to vaporize gargantuan quantities
of uranium into radioactive dust that is smaller in size than the
wavelengths of light, by which it becomes invisible, and becomes a
part of the air that people breathe all over the world. The air, then,
becomes radioactive. With uranium having a half-life of 4.5 billion
years, the murderous dust of these 'weapons' against ourselves, when
they become unleashed in full force, will keep on killing people and
animals for 'all' times to come, and will likely cause the disintegra-
tion of the DNA blueprint that life on this planet is built on. This
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means that we have become so small in our smallness that we've
become an enemy to life itself. And even then, we remain totally
committed to maintain our smallness, and to maintain our denial of
it, because that is what the imperial system demands, that has created
the smallness in the first place that controls us, and demands us to
maintain it, and to drive it deeper into the fabric of our humanity.
Thus we loose our world, and us with it."

  He paused and the emphasized that he came from Africa.
He said that Africa stood at the forefront of the increasing smallness
of society, because of a cultural virus that was created in Egypt in
ancient times. "A cultural tradition was born in Africa that has
spread from it into many lands, a tradition that advances cultural
insanity. It began with the Pharaohs cutting off the foreskin of the
penis of their male slaves to make them better slaves. The process
caused a certain sexual blindness that hindered the development of
intimacy, and with it also hindered the social intimacy and national
intimacy, which is a kind of poison to the slavery process. The
cultural tradition of sexual self-mutilation, also causes a vast range
of debilitating psychological disorders that a normal society does not
have. The process creates a kind of insanity. This insanity had been
maintained in Africa, or had been self-maintained, and eventually
become widespread. The tradition, for whatever reasons it was
maintained, created a self-imposed smallness resulting in a debilitated
culture that in its growing insanity rigorously maintains the ritual
mutilation of society by its own hands. Is it any wonder than that
our world is in trouble? Is it any wonder then that the masters of
empire love Africa as its playground, and have as of late introduced
the same insanity into America, and have recruited its own inner-
most slaves from the ranks of those with the longest history of self-
mutilation? If society is serious about healing itself, that is where
it has to begin. It's not possible to stop the symptoms without
healing the underlying disease."

  The speaker sighed and took a zip of water. "The fact is,"
he said with some emphasis, "that the earth is not in danger of
global warming. The global warming hype is a symptom of the
disease, not the disease itself. It is a symptom of insanity. There is
no manmade global warming. We've been in a global warming trend
since the mid-1600s when the Little Ice Age reversed itself. We've
seen little ice ages before, followed by global warming trends. Also,
we've seen much warmer climates in the past, like we had some
7000 years ago when the Sahara was green and had rivers flowing
in it. These huge climatic changes were never manmade. The earth
has drifted in and out of ice age conditions in 100,000-year cycles,
determined by solar cycles that affect the intensity of cosmic radia-
tion reaching the earth, which in turn effects the intensity of cloud
formation. That is what determines our climate, not manmade car-
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bon. The carbon hoax is an imperial game for an ever deeper looting
of society from its most basic requirements for living. The biological
world is a carbon dependent world, but carbon in the form of CO2
has no impact on the climate. Over 95% of our atmosphere's green-
house effect comes from water vapor, and only 3% from CO2, and
of that, only 3% again is manmade. The entire manmade global
warming hysteria that has gripped the western society is a politically
motivated hoax, and a scientific fraud. In reality the next 100,000-
year Ice Age cycle lies before us on the near horizon. Each cycle
includes a brief interglacial interlude with warm climates that lasts
for a bout 13,000 years. The present one is near its end. The return
of the Ice Age is on the horizon. The transition might begin within
the next 100 years, or it might have already begun. The political
hoax of manmade global warming has been unleashed to keep
mankind's focus away from the return of the Ice Age, thus to keep
our vision small and tied into knots. The ice-age impact can be
defeated with technological infrastructures that would enable indoor
agriculture on a global scale. However, for that a new global ren-
aissance would be required that would wipe every empire off the
face of the planet. That is what the imperials fear. For this reason,
and many reasons like that, mankind's self-perception has been kept
small. The global warming hoax is a part of that process, of driving
the cultured smallness of society ever deeper. But as I said, the
entire global warming doctrine and its potential for destroying
mankind, is but a symptom of the underlying disease that breeds
insanity."

  The speaker from Africa paused again. "Africa can be saved,"
he continued. "Every resource exists that would be needed to do
this. But will we do what is necessary to save Africa, and with it
mankind? The processes that can save us from the effects of the
coming Ice Age, are the same processes that we require to save
Africa. And money, most definitely, should be the least of our
concern. Money is not a natural resource. It's totally manmade for
the purpose of crating and maintaining an economy. Money has
become a problem only, because the imperial oligarchic crowd has
hijacked it and turned into a monetarist tool for looting mankind.
In our smallness we let them get away with that, but this doesn't
mean that this failure cannot be reversed. Even our smallness that
has been carefully cultured by the imperial crowd, can be reversed.
The entire imperial historic trend that has kept mankind in chains
for the last 4000 years, since the Whore of Babylon unfolded its
dirty wings in the traditions of Egypt, can be reversed. And I propose
today, that we get on with the reversal and start the healing. I also
propose that this has to begin with ourselves, as we look at our
smallness, and scrap the denial of it, and face it, and reverse it. I
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also propose that for this reversal to be possible, we must also scrap
our isolation from one another, in which this smallness has become
rooted that is now killing us step by step, which is rooted in the
very isolation that the Pharaoh's of Egypt have cultured. So, the
healing is simple, isn't it? Let's become human beings again. If we
make an effort to do this, we will find that we are not naturally
divided, but are one people of a common humanity with a profound
potential for good, and with an universal love that unlocks that
potential for the good in processes that uplift one another. That's
really what a renaissance is made of. The renaissance potential is
more deeply rooted than the self-mutilation of society. The renais-
sance potential has a spiritual root that cannot be mutilated by any
means. I propose that we utilize the processes that have already
been pioneered through the ages that gave us the great periods of
renaissance in the past, which we have built, and that we build on
them to create the greatest renaissance the world has ever seen. If
we do this we will live, and the future of mankind will be assured.
If we fail to step up to this plate, we will die as surely as Africa
is already dying, and that will happen in our time, and there won't
be any human time thereafter."

  With that said he left the lectern. There was a little ap-
plause. The mood was mostly somber. He turned back before he
reached the steps down to the auditorium floor. He returned to the
lectern.

  "Evidently something else is needed," he said. "Let me hold
up your response towards me as another mirror in which you can
see yourself. Actually, I expected this kind of thin response, because
it reflects the kind of response that I had observed all along among
the people here assembled, towards each other. This conference has
been billed as a peace conference, but what I found here is as dead
and as dark as a funeral procession. I found no life here, no love,
no kiss, and no sunshine from the heart. And this my friends is
supposed to be peace? It's a silent peace at best, a peace of icy
tensions. But where is the kiss? I saw no kiss on anyone's lips, or
in anyone's heart, that I could detect. Where is the kiss? Is it too
difficult to extend a kiss to a human being that is the brightest gem
of life on this planet, and therefore to one-another? I don't mean
this literally, necessarily. A kiss can take on many forms and faces.
It can be a hug, a smile, a loving gesture, a helping hand, a gentle
touch. But all that I have seen and felt so far at this conference,
is the touch of indifference if not disdain. The mood here is as
black and as dreary as if life was a prison sentence. We have so
much to live for, why don't we? People all want a long life, but
they don't do anything with it. Peace is Life, people! Peace means
living with joy. Peace doesn't mean that we don't have a war today,
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it means that we have a kiss and a song on our lips, and love in
the heart. Without these there can never be peace, and life becomes
meaningless indeed. War is the sign of a dead society in which life
has become meaningless. And so I grief for the youth of today that
has grown up into becoming empty people, as empty of joy and
love and kisses, as society has become, a youth of the dead, as it
were. But I also see a light on the horizon. This conference has
been arranged by the youth of Russia and other lands. It has been
arranged as an invitation for a kiss to be sent out to all the world.
This is worth something to be recognized and honored. Shouldn't we
at least embrace that, and honor it, and extend it further to one-
another, and let the invitation not go in vein. If we did this one
little thing, I think we would accomplish more for peace than all
the words spoken from this lectern, and all the best intentions for
peace that people might have. Intentions are passive. A kiss is an
active thing. Every kind of kiss is an active thing. It moves us
within. It can move the world when it is powered from the heart.
I hope to see a profusion of kisses from now on. With a kiss on
our lips, we can then at last talk about a peace conference, instead
of a funeral procession of the dead, bemoaning the dead."

  The man turned and left, this time in a thunder of ap-
plause.

  "Any kind of kiss?" I heard someone say behind me.
  "Any kind, indeed," someone answered.

  As the doctor from Africa stepped off the platform a young
woman from the panel went to the lectern. "I feel offended," she
said. "The youth of the world is not the youth of the dead. The
kind old doctor has no idea about what's going on at the leading
edge. He can't imagine the depth of the struggles and the determi-
nation that stands behind this conference, to get some life back into
the world, that his pathetic generation has allowed to die. I wonder
if anyone in his dead generation even knows what a human being
is. There was no one there who could counsel us in the universities,
or in the homes were we grew up. Even the college campuses were
dead in this regard. A few of us, who refused to live in his dead
world, as a no-future generation, got together to rediscover who we
really are. We got together with young people in Africa and South
America, and in Mexico, the USA, and later in China, Pakistan, Iran,
Israel, Korea, Italy, France, Spain, Germany. There are quite a few
of us now emerging, who are determined to get our life back, and
our world, which the dead generation has sold to the lowest bidder
to be wasted in their orgies of insanity. War is an orgy of insanity.
Globalized looting is an orgy of rape. Imperialism is an orgy of
murder. The human being isn't an animal for the imperials to breed,
use up, and then kill. The human being is the pinnacle of the chain
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of life. We are not destroying the planet. We are uplifting a primi-
tive planet and making it more productive than it could be on its
own. We became a society of five billion souls of the most capable
species that we know to exist in the Universe, a species of light,
music, dance, art, literature, science, philosophy, industry, love, gen-
erosity, to name just a few of our attributes. Mankind is the kiss
of life in a vastly barren Universe. The human being is obviously
far more than being merely the result of a chain reaction of
unintelligent chemical processes in a trial and error world, called
natural evolution. We are evidently the still emerging product of a
self-reflecting creative consciousness that unfolds in intelligently di-
rected development, a kind of self-development."

  The woman then said that she wanted us to keep the
profound fact rooted in consciousness, that mankind is the most
precious gem that can be found on this planet, together with the
related fact, that when an advanced 'idea' such as humanity is,
becomes depreciated and dragged ever deeper into the sewer of
inhumanity, the human society that is not designed to live in the
sewer, inevitably dissolves into oblivion. "In that," she said, "the
kind doctor is right." She suggested also that 'oblivion' is not too
harsh a term, because when the degenerative process takes hold, the
idea that defines a human being is forced into such a deep regres-
sion that the human being becomes deemed to be of lesser value
than the dust of the earth, until mankind disappears altogether. She
said that this finality is staring us in the face in the process of the
now prepared-for nuclear extinction of mankind. She pointed out
that this finality becomes inevitable once the structures become
destroyed that society needs to support itself. But she also said that
the youth of the world, especially those who have already gained
their freedom from the mind-shrinking imperial philosophies, are now
committed to this healing.

  She warned about the massive regression in culture and
education, which gets most people to have such a shallow of the
world that they actively support the genocidal hype for depopulating
the world, thereby becoming actively murderous and suicidal. She
warned that the growing fascism that is now sweeping the world
could become the gateway to the extinction of mankind, even without
a single nuclear weapon ever being launched. She pointed out that
the mental weapon of cultural insanity, which breeds fascism, has
always been the most devastating weapon of mass destruction that
has ever been unleashed on the face of the planet, second to none.
She said that the weapon of cultural insanity has already killed
countless times more people than were killed in Hiroshima and
Nagasaki combined, including all the world-war casualties that came
before. She warned that the renewal of this insanity was already in
full swing in Africa on a very large scale, and that the whole world
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was rapidly being enveloped in insanity by this mental disease, and
that this disease is capturing the support of more and more young
people who have the most to loose.

  "It wasn't Africa that gave us the AIDS virus that is now
circling the globe," said the woman. "Africa became merely the first
victim in the chain of the unfolding mental disease that has been
thrust upon mankind. Mankind has existed in Africa for over two
million years. Suddenly AIDS erupts in perfect timing with the
imperial disease that defines the human being as a cancer on the
earth, combined with countless calls from imperial impositions for
mass depopulation. What we see here is not unrelated, but is an
effect from a cause that is intentionally destroying our civilization,
and is taking away our future."

  She said that she agreed with the doctor from Africa that
the western society's reaction to these consequences is sheer insanity.
"The people in the West are saying in their cultured insanity, that
Africa is far away and doesn't really concern them, even while AIDS
that is ravishing Africa is claiming millions of lives in the West too,
and will likely claim many more victims as it proliferates, possibly
more than all the wars in history have, combined. And that's just
the beginning. The intention is that this beginning will be vastly
superceded by the use of radioactive uranium dust dispersed into the
global air by modern bombs and munitions, which thereby cause
genetic devastation and the slow destruction of the blueprint of
mankind. The modern policy of intention of this globally devastating
gas warfare is nothing less than society's self-genocide, its self-extinc-
tion. Not even the dinosaurs had sunk so low, as to cause their own
extinction. They vanished when the environment became unlivable
for them, but it wasn't the result of their own doing, and definitely
not intentional. But we, the human species, who have survived much
harsher conditions, and have come through twenty ice ages on our
2.5 million-year journey from the distant dawn of man, are actively
setting the stage with the intention for committing suicide. And we
are the last surviving human species on this journey, the last of
eight major human species. We are the pinnacle of all human spe-
cies, and the youngest with barely 200,000 years of development to
our credit. We are a miracle, the end result of an incredible chain
of development and creativity, and now we are prepared to eradicate
that, and for what? The world has become insane! And what are the
young people to think of that, who see a world without a future.
We should celebrate ourselves, and this with more than just kisses,
though a kiss would be a nice start. A kiss, no matter what form
it takes, has got to be a nice start to combat our 'dead' society's
self-isolation. A kiss opens the doors for bringing to each other our
love to enrich one-another, instead of destroying one-another's exist-
ence by imposing upon one-another evermore devastating long-term
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consequences."

  I looked at Ushi, sitting next to Anton at the table of the
panel. Ushi was listening intently, but that was all she did. Why
didn't Ushi nudge Anton to get her attention?

  The young woman from the panel said there might still be
a bit of time left to prevent the worst of what has been planned
for humanity. She suggested that if people tried hard enough in
their love for mankind, then the food and economic resources that
are needed to nourish Africa back to health, could be made avail-
able. She said that she had seen the endless fields in Kansas, and
noticed that some of the fields stood bare for the purpose of
commodity price manipulation. She said that the potential yields of
those unused lands could likely have tallied up to tens of millions
of tons of food that could have helped to rescue Africa. She said
that even now it is not too late to provide the life-supporting aid.
She said that she had seen the huge C-5 Galaxy transport aircraft
that America has, and the Russian equivalent, the Antonov-124, which
could easily serve to transport the most urgently needed emergency
food aid to Africa. She said it could all be done in a week in the
form of a profound kiss, and that military truck convoys that al-
ready exist there, could then distribute this aid. The vehicles do
exist that can grind their way through the toughest terrain, to deliver
what is needed. She also said that the international community must
provide the required direct help and economic support that is needed
to implement a reasonable standard of sanitation, and thereby nurse
Africa back to health. She said that it wasn't an impossible task to
rescue Africa and to help it to develop itself into the breadbasket
of the world, providing for a rich future for all mankind.

  "Africa can be saved," she said in closing. "Mankind would
likely be saved along with it, because the new environment of
cooperation and support would be such that all the nukes and dirty
uranium bombs would be scrapped as a cruel joke in the face of
that kind of return to humanist values. It wouldn't take a month
on this platform of the universal kiss to totally change the world,
so that we will have a future again. Saving Africa is therefore the
most vital task that humanity has before it. The taking up of this
task would be the greatest universal kiss mankind would be extend-
ing, and be extending to itself."

  She paused. "Unfortunately, nothing is done," she said. "We
lost the ability to offer a kiss. We have to relearn it. In spite of
the greatest danger to our existence, our humanity remains dormant,
and our hands idle. On this dead platform nothing will change, until
we overcome our isolation from each other. The dying of the world
will continue, and nothing can take away the blame from us until
our universal kiss begins to change the world. The Africa-crisis didn't
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originate with Africa. It was imposed on it. All mankind had a hand
in it. Now it becomes the task of mankind to take away the burden
imposed on Africa, and roll back the burden we've laid on our own
soul. This uphill battle must be won in order to ensure everyone's
existence. And that's the essence of the needed universal kiss, your
and mine contribution included. Without winning this necessary fight
against our indifference, and our division and isolation from one-
another in the world, we are doomed," she said. "I can say this with
all honesty, because I have seen the beginning of this doom already
unfolding in Africa. I have been there. I went there to preach
communism. I came back from there as a human being, touched by
a love that still remains in Africa for what is human. I was touched
by Africa's kiss. If you want to see what your future holds, look
to Africa. You see a dying continent, ravished and looted, but
underneath you see an undying love of a humanity that holds the
key to our collective survival."

  As the woman went back to her place at the panel, some-
one started to applaud. Others joined in. Within moments she re-
ceived a standing ovation.

  During the applause a tall blond woman brought the British
medical doctor back to the podium. "We can't let this subject be
closed that easily," she said to the British doctor at the lectern.
"You opened up a subject that demands a much deeper probing,
because Africa is just a minute part of a much larger equation that
involves a much larger war against humanity as a whole, so that a
whole lot of big kisses are required to cause a healing. The most
recent war against mankind," she said, "was launched in 1947 in the
USA with the founding of America's secret parallel government, called
the National Security Agency, that operates the CIA as its strong-
arm enforcer of its war against humanity. But this secret government
is a branch office of the universal empire, the Third Rome, that has
spread its dark fingers from London across the world. The so-called
National Security Agency is a lye, as it should be called the Illuminati
Empire Security Agency. It was created for the covert war that
protects the looting operations of the Templars of Money, the
monetarists, the Templars of thieves in 'white robes' trailing a pack
of lawyers behind them and a corrupt legal system. They are running
a war against humanity, carried out in secrecy, with corpses piling
up of the people that were killed in our name, without our knowl-
edge, but supported with our taxes, and perpetrated in total viola-
tion of our national Constitution and of international law. I am an
American, I cry for my country in shame of what it has become,
and in shame of my parent's generation that has sold out its hu-
manity to the masters of empire. In their indifference they have
abetted crimes against humanity that have ripped our heart open.
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America, the country that I have been taught to love, that I had
loved for its devotion in the fight against Nazi fascism, has been
Shanghaied by traitors, and become a murderer of millions with
atrocities that pale the Nazi holocaust. We have fielded gangsters
that were free to loot, murder, traffic in drugs and weapons, whom
we have paid in gold to overthrow elected governments, bankrupt
nations, organize terrorism and genocide, for what we called 'strate-
gic objectives' - the new term for international thievery - just as
globalism is the new term for empire. Our country has organized
torture, trained assassins in a federal school paid for by the tax
payers, and conducted cultural warfare of all sorts. Now that the
truth is slowly leaking across the dam of secrecy, we find ourselves
mentally stunned, too stunned for a kiss. We are too stunned for
even a kiss for ourselves, that might spark a healing with corrective
actions. We are scared of where this train is taking us and all.
Without a healing on the way, the same Templars of monetarist
thievery who are presently raping the world, will surely be knocking
at our own door next, taking our houses away, our businesses, our
highways, our industries, our farms, our food, our loving, our sanity,
and our children to die in their wars. And that's not far off. The
Illuminati Empire Security Agency and its CIA still rule, and Truth
is still banned as a national secret. Lies, deception, looting, and
killing, are the watchwords now as our world is dying. 'In Lies We
Trust!' We are miles away from forming our lips for a kiss. Still,
the kiss has to happen."

  She sighed and continued in a smaller voice. "The first major
covert operation in America's war against mankind, was the over-
throw of the elected government of Iran in order to grab Iran's oil
resources. We brought the Shaw back to power and created a
murderous police state to protect the Shaw, and also to protect the
privatized oil resources. Except this wasn't the first time we raped
a nation. We raped Mexico in 1848 in a land-grab war in which
America stole by the force of war vast territories from Mexico that
became our southwestern states, for which we threw a few pennies
in payment at their feet. Maybe our healing kiss has to begin there,
by handing the stolen territory back to the people of Mexico. That's
the scope of the challenge that we have to face within ourselves
as a people, before we can even talk about the universal kiss."

  I noticed tears in the woman's eyes.
  "That's the kind of pattern we have seen again and again on

an ever-larger scale," said the British doctor, continuing for the woman.
"America has created a shadow government that countermined the
American spirit and acted in contravention to it. Except this pattern
had been established long ago with the takeover of the British
monarchy by the Venetian Empire, by which Britain became an
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oligarchy, which in turn became the world's first private empire.
Empire became a private organization before America was even
perceived as a union of states forming a republic. America was
drawn into this trend long before anyone here, or even your great-
great-grandparents, were born. The populations that stood in the way
of the march of empire, counted for nothing. They were simply
plowed aside by means that became quickly evermore horrible. And
people did fight. The American Civil War was a war against empire.
America won the war then. Lincoln won it who understood the
nature of empire. He understood the foe he faced. But the foe
infiltrated and stole America through the back door. So, don't blame
your parents' generation, please. Blame the Pharaohs of Egypt if you
must blame someone, because they started the trend. But this too
is a cheap excuse. In real terms the problem that we face today
is a human problem. It is a failure in mankind's growing up, with
a debilitating disease that has not been healed, but which was al-
lowed to fester and grow worse. Now we have come to a point of
reckoning, with the Ice Age fast approaching, and the genocidal wars
of empire standing at the door against us with the sword of nuclear
war, radiation war, biological war, and the latest invention - genetic
warfare dispersed by flying nano-machines in the form of mechanized
insects - all standing at our door already, each with the potential
to blow the global house down. So what must we do? We stand
at the threshold today looking back onto a history in which man-
kind has wasted the grandest opportunity it had in three million
years to create a civilization with the strength to break the chokehold
of the Ice Ages that have repeatedly collapsed the world population.
We came out of the last Ice Age with an estimated world popu-
lation of between one and ten million people; the end result after
three million years of human development. We were given a 12,000-
year holiday from the cold, the Holocene Epoch, a window of
opportunity to do something profound to protect mankind's future
generations from the inhospitable climate of the Pleistocene Ice Age
that had gripped the planet for the last 2.5 million years with long
periods of deep glaciation lasting 100,000 years at a time. But we
wasted this opportunity that we had. I am using the term 'wasted'
reluctantly, because according to all the evidence that I see, I doubt
very much that the world will be healed in time, of its disease of
empire by which it is doomed. Physically the opportunity might still
exist to swart off the scourge of the return of the Ice Age climate
that has been the normal state of our planet. We have advanced
sufficiently in the last 12,000 years to create the scientific, techno-
logical, and economic resources to support the whole of mankind
from indoor agriculture. But the big stumbling block along the way
remains the war of empire against mankind, a war that we have not
yet demonstrated the capability to win, or have even made a major
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effort to win. Until I see some movements in that direction that
would inspire hope, I must in all honestly and all sadness say that
the great opportunity of the Holocene Epoch has been wasted.
Germany's great poet of freedom, Friedrich Schiller, who fought the
disease of empire with his pen, lamented about human history that
far too often the great opportunities to revolutionize the cultural
landscape with a profound renaissance, have found society a tragi-
cally 'little people' in spite of the human potential. And this is what
you have demonstrated to yourselves in this auditorium again with
your first response to me, when I was holding a mirror before your
eyes in which to see yourselves as members of mankind. So forget
about blaming me for your world, or your parents and grandparents,
or even the Pharaohs, you are wasting another opportunity for healing
by stewing over the failures of the past. Sure, the failures need to
be recognized in order to be able to focus on the core of the
problem, but it shouldn't steal away the energy to cease the oppor-
tunity that still exists to accomplish the needed healing. The healing
agent has to be the Principle of the Universal Kiss; nothing less will
do. Only once in history has this principle been applied, and this
happened in 1648. It was applied as the foundation for the Peace
of Westphalia, it was called in its days the Principle of The Ad-
vantage of The Other. Let's get on with it. Time is running short."

  The woman that stood with him agreed. She said that her
father had proudly joined the team of the National Security Agency,
in 1947, but had soon quit again once he realized what the term
'national security' stood for, that it secured not the nation, nor
humanity, but secured empire at the pain of all humanity. "If you
want to see how a person can change, look at my father," she said.
She told the audience that her father didn't just quit and walk
away. He devoted all his life, and all his strength, to fighting for
sanity and honesty. The fight, first within him, and then by him,
began suddenly, the moment he realized what he had been conned
into. "My father said that America spoke of peace as a nation, but
in real terms, that peace meant forced submission of the weak
nations and people. It demanded submission under the force of terror
and death, and under the thumb of America's military might. He
said, that while we spoke of national security, we really meant that
the rest of the world wasn't allowed to have any security whatso-
ever. He called it the secret doctrine, under which we launched
World War III in 1947, the war against the Third World, the war
that has not ended, but is destined to become a war against our-
selves. He said it was launched for purely imperial objectives, so
that the Cold War became a part of it as one might expect."

  The woman sighed. "My father cried for the tragedy of our
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nation. But mostly he cried for himself for not having seen the
tragedy until he himself became a part of the team that inflicted
the tragedy. Our secret war for national security, as we called it,
was primarily a war against the poor countries of the world that
had no effective defenses against us. We spent $300 billion a year
on our military capacity to terrorize the poor of the world into
submission. That's the feat of insanity that no one can match, that
makes us 'world leaders.' However, our national security objectives,
or the Illuminati Empire Security objectives, as the doctor from
Africa had referred to them, require these kind of insane expendi-
ture, because the hidden drive for war is greed. War has become the
profit mill for the rich in the world of empire. Our military ex-
penditure now exceeds what the next dozen nations spend combined
for defence, and this is infinitely greater than what the Third World
nations could ever dream of, to have available for their defense
against us, their sworn enemy. Their vulnerability makes them easy
targets, sitting ducks, that can be sacrificed to justify the war machine
that has become the world's most fabulous profit generator that will
reign until the next increment of insanity begins. Of course, we
make the poor to pay for it all, to pay for the bullets with which
we kill them. We have done this for years already. We hit them
financially, or with assassinations if they failed to comply, or with
sheer terror, or torture, or in some cases with mercenary interven-
tions. In the end we always got our way. Even the Vietnam War
was a great success in that respect. It was never meant to be won.
It was meant to be dragged out for as long as possible, in order
to keep the profits flowing, and to get the American people ever-
more demoralized by the creeping gore. That's what the campaign
accomplished. Our leaders were honest about this war on only one
occasion, when it was said by one of them that the military men
are nothing more than dumb animals that one uses for objectives in
the imperial scheme of things. This disgusting perception was later
extended to entire nations and continents, to be used up in the
same manner. The 1974 National Security Study Memorandum 200
laid this general doctrine officially on the line, saying that the Third
World nations must not be allowed to develop, in order to preserve
the Third World resources for the Western Empire's future needs.
My dad cried when he came to know about this scheme, and
celebrated the day that he walked away from it and began to expose
it. And even then, he said it was hard for him look at himself in
the mirror, recognizing what he could have done to prevent this,
but had not done. He said that this National Security policy adds
up to pure murder; a national policy for imperial genocide in the
world. Depopulation by poverty, disease, and by other means, was
thereby put onto the agenda. One of the Empire's great pacifists had
proclaimed at one point, that the really high-minded people don't
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care about human life and happiness, especially that of other people.
My dad said that America's national security was built on this kind
of platform for establishing universal imperial superiority by means
of genocide. He said this goal was pursued with great intensity,
involving sometimes a thousand covert operations a year. Some became
huge operations in their time, but none made the world more secure
and a brighter place to live. Eventually my dad became a victim
himself, of an assassin's bullet, joining the swelling ranks of the
murdered American patriots, from Alexander Hamilton to Malcom
X, and beyond."

  The British doctor raised his hand. "The only thing that
these covert terror operation did not accomplish for America, was
to advance its security," he interjected.

  "They destroyed our security," said the woman. "They de-
stroyed our soul as a nation. They wrecked every form of good will
that we have ever earned. We have become synonymous with the
devil in almost every culture around the world, though not always
openly. But what is worse, if our madness does not come to an end,
we will destroy not only ourselves, but also the whole of humanity
with it. There will be no peace in the world until we wake up and
make peace with ourselves, and this means nothing less than allow-
ing empire, the killer of mankind, no habitation in our civilization.
Maybe then, and only then, can we even begin to think of extend-
ing a kiss to mankind, such as giving Mexico its territory back."

  When the woman paused for a sip of water a voice was
heard from the back. "That will never happen," someone shouted.
"The USA will never give the territory back that it stole by force
from Mexico. If we even talk about it, then Russia will want Alaska
back. I can guarantee you, these things just won't happen..."

  Fred nudged me. "Why aren't you on your feet? Why aren't
you protesting? Do you agree with what he is saying?"

  "Of course I don't agree," I said to Fred, while the person
at the back of the hall kept on ranting. "He is making our country
look like the asshole of the world, even more so than our govern-
ment has already done."

  "So why aren't you defending us, Peter?" said Fred.
  "Because I made a hell of a mess the last time I tried to

defend us, and to defend humanity against the Byzantine system,
Fred. What he is crowing about isn't America. He is ranting about
the Byzantine system that has taken over America, that has hijacked
our political process."

  "So why don't you do a better job of it this time? Maybe
you'll even impress your girlfriend on the panel, this time, with a
little bit more of the truth." He nudged me again as he said this.
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  I stood up reluctantly. "I protest," I shouted aloud. I looked
around rather ashamed of myself. I had lowered my standard, and
become a heckler too.

  Anton responded from the panel. "Mr. VanDerMere from the
United States Government, what are you protesting against? Are you
protesting against our speaker's call for peace?" she asked.

  "I protest against the false premise," I said.
  She motioned me to come forward. "Please explain yourself,

but let me warn you, I do not tolerate any degrading remarks."
  "The false premise is simple," I said to the woman standing

now beside me at the lectern. "The error in your premise is that
what you said about America isn't rooted in America. It has nothing
to do with America, or its heart and soul and history. Your premise
would be correct if you had called us a victimized nation. America
has become a victim of a cultural war that began even before we
became a nation. For 138 years our nation was under fire from the
imperial camp, and has stood its ground against countless imperial
demands for our surrender to the private monetarist World Empire.
We caved in bit by bit and paid a terrible price for it, and the
price for getting out of this mess will likely be even greater, and
that includes giving Mexico its territory back. I agree, we should
adhere to the principle of sovereignty that guarantees that no nation
be ever annexed by the power of might. Stealing another people's
land is grand theft on a grand scale. It is rape, grand rape. I also
agree with what was said, that hell will freeze over before the USA
will give Mexico its territory back, which has over time become a
part of the USA as a nation. A nation is much more than land. To
rip a chunk of territory away from it would be a rape on the
people living in the territory in question. It is not possible to
correct the effect of one form of rape, with another form of rape.
But there is a solution possible. It is a painless solution, and a
beautiful solution. It is rooted in the dynamics of the universal kiss.

  "I am the person who brought the concept of the universal
kiss to the conference," I continued. "It was given to me by a
woman in East Germany by the name of Helen. She discovered it
in the process of supporting a friend in great need during a crisis
that apparently erupted while her friend was undergoing a lengthy
surgery. When she felt the crisis erupting, she brought together all
that she knew of the principles of our human dimension. She had
been aware that her friend had a weak heart, and so, in her re-
sponse to the unfolding crisis that she saw before her, unfolding in
her mind, a vast lateral array of human hearts, all standing side by
side, universally connected with each other by strands of light, or
channels of love, out-flowing from each one, and in this flow at-
tributing strength to her friend in need. This happened three times
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during the five hour surgery. Later that day, in late afternoon, when
she visited her friend in hospital, she found him sitting up in bed,
beaming like a light bulb, as if a great victory had been won. When
she told me about her experience, she referred to the dynamics of
what she had witnessed, as our universal kiss.

  "The woman is a scientist," I said. "She understands the
dynamics of the universe and its principles, such as the dynamics of
the Sun that is powered by in-flowing electric energy that powers
the galaxy, which it reflects back in the form of light to enable life
in its realm, wherever life is possible. She explained that is also
how a human society functions dynamically, as we bring to each
other our love to enrich one-another. She calls this process the
universal kiss, a kiss that uplifts and enriches all, a kiss that creates
a bright and secure world.

  "What she laid before me that day is immensely profound,"
I continued. "It explains an event that may be regarded in future
times as the greatest event in the history of civilization. The event
occurred a couple of millennia ago in an area that is today's Pal-
estine. A renowned spiritual leader and healer, of the time, was set
up to be raped by the masters of the religious empire in the region,
the ruling priesthood. They wanted to ensnare him into committing
treason against the law, so that they could kill him, or at the very
least, discredit him, who had challenged their small-minded doctrines.
For this they brought a woman before him, who was taken in the
act of committing adultery, demanding that he should judge her. The
law demanded the death penalty, to be carried out by the commu-
nity, that was required by the same law to throw stones at the
woman until she would die from the inflicted injuries. The masters
had an airtight case, so it seemed. If he spoke for the woman and
cited against the law, he would be committing treason. On the other
hand, if he spoke against the woman and for the death penalty, his
status as a healer would be destroyed. As it was, he did neither.
He spoke to the accusers instead, and requested them to look into
their soul, and to ask themselves if they are human beings, and
whether their humanity required them to pick up a stone. The
accusers responded by simply walking away, refusing thereby to
become raped themselves, to become murderers. With this the trial
of the woman ended, and the real trial was launched in defense of
civilization. And this trial is still ongoing. Did the man obsolete the
marriage doctrine that adultery was a part of, in the form of a sex
act outside the marriage bond, which the healer refused to condemn?

  "This question is a critical one for all of us," I continued.
"It is one of the biggest question in civilization. If society had
heeded the healer's example, an event could have been avoided that
culminated in the murdering of 120 million people, as the speaker
from Africa has already pointed out, which changed the world,
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possibly for all times to come. If society had heeded the healer's
example in the timeframe of this case, Woodrow Wilson would have
laughed at the blackmailer and the USA would not have been drawn
into World War One. Then the conditions would not have existed
for the Bolshevik takeover in Russia to succeed. The Russian Civil
War thereafter would have been avoided, and likewise World War
Two, and all the destruction that these wars had caused, including
the development of the atom bomb, and also the political and
economic mess we have in the world today, would have been avoided.
In spite of it all, the question goes still deeper. It goes to the very
core of the modern tragedy that we are fast committing ourselves
to, all across the world.

  "What underlies the question of marriage and adultery, that
the healer had responded to, two millennia ago?" I continued. "The
underlying factor is the principle of the protection of the sover-
eignty of the human being, which is a protection against rape. In
principle the marriage platform opens the door as wide as possible
to the unfolding intimacy between people that the complimentary
sexual attraction to one-another assures, that is built into our hu-
manity. While the marriage platform opens the door to the environ-
ment of close sexual intimacies, by which it meets a deeply natural
human need, it sets up at the same time a protection for that
intimacy that is a critical factor for the development of the general
welfare in society. With this protection, the marriage platform pro-
tects the individuals against rape, that might otherwise destroy the
intimacies and the general welfare principle that the intimacies
promote.

  "Both elements, the intimacy and its protection against rape,
are critical," I said, "but the most critical element of the two, is
the element of protection against rape. The intimacy happens natu-
rally by the complementary attraction of men and women that is
built into the human system. The protection of this intimacy from
abuse, in contrast, is a spiritual issue. Its principle is sovereignty. Its
power is Love. Thus, the underlying principle of the marriage plat-
form is the principle of protection, of honoring the sovereignty of
the individual. Without this honoring of individual sovereignty, it
would be impossible for example, for a beautiful woman to shield
herself from being inundated by men seeking her out for intimacies,
and to protect the intimacy of her family environment. However, if
a strong platform is built for honoring individual sovereignty, a
platform for freedom becomes established for building wider, ex-
panding, and progressive spheres of intimacies and a richer civiliza-
tion. This is what the healer evidently saw, for which he had to
defend the woman, though cautioning her in the end against the
danger of allowing her to be raped which she opens herself up to
when the formal protection is side-stepped and the spiritual protec-
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tion has not been established. The healer also stated that if the
honoring of every person's individual sovereignty is fully established
as a platform built on spiritual principle, the resulting protection
obsoletes the formal protection. Thereby the scene becomes wider
for the unfolding of Love in mankind in a rich civilization."

  I suggested that the scientific foundation for this spiritual
development is sound, as the process of building the spiritual plat-
form for honoring individual sovereignty is the only fundamental
platform possible for society's self-protection against the ravishing
raping of empire.

  "If this platform had been built," I said, "then the world
would not been standing at the brink of what threatens to become
the greatest worldwide economic collapse of all times, as the result
of the rape of looting by the forces of empire. Neither would we
be facing the specter of nuclear war, or war in general, nor world-
wide hunger and starvation, and murderous poverty. Instead of being
mired in these tragedies, as we are now, we would be preparing our
world for the next Ice Age glaciation cycle that is potentially near,
that threatens to disable 90% of our current agriculture. We would
then have upgraded Africa into a tropical bread garden. We would
have the technology activated that we presently have, to provide for
one another universally free housing by the millions of units, pro-
duced in automated industrial processes. We would have floating
bridges laid, made of basalt, spanning the oceans, and we would
have extending from them floating agriculture, reaching across the
tropics and out of reach for the Ice Age cold climate. We would
also have redirected by now the outflow of some of the great rivers
of the world, in floating arteries across the oceans to irrigate the
Sahara desert and the great American deserts, and Mexican deserts.
We would also have a space port established on the moon by now,
and a colonizing presence established on Mars, with biological labs
established there to take advantage of the stronger cosmic radiation
there, in order to enable the biosphere to increase its productive
and creative power.

  "If we were to establish, even today, this kind of platform,
a platform of sovereignty that disables rape, which would enable the
kind of incredible renaissance that we have the power to create," I
continued, "then the question about the Mexican territory that is
located inside the USA, would not pose a problem either, for then
the guiding star would be the universal sovereignty of all, or as I
said earlier, the universal kiss. We would then see multiple cultures
sharing a continent that would be jointly administered, not in a
dictatorship governance, but in a community of principle of cultures
bringing the riches of their love to one another for the richest
civilization of all times."

  I suggested that we, and the world with us, would do these
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things in the near future, because not to do them would be suicide.
And so, we will do them.

  I pointed to the heckler at the back of the hall. "Sir, do
you propose that it is impossible for us to get our humanity back,
to raise up the platform of universal sovereignty and universal
protection against rape, by which the world becomes free of empire?
If you proposed that it is impossible for us to reach that high, then
we will surely die. Then you would be rooting for a kind of world
in which it is acceptable for one person, or power, to knock down
the front door of another, and thereby to steal the victim's life and
belongings, without restraint, never having to give it back. That's the
current path the world is on. On this path every nation is destined
to loose it sovereignty, and to become raped by the World Corpo-
ration of empire. The World Corporation of empire has no interest,
except towards itself, and recognizes no responsibility towards any-
one in the world, so that it thereby feels itself free to loot without
restraint, which empire has always done. We are at the threshold
now, towards exactly this kind of a world. The masters of empire
have already coined a name for this hell. The name is 'governance,'
meaning a hidden, global, fascist dictatorship that is staged by the
raping priests of monetarism, or as the priests regard themselves
according to their own saying, the sewer rats. This governance would
create a world in which no one has a voice, and no one can
survive. If we don't free ourselves from this fate that is presently
rushing towards us, then we have already lost. Then we will likely
loose our world and our life too, and this probably long before the
Ice Age challenge will be upon us, which is also not far off, and
which we cannot survive either on this road since we would then
enter the Ice Age unprepared, and thereby loose 90% of the world's
food supply to the cold.

  "With all this in mind, I would say we will learn the art
of the kiss of life, the art that we have so far not yet learned, of
building an infinite platform for universal individual sovereignty, the
kiss that will save our life and that of mankind with it, as it closes
the door to the raping of empire, and empire itself."

  I stepped away from the podium at this point, and bowed,
with the microphone in hand now.

  "This, my friends is all I wanted to say," I said. "And I
think this is also all that one needs to say."

  I left the podium.
  There was a murmur going through the assembly as I stepped

off the platform. My remarks ended the session.
  Fred simply nodded to me as I sat down. He smiled.
  Ushi searched me out right after my speech. She too, was

all smiles.
  "Tell me, why didn't you nudge Anton when the man from
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Africa spoke so forcefully about the dangers of falling into the trap
of self-isolation?" I said to Ushi. "Self-isolation is surrender. It's a
surrendering to living without sovereignty. You had a golden oppor-
tunity to get Anton to focus onto the key issue that is keeping her
bottled up inside."

  Ushi covered her face with her hands. "Forgive me," she
said.

  I put a hand on her shoulder. "We are not dancing at the
leading edge yet," I added. "We can only do what we can do, so
we have to be compassionate with ourselves, as with the rest of
humanity. I just hope I haven't screwed up again as before, and left
Anton in a worse quandary."

  "I have the feeling that people didn't actually hear what you
said," said Ushi. "That makes our global situation even more scary.
Society cannot escape the consequences that arise from not doing
what needs to be done. That's Anton's problem too, just as it is our
problem. But, Peter, if geniuses like us can't rouse society to un-
derstand the principles well enough to apply them spontaneously,
with a kiss, how can we even hope for the world to cover the
ground on its own and succeed? If we are in this predicament, how
can society take the right steps then, which doesn't even hear us?
By not being able to hear the truth, how can they understand? The
end result might add up to a horrendous tragedy."

  "No, no, Ushi!" I protested. "The folly merely adds up to
a momentous challenge, not a tragedy. The tragedy happens only
when we cannot meet the challenge. But we won't let it get to that.
I think we are up to the challenge. The fact is, the people don't
have to listen to me at all. Nobody has to listen to me. They only
have to listen to their heart and see with their mind, to understand
Truth sufficiently whereby they will break forth with a kiss for one-
another. They are human beings. The kiss is in their heart and mind
and soul, and in their loving."

  "So, why haven't we won the war yet against the Whore of
Babylon?" said Ushi. "The whore has been at war against us for
4000 years and we're in a worse mess than ever, instead of winning
our freedom. Why haven't we built the final renaissance yet that we
should have built a long time ago?"

  "Maybe it hasn't dawned on society yet that it is already in
a profound renaissance," I said and smiled. "We live in a world
where society already supports a thousand times as many people
with the economy of civilization than the raw Earth had been able
to support in primitive times. Can you imagine the chaos if this
renaissance would be lost, which the masters of empire aim to
break, and civilization would break down under the weight of an
exploding rage of insanity? Few people living today would survive,
and this even without bombs and fascism and a new Ice Age. In
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comparison with this, with what could happen, we live in paradise,
and a profound one at that. Therefore I would say that we live in
a renaissance era already. We just need to get serious with protect-
ing it and advancing it further. Then, as we move further and
further, the universal kiss becomes a kiss of acknowledgement. Maybe
the old doctor from Africa is right then, in saying that there simply
is not enough kissing going on yet, even sexual kissing, and that the
little there is, is too narrowly focused, and has been that in the past
for as long as anyone can remember."

  Ushi began to laugh. "Only you could come up with that
one, Peter, with your one-track mind. But I love you for it."

  References to our three speeches were common during the
rest of the day and the next days, both in private and officially.
Some people of course, as I expected, called the presentations,
especially my part of them, utter nonsense. Some called my remarks
vicious lies, while others despaired in their impotence to do any-
thing about the problem that all three speeches had laid before
them. And then, there were the hired 'assassins' among the dissenters
that sneered at us and called our speeches "biased parliamentarian-
ism," whatever that meant, to which others replied; "Well, that's
how opinions are expressed, are they not? Everybody has the right
to his opinion." Nobody of the dissenters displayed enough intelli-
gence to speak about love, much less universal Love, or Truth, and
nobody uttered the word grace. So it seemed that the few of us
there, in spite of our fumbling, were the pioneers after all.
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Chapter 13 - Winter Songs

  "Hear, hear!" said Ushi in her normal tone of voice and
raised her hand when we met this very evening after the great
speeches were made. We met in the lobby of the hotel in a room
off to the side that had a fireplace, a room with thick carpets,
heavy sofas, a dark decor, and with a remarkably quiet atmosphere
for a room located just across from the bar.

  "Have I promised you too much, Peter, in my role playing
when we met the last time, back in that restaurant after the organ
recital? You have been aware of all the right answers all along, for
the questions that had puzzled you. You just needed to be nudged
a little by a 'slave boy,' as an encouragement to acknowledge your-
self as a human being. I think the same applies to Anton too, in
a different context perhaps, though the process is the same. It's a
process of uplifting the scene to a higher level of regarding one-
another in Love. So, why shouldn't it be possible that she too be
nudged a little to acknowledge to herself that she already lives in
the complex domain, as do all human beings, because we are all
human. Does she really have any other choice? But I have discov-
ered something in the process of the role-playing that I hadn't noticed
before. I discovered that the slave boy understood the principles that
could have prevented the restarting of World War One, which ended
up causing fifty million deaths."

  I agreed that this basis was covered. "But the train doesn't
stop there, does it?" I added. "There is one level higher than the
complex domain, where one sees with the mind's eye."

  "Science enables one to see with the mind's eye," said Ushi.
"The slave boy became a scientist under his own guidance. Nobody
really teaches Science."

  "It can't be taught, because science isn't an end in itself,"
I said to Ushi. "Science is our gateway to the truth. Science builds
a platform of knowledge that enables us to touch and understand
the absolute. One can only teach and learn the art of making dis-
coveries. Any other form of 'teaching' is liable to become indoctri-
nation. We can share discovered facts of course, and invite students
to relive the process of the discoveries of these facts, but we cannot
really teach science itself. We can teach the art of utilizing the
gateway that science is, by which we step up to the level where
the scientifically rational is uplifted to the spiritual. What the slave
boy saw as a community of principle, our friend Helen had seen as
a complete reality. Helen had beheld an aspect of spiritual Truth in
the form of her vision of a vast universal lateral lattice of human
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hearts, all existing side by side, all being tied to one another by
strands of reflected Love. Helen saw those strands of Love as strands
of light. Shouldn't we do so likewise in all aspects of our daily
living? In the living lattice Helen saw the flow of a healing process
that is happening naturally, which pertains to the real world, which
we can discover, and visually behold, and physically experience when
we become sensitive to its Truth."

  "Isn't it amazing in how many ways Helen's concept of the
lateral lattice principle applies," I interrupted Ushi. "Helen had told
me about her discovery in Leipzig before I met you. What she
discovered keeps on popping up everywhere. Of course, you have
known her for much longer than I have. You probably experienced
much more of this profound aspect of reality that she has discov-
ered."

  "You are right, Peter. In the lateral reality that Helen saw
and understood, where we all exist side by side, no options remain
open for any stepping away from it, and this has amazing implica-
tions," said Ushi. "And as Helen had put it, the Truth is the Truth.
It's not theoretical. What is Truth is knowable and understandable.
Only lies are not understandable, because there is nothing truthful
in them. Even the community of principle that the slave boy saw
as a platform for his freedom, is no longer actually an option in
the lateral lattice, but is an aspect of Truth that comes to life in
understanding. Truth comes to light as the forever reality of our
being. It's no longer an optional issue then, is it?"

  "Yes, and sex has a place in that, Ushi," I interrupted her.
"Sex unfolds as a part of it. It unfolds as a link of the larger chain
that comprises all the links that make up our civilization. Helen had
told me that the direction of that flow that she observed, in the
strands of love, was always outward oriented. She said it was always
flowing out from the individual hearts, like rays of light radiating
outward from a sun, illumining the Universe with light. This out-
ward flow of loving that she saw, obviously also includes sexual
loving. I find that this makes the lateral-lattice principle beautiful
to behold."

  "Actually it is far more than just beautiful," said Ushi.
  "How more beautiful can it get?" I said and shook my head

in disbelief.
  "You don't know what beautiful is, until you see the whole

thing," said Ushi. "The metaphor of each person being arrayed like
the Sun that lights up the Universe with light, actually has a real
foundation. It happens everywhere in the Universe. Helen didn't
realize this when the image first appeared in her mind. She was
amazed therefore, when Steve told her recently that he had discov-
ered in astrophysics, that her lateral lattice perception is physically
reflected in the makeup of the Universe. It really is that, Peter.

Chapter 13 - Winter Songs



446

Steve said to Helen, 'Just ask yourself, what powers our Sun?' He
pointed out that our Sun isn't self-powered. This was something that
Helen already knew. 'This means that you already know the answer
to the core question regarding the lateral-lattice model,' he said to
her."

  Ushi paused and looked me in the eye. "So, tell me Peter,
what powers our Sun? You know this too."

  "What a question is this?" I said to her. "We all know that
the Universe didn't start with a big bang. That's a fairy tale that
a person might tell to children, to put them to sleep at bedtime.
It is a story in which the weakest force in the Universe, which is
gravity, is imagined to have caused the actual creation of the Universe
in a giant gravity initiated explosion. This Big Bang Cosmology is
nonsense, Ushi, and so is the nuclear-fusion powered Sun that is
built on it, and everything that goes with it, like black holes, dark
matter, exploding stars into supernova cosmic fireworks, and so on.
The perception is nonsense, that our Sun is powered by giant
hydrogen-bomb-type explosions occurring continuously deep in the
interior of the Sun to power it. That's all nonsense, Ushi. Fusion
doesn't produce power. It is a constructive process that requires
power to make it happen. Nothing in our galaxy is self-powered.
There is no need for anything to be self-powered. If it was, the
universe would have run down long ago, and folded up, and van-
ished. The Universe is unfolding, not running down, and so it is
powered by a vastly greater force than gravity that keeps it oper-
ating and growing. It is powered by the all-pervading electric force
that is carried in plasma streams. Plasma streams are the most ideal
conductors of electric currents in existence for long distance energy
flows. There are vast fields of electric currents flooding the entire
galaxy, in which our little solar system exists, which light up the
Sun with in-flowing energy. The Sun is electrically powered by these
energy streams flowing into it from the outside, Ushi. But why do
you ask this question that we both know the answer for? What is
your point? You know as well as I do, that every sun in the
Universe is actively powered by the vast electric currents that flow
in plasma throughout our entire galaxy, and every other galaxy,
without exception. Every star is thereby a sun in itself that is
powered by this universal process. Is this, what you are getting at,
when you ask, what powers our Sun?"

  "Right!" said Ushi. "There are 200 to 400 billion stars in our
galaxy, which are all suns, and are all powered by a single universal
flow of electric power. And that's the model for our humanity that
Helen saw as the reality of our being."

  I raised my hand. "Are you saying that the humanity that
Helen saw in her lateral lattice, is not a sea of isolated, self-
powered individuals? Are you saying that each heart is a star, that
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is a sun, and that as such, it is powered by something greater than
itself from which it derives its light, that is love, and is thereby
its strength, and that this, is what really powers the entire lateral
lattice?"

  Ushi nodded. "There is no self-powered sun in the Universe,
is there?" she said and smiled. "A sun is brilliant. It radiates its light
freely, and with it its warmth. It is out-flowing and is extremely
generous with great streams of abundance, but the abundance is not
its own. The out-flowing abundance is only subsequent to its in-
flowing power that it draws from. The functioning of the Sun is
thereby subsequent to the all-uniting element of universal power
that the galaxy in part is made of, and which the Universe in part
consists of."

  "Maybe this is what John the Revelator beheld when he saw
in his vision a woman clothed with the Sun, or powered like a
Sun," I interjected. "Without this universally powering process, there
would be no sun in the Universe, and no galaxy. Darkness would
reign. In fact, the Universe would not exist. This makes the flow
of universal power one of the fundamental aspects of the Principle
of Intelligence that actually is the Universe. Here we find the quality
of unifying perfection and power that is metaphorically termed God.
We find a Universe that is the construct of Principle with an all-
harmonizing and all-powering Intention. I think Steve would say
something like that."

  "Sure, he would," said Ushi. "This then also means that
loving isn't a personal thing at all, " added Ushi. "Loving then is
nothing less than the nature of universal Love unfolding in life in
the human being, sparked by the Intelligence of the Universe, that
actually is the Universe, that some call God. Intelligence and the
Universe is One, a single indivisible whole. Its essence motivates
everything, powers everything, and so on," said Ushi."

  My reaction was "Wow!" However, I spoke the word "wow"
sadly. I shook my head. Something didn't add up in what she said.
"What we recognize in this universal way of thinking diminishes the
human being," I said to her. "The metaphor is therefore defective.
The Sun plays a passive role in this context. Power flows into it,
and power flows out from it. Sure, the flow of power becomes
concentrated by the process, and even fulfills a role, without which
the Universe itself might not exist, but the role that a sun fulfills
is functionally fixed. Its destiny is fixed. In comparison with this the
human being is greater, infinitely greater. The human being is not
an automaton that functions according to a formula. The human
being has a free will, even though this 'will' is subject to the
principles of our humanity that fundamentally reflect the Principle
of the Universe. I wonder what the slave boy of our role playing
would be saying to that. Surely, he would be protesting, saying to
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me, "why are you insulting me, Doctor Socrates? A human being is
far more than just a sun or a star. We have a greater role to play.
We have a free will, whereby we ourselves have the potential to
be creators and have demonstrated this potential. He would insist
that at the high end in the dimension of life, the factor of volition
comes into play that gives us a greater role to play than we see
expressed in the functionality of a sun or star."

  Ushi protested. "What you call 'free will' is a myth," she
said. "There is no such thing as free sex either. Sure, you have the
freedom to poke the Universe in any way you wish, but you are
not free from the consequences. You can make war and you will kill
yourself with it. Your freedom is limited by the principles of our
common humanity, which reflect the Principle of universal Intelli-
gence. You have freedom only in exploring the most efficient path
within the framework that maximizes the quality of your living. You
are free to move ahead, and move with the flow of the Universe,
but not backwards and against it."

  "Sure," I said quietly. "We all have the freedom to discover
universal principles that give us great potentials, to turn this planet
into a paradise, even to the point that we can snub the recurring
ice ages. We have this kind of freedom of self-development. And
this really, is what freedom is all about, isn't it. You are right in
that. This puts us into a whole new category, and onto a level that
is way above the functionality of the sun that is but a star. Still,
I think that Steve, the great scientist, would have something more
profound to add here."

  "Like what?" said Ushi.
  "He might say, for example, that the Sun is only useful as

a metaphor in terms of representing a process. A process can unfold
on many different levels. The electric process that powers the Sun
reflects a principle that can have many different manifestations. Sure,
theoretically we have a free will with actions out-flowing from our
living that are determined by this free will. However, we are also
a part of the Universe and are linked to its Intention like the Sun
is linked to its power. The power that flows in the stream of
Intention is obviously not electric power, but is of a higher-order
that may be simply termed the power of Intention as nothing else
applies. The power of Intention is something we are not used to
be dealing with. In its flow we find ourselves with the power to
discover and to understand the Intention of the Universe, and to
fulfill it in the process of our living, whereby we experience
fulfillment in our being."

  "I would call the power that enables all of this the power
of our existence," interjected Ushi.

  "Can't we see the power of Intention everywhere active in
the Universe?" I said to her. "Why should we regard ourselves to
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be excluded from it? We call the Intention a principle. We call the
power of that Intention the power of principle. Take gravity as an
example, Ushi. An apple falls to the ground. What has motivated
the process? We say gravity did it. And we are right. We can
recognize the effect of the force of gravity. We can measure it. We
can calculate its effect on everything on earth and in the Universe,
but we don't know what gravity is, and what causes its effect. We
have discovered that there is nothing we can do or built that would
shield ourselves from its effect. Gravity holds the Earth in its orbit.
It holds the planets together. We know all of this, but we don't
know what gravity actually is. We know that there exists an inter-
action of mass, by which one mass has an attractive hold on another
mass, extending over large distances. The force of it, we recognize
as gravity, but we don't know what causes mass to exist either.
Steve told me that according to the leading-edge perception in nuclear
physics, there exists no such thing as basic matter that has a mass,
or even basic particles that have a mass, as these themselves are
understood as but moving points of energy, called quarks, which are
recognized as structures of energy that should therefore have no
mass in them. Energy is like a thought object that has no physical
mass, but has power to cause physical manifestation. So where does
the phenomenon of mass come from that acts physically? Where
does anything come from for which no physical cause exists? We
know that the phenomenon of mass is quite real in the physical
world. If you hit your finger with a hammer, that hurts, right. The
injury that causes the hurt is the experienced effect of one mass
acting against another. So, where does the effect come from? Steve
said that nobody in the world of nuclear physics knows the answer
to that question. Steve said that a huge experiment is being built
in Switzerland to smash two beams of protons together at a closing
speed of double the speed of light. They are building a huge machine
that is 27 kilometers long, with which they aim to discover the
mysterious Higgs boson that is a theorized particle that is deemed
to be responsible for the phenomenon of mass that we observe. The
giant project is so exotic that it seems almost like a joke. It is
basically a joke, since atomic particles of equal charge effectively
repel each other. But the experiment isn't a joke. It is pursued
seriously. They are building this machine at a cost of tens of bil-
lions. They are building this thing almost out of desperation."

  Ushi just smiled. "Steve tells me that the masters of nuclear
physics have boxed themselves in on this issue, that has become a
prison for them. He says they will remains stuck there for as long
as they insist that all physical phenomena must have a physical
cause. Nobody in nuclear physics has yet recognized that the power
of principle is basically the outcome of Intention. They can't yet
recognize Intention as a cause."
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  "That's what I was getting at," I interjected. "When one
recognizes the Intention, one understands the principle. This applies
to our humanity, and to our social existence too. That's critical for
understanding the marriage principle that blocks rape, and nurtures
sexual intimacy as a factor that is crucial for developing society's
intimacy with one another on all levels. Sexual intimacy is essential
for developing the Principle of the General Welfare, without which
the human civilization disintegrates, or would never have existed.
The marriage platform was evidently set up to facilitate this essen-
tial requirement, and to protect it. But is, what we have created for
this end, really meeting the requirement? Is the form that we have
created for marriage, matching the Intention behind the principle?
This means that the marriage form, in principle, must have two
elements for the Intention to make sense. One element must be, to
promote deep intimacy. The other element must be, to act as a
strong protection against rape. This has to be the underlying Inten-
tion, because civilization wouldn't exist without it. The spiritual
principle of universal individual sovereignty assures that both, inti-
macy and protection, do happen. On this platform the marriage
principle is not limited to a specific form, but is only defined by
its key aspects, intimacy and protection. The universal marriage of
all mankind is therefore not an esoteric enigma, but is the basic
platform of a republic, which is conceptionally a world without
empire. Still, the form isn't important. The principle alone is im-
portant. Marriage as a form of tradition doesn't guarantee anything.
Rape within marriage is probably just as common as without it, if
not more so. It's called domestic rape, and domestic violence, and
so on, which, of course, can be found in politics likewise. It's the
principle that guarantees the outcome, regardless of the form in
which it is expressed. I can imagine profoundly rich forms unfolding
under the intimacy and protection principle, reflecting the Principle
of Universal Sovereignty. I'm sure the ancient priests would have a
fit if they recognized what forms the principle might yet enable."

  "It was the principle then, which Christ Jesus defended then,
when he defended the adulterous woman, while the accusers de-
fended a form," said Ushi. "The story that you told on the podium,
was that of John 8, the first part of it that has been removed from
the Bible, wasn't it?"

  "Oh yes it was that," I said. "It was a contest between
principle and form. The marriage form that the priests had created
was obviously violated by the woman, but the principle of Intention
that Jesus was concerned with, apparently was not violated. There
had been intimacies committed that the form had no provisions for.
But so what? He was evidently aware that outside the form, inti-
macies tend to be become deeper and stronger as they are more
likely reflect the Intention of the principle, powered by love, wile

Chapter 13 - Winter Songs



451

inside the form the demands of principle are frequently discarded,
as the form is deemed to supercede them. That is why we see so
many movies in which marriages and families are ripped apart when
partners cheat the form, and no one ever judges like Christ Jesus
did, according to the principle. These love stories are so flat, so
predictable, so crude, so boring. Even in rare cases when a story
acknowledges the love of two friends for the same woman, as in
Bizet's opera, the Pearl Fishers, one of them steps aside in the end
according to the script of the form. The form is always superior
over the enriching Intention of Love, whereby the riches that might
have been, become blocked. Only Mozart's opera, The Marriage of
Figaro, ends on a somewhat brighter note, where the form is vio-
lated, briefly and not deeply, and all remain living thereafter in the
same house regardless of the violation of the form. I wonder if
Christ Jesus knew of any cases, where the form was set aside for
the principle of the underlying Intention. Mary Magdalene might
have been one example. Most likely though, he might have been the
only one who understood the Intention of the principle. Even today,
there won't be many. The Intention behind a principle is never
considered. That's evidently the reasons why nuclear physicists insist
that the phenomena of gravity and mass must have a physical cause.
They can't imagine these phenomena being purely the product of
Intention. That's probably also the reason why 99.9% of the mar-
riage scene in the world is centered on the sterility of form, instead
of the dynamics of spiritual Intention reflected in the marriage
principle and its rich unfolding in life."

  Ushi nodded. "In the case of mass and gravity the Intention
is obvious, isn't it?" said Ushi. "The Universe wouldn't exist without
them. There would be not a single sun, and not a single planet,
existing without the Intention for mass and gravity that is born out
physically as discoverable principle. The Intention for mass and gravity,
of course, is obvious, because the entire Universe depends on these
principles that are expressed everywhere. The same can also be said
about the atoms themselves. Nobody knows for example what causes
the electric forces that hold the electrons in their shells around the
nucleus, or what causes the nuclear strong force that binds the
quarks into protons, neutrons, and electrons? We really can't find
any physical causes for them, by which they would exist, but we
do see the Intention clearly reflected everywhere, because without
these forces, we simply would not have a Universe?

  "This means that quantum physics is really a science of the
blind, in this regard," I said. "It is a science that omits 99% of the
phenomena of atomic physics, when it gives itself no 'room' to
consider non-physical causes. It blinds itself to the causes of Inten-
tion that are really the major causes in the Universe. Every part of
an atom is inherently the outcome of causes of Intention. The result
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unfolds physically, but the cause is of a higher order. Sure, we can
even figure out how the resulting physical structures work, but
without acknowledging the power of Intention, that brings them
about, we will never 'know' why these structures actually work.
This failure, the failure to recognize the power of Intention, renders
a lot of the great halls of science as gilded club houses of the small
minded, or club of 'little' people, doesn't it? It would be surprising
therefore, if we wouldn't see the correlative in the spirituals sphere
where the general focus is on form, instead of on principle and the
underlying Intention, such as marriage reflecting the Intention for
intimacy and protection, built on universal individual sovereignty, as
a matter of principle."

  "This is your platform for producing the millions of free
houses, for which the technologies and resources already exist, Pe-
ter," said Ushi. "The process reflects the Principle of the General
Welfare. It reflects a deep intimacy with our humanity, as something
precious. What else would motivate such a profound commitment
that can create a new renaissance all by itself ? Also, the process
would block the rape of empire by its monetarism. The commitment
to do this would shut down empire, beginning with the word go,
because the project wouldn't be possible otherwise. Society would be
so excited by simply considering the potential, that it would sweep
empire off the block just for that. The Intention behind the project
would shine through, and power the project. Also, monetarism would
be forever blocked. The entire nation would 'own' the houses, and
the nation would use them rent-free. The project would create a
form of marriage that no one has probably imagined until now,
while the principle and its underlying Intention would still be the
same, wouldn't they? It would be a love festival on a gigantic scale."

  "Steve might not fully agree," I said to Ushi cautiously.
"Considering what we have already recognized of the nature of the
Universe, Steve might urge us to extend our reasoning still further.
That's his way of expanding the envelope. He would have us to
acknowledge ourselves and all mankind as suns and stars, enveloped
with an inflow of power from the Universe, that is in our case is
not electric, but is the power of the recognition of the Intention
that ultimately powers the Universe. He might add that with this
in-flowing power comes the potential to utilize the Intention that
powers the Universe, and to utilize it in its full spectrum of quality,
that empowers us to move forward with it. In short, I think he
would see in it, the reflection of the Universal Kiss. A kiss is
something dynamic, inexhaustible, powerful. The Intention is reflected
everywhere in the Universe. Each sun is a kiss unfolding. The Universe
would likely not exist without its kiss that erupts into light and
life. The universal kiss is also an aspect of our self-development, as
we discover ourselves, and to fall in love with what we discover.
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Mankind has begun to utilize that power of the universal kiss in
very distant times already, when people discovered the principle of
the wheel and created countless applications for it. This power to
discover principles, now far extended, makes us co-creators with the
Universe. In this sense the wheel, for example, isn't essentially a
physical object, though it is applied in physical forms. It remains an
idea that it was from the beginning, a thought object, a non-physical
object, an object that lives in the domain of culture as a product
of our intention. The human world is really a world of a profusion
of thought objects, that are but products of our intention, that have
been created by our power to discover principles and what stands
behind them. And so, we continue to create evermore forms of
expression that never existed before, as we advance and to apply
our thought objects to shape our world with them, and to enrich
it in the process. Thought objects are immortal ideas really that
unfold in the mind before they take shape. They are the children
of our intention that is powered by the Intention of the Intelligence
that is the Universe. This makes the small forms of our marriage
conventions that have been religiously held in place, often at great
peril, far superceded with potentials yet to be imagined."

  Ushi nodded again. "In the same sense we can see ourselves
as the thought objects of the larger Intention that is reflected in the
Universe, that we are a part of," said Ushi. "And to some degree
we are also our own thought object," she added.

  "Oh yes, we are self-developing and self-shaping," I said.
"We often behave like children do when entering an amazing new
land. We begin to run and stumble and fall, but along the way we
discover things. We discover for example that we can create thought
objects, even to the point of recognizing that some thought objects
do not work out for our advantage. We also discover other thought
objects that do work out. The most profound of these we call
intuition. The mind has its own intention. Its intention is to aid us,
and to extend our power to live evermore powerfully, even to
change the world. We have discovered for example that sexual
intimacies have the potential to lead to social intimacies, which in
turn are reflected in uplifting the general welfare and even the
economies of nations. We have also discovered, that when this in-
timacy is inhibited at its root the resulting effects no longer happen.
In this way we discover principles that aid us to guide our inten-
tions. The outcome, when this happens, is often a great joy as we
discover that the resulting intention is already standing in the back-
ground of our makeup as human beings whereby we see ourselves
coming to light as universal beings."

  "Look how rich we are in this," Ushi interrupted. "I feel
sorry for those who live in the boxed-in world of the Big Bang
cosmology. In this box everything is deemed to be isolated, self-
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powered, running down, fizzing into oblivion in a Universe that
exists without a purpose. Living a life in this box becomes such an
empty pursuit, that it is no longer deemed a crime to steal and kill,
which are thereby become regarded as human responses. In this
emptiness no person can see itself as a universal being, a creator of
profound thought objects and intentions that harmonize with the
Universe itself that we are a part of, that we reflect in all its
quality."

  "Isn't that what I said?" I interjected. "We are stars and suns
above the stars in the heavens. We represent something greater than
ourselves, that we have begun to live up to. Our potential is rooted
in the design of the Universe and is powered by the Intention of
the Principle of Life. In this sense we can truly function like a sun."

  "Ah, but it doesn't end here," said Ushi, and began to grin.
"It just starts getting interesting here. It is common knowledge that
our entire Milky Way galaxy is a lateral array of several hundred
billion stars that are themselves suns, which are all located in a flat
disk-like structure that is 100,000 light-years across and is roughly
1000 light-years thick. In this structure the several-hundred billion
stars are arranged into spiral arms that extend outward from the
galactic center. The electric current-flow that powers those hundreds
of billions of suns, which the stars are, is being channeled along the
spiral arms in which the suns are located. This empowering electric
current is recognized to be inward flowing, drawn from all sides
towards the center, where the currents become concentrated to the
point that they are able to power the star-forming process. At the
galactic center our galaxy also connects up with the vast intergalactic
plasma currents that extend across space. That is how Steve de-
scribed the process," said Ushi. "But I think it can also be seen as
a model for the Intention of the marriage process, which is rich in
creative power and becomes richer towards the center that itself has
no boundary."

  "Go on," I said to Ushi. "You are in the process of making
a profound discovery."

  "Steve finds it amazing that the electric currents in the
galactic disk are not free flowing, but are flowing along the lines
of the spiral arms where all those billions of stars are located," said
Ushi. "The evidence tells him that the vast galactic currents are
actually attracted by the stars, by the very stars that they power
and light up. He also points out that these currents are not only
attracted by the stars, but are also moved along by the process,
whereby they become concentrated in the spiral arms as they are
moved onward, towards the center. Steve thinks that this in-flowing
process that powers the stars actually keeps the entire galaxy in
operation, so that the splendor of our Sun is not a consuming
process in which energy is expended, but is in fact an essential
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component of the process that keeps the galaxy as a whole in
operation, and dynamically increasing and expanding. He says that if
it wasn't for the stars being lit up by the electric currents flowing
into them, there might not be a single galaxy existing, so that the
process that powers the stars is actually a creative process, rather
than a consuming process."

  "Are you suggesting that this might also be seen as the
marriage Intention, and a yardstick for us to judge ourselves by, and
that this also applies to Helen's lateral lattice as the model for our
being, and why this model is a model for healing?" I interjected.
"Are you saying that every strand of love that is out-flowing from
heart to heart reflects this essential process that keeps the human
galaxy in operation? This would mean that the healing and uplifting
process that Helen had observed and experienced, was not a gen-
erous human effort on her part towards some good, but was an
essential and natural aspect that enriches the whole of the human
scene, without which the entire human scene would not function,
and would in fact have no foundation to exist. Are you saying then
that the human heart is not only not self-powering, but is powered
by the Universe in a manner that is so profound that the entire
human scene would collapse without it? Are you saying that this
light-flooding process is powered by a universal impetus or Intention
that makes us all but spectators in a vast flow of unfolding good
that unfolds unlabored, and brings joy into our living? Are you
saying that our greatest responsibility is, to simply let this process
happen and watch it unfold, and to marvel at the beauty of it, and
also to avail ourselves of the riches it has to offer?"

  Ushi nodded and grinned. "Isn't that the way that Helen had
described her experience in helping the healing of her friend in
those moments when her friend was in a great crisis? Isn't that the
way the lateral lattice came to light in Helen's mind that day,
unfolding as a visual construct of a profound Truth? She said she
saw herself as but a spectator. She witnessed a perfectly operating
healing process. She didn't cause this process to happen, but merely
discerned its reality. She 'saw' an image of Truth and projected that
image forward, perhaps as if to say to her friend, 'this is the reality
of your being, of our being - let in the light that is forever flowing
- a flow of love that reflects the Intention of the Universe, or
infinite Mind, an Intention that is a great power that reflects the
harmonizing Spirit of Intelligence. Infinite Mind and its idea is One,
said our Mary, and this One is God -- its nature is infinite good."

  I nodded and mentally bowed to her in acknowledgement of
her genius. "What I find most amazing about Helen's visual image
of the reality of our being, as I am looking back, is that what she
saw reflects the astrophysical Universe precisely," I said to her. "It
appears that the Universe and the human being are both moved by
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the same harmonizing Spirit, and the same power of Principle. We
say that what moves the Universe is an all-enabling Intelligence, the
evidence of an infinite Mind that projects an Intention by which the
Universe exists. In the same sense we say that the human universe
is moved by God so that the term God really means, infinite Mind.
We say that all good is powered by God so that we need to just
step into the process and get caught up by the power of its divine
Principle. And so we play an active role in this process in a similar
manner, as every sun in our galaxy plays an active role in the
operation of our galaxy, without which the galaxy would likely not
exist. Healing is not exceptional then, nor is the building of our
universal renaissance on Earth. They are natural, essential, and there-
fore inevitable."

  "Isn't that what Helen recognized in the process of healing
that she became drawn into?" said Ushi. But doesn't the same proc-
ess also include the healing of our world that we have been talking
about for days now, which we must achieve for the world to survive?
The process is essential for the operation of the 'galaxy' of our
human world, without which it cannot exist, just as an astrophysical
galaxy cannot exist without the stars in it playing their active part
that is essential for the whole."

  "Doesn't this also include the healing of Anton from her
self-isolation and self-diminishment?" I interjected. "The principle that
we see reflected in the physical Universe is the same throughout the
entire Universe, spanning all the tens of millions of super-clusters of
billions of galaxies that populate the cosmos. The same Principle,
the same Intention, powers all of them without exception. This
Principle is the principle of our humanity, right down to the small-
est operating processes that are essentially the same. If we don't
help Anton we deny the Principle of the Universe, and thereby we
deny our own self. We cannot do this. We need to reflect the
harmonizing Intention of universal Principle. This is really what we
are talking about when we speak of the Principle of Universal Love.
It is not something that we power or have the option to step away
from. It is a phenomenon that powers us instead, in an active
manner. Sex is a part of it. It is a part of the process. The flow
of it is harmonizing. The outcome is good. Circumcision, in what-
ever form it is pursued, and many forms have been invented, has
no place here. Empire has no place here. Even mass movements have
no place here. They would be too small. They would be insufficient
for anything that is good, since the norm for good is universal.
There is no private good; only universal good."

  I nodded. Then I grinned. "This goes way beyond what a
slave-boy can understand," I commented.

  "Don't be so sure about this, Doctor Socrates," said Ushi,
and began to laugh. She changed her voice. "What has the Principle
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of Universal Love got to do with sex, as a universal element of our
humanity, Doctor Socrates?" said Ushi speaking for the boy now and
began to laugh.

  I was stuck for the lack of an answer. I felt too poor in
the resources needed to lift the boy up to the level needed for a
discussion. Then an idea came. "Consider the opposite, my boy," I
said quietly, as if I had thought about this for a long time. It took
me a few moments to revert back to the role-playing mode that had
brought us interesting results days before when we followed this
path that night in the restaurant. "Consider the astrophysical dream
world of a black hole," I said to the boy, and began to explain
what the myth of a black hole is all about. "Inside the imaginary
black hole, the flow of reality is deemed to be reversed," I said to
him. "The black hole is a fairy-tale object that the masters of
empire, the masters of intentional bad science have conjured up.
They say that at the center of a black hole resides a collapsed star;
a star that lost everything, but its neutrons. This can't happen in
the real world of course, since neutrons can exist only when being
bound to protons. Free neutrons decay into protons. A neutron star
doesn't happen. It's a fairy tale. The fairy tale envisions a neutron
star of infinite density; a star that generates such an enormous gravity
that it draws everything nearby into itself, including every ray of
light. The result is, in this fairy tale, that the star simply vanishes,
as if it exited the Universe. The masters of this tale say, that the
gravity in a black hole is so enormous that not a single ray of light
can escape from it. That is why they call the imagined phenomenon
a black hole, my boy, which of course nobody can see. Now they
also say that we have to expect the same phenomenon to be hap-
pening in sexual terms. They say that the self-serving gravity in
sexual relationships can become so overpowering, that it creates a
'black hole' phenomenon that likewise draws everything unto one-
self."

  "That's rape," said the boy.
  I nodded. "They say that the model of the black hole actually

justifies rape as a natural phenomenon."
  "Sure," said the boy. "Rape begins when there is no out-

flowing light of Love, so that what is deemed love is driven back-
wards in humanist terms and becomes recursive unto itself and focuses
only onto ones own gain, as if one had exited the Universe and was
no longer a part of it. But this, Doctor Socrates, is the model of
empire. That's how every empire operates. It is self-focused. It draws
everything it can reach, into its emptiness, and is devoid of the
slightest concern for everybody else, especially people's needs, and
the needs of nations."

  "Very good," I said.
  "This dream-world model also justifies every other form of
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rape;" said the boy. He spoke of the rape of empire. "But since
there is no truth in a mythological fairy tale, the belief that empire
is something real that actually functions, is a myth."

  "You mean the universal rape of empire, ranging from finan-
cial looting, economic slavery, to military domination?" I said ques-
tioningly. "Aren't these things happening?"

  "Of course they are happening, Doctor Socrates," said the
boy. "When I blow the candle out at night, the room gets dark."

  "Some may call this model the scientific foundation for the
right of kings," said Ushi, and began to laugh. "The truth is sub-
stantial. Mythology is a black hole. The myth attracts sanity away
from people. Nevertheless, the black-hole phenomenon is a fairy tale.
As you say, a fairy tale is not relevant in the real world. Likewise
is its equivalent relevant in the lateral lattice of our real human
relationship. The black hole phenomenon simply doesn't exist in the
Universe of Truth. There exists no model in the Universe for a
person to be acting like a black hole. This exists only in myths and
fairy tales, such as are used by the masters of empire to justify
their destructive madness, and their behaving like a black hole."

  "Right!" I said. "An astrophysical black hole simply does not
exist other than as the figment of a scientific fraud built on a lot
of wild imagination. No one has ever seen one."

  "It's a ghost story then," said the boy and laughed.
  "The astrophysical evidence that is cited as proof that black

holes are real, is in reality nothing more than the evidence of
plasma current phenomena," I said to the boy, and explained what
a plasma current is. "The fakery that conjures up ghosts that no one
can see, which obscures the evident reality, turns the entire black-
hole theorizing into a sad joke, but nothing more than that."

  "The tragedy lies in the loss of Truth," said the boy.
  "The irony is that this rather obvious sad joke, appears to

be maintained and protected, which is also reflected in the sexual
domain," I said to him.

  "And why wouldn't it be?" said the boy. "Hiding the Truth
serves the objectives of empire. It diminishes the real scientific
objectives. This is the great tragedy that will likely get you killed
one day, Doctor Socrates."

  "Yes, I am aware of this is unfortunate trend in our world,
that is dominated by ghost stories," I said to the boy. "We live in
an imperial world in which honest science is not allowed, because
Truth coming to light would turn the model of empire to rubbish.
The real model of the Universe is one of out-flowing light in every
respect; morally; spiritually; economically; politically; financially; and
astrophysically. And this out-flowing light is powered by a universal
impetus that one might call the Principle of Universal Love. In this
real model we find the model for healing. This model reflects the
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real astrophysical reality. Every sun is outwards oriented, and is
radiating its light. There is no black sun in the real Universe. In
real terms each human heart is a radiating sun, and the loving that
flows from it is the light of civilization. But its principle is not
human, is it? It is greater than us. It is universal and divine. It
includes sex alongside with all that is good."

  I paused and nodded to Ushi, as if to say: what can the
slave boy reply to this when we see sex in such terms?

  "The slave boy says, 'why make it so complicated?" said
Ushi.

  Ushi paused and said quietly in her own voice, "The slave
boy in the Meno dialog would have loved what Jesus had said
centuries after the time of Socrates. Jesus said that anyone who
merely looks at a woman to lust after her has committed the sin
of rape already in his heart. But the real sin in this case is the sin
of choosing the wrong model, the model of the black hole that is
sheer fantasy. Christ Jesus used the term adultery instead of rape,
but the meaning is the same, because the model is the same."

  "When lust creates such gravity that everything flows back-
wards and is consumed in rape, the honorable bond that love would
forge is prevented, and any bond that might pre-exist is torn apart,"
I interjected. "This denies the real model. In the real Universe where
a sun is powered by a flood of in-flowing currents, it is impossible
for a sun not to shine, much less become recursive. Recursive love
is a dream that exists only in fairy tales. Forcing love to flow
backwards, is rape, which is not really possible in Love. The very
thought is a rape on Love. The real model reflects moral freedom
in Love, the freedom of Soul; the freedom to love universally; the
freedom to maximize intimacy under the wings of respecting sover-
eignty, which is out-flowing as love being expressed."

  "I would add that the black hole model is actually a form
of rape on the Soul," said Ushi.

  "In a sense, that's the rape that Anton had experienced," I
continued. "Three of her uncles had demanded that she open her
mouth so that they could stick their 'flashers' into it. That's rape,
because the uncles forced the flow of loving to go backwards so
that it would serve them. There was not a trace of light there.
There never is any light of Love in rape."

  "In the lateral lattice rape is not possible," Ushi interjected.
"And that is where we find the reality of our being, and the healing
from rape."

  "I can see in contrast to that, that universal sex is a very
necessary element of the lateral lattice. Does this make sense to you,
Ushi?" I said to her.

  Ushi nodded. "Of course, where there is out-flowing love
that is light, which illumines the Universe with our humanity, sex
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has to be a part of that light, as it is a part of our humanity that
has a harmonizing function to fulfill that is as vital an element in
the complex of the whole, as is any other element. Can you imagine
what Mozart's reaction would be if he was demanded to omit a
certain note from his music and strike it from all his compositions?
This would be rape on music. Striking sex from the universal land-
scape doesn't really diminish rape, or ever has. It is an act of rape
itself. Rape happens only in a deprived world. Why would anybody
steal a kiss in a world of the abundance of kisses? But is this where
Antonovna is trying to take herself, into a world of abundance? I
don't think she is. I see the opposite. I see her as trying to take
herself out of the lateral lattice, Peter. I see her struggling to put
herself into the land of poverty, where she imagines herself to be
safe. Isolation creates a black hole in the landscape. Fortunately,
that's just a fairy tale."

  "We all tend to live our lives far too often in mythical
ways, as if this fairy tale was real," I said to Ushi. "We tend to
isolate ourselves from the universal Intention, the power of Princi-
ple. We imagine ourselves far too often in a black-hole mythology
and try to fit ourselves into its shadows, instead of fitting ourselves
into the real Universe, the divine Universe, the Universe of light
and power and harmonizing Spirit. Are we doing anything different
in essence, in such cases, than Anton? Maybe we are as blind in
those cases, as she is. The blind leading the blind is a poor platform
for healing. Anton and her uncles were dealing on such a platform
with each other. Had the lateral-lattice model of the real Universe,
instead of the fictitious black-hole model been known to the uncles,
this knowledge would have impelled the uncles to live like human
beings, Ushi. So the real rape was the blindness to the Truth that
flows from living in the world of fairy tales. If the uncles had seen
themselves on the high level platform of Truth, their loving would
have been out-flowing instead of being recursive, and might have
resulted in a kiss on the cheek, a gesture that Antonovna as a little
girl could have recognized as an acknowledgement of her worth.
That's the light that illumines the world, isn't it? It would have
illumined her world, and that of the uncles too."

  "Right! However, now that Anton has grown up from a
little girl to be a woman, the sexual element of her as a woman
needs to be acknowledged too," said Ushi. "Is that what you are
trying to say that she should do, or else she would be stealing from
herself, and in fact be committing rape upon her own self ?"

  I nodded and began to grin.
  "That's a tough trap to get free from if one doesn't recog-

nize how the real Universe operates," said Ushi.
  I nodded again. As I did, a 'devilish' idea came to mind, as

some people would define what I thought of at this moment. "Do
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you love your vulva?" I asked Ushi.
  "What?" was her reply.
  "Do you love your vulva?" I repeated. "Do you love yourself

as a woman, including all the elements of your female sex? I re-
member from a survey, that the majority of the responding women
have stated that they do love their vulva. Some stated that they see
it as being beautiful in the way it is. Isn't that the reaction that
one would expect of people recognizing themselves as a diamond in
the sky. They would find everything about them beautiful, including
their vulva. Most of the sexually active women, who submitted to
the surveys, think their vulva is gorgeous. The researchers think that
those comments were honestly put, because most of the comments
converge on that general perception. Many say they love its scent,
and even more love how it tastes."

  Ushi seemed shocked, but then began to grin. "Of course I
think it's beautiful. Why would I see it otherwise? When it's opened,
it's pink and gets moist quickly. When fingered in certain ways, it
emits a tasteful fluid. But you know all that, Peter. Why do you
ask?"

  "I'm asking if you can accept yourself as being beautiful in
all respects," I replied. "What I think about you should really be
secondary to what you think of yourself. You are the diamond in
the sky, the object of a profound Intention. Do you recognize yourself
as such? I think Anton doesn't see herself that way, and that is why
she is in trouble. She takes meticulous care to make herself look
sexy and to appear beautiful on the outside, but she hates herself
on the inside. It seems to me that she is using her beautiful body
to hide a troubled soul. I bet she finds her vulva disgusting, and
everything else that's connected with sex. I think that's what rape
does to a person. It tore a big open wound in the soul that hasn't
healed, and there's no Band-Aid that one can get from the drug
store to patch the wound up. She protests the universal intention
that is reflected in her soul, and denies its quality of good to
herself, as if it wasn't an aspect of universal good. She is in conflict
with herself. But how can I help her to accept herself as a woman
unless I find myself standing in the real world and not living in a
fairy tale likewise?"

  "That's the challenge of Helen's lateral lattice," said Ushi.
"How does one heal a wounded soul? Helen visualized the answer
in her mind, and amazingly what she visualized accords with what
we can physically see as a reality in the visible Universe. Thus,
Helen's challenge becomes a challenge to us to be honest with
ourselves. We don't live in two opposing Universes. The Universe is
One. Principle is One. We haven't even begun to face this universal
challenge."
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  "I should ask you then if you enjoy having sex with other
women?" I interjected. "The question seems logical to me since you
are completely accepting yourself as a woman in the universal sense.
Of course the answer itself isn't really important to me as such.
However, I suspect that Anton would explode, if I dared to ask
such a question. Maybe that's something that Anton hasn't considered
as a step towards breaking the ice. In today's largely circumcised
world, the deep normal intimacies between men and women become
increasing rare, and the resulting relationships superficial. Maybe that
is the reason why the sexual surveys tell us that four out of five
women enjoy, or prefer having sex with women, or would love to,
if the opportunities arose. Wouldn't this intention to escape from
the circumcised world produce a more natural and lateral kind of
sexual relationship, and likewise for the men in the same kind of
context? If a woman accepts herself as a woman, wouldn't she also
reflect that acceptance towards other women as well, and the men
towards other men, so that when the sexes meet, men and woman,
it becomes a celebration of an already overflowing love, rather than
a meeting of beggars, begging from each other? And maybe via this
detour, the bar is raised high enough for men and women to get
together again more universally. Maybe there is more honesty in this
approach, than there is in the role playing that the sexual relation-
ships have become, that tend to act out a script where all too often
the script calls for superficial things, and even total isolation?"

  Ushi just laughed. "Helen would say, what has the script got
to do with anything, does it change the Principle of Universal Love?
That's practically the first thing Helen said to me, Peter. So tell me,
why wouldn't I enjoy putting my face to a vulva any less than you
do, and touch a woman's breast, and feel the softness of her skin?
Why should you men only be so lucky? Of course with Helen in
her amazing openness, the circumstances were so much easier. With
her, there were no games involved. We were always extremely
generous with each other, and still are, like we are in our chitchats.
You men are dreaming far too much, rather than chatting. Of course
'chatting' with Anton is like chatting with a wall. It takes two to
tango!"

  "Yes, but it takes only one to dance," I interjected.
  "I think, Peter, Anton needs to learn to dance, and become

comfortable with herself. Everything else follows from that. That's
what Helen told me would be needed when the dance is too slug-
gish, and the dancer hesitant."

  "Shouldn't every woman be acknowledged as a woman?" I
interrupted Ushi. "Should I have said to Anton that I don't see her
as a woman, but as a sexless person or as merely as a comrade as
they do in the communist world where the personal life is deemed
to be dead? I couldn't do that. I couldn't have lied to myself and
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to her like that? Who can dance to that tune?"
  "But you did lye to her precisely in that way to some

degree," Ushi interrupted. "You focused on politics, when you came
to meet her for supper. You did this in order to avoid having to
be honest. Most likely you both did this, and you both were glad
that politics was on the menu instead of what you really wanted
to have on your plate. You were presenting a script to her that told
her that she doesn't like intimacies, that she doesn't like a playful
dance, that she doesn't like a gentle unfolding of something warm
and cuddly inside. The script that you gave her said: for heavens
sake don't kiss!" Ushi began to laugh.

  "And how would I have done it if I had done it right?" I
said to Ushi, and raised my hand and interrupted her.

  "You presented the answer yourself already, Peter. The script
should have been done in the way the lateral lattice works, in the
way the Universe works, with its universal Intention for good. You
would have let your loving flow freely like in a dance with yourself,
and would have danced without fear. I know you were scared of
a possible rejection, so you rejected her first. Maybe she has been
treated like that far too often. But is the Sun scared to let its light
flow? Suppose you could turn the clock back and had this chance
once more to do this properly, at the Seventh Heaven restaurant
high up in the sky at the thousand-foot level of the great tower,
with the lights of Moscow spread out below you like a carpet.
What would you say her now in a way that Helen would have
expected of you? Think of the principle of the lateral lattice. Would
you talk politics in such a setting? No, you wouldn't this time. You
would let your loving flow freely, and you would acknowledge to
her precisely what you came to celebrate. You would celebrate your
getting together for this precious chance to meet her as a woman,
and you would greet her therefore with a kiss. Helen always de-
manded that, even if it involved just a gesture. And so, I think you
would tell her precisely that she is the star that you came to see,
politics be damned. You would kiss her on the cheek with the first
words of your greeting, and compare her with the carpet of spar-
kling lights below, and you would add with a sparkle in your smile
that those sparkling lights below don't measure up to her sparkle
as a woman. And let me tell you that this little statement would
have been a profound statement of your self-acceptance as a man,
your confidence as a human being. Then you would have had clout.
The Principle of Universal Love gives you clout. Instead you came
as a mouse. If you had done this right, your greeting would have
been the most honest opening in every respect, and it would have
been truthful in acknowledging her. It would have melted away the
isolation, and possibly also her self-isolation. You might also have
told her that you felt greatly privileged to be dining with someone
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as excitingly sexy as she is as a woman, a woman that illumines
the heavens. Only then would you have sat down. Do you think you
would do this now if you had a second chance? In this case you
would reach your hand across the table and say to her with a smile,
'thank you dear for meeting me here, and most of all, thank you
for being in the world.'"

  Ushi paused and then continued. "Do you think that Anton
would have stood up at this point and walked out on you if you
addressed her like that? I can guarantee you that she wouldn't have.
It simply wouldn't have happened. I think I can guarantee you that
some four hours later there would have been some form of sexual
intimacy happening, probably in bed, and probably for the rest of
that night. And it wouldn't have been rape. I can guarantee that
too. She would have recognized the out-flowing loving from you
that would have uplifted her as a star into the heavens, an out-
flowing love that would have made her feel both precious and
secure. All the prior years of suffering that she had endured with
her uncles, and later with her mother dominating her, would have
paled into nothing in that new light. In addition, the resulting
intimacy would have been honest too. There wouldn't have been any
taking from another to fill the void of one's own perceived need.
There would have been a full acceptance of one another. The in-
timate intercourse that would have resulted, would then have been
a celebration of joy that you both would have found reflected in
one-another, and in what you both hold dear in your heart. Sex
would then not have been inwardly oriented towards either of you,
but be out-flowing, enveloping one-another's sex to enrich one another
with a loving that acknowledges the beauty of the other. In the
lateral-lattice type of love the movement is always out-flowing, Peter.
That includes all forms of sexual embracing. Of course, this out-
flowing process of love, which also includes sex in its flow, must
apply universally. It mustn't become possessive. It must never be
limited or privatized. Whatever happens in the lateral lattice applies
universally. No one is isolated there, or stands apart, or above, or
below."

  "Once one has reached Truth one can't step up any higher,"
I interjected. "Then all unfolding is richly vital, valuable, and beau-
tiful. But to get there is no easy task."

  "Right, Peter. So you said it yourself, finally, the blocking
part is in your mind. You should have been dancing for each other
in this process of sexually sharing, that you would have entered in
the vast 'heaven' of our common humanity."

  "Do you really think that this approach would have worked?"
I said to her, cautiously.

  "Oh no! That's an invalid question, Peter. That's the only
way it could have worked, Peter. You said yourself that there are
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no other options open under the principle of the lateral lattice. No
question is valid here. That's like asking is there any truth in Truth?
You have to respond to the Principle of Universal Love, because
there is no other principle of love. Of course, now that you have
already messed things up with Anton, and pursued sex with her in
the Byzantine background, it will be hard for both of you to dig
yourself back out from all the lying and being scared, and to es-
tablish an honest foundation on the Lateral-Lattice Principle. It might
take years now, and a lot of struggles. In this case, remember what
Helen always said about the difficulties."

  "Yes, I remember her saying it like a broken record," I
interjected. "Helen always said, 'what have the difficulties got to do
with anything? Do they change the principle involved?" I began to
laugh. "She never deviated from that when we were together in
Leipzig, and she was beautiful in so doing. Isn't life wonderful and
rich when we allow it to be touched by Love."

  One of the nights in Russia that Ushi and I shared, became
a night filled with singing. Oh no, we weren't singing vocally. The
singing happened on stage to the music of Verdi's Othello. Ushi said
that the singers were singing for us and about us, projecting the
dimensions of our own being in love with Love. She pointed out,
however, that the drama that unfolds in that opera, had been cir-
cumvented in our life. Ushi said, that the drama that has been
written into the play, and into the music, was intended to spare us
the pains of experiencing that kind of drama in our living in the
world. Apparently we had bee fast learners before we even met. No,
seeing the drama unfolding on stage, became a celebration for us of
a victory over things that were left behind in a distant past. Our
new living had become richly enveloped with Love instead of death,
and with the full-orbed embracing of one-another instead of jealousy.
In the dimension of that self-love we found our personal victories,
while the greater battles of the worlds within our world, raged on.
Amidst the tumults of those battles, we had quietly learned the art
of dancing alone, with ourselves, and for one-another, dancing side
by side, and no longer holding one-another back, but drawing on the
dynamism of the boundless resources of the heart.

  Some advancing transitions between the old way of dancing,
and the new, had occurred several times during our five days that
we had reserved for one-another from our time in Russia. Often our
times after the theater, when we stopped for a drink and some
snacks, became filled with an embracing of one another with inti-
macies of a different sort - a kind of loving where the embracing
was carried exclusively by smiles, smalltalk, and eyes sparkling with
joy. This 'glory' was usually followed with another phase shift that
then set a still higher stage the rest of the night - a night of
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physical intimacies that reflected a longing for living without isola-
tion. Here the intimacies were no longer a yearning for ecstasies, but
became a 'song' of giving and forgiving, of exploring, caring, enrich-
ing, enjoying - a flow as gentle as the breeze that plays among the
flowers at the dawn of a summer morning.

  Even during the official conference business, during the long
days when we were separated, our embracing never stopped. We
enveloped one-another in a golden light in our thoughts, rich with
mental kisses. These were interwoven with our hopes and dreams,
as well as with our hopes and wishes for Anton, and our embrace
of her too. We could both feel a sad emptiness in the 'nakedness'
of her self-isolation. The concept of nakedness, in this context, had
nothing to do with clothing, or the removing of it, but was drawn
from more ancient history, from the dawn of a brighter civilization
where the naked image of humanity was once seen as a woman
clothed with a sun, which meant in real terms, being powered with
the boundless energies of the Universe. Ushi pointed out, that people
have been sadly coerced into the opposite direction with concepts
of nakedness that inspire shame and self-denial, which are all con-
sequences of self-isolation. She said that this regressive process has
been going on for a long time and that she felt, that the darkness
of shame might be one of 'prisons' that Anton found herself trapped
in, who might have wanted to see herself as clothed with her own
sun, but could only feel shame for the emptiness that she saw
instead.

  One night Ushi described a story that is attached to the
Noah legend. The story deals with the issues of self-denial, naked-
ness, shame, and self-isolation. Ushi felt that it might apply to
Anton's situation and my efforts to help her.

  It is the story of a father who had three sons. The small
family had made it through hard times together, and during those
times everyone's life had depended on the father's highest integrity.
But one day, the father was found sleeping in his tent, stark naked
and drunk with new wine. The son who discovered him in this
state, went out immediately and told his brothers, "Come and see!"
But his two brothers, as they came, would not look at their father's
nakedness. Instead they took a garment, held it between them, and
went backwards and covered it up.

  "Which role would we choose to play?" asked Ushi. She told
me that farther on in the story the father had approved the actions
of his two sons that had covered him up, but not the actions of
the son who had seen him naked and had made a big deal out of
the nakedness. In commenting on what had happened, the father had
prophesied that the child of the son who was alarmed by seeing
him naked, would become a servant of servants. "Did the father
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judge rightly?" Ushi asked.
  I shrugged my shoulders.
  "No Peter, take your time and think about this," Ushi de-

manded. "I think there is a connection that might help you with
Anton."

  I was puzzled by what she said. Then something clicked.
The ambiguities 'snapped' together as it were, like the last pieces
of a puzzle often fall into place with ease.

  "We are not dealing with only two concepts here," I said to
Ushi. "There are three concepts brought together in that story. The
father represents one of the concepts himself."

  I suggested to Ushi that the father was drunk with new
wine. I said that wine metaphorically represents inspiration. "We are
told that the father is a man of the highest integrity. In this sense
he wasn't drunk physically," I said to Ushi. "He was absent from the
Old World, filled with inspiration. He was living at the leading edge
of self-awareness, of self-loving. Inspiration results from the discovery
of Truth, which is always good. He felt no shame in wearing no
clothes, but saw himself clothed with the sun of his humanity. The
concept of mankind being clothed with the sun might not have been
formulated at the time of Noah, as it appears only much later in
the history books of Christianity that make up the Bible. But if the
concept reflects an aspect of Truth, Noah, as a sensitive and alert
human being, might have been aware of it and had been inspired
by it. He might have been 'drunk' with this profound new inspi-
ration. Consequently there was no shame in it. His state of being
might have been a joyous celebration in his scientifically honest
acknowledgement of his humanity, which gave him sweet rest through
the night."

  "I believe we represent that state of being," said Ushi.
  I agreed.
  "So what do you think about the others?" Ushi asked. "Where

do you think Anton fits in?"
  "It appears that Anton is trapped in the equivalent mentality

of the son that shouted, nakedness, when there really wasn't any! He
could not see the beauty and completeness that is inherent in our
humanity, which his father saw. He rejected the platform that his
father was on, and with it he rejected his own humanity. He saw
nothing of value in it. He denied himself, and was alarmed by it.
He even saw his own sexuality as a curse then, didn't he? He
evidently felt that he couldn't meet the demands intelligently that
are associated with living as a sexual being, though he may have
been fascinated by them. Thus, he reacted almost violently. That
reflects Anton's tragedy too, isn't it? The world is full of people
like him and her. We find them in society under the mantle of
priests that rape children; of spouses under the marriage band that
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rape each other; of parents that abuse their offspring behind the
facade of being nice people; of men who habitually degrade women
as a kind of sport; and so forth. It appears therefore that the
father's comment in the story was more than justified. It might have
obvious to him that people who grow up in this environment are
cursed from the outset to become slaves to the poverty of their
own nakedness in thinking. It appears that Anton has become trapped
into this environment by growing up within an abusive family and
within a society that is known for abusive tendencies. But this hurt
can be healed. I think the father's comment wasn't a condemnation.
I think it was a comment that opened the door for healing."

  My comment to Ushi was that the father hadn't passed
judgement on his sons at all, but had merely acknowledged the
hopelessness of a people that have become trapped into critical
situations that they don't see clearly enough to rescue themselves
from.

  "So you say that Anton has no hope, according to that
story, unless she pulls herself out of that environment, or unless she
is helped with that in her learning to see herself more clearly and
more profoundly as a human being?" said Ushi.

  I nodded quietly. "The story presents us with a viable so-
lution, doesn't it?" I said moments later, but excitedly, as if a light
had dawned. "The solution just isn't on the platform where society
may expect to find it. The solution is to bring Anton up to the
level of the father in the story."

  Ushi pointed out that the actions of the other two sons
don't represent the needed solution for Anton's predicament either.

  I agreed, and suggested that the two sons that covered up
their father's supposed nakedness in the story, were likewise dishon-
est with themselves. "They imagined their father's nakedness, but
they didn't want to see it so that they wouldn't have to deal with
it. In fact, they made extraordinary efforts not to look at it, and
to cover it up and hide it. They represent the large masses of
humanity. People are kindly affectionate. They go out of their way
to reprove sensualism. They are also tolerant. They smile at those
little people, the sinners that just can't help themselves. But they
are deeply ignorant. They are the people who would say to you, 'I
don't see you as a woman, I see you as a person.' They are like
I had been when I couldn't greet Anton with a kiss. They are the
'little' people that go along with ignorance just to get along with
public opinion, though in their ignorance they find themselves im-
potent to help anyone who is trapped. I was a little bit like that.
They can't help people like Antonovna, just like I couldn't. These
are the people that say that there is no such thing as Truth.
Everything is opinion. That's why they can't help anyone, because
they themselves don't know what Truth is, and therefore what Love
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is. They are trapped themselves and have already surrendered before
the battle begins. They break out the booze and have a ball, and
let the trapped remain in their entrapment. Somehow, they imagine
themselves to be happy in this state."

  "Are you still that person?" said Anton.
  I shook my head, vigorously. "No, Ushi, this pathetic Peter

exists no more," I said proudly. I suggested to Ushi that only the
kind of mentality that the father represents in that story, is valid,
who is someone who understands and acknowledges Truth and Love.
"But in this I am still a learner myself," I said quietly. "If I had
attained the level of loving, universally, that the father in the story
had attained, I would have helped Anton with a single gesture in
a meaningful way, and her healing would have been done in short
order. But I don't have this mentality yet? I am just a beginner.
You, on the other hand, are more advanced. So, what about you?"
I asked her.

  She shook her head reluctantly. "We are both still on the
way of growing up as human beings. Like the father suggested in
that story, we need to grow in inspiration by discovering evermore
of what is truth about our humanity. I think we will get there. We
have already taken a few big steps. Also I think you will help
Anton along the way with the resources that you already have, and
maybe she could even do this herself. What other hope does Anton
ultimately have, except to take all the steps herself ? In the story,
the Father didn't solve the problems for his sons. This was their
task. But he did indicate to them, where the problems left unhealed,
would lead to. Experience has shown that this is a hard path for
someone like her to find on her own, who is trapped. So you
should help her by inviting her to your mountaintop, as an example
from which she could see where she would stand at the end of the
path of her own healing."

  Before I could respond, Ushi started to tell me another
story.

  A man had entered a temple to present a gift before the
altar of God. But the priest would not take the gift. He asked the
man if he had a brother who was in need of anything. The man
had nodded. In answering him, the priest told him to go away and
help his brother first, and then return and present his gifts.

  "Do you see a connection?" Ushi asked. "That is why we
must try to help Anton to the best of our ability, because if we
don't pay up on this debt, everything else that we do for the
advance of civilization would be blocked by this debt. Isn't the
priest saying to the man, that if his love is so small as a human
being that he can't do this little thing for his brother, as extending
to him with joy the universal kiss, then his intention towards God
would be a lye, for the universal kiss reflects the Kiss of God? His
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gift would be a lye of denial, in effect. We must find a way to
pay our debt to Antonovna, and lift her out of the trap that we
placed her into in our own mind, and raise her up there to the
level where Truth matters, where it inspires people to accept them-
selves, and fall in Love with themselves, and with the whole world.
The process that unfolds with that could open wonderful opportu-
nities for you to do infinitely greater things once the horizon clears."

  "It appears that universal Love can't unfold on any other
platform," I said, agreeing with her.

  Ushi grinned. "There you see, if people only knew how to
be truly selfish, they would be uplifting one-another and the whole
world in the flow of it. There would never be a problem then.
Love is a gem that is precious for its own sake."

  I agreed with her, and not just theoretically. "But will we
ever see the day when this idea sweeps across the world like a fresh
new wind?" I asked.

  She shrugged her shoulders, reluctantly. "Who knows? The
movement could start tomorrow, or in a thousand years. It depends
on how long mankind remains contend being trapped. It also might
never happen if we force ourselves to become extinct by living
under the thumb of our killing machines, instead of living in Love.
Let's hope the day will never come when we can no longer escape
the universal killing machines. But I think we are already on the
way of getting out of this trap, with the two of us having become
a movement that is destined to become a storm." She began to
laugh. "I am not joking," she said.

  I was amazed by the way our time together unfolded. Our
time in Russia was fast becoming one of the loveliest associations
I had, if indeed such a measurement is valid. There was no pressure,
no haste, no lust, or any denial. When we met during our special
evenings and nights in Moscow, we shared the riches of being alive.
We shared ourselves, smiled at each other, and let our thoughts ride
the winds and allowed our feelings to explore the wonders of human
existence.

  One night Ushi remembered a holiday she and Steve had at
a resort town in the Sandstone Mountains by the Elbe River. She
told me that they had met a lot of young people there, and were
impressed by the tenderness that they expressed to each other. Ushi
remarked that their affection flowed so freely and spontaneously,
that it was beautiful to behold, and this right in the open. "This
was honeymoon country," she said with a smile. She said the area
was known for its narrow trails, dense forests, quiet walks along
streams, leading into gorges and onto high lookout points above the
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Elbe River. She told me that many times when they encountered
people on the paths, they were impressed by their unrestrained,
honest affection. "Of course, the relative privacy of the narrow and
winding trails invited this," she explained.

  She said that there had been unabashed kisses, often with
the gentlest embracing, or caressing. It wasn't anything out of the
ordinary, therefore, to see a hand gently trace the curves of a girl's
bottom, or as she had observed in one instant, casually slide inside
a woman's shorts. She also remembered a mountain stream filled
with great boulders. There were always people playing among the
big stones. They were jumping from one boulder to the next, and
were splashing their feet in the water. She told me that there too,
by the little stream flowing amidst the boulders, they found lovers
touching one-another in the sweetest and most gentle way. She said
it was a treat to witness this affection, that was as wide as all
mankind, even though other observers might have found it disgust-
ing.

  I replied that this must have been quite a holiday.
  "An interesting one, anyway!" she said.
  She also talked about the other side of the coin, about

people they met on the trails to whom this honest response was
forbidden by their self-isolation. "One could see it in their eyes," she
said. "They would have loved to trade places with those others. It
was sad to see how deeply they were already isolated, bound by
iron clad limits that would likely remain in place for the rest of
their life."

  During our two weeks in Russia, Ushi and I spent what
seemed like countless memorable nights together in Moscow, cuddled
up snug and warm in the deepest winter, watching the dance of the
snowflakes outside the window. Sometimes the snowflakes were driven
by sudden gusts in their dance, appearing like thin white ribbons
flowing in the wind. In other nights they were falling aimlessly in
their playful dance. I could almost hear the dancing melodies of the
great Tchaikovsky accompanying the dance of the snowflakes, the
music that we heard at the Bolshoi in one of our first bright nights
in the winter in Russia.

  We were also remembering the brightness of past summer
days.

  And all of this happened while we got together only five
times in the two weeks we had together in Russia, as we had
agreed in the beginning. I had no idea then, that the logic of these
five nights had an immensely greater impact on me than I could
have imagined. The impact had been unfolding quietly and imper-
ceptibly in the flow of our dancing that seemed to unfold just as
quietly and seemingly far distant from the movements of the world.
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Chapter 14 - The Slavyansky Bazaar

  In spite of the deep impression that some speeches have
made on a lot of people, especially those that our group became
involved in, to the point that some of the issues were actively
discussed in restaurants and coffee shops, the ongoing drag of the
conference had the effect that things slipped back into the old
politicking mode that the conference started with. The speeches soon
became crude again and meaningless, following the East/West divid-
ing line that is so typical of the low-level platform of narrow
thinking that becomes locked into irreconcilable conflicts whereby
nothing is ever resolved. The days became boring after a while.
Finally, as if a rest was desperately needed, the assembly voted to
take two days off for sight seeing and socializing.

  Anton turned out to be an excellent tour guide. She knew
everything there was to know about anything and she was only too
pleased to share her knowledge of the city and to fulfill everyone's
special wishes whenever possible, especially in terms of what our
group wanted to see. She called us her 'guests' and treated us with
the utmost grace and courtesy.

  We used public transportation at all times. First on the list
were the tourist traps, such as the Mausoleum, the Cathedral, the
Kremlin with its lavish display of Russia's imperial legacy, and so
on. The Kremlin's St.George's hall struck me as one of the most
impressive showplaces of romantic splendor that I had ever set foot
in, lighted by six chandeliers of 500 light-bulbs each. Its elaborately
laid parquet floor was nothing less than a work of art, composed
of twenty varieties of fine woods, a masterpiece of wood working
craftsmanship. There was something deeply human about all of this,
something that moved me. The splendor was both a monument to
human skill, dedication, and excellence in craftsmanship, but it stood
also as a monument to the cruel extravagance of imperial power. It
was a monument to the redeeming power of the intelligence in life
that brought forth great wonders, but which also stood as a monu-
ment to untold man-made tragedies that are rarely seen behind the
glistening facade of the imperial world. Anton called the Kremlin a
monument to regal magnificence, and also a monument to the suf-
fering that the regality was built on.

  I saw the Kremlin in still a different light. It came to light
with an added meaning, with a third dimension as it were. There
was a group of school children among the visitors, with their teacher.
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Their sweet little voices contrasted sharply with the chorus of the
cheering youngsters that I remembered from Tony's air show. The
youngster's voices at the air-show now echoed like ugly cries in my
mind, in comparison. I remembered them cheering at the disappear-
ance of Moscow, from the map of a war-simulation screen. Super-
imposed above this memory was yet another dimension. I remem-
bered the speech about AIDS that the doctor from Africa had put
on the map just a few days earlier that he had defined as an
element of an "intended strategy." The little voices of the children
at the Kremlin contrasted eerily with a different dimension, the
dimension of the intended victims.

  I shuttered at those thoughts that were up-welling. I grasped
Anton's hand for a moment. She must have felt it trembling.

  "I'm sorry," I said quietly. "Something terrible just came to
mind. Something that I cannot talk about."

  She squeezed my hand back, gently, and nodded.
  "Thanks, dear," I replied quietly.

  The 'Metro' became as familiar to us, as if it were a part
of the subway system at home. The trains weren't much different.
It was the splendor of the stations, though, that set the Moscow
system apart from any in the world. The splendor was a reminder
that we were not at home in the USA. Oh, I had heard stories
about lavish chandeliers in the station's hallways, and about marble
floors and stained glass artwork set into the walls, lighted from
behind to help illuminate the subway palaces. However, these sub-
way palaces were built not for royalty, as I was told, but for the
ordinary people of the city, to brighten their day. Nor was there
the slightest sign of vandalism to be seen. Vandals apparently faced
a stiff fine. Nor was the place ever empty. The Metro boasted a
staggering 5,000,000 rides a day.

  On the second day of our break we had lunch at the
Slavyansky Bazaar, a popular fun center with a restaurant and a
dance floor in the middle of it all. There was no dancing going on
when we arrived for lunch. Consequently, everyone suggested that
we should go back there after the day's planned event, which became
an evening in royal splendor at the Bolshoi Theater. Our collective
theater night, naturally was a royal night indeed, though it fell far
short of the night Ushi and I had spent there a few days earlier
for our own cultural embrace. The Bolshoi's pomp seemed to have
been retained by the Soviets to give the Russian people a taste of
the pomp of old imperial Russia that fell away in the storm of the
great October Revolution, by which it became relegated into the
recesses of history, never to rise again, except where it was inten-
tionally preserved.

  I told Anton during our theatre visit that I couldn't help
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thinking that the Great Revolution that had changed Russia hadn't
been built on a revolution in thinking, since such a revolution would
have caused a profound renaissance that I saw no evidence of. Such
a renaissance evidently didn't happen. I suggested that the Soviet
State had not emerged from a revolution in humanist perceptions,
but had emerged out of the chaotic breakdown of an imperial system
that was subsequently replaced with another imperial system. I
suggested that it had been a 'passive' change that had taken place,
rather than an active revolution. The so-called revolution had merely
ended one era of tyranny and opened another. It hadn't ended society's
self-isolation at all. It hadn't brought about society's embrace of
itself that alone can bring about a renaissance revolution as in the
Treaty of Westphalia.

  Anton appeared shocked for a moment, but quickly answered
with a smile. "Our modern days are Russia's glory days," she said.
She invited our group to stand in front of a six-foot square portrait
of Lenin in the theater lobby. She said that she wanted us to see
this portrait. Someone took a picture of our group with Lenin in
the background.

  Anton spoke of Lenin as though he was God, the man who
became the nation's voice for violence, the champion of force, the
prophet of dictatorship, the murderer of countless Russians, the man
who was superseded in brutality only by Stalin, in the number of
committed atrocities by the state, under his rule over society, that
became a war 'against' society. Nevertheless, it appeared that Lenin
had been a pioneer of sorts. He had been able to discern the
multiple layers of isolation that had existed in Russian society of the
imperial era, and had cleverly built on these layers of isolation a
series of decisive flanking operations that would in time change the
balance of power in favor of a 'revolution' that he thereby helped
to bring about.

  I suggested to Anton that the Great October Revolution had
not been a real revolution in traditional terms, but a badly botched
up amateur coup that nearly failed. She seemed to know the real
story, that the Bolsheviks had gained control of a battleship in the
harbor of St. Petersburg, which they had planned to use to attack
the Winter Palace, the seat of the Provisional Government from the
earlier, real revolution. It turned out that the ship had no shells,
only blanks. In desperation they took control of a fortification that
had land based cannons, but the revolutionaries didn't know how to
aim the cannons. Of the thirty shells that were fired, only one hit
and that caused almost no damage. In a final act of sheer daring
they stormed the Winter Palace, where they met no resistance at all,
and simply took over without a single shot fired. Only a few cadets
stood on guard that day and those were order to stand down.

  "This was the revolution that changed the world," I said
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after I told my story. "It had evidently been enough to get the ball
rolling," I said. I added that Lenin's comment had been that power
lay in the streets for anyone who cared to take it.

  "The movement that the October Revolution set in motion
sufficed to overturn the axioms of society into what became a
fundamental renewal," said Anton. "Lenin never really disputed that
it hadn't been a real revolution that caused the change in Russia.
But you must remember that the revolution happened in Russia.
Russia is unlike any other country. We are more connected with our
land and our history. Unlike what I see in the West, where people
have become cowards in standing up for their human rights, the
depressed Russian people took their destiny in their own hands. So
it was a revolution. Society was not only starving for food, but was
also hungry for a big change. Russia was tired, and fed up with
everything. The people wanted food. They wanted the soldiers brought
back from World War One. They simply wanted to end the suffer-
ing, and live again. They weren't ideologically inspired. Their politics
were simple: Give us food, land, the factories, and no oppression.
Lenin said, yes, and more. For Russia this was revolutionary. This
is what he meant by saying that power literally lay on the street
in those days. He picked it up and caused a shift at the center of
power. The blood started flowing when the imperials tried to take
power back later on, and started the Civil War in which two million
were killed directly, and probably fifteen million by the consequences.
But this horror wasn't a part of the Revolution."

  "Actually the biggest and deepest Russian revolution started
after the Civil War," I said. "But this is a revolution nobody is
celebrating, and few are even aware of. This is the revolution of
genius, in which the Russian people took in a political framework
that had been designed to destroy it, and made it basically work for
them. This is the revolutionary overhaul of the communist ideology.
Communism was created by Marx and Engels in London in the
workshops of Urquhart, a intellectual Russian hater who worked for
the British Empire that intended to break Russia with it. Commu-
nism was never designed to work. It was designed to fail and destroy
Russia. But Russia made it work. It took the best features of the
Marxian Trojan Horse and combined it with some of the prominent
features of the American System of Political Economy, and created
a structure from the combination that worked well up to a point.
This constitutes the Fourth Russian Revolution. This Russian/Ameri-
can Revolution gave the Russian people the richest epoch in their
entire history. In fact this revolution worked so well that the empire
has been unsuccessful in defeating it for its entire 70-years existence.
Of course it wasn't a real revolution either. Russia followed the
model of the American System in terms of creating a state-bank for
directed credit creation channeled into infrastructure development,
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especially in water development, power development, farming devel-
opment, industrialization, railway development. Russia fell short only
in not utilizing the full American model, by its failing to develop
the scientific engine of the human mind to increases the general
productive capacity of the population. Communism focused on massive
employment of human labor for meeting state goals, while the
American System focused on increasing the individual productive
capacity of the human being by all means possible, thereby reducing
the utilization of human labor for the increased general welfare of
society. This critical factor was omitted, which made its communist
system still prone with failure."

  "So it was the American System that saved communism, and
thereby saved Russia, which Marxism had been designed to totally
collapse, and would have if its script had been followed, if our
American delegate is correct." Anton gave me a nod when she said
this, and a hidden smile.

  "This makes us hypocrites in America, in railing against
Russia," I said, and began to laugh.

  "Maybe so," said Anton with a grin. "At no time in the past
had our people in Russia enjoyed such a high standard of living as
they do now," Anton continued, interrupting me proudly in a loud
voice so that the rest of the people of our group could hear her,
as if her response was her answer to my comment. She was referring
to the modern life in Russia. She tried to look away from me as
she spoke, but glanced at me out of the corner of an eye. "Natu-
rally, we would love to be still farther ahead in Russia," she said
to our group, "but this lack of progress doesn't chill our pride in
what has been achieved. Just look at our people, they are smiling,
they are well dressed, they are healthy. You can't find any homeless
or starving people in our cites, or people that get turned away from
hospitals for the lack of money at the worst time of their life,
when they are ill and need help badly. This cruelty happens only
in the rich countries, but not here. Unemployment is unheard of.
Sure, we have problems, but which country hasn't? We may not be
the richest country in the world, but the basic human rights are
respected in our country more fully than they are respected any-
where else in the world."

  Then she smiled and added with a more open glance to-
wards me, "If the world holds together long enough, we will catch
up with, and supersede, the standard of living that the richest nations
have achieved, and we'll get there without selling our soul in the
process."

  "Tell me," Ushi asked her, "how do you define this standard
of living that you want to catch up with? Do you measure it in
the numbers of cars owned by people, the size of houses, boats, and
planes? Or are you talking about satisfaction in living?"

Chapter 14 - The Slavyansky Bazaar



477

  "China may beat America in that already," I interjected.
  "And if you measure how a society treats its women, most

Latin American countries will beat both Russia and America on that
score," said Fred. I looked at Fred astounded.

  "And if you measure society's inner peace, the score would
be different again," Anton now carried the theme forward herself.

  "In this case, the standard of living can't be measured at
all," replied Fred.

  Anton nodded.

  One thing struck me about this brief conversation. She didn't
compare Russia with America even once, or gave the slightest hint
that America was almost dead broke financially. Nor did she men-
tion that countless people in Western Europe were starving to death
with no solution in sight. She refrained even from hinting at this
problem, or at any of the problems that had been highlighted at the
conference. Fred, however, couldn't restrain himself, he said that
there was something missing in Russia. He told Anton about our
nudist beach project. He suggested that one might yet measure the
standard of living by a country's nudist beaches. Fred then laughed
at his own comment, as if he had just told the funniest joke.

  "Nudist beaches?" asked Antonovna.
  "Indeed," said Ushi, coming to Fred's rescue. Ushi said that

there was one in her hometown, too. She said that she sensed a
greater feeling of unity there, and peace, than in the covered up
world where people play so many games with each other. She also
told Anton about the reason behind our nudist beach project that
we had tried to start in America in an attempt to give America a
chance to enjoy a holiday away from lies.

  "In this case it must be all right," replied Anton in a most
serious tone, that might have been also a subtle disapproval. Nev-
ertheless she smiled at me when she said this.

  After our 'official' night at the theater, the entire English-
speaking group returned to the Slavyansky Bazaar for some dancing.
Antonovna, our tour guide, had planned the details as requested by
the group. The group's request, though, hadn't specified what kind
of music was desired. The music was unfamiliar to me.

  "It's Hungarian music," Anton explained.
  The music was swift, wild, and wonderful, great music to

dance to. Anton was a wonderful dancer, swift to match the music,
graceful in her movements, exciting to look at, a delight to dance
with. The dance became an intimacy of the soul. Something was
moving. Ushi was at the dance with us, and so was Fred. We were
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all in the dance together in a single flow moving with the music.
But the intimacy that I felt whenever Anton was in sight seemed
more intense. It seemed as if the others were just props on a stage
and time was standing still, so that we were the only ones dancing.
Maybe time did stand still and Anton and I were indeed the only
ones dancing, as if years worth of dancing were magically com-
pressed into a moment. When we were having dinner at the tower,
she had put a roadblock up against dancing. Whenever I found an
opening in her defensive flank, she had put another roadblock up
against me, so that the dance never happened. Now it seemed that
all of the roadblocks were washed away like a giant dam that is
breached and then dissolves. She seemed to have come intensely
alive suddenly in the flow of the now unstoppable dance, so much
so that we kissed spontaneously coming out of the 'whirlwind,' when
the band finally paused in preparation for another song.

  Maybe the kiss was by accident, maybe it was by design,
and maybe it was drawn by the force of the intimacy of the moment.
We had nothing in common except our humanity. Our nationality
differed, our jobs differed, our sense of sex differed. Maybe it was
because of that, that the one thing that was not different, which
was the dynamics of the intimacy of dancing, suddenly became
explosively grand so that a kiss became possible. This part seemed
greater than the division between us over our nationality, our job,
and even our sex. It was something tangibly and intimately related
to our heart and soul, which finally forged a uniting factor that
found a resonance in both of us.

  Her smiles during the dancing revealed that there was some-
thing there that is exceedingly precious, but wasn't tangible - the
wink of an eye across the full expanse of the dance floor, the
holding of hands in the intimacy of the slow moving rhythms, slow
in its own movement as if we had all the time in the world to
let our loving grow, and with a certainty that it would never end.
I bowed to her. She stood tall and grinned. I tried to copy her
movements in the dancing, but when our eyes were locked the
hands drifted out of focus, and the mind had more urgent tasks to
handle. The kiss that unfolded happened so effortlessly suddenly. No
scheming stood behind it, no purpose, or every purpose in the world
all rolled into one. The kiss might have even happened uncon-
sciously once the plotting mind was silenced against the new music
of the moment.

  "I think I'm going to die," I said with a grin. "I feel like
I'm already floating off into heaven. This cant be earthbound," I
said, then closing my eyes after the kiss. In time the dance ended.

  She grinned when I escorted her back to her seat at our
table. She almost laughed. "You know what this means?" she said.

  "This means I am in Love with you, Antonovna Valentina
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Lisitov," I said to her and slowed our walk, so that we wouldn't
be back at the table too soon.

  She grinned even more now. "But what do you really mean
by, I am in Love with you? That's a very broad expression," she
said and stopped walking.

  "It means I adore you, Antonovna. It means I am proud to
be with you, to go out with you, to know you. I am glad you're
in the world. And when you're near, I feel cuddly and happy, and
satisfied."

  She grinned and blushed. "Oh you! Are you trying to entice
me again? No man has ever loved me that way. Though I love you
for saying it. But it probably isn't really true. Maybe you are the
sex-exploiter after all that I accused you of. See, you are always
pushing."

  "Me, no, Anton. I'm not a sex-exploiter. I'm a sex-lover.
Invite me to your garden tonight and you'll see."

  "There you see, I was right," she said with a smile. "Your
mind is latched onto sex. You are a fiend that never gives up."

  "Why should I give up, Anton? Aren't we both human beings?
Maybe you are right. Maybe I really am a sex-exploiter of sorts, or
rather hope to be that. I would love to exploit it for the joy it
can bring for you and me, and the distance that we would bridge
towards one another that still exists, but would be no more if we
let be, what might be."

  "There you see, Peter, you are a fiend, as I said, who never
gives up." She began to laugh as she said this.

  "Aha, so you admit something too," I countered her. "You
admit that I am at least constant in my offer to be your gardener
for the sheer joy of it."

  She continued to laugh, but she shook her head as she did.
"My wannabe constant gardener, that's what you are indeed. Your
daring is a constant delight. Alright, I give you that to your credit.
Still it may cost you the further dinner-date that you might be
hoping to get."

  "Are you willing to pay such a high price?" I said cau-
tiously.

  "I might have no choice but to pay it, when the gulf between
us becomes too great," she answered. Suddenly she didn't smile
anymore. "Maybe you want to reconsider what you said."

  "Then I would lye to you," I replied. "I can't do this. This
would not be fair to you. It would perpetuate the pain that you
feel, as you isolate yourself from the world and from yourself too,
as a consequence of having been treated badly, as you have been
by your family, as a child. By cutting yourself off from living and
loving, and all the grandeur that comes with it, you are committing
an act of rape upon yourself. Don't go this route. That's rape upon
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rape. By blocking yourself off from what you are hoping deep within,
you force yourself into a trap that is detrimental for you. You steal
a bit from your life that way. The end result is rape. Don't do this
Anton. Life is to wide and precious, and wonderful and profound
for it to be forced into a small bottle. Life isn't for preserving, but
for living. I had hoped to be able to help you with that, and to
gain your freedom from you home-spun security cage that you are
living in, but are not happy there. I'm sorry Anton that I failed."

  I turned away. She started walking again.

  After this bright night of our dancing was over, which had
miraculously continued, and even my dancing with her had, and we
were all back on the subway, I asked her quietly if she might not
reconsider having dinner with me one more time, rather than closing
the door to our meeting of the minds, which we might never have
the opportunity for again, once the conference was over.

  She looked troubled when I brought the subject up, She
didn't answer right away. "I think we'd better not," she said quietly
after many long moments that seemed like an eternity. "Did you
know that Nicolai proposed that we get married?" she added.

  "No, I didn't know this," I said. "But I suspected it. Con-
gratulations!"

  "Thank you," she said. But she said this without the usual
smile.

  "In this case we should all have dinner together," I sug-
gested. "I would love to meet Nicolai again."

  "Maybe I'll ask him," she replied.

  As it happened, we never talked about the subject again.
The next morning Anton did her best to avoid me, and not by
stealth. Whenever we came to face each other, she would quickly
look into a different direction.

  I mentioned this to Ushi and asked her for her help. We
often had breakfast together at the sky-top coffee at the hotel,
before the day's meetings. Ushi replied, reluctantly so it seemed, that
she felt she shouldn't interfere in an unfolding process that Love
alone should direct. She said it wasn't her business to intervene in
the natural unfolding of Love's "honorable bonds."

  There was only one thing left that I could do in this case.
I took a stab in the dark. I ordered flowers, a dozen carnations. I
had planned to do this anyway. I placed them on her table with
a note addressed to the whole panel, in appreciation for their work.
The panel members appreciated the gesture. Anton, though, was
barely able to bring herself to acknowledge it.

  Oh, what had I done wrong now? Everything so it seemed.
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I pondered. I could imagine all right in what way I had plundered.
But everything I had said had been true and honest. Out of sheer
desperation I sat down and wrote a letter in order to repair the
damage that I had evidently inflicted on her life, and to see her
smile again.

  Ah, that wasn't easy. As soon as I had finished the letter,
I read it and tore it up. I did this three times. Finally, I substituted
a short note for it: "What's wrong Antonovna? I put the note into
an envelope and into her mail slot."

  Her reply was in my mail slot the next morning. "I don't
appreciate the pressure, the urgency with which you are looking for
a friendship. It takes time to build friendships, to sort out feelings.
I think you just wanted to ensnare me with all your talk about
universal Love as a political necessity. I can't help feel that the
friendship that you want is for the purpose of having intimate
contact. I'm not the person you are looking for. I don't like to be
put into this mold. Still, I wish I didn't have to disappoint you.
You seem honest on the surface. But are you really? It may also be
that you are rushing into something that you don't fully understand
yourself. For this reason too, I don't want to get involved with you.
My life is too precarious as it is for me to risk it now all over
again, for someone's fancy dreams that can never be true, or for a
relationship that maybe possible in a thousand years from now, but
not today. Maybe You are raping me with all your fancy speeches.
If you are honest about what you are saying, why don't I see that
honesty in your presentation at the podium? Why was your pres-
entation so empty of Love? Do you really have what it takes to
carry such a thing through as you propose? I don't see the evidence.
Your speech didn't prove it.

  "I'm sorry, Peter. Good luck with your life!
  "Sincerely,"
  It was signed, Antonovna Valentina Lisitov.

  So, that's what it was. I was stunned. I could have cried,
but no tears came. I only felt a dull ache in the stomach from the
sudden realization that my boldness had caused a great harm, even
though everything that I had said had been true. She said that she
didn't see enough reflections of Love in my speeches. How could I
have possibly spoken with colors of Love about the Byzantine sys-
tem that is destroying entire nations, or speak respectfully of its
disciples that carry out the crimes for which the imperial system has
been created? Didn't I speak with great compassion about the Soviet
people who by their remarkable resilience had been able to bear the
Byzantine model's vertical imposition for a thousand years? Maybe
Anton didn't hear what I said, or she didn't want to hear it. Maybe
her fear of sex had overshadowed everything.
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  Certainly, she was right. Her sex as a woman was a factor
in my feelings for her. But she was also dead wrong by seeing it
as a threat. My feeling for her was an acknowledgment of her whole
nature in all its individuality. It wasn't a rage for sex. Whatever
sexual needs I had, had all been amply satisfied by the boundless
openness that Ushi and I shared. Naturally, my feelings for Anton
didn't involve a denial of her as a woman, as if she were some
sexless part of a shapeless humanity, as people were often seen
under the cloak of the Soviet mythology that denies the worth of
an individual. In this case it was the Byzantine system again that
was the real weight that weighed her down. The Soviet mythology
had cast everybody into the mold of a colorless gray mass of com-
moners, as the people had been labeled during the 'royal' past that
had created a new dark age for many. It seemed that no form of
intimacy bound her to anything. Communism had been designed to
prevent this, because without intimacy no one is sovereign and
without sovereignty no society is secure; yielding a perfect recipe for
state control. She wanted to get out of this trap, but was scared
of the process that would enable her to open the door. Her letter,
therefore, demanded a reply, a reply to give her courage. I saw her
as a woman, and I was glad that I did. I acknowledged her as one
of the loveliest and gentlest women I'd known. Should I apologize
for giving credit, where credit is due?

  I thought for a moment that I should call Ross on the
phone for advice. An hour later I did. I called that very same
evening.

  Ross listened patiently on the phone, then quoted a scrip-
ture. "Stand fast therefore, having your loins gird about with truth,
and having on the breast-plate of righteousness..."

  Some help that was!
  Or was it?
  The loins, sexuality, gird about with truth? That was ac-

knowledgment! Wasn't it? Our sexuality needs to be acknowledged
as a part of the intricate perfection of our human nature as the
most generous gift to us from the Universe. Should our sexuality be
a violation of an otherwise perfect design? Should our humanity
impel a violation of itself in the flow of love? It didn't seem logical
that it would do that. And yet it had become seen as that, which
meant that it wasn't seen for what it is. It had become a barrier!
Was the barrier a denial of some fundamental aspect of Truth? Was
she like the circumcised, who had cut of a portion of their human-
ity that they couldn't deal with, or weren't allowed to? Did the
infinite design of the Universe require a modification to correct a
mistake? The answer was obvious. The tragedy lies in denial, and
denial, and denial, where instead we should live in infinite embrace.
From this embrace flows the intimacy that seems so scary, with
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sovereignty flowing from it that seemed so lacking in the land of
Russia, and universal love being the outcome that no one even dared
to imagine as being viable, as it was deemed akin to treason, a
poison! How could something that binds all humanity across borders,
and status, and religion, be a poison by Intention?
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Chapter 15 - Love Letters

  I decided that I should write an extensive letter, since
speaking with each other had become too difficult. I felt that a
simple letter would no longer be sufficient. A renaissance in our
relationship was needed. Anton's note did not reflect the freedom of
a renaissance in thinking, or did even come close to the freedom
of our sharing that had characterized our first night at the restaurant
on top of the tower. Her brief letter seemed dictated by a fear that
seemed to have clung to her for her whole life. Ushi's remark came
to mind about the man who came to the priest to offer his gifts,
but was turned away with the demand that he first resolve whatever
conflict he had with his brother, and then come to offer his gifts
at the altar of God. I was this man. Ushi had figured me correctly.
I owned a debt to Anton. I had increased her fear. I had messed
up her life more than it had been to begin with, and done so in
an effort to help her.

  Oh, but how is one to write a letter of apology, that is at
the same time an acknowledgment of something great, and good, and
lovely, that dissolves the deep, fear-imposed isolation that she found
herself in? Maybe if my letter presented my most daring declaration
of an appreciation for what I felt should not be concealed, of
aspects of our relationship that were founded in Truth, maybe then
the acknowledgement of it would carry the day. Could she fault me
for that? Could she fault me for confessing that I perceived her as
a beautiful sexual human person, a woman clothed with the sun?

  The word 'barrier' came to mind. Sex as a barrier! The
word, barrier, had a familiar ring to it. A sound barrier had once
been envisioned that supposedly made supersonic flight impossible.
But the perceived sound barrier was soon broken in the minds of
a few scientists, who corrected their approach to airflow dynamics.
It was recognized that new physical principles come into play when
the flight of an object exceeds the speed of the pressure-wave
propagation in the fluid of air, which determines the speed of sound.
The discovery of this higher-level principle, which cannot be ob-
served in 'slow' flight, had improved the scientists' understanding of
flight dynamics. By the resulting improved perception the sound
barrier, was reduced to nothing more than just an engineering chal-
lenge. Eventually, the challenge was overcome with the appropriate
effort to the point that nobody talks about a sound barrier any
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longer. Hypersonic aircraft have since then been flown with air-
breathing engine that exceed ten times the speed of sound. And so
aircraft engineers were able to develop designs that were once deemed
totally impossible according to the nature of fundamental physics.
But this was then. It had been discovered since then that it hadn't
been the Universe, that had stood in the way of breaking the sound
barrier, but the prevailing narrow perception that had provided a
false concept of the laws of the Universe.

  I said to myself that the sex barrier might yet be resolved
in the same manner. Mankind shouldn't be sexually divided and
isolated into separate camps. The Principle of Universal Love offered
us a way out of this trap, so why shouldn't we develop it. Why
should we shy away from a possible breakthrough into a brighter
world, since the principles for it had already been discovered and
proven in numerous ways? But is this really possible to do in the
world so heavily loaded with traditions, myths, and small-minded
thinking? Is it achievable to develop the breakthrough technology at
the present time, though the principles have been discovered that
would enable it? Are we capable to apply them, or should this
leading edge challenge remain unaddressed, and be left for distant
ages to be sorted out, when mankind has become more mature?
Anton's note almost suggested that. On the other had this hadn't
been the way the sound barrier had been resolved. Indeed, why
should the scientists have left this challenge up to future ages to
solve, when the principles had already been discovered? Shouldn't I
therefore address the sex barrier with the same readiness and tackle
the challenge now, for which the Principle of Universal Love had
already been put on the table?

  The principle for meeting the challenge had been proven in
part during every period of a renaissance where it had dissolved
many forms of division and isolation, which then suddenly no longer
seemed valid. And more than that, the light of the Principle of
Universal Love was needed in our present world desperately, that
had become dark. We had created a vast stage of conflicts where
a future society might not be able to exist without that principle
unfolding in the present, and from the deepest levels. We no longer
had the luxury to leave the breakthrough work to future generations
that might not exist if we fail today, if in indeed we had that
luxury in the past to leave for the future what should be accom-
plished in the present, whereby the critical work wasn't done. The
Whore of Babylon hadn't been defeated for 4000 years, possibly for
this reason, and so it had gained evermore control to the point that
we now find ourselves standing on a pile of 65,000 atom bombs,
blabbering ever louder about preemptive nuclear strikes, whatever
that might mean. Nor were we any closer in our private relation-
ships to one-another as human beings, than we had been when the
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whorish nightmare began.
  In this respect the unresolved divisions that were dividing

humanity, had become a potential tragedy of unimaginable propor-
tion. We had entered a boundary zone in which emergency responses
are now required for our very survival, engaging in daring acts that
offer the slightest hope to get ourselves out of our mess of uni-
versal division, isolation, threats, and quests for tyranny. On the
other hand, do we have the strength to break the deadlock that we
have patiently allowed to build up in the deepest realm, deeper
than the nuclear threats, in the realm of sex and the Principle of
Universal Love? And if we break the deadlock there, will all the
other divisions be resolved in the same process of an inner revo-
lution, which have been built up behind this one core-division that
has isolated the whole of humanity? The questions kept piling up
in my thoughts without answers in sight.

  I decided to write Anton a letter presenting all of this,
since her hole life had become of a fiercely guarded self-isolation
based on this one unresolved core-division, a festering scene of a
sickness which I had stepped into, and had made worse for her. I
felt that I owed her at the very least, the effort to repair the
damage that I had inflicted on her life, as I had dragged sex, and
her fear of it, into the foreground. For this, I felt, I had to confront
my own failure in my search for whatever it was that pulled us
apart. With time now fast running out, the task before me was
rapidly becoming an emergency project. The impasse had to be
explored with the most advanced scientific method of reasoning that
I could muster. It seemed wrong to simply close the door and run
away. But how was I to confront such a deep issue, and to do it
right after having blundered so badly? I faced a frontier that I had
not crossed into before, or had even considered that it should be
ventured into.

  Perhaps an apology would open the door for what I needed
to say.

  I put my pen to the paper. "An Apology," I wrote in big
letters across the top of the page and underlined it.

  But what should I apologize for? The Tara story? Yes, perhaps
the way I had told her that story was wrong. I had told it incor-
rectly in that I hadn't put the focus on sex that had been at the
center of it, though I had been proud at the time of the fact that
the entire Tara affair had involved not a single direct sexual contact,
and that it was nevertheless beautiful, full, and sexually exciting,
perhaps even more so for the reason that no physical sexual contact
had taken place. Had this apparent focusing away from sex been
wrong? Ushi might have said that this approach had been dishonest.
Obviously she would have been right. The focus that I had chosen
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for telling the story had been wrong. And so, I hadn't achieved
anything with it, but had made matters worse. Sure, there had been
no sexual contact with Tara, or any coercion towards it, but in-
wardly it was all sexual. And so I asked myself if I should have
daringly focused on sex with Tara, which had been missing at the
time, and should have drawn Anton into this question. Had this
unresolved omission with Tara now contributed to Anton's barrier?
Had I come to the same barrier now with Anton, that I had failed
to bridge with Tara, so that Anton couldn't respond to it either, and
now found herself struggling against it to the point that speaking
with one-another became difficult. My pushing against this barrier
suddenly seemed dishonest, though it hadn't been with the intent to
deceive. The dishonesty had been with myself. It came to light by
me telling myself that sex wasn't important, because it was some-
thing that was far too difficult to deal with, which now caused her
to retreat from me further into her already deep self-isolation?

  Oh, if I only knew what the next step had to be! Had she
implied that sex, this deep part of our identity, was a mistake of
creation, and that the acknowledgment of this mistake of the Uni-
verse had to be avoided at all cost for the sake of civility? Or was
the perceived barrier based on nothing more than a mythology that
supported the convention of the world that had isolated humanity
from one-another for centuries upon centuries and apparently mostly
for imperial objectives. This meant that sex wasn't the real issue at
all, but had simply been drawn into it as something powerful in the
fabric of society that could be easily exploited or disabled for
promoting slavery as the Pharaoh's had done? Maybe it was this
intentionally built-up age-old mythology that kept her now spell-
bound with fear and impotence.

  With all this in mind I felt that our association might yet
be rescued, if it could be rescued from the grasp of this old
mythology, and from the grasp of the resulting conventions and the
built-up hypocrisies. We had shared so much in the short time that
we have had that it seemed an act of utter folly to let those riches
go, and to close the door between us over this one little thing that
had remained unresolved. The precious hours we had together in the
restaurant high up on the tower, seemed like a treasure now, a
treasure among treasures, and so were all the other times we had
been together, even those when we just met for ordinary occasions.

  I remembered the sweetness with which she had rushed to
the aid of an old woman that had difficulty getting her shopping
bags onto the bus. Anton had left our group standing on the sidewalk
in the middle of a tour, and ran across the street to give the old
mamushka a hand. I rushed after her to help, but came to late.
When she returned, her face shone more than ever. That's how we
sometimes met in the most 'intimate' fashion. There was something
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about her that was intoxicatingly human in the dry desert that the
world had become, something that was refreshingly rich that I sim-
ply couldn't afford to lose sight of, something precious that she
wasn't even aware of herself, apparently. She was in love with her
humanity, even while she resisted it at the same time. She had
become a walking paradox the more this resistance came to light.
The sexual dimension seemed to be tangled up with all that and it
now became intertwined with the dimension of our loving that was
new, and had tittle time to unfold.

  I pondered. The thought came that if I pretended that the
sex barrier did not exist, the denial might help to break her fear
of it? Except, to pretend this, meant pretending that she isn't a
woman. That sort of approach was obviously an unworkable plan,
since it was evidently her lovely female nature, that in part made
her so precious to me as a person. I realized that escaping from this
reality wasn't the answer. Indeed, the refusal to escape from our
problems had been the platform on which supersonic flight had
become possible. Her uniqueness had to be acknowledged, even if
this brought us to a barrier. The supersonic shock waves and vor-
tices had all been acknowledged by the aeronautical engineers, for
the unique phenomena that they were in the boundary zone of
entering supersonic flight. The unique features and challenges of that
leading-edge reality had to be acknowledged, and they were acknowl-
edged, by which they weren't a barrier anymore, but merely an
engineering challenge from this point on. The truth is the truth! I
couldn't afford not to acknowledge this in my relationship with
Anton.

  As I pondered this complex idea, that became suddenly
simple, I felt as though I should pick up the phone and say to
Anton; when I appreciate you as a woman, instead of merely as a
person, I am beginning to appreciate the truth of our humanity's
infinite individuality, which is richly reflected in womanhood and
manhood.

  I felt daring all of a sudden. I felt this daring departure
from the conventional perception may seem slight, but in real terms
it is huge, it is monumental, enormous, it is the difference between
hypocritically imagining barriers, in contrast with allowing unity to
unfold. I put my hand on the phone, but as I did I also felt that
she would immediately hang up the phone, and not understand a
word of what I would have said. Then I might have called her again
and explained the mystery with another mystery, why everything
that is dear to us is reversed; why apparent unselfishness is true
selfishness, and apparent selfishness is self-annihilation. But I also felt
she would hang up this time, too, and not understand. Then I
thought that I would dial her up a third time, and repeat to her,
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that uplifting one's neighbor, embracing the infinite individuality of
our humanity, embraces the oneness of all being and the oneness of
oneself that builds strength, raises health, assures liberty, and en-
riches the standard of living. But again I felt she would hang up
this time, too, and not understand.

  Of course I also realized that she would have to hang up
the phone even if she would understand some of it. The entire
system of her country was built on hierarchical separation. Her entire
country was built on barriers, on marriage fragmentation that had
bound her to a system of society that assures its collective decay,
fragmenting her very soul by breaking apart what is precious in
humanity.

  Since I couldn't phone, I started to write the letter, finally.
I knew that I had to say everything of what needed to be said,
even if this meant not writing one word about it, but gently setting
up a stage that she could step onto by her own inner resources. Oh,
what an infinite task this appeared to be!

  The letter was finished at 4 AM. Torn up pages littered the
floor. It was a letter that had to be on her desk in the morning.
I couldn't take the chance that she might not open her mail until
after the conference ended, and we were gone. This was our second
last day. Also I wanted to see her face when she opened it. In
order to accomplish this I had to convince the hotel captain to
unlock the meeting hall for me at four in the morning, which
required a lot of tall explaining. Still, the captain kindly consented.

  Anton glanced at me shyly as she opened the letter. She
glanced at it for a moment and folded it up again quickly and left
her place on the panel. There was no smile on her face visible, but
a trace of agony. God, what had I done! She looked not towards
me, but down to the ground. The thought came that I should have
left this entire issue remain untouched. But it was too late now for
second thoughts. The damage was done. Had I dug for myself a still
deeper hole, and for her?

  I watched for her return all through the morning. She never
came back. Her place at the panel remained empty all day. She
might have taken the letter to her room, I thought, and was think-
ing about it. But for how long? I waited in vain. Obviously I had
hurt her even more now?

  "I agree with you," I had written on one of the many pages.
"Certainly, it takes time to build friendships. By all accounts this is
true! Indeed, Rome wasn't built in a day, and maybe our loving

Chapter 15 - Love Letters



490

can't be either. On the other hand, if we are truly in Love with
ourselves as human beings, then a basis for loving already exist from
which to link across what divides us - in other words, very little
needs to be built."

  I assured Anton in the letter that the remaining few links
could be built effortlessly and with joy. "Why should we have failed
in this so deeply that talking to one another has now become
dificult?" I wrote. "I had recognized your deep self-loving of your
humanity that I had fallen in Love with for the light that shines
from it.

  "People say that selfishness is a terrible trait of character,"
I wrote, "and this it is. But self-loving is something different, though
we rarely ponder what principle makes our self-loving the opposite
of selfishness? Should it not be possible, Anton, to fall in Love with
who and what we are as the tallest expression of life in the Universe?
That's something to celebrate and to enrich each other with, isn't
it? Indeed, this is what we would do if those countless imposed
barriers that we have created, would not exist, which now impede
our loving. We should certainly be capable of falling in Love with
ourselves as the tallest expression of life in the Universe that we
know of. That, of course, includes all aspects of our humanity,
including sex. Animals aren't capable of escaping their limited world
of instincts and responses built up over millennia. They remain forever
limited by the circumference of their built-in limits in perception.
But we aren't confined that way. We are scientifically intelligent and
spiritually sentient beings. We are free to let our loving soar beyond
those limits. We can create for ourselves freedoms that normally do
not exist. These freedoms are founded on principles that elevate our
existence to a higher level. If I have failed in reaching this high
plateau where greater freedoms unfold for us all, please accept my
apology. Evidently I have failed. I must conclude therefore that my
self-loving has not been tall enough in meeting you, by reaching
above the crude basis of the world, so that we would uplift each
other further into the sphere of the 'stars,' as we should have been
able to do. For my shortcomings in this, I apologize. Still, Anton,
I had to try. You appeared too precious to me to keep my eyes
and heart and soul and loving closed. We have lived in the dark
world of closed-in living for far too long. We've become committed
to darkness. We worship darkness. And so the darkness has become
a night that is now exploited by thieves. That is where rape begins.
I had hoped we could meet in the day-light where rape cannot
happen and that by meeting there we would set an example for
ourselves of how the world might be healed. We have both come
to the conference with a commitment to find ways for healing the
world. That is what the conference was called for, wasn't it? There
is too much darkness in the world, of which the world needs to
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be healed. There is too much rape, and the world is dying in the
flow of it, and we along with it. Mankind is being raped to death
and the scene is getting worse, not better.

  "Did you know that there are now a billion people locked
into chronic starvation in the world? How many are already dying
of this starvation? That's the face of monstrous raping. There was
a time when many countries were self-sufficient in food. The world
was happier then. That's when the master's of empire stepped onto
the scene and said you have no right to live like that. You have
to open yourselves up to the globalized world of empire, and sell
your food on the world market, and then buy back from the market
what you require. They said, that in this way all the world shares
equally. They called this process 'free trade' and they still do. They
demanded free trade from every country on the planet. But there is
nothing free about it. The nations are forced to comply. They realize
that the imperial world market is a trap, a platform for rape, but
they cannot escape it. Does this sound familiar? They put their food
onto the world market. In real terms this means that they sell it
under contract to the financial speculators of empire, typically be-
fore the food is even grown. Then they are forced to buy other
people's food while the masters of empire reap profits in either
direction from food being shipped all over the world. With that
they control the flow and the prices to impose hunger and starva-
tion. That is how empire rules.

  "This grand rape that no one can escape, is a trap for the
genocidal depopulation of the planet. As soon as the nations of the
world were caught in the free-trade trap that was forced on them,
the speculators jacked up the prices to whatever amounts they were
able to gouge out of the pockets of an increasingly hungry world.
Under this forced system the nations are selling their food for cheap
and are buying food back from the market at ever-higher prices,
while the masters of empire are screaming their heads off crying
'protectionism' if any nation aims to become self-sufficient in food
production. Does this sound familiar? You were forced to submit to
rape for your family to stay alive. How long do we wait until we
begin to develop a sense of Love in the world to prevent this? In
order to be able to survive in this trap many poor countries have
already scrapped their indigenous agriculture and converted their fields
to growing high-value produce for export to the rich countries, in
order that they could afford to import the basic items they needed
for survival. The whole of mankind is fast becoming a zoo of slaves
to the empire. That is what the empire with its lying tongue calls
a level platform, Anton. But it isn't level at all. Empire is a ver-
tically dominated system for the enforcement of rape. The nations
are forced to sell cheap under contract and then import at inflated
prices. Free trade is a system of rape under contract, and the contracts
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are written in such a way that the nations are not allowed to
defend themselves against the rape. Nor is the loot that the 'market'
bleeds out of the ever-widening food-trade price-gap, being plowed
back into agriculture in the form of capital investments as for water
development, irrigation systems, farm equipment, fertilizers, seed
improvement. No, this isn't happening. Did any rapist ever put one
iota of good onto the table that improves the life of its victim?
This doesn't happen. I bet this didn't happen in your family either.
I bet your uncles contributions were barely sufficient to keep you
out of starvation, but miles away from making your life richer and
brighter with their blessing. This expression of universal Love doesn't
happen in free trade either. That's because the game is intentionally
pure rape. It is the game of the night, and it is killing the world.
This rape-genocide is the real policy of intention of empire. The
empire is crying that it wants the world population reduced to less
than a billion. The masters of empire therefore intend to rape the
world to death. And they are already doing it. They do it financially
too. They force the nations to open their financial markets to the
empire's dirty money, which then floods in and buys up everything
in sight at auction prices, by which industries become destroyed. By
the time the nations realize what has happened to them, they are
owned by the empire and have become slaves in their own house
that they no longer own either. In this world of universal raping
there is no industrial development possible. Thus the nations become
poorer, and my dear, poverty kills.

  "Deindustrialization is a rampant killer, too. This is the fate
of mankind when rape is on the table. Many times more people
have already died the free-trade imposed death-by-starvation, even
while the free-trade process isn't officially implemented yet, than
have died in Hitler's holocaust of death-by-the-sword. In the unfold-
ing march of this process, countless millions of people are added
each year to the prisons of hunger, and social turmoil, and increased
poverty. Some call the impact a side effect of speculation on food
and oil prices, and so on, while in real terms the effect is by
intention. On the surface the impact appears to be the result of the
failure of the State to exert control over the financial operations
and transactions within it, but in real terms, this failure of the State
is imposed by the force of coercion. This tragedy is possible in the
shadow of the widening absence of the principle of Love becoming
apparent in any direction. What we still call civilization is fast
becoming a wasteland that few even notice. The concept of trading
between partners for their mutual benefit, is so far distant now that
it is not even on the horizon anymore. This is how far away we
have drifted from the rational world. On the global scene the world
is fast becoming a casino, where the principle of economics has been
replaced with insanity. People are selling products now that they
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don't have, and buy products they don't expect to receive, which
exist only on paper and are sold and resold, with floods of profit
leaking out of this insanity of trading intangible objects, called assets.
And since the profits from trading essentially nothing don't come
from nothing, they are being leached out of the living of society -
and this rape is getting bigger and bigger. With no physical factors
remaining in the game, the entire monetarist game is exploding into
a monster that is threatening to destroy all the currencies in the
world. The collapse of the currencies is collapsing physical trade and
national economies, especially agriculture, by making seeds increas-
ingly unavailable for planting, so that the entire world is careening
towards an unprecedented collapse into a new Dark Age of death
by starvation and death by diseases. That's what a world without
Love being expressed looks like. That is the future we are all
heading for. I am trying to head off this collapse, by setting a
counter course, a course the world has refused until now, which is
also a course that is not easy to follow. Nevertheless, I have com-
mitted my life to counter the current course of insanity, and to
counter it with exploring what we can do to rediscover the Prin-
ciple of Universal Love, which alone seems to offer any hope. Maybe
I am stumbling while surging ahead faster than I can walk, or have
learned to run. I admit that I am not a genius, but I am fighting,
and I am fighting for your life too, that is in danger just as is the
life of us all, if this fight is not being won in the years to come.

  My point is that insanity doesn't have to play itself out to
the bitter end before the world can change. There is a principle
that can help us right now to overturn the insanity that already
threatens the entire world. This principle is the Principle of the
Advantage of the Other, the great principle of the Peace of Westphalia
of 1648, that freed mankind from the shackles of over hundred years
of war that included at least eighty years of killing. The Principle
of the Advantage of the Other, is the principle of fair trade, the
principle of fair relationships. On the platform of this principle we
say to one-another, what can we offer each other that is of each
other's advantage? What makes us all richer and freer in the process
of reaching out to each other? What enables us all to live with
more dignity, sovereignty, and respect that becomes an expression of
universal Love? This is the principle that builds lateral relationships.
Fair trade is a lateral process. Free trade is a vertical process, a
contract for the freedom to rape. I was hoping to be able to take
you back to 1648, and build a lateral relationship that ends your
war with yourself, and stills your fear of being raped again in the
slightest way. I was hoping to build a platform that would enable
us to come together on the Principle of the Advantage of the Other,
and develop an intimacy that would bring out the riches of our
humanity that we have so profoundly to offer to one another.
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Obviously I have failed. Obviously I have aimed for a goal that
cannot be reached in the short time that we have had here within
the timeframe of the conference. On the other hand, the movement
of thought is not encumbered with the inertia of mass, such as that
which hinders our movement in the physical world. Thought is free
from the encumberment of inertia. It should be able to soar with
lightning speed to wherever we want to be when the scientific
platform is understood. Unfortunately we all carry too much heavy
baggage in our thoughts that keeps us from moving as we would.
We have only been able to take a few tiny steps together in the
world of intimacy, because of that baggage. However, even those
tiny steps were evidently profound enough, so that I must now sit
down in an effort to heal whatever injuries I might have caused to
your sovereignty, by coming into your life like a bull in a china-
shop. Perhaps I had been looking for something that doesn't yet
exist, or is not possible to build at this time. Though I had to try.
The consequences of not trying, are infinitely worse. They might be
so enormous, that the very survival of the world pivots on this fight
for a wider loving.

  "If I have hurt you with my folly, please forgive me, and
then forgive me also for loving you with a love that demanded me
to reach for the sky. We had dined high up in the sky once, even
thrice, where we met before the baggage became too heavy again.
Please forgive me now for not having been able to raise my loving
high enough, to such height where no baggage is ever taken. It was
a calculated risk that I took, with a tall goal, driven by what I
thought were justified hopes. And to be honest, it was scary for me
too to take that risk, though I was impelled by something that
promised to be far greater than the measures of fear could hold
back. The moment when I saw you I fell in Love with you. Falling
in Love with you was so easy and so natural. That is the truth. And
even then it took a lot of prodding myself to muster the courage
to ask you for a dinner date. You can't imagine how scared I was
in asking. The barrier that held me back almost succeeded. It was
fear. Maybe I sensed that I was reaching too high. How many
countries today wished they have had the courage to reach higher
than they did and claim their freedom to build a brighter world for
themselves, before the trap was sprung on them? I think fear is the
betrayer of us. 'Fear is the mind killer,' wrote Frank Herbert in his
Dune trilogy. When I was scared of asking you for a dinner date
I was pushing against a whole world of this betraying madness. I can
see this now. Luckily I succeeded in my pushing back the barriers.
And maybe I was also afraid of not being able to measure up to
you, of not being found worthy of your company. To be honest, sex
was also a barrier. If you had been a man sitting on the panel, the
invitation would have been extended with ease. But with the sex-
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barrier added, what should have been easy could not be accom-
plished without a great battle. As it was it took four failed attempts
and one final daring victory over my shy little self to get those few
words out to invite you for dinner. And even then I stammered like
a little child in a state of emotional confusion. All my prepared
speeches didn't seem good enough, Anton, thus they were left
unuttered. Forgive me therefore also for not offering you a kiss as
a greeting when we finally came together at the restaurant a thou-
sand feet above the city of Moscow. I was too scared to even think
of a kiss. It seemed I was a thousand feet above the plain of
convention, too scared for just being there with you as a married
man in a setting that defied all the rules. Would I dishonor you?
I had to be cautious. A kiss would have seemed too daring, too
bold, and of course also too honest. That's the paradox of conven-
tion, isn't it? We are too scared of the truth, especially we men are.
We can be such cowards when we face the unfamiliar."

  "The world of us men is not as free flowing as you might
think," I wrote on. "It is a maze of barriers built up over millennia.
Some are not that easily pushed aside. You might have sensed that.
Perhaps that is why I couldn't talk with you in the restaurant about
the sensitive issues, and resorted to politics. How stupid I was! It
was our loving that brought us together, our being in Love with the
humanity that we are a part of. This should have been the center,
not politics. We should have been talking about Love, even about
sex that creates those many barriers against the flow of Love. Some
of the barriers of course are reflected in politics. I managed to avoid
even those. You were more daring in that respect than I was. You
brought the subject of sex up several times, but I was too stupid
to respond intelligently, perhaps out of fear that I might offend you
in doing this. Still, I knew I had to open the door wider to the
subject of us living in Love, because it has become evermore ob-
vious that we can't solve the political problems of our world, without
raising the platform of our loving to higher levels, and that includes
all aspects, even the difficult ones. Stupid as I was I didn't dare
touch that core issue. As you might remember, all that I was able
to do, was to let the politics flow and bring our loving into it
superficially. But then, how could I have avoided that? You were so
proud of your Thousand Year Anniversary Celebration of the Chris-
tianization of Russia. You were so proud of your country that I fell
in Love with you all over again, just for your pride over that
'achievement' as you called it. I had hoped that my outreach from
a platform of Love, meeting you half way, would inspire the original
Christian dimension of society's self-loving that literally forces people
to be in Love with one-another. After all, if we can't be in Love
with ourselves, how can we love God as the First Commandment
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of Moses demands, the God that is reflected in us as in all human-
ity? Christ Jesus called the recognition of this principle 'the Great
Commandment,' namely to be in Love with our humanity in which
God is reflected. In fact, Christ Jesus called this the "greatest com-
mandment," and he said that the Second Commandment is identical,
which is to love one-another out of the riches of that Love - Love
being reflected in love. Christ Jesus said in essence that humanity's
recognition of these two universal principles is the root of civiliza-
tion. I was hoping, Anton, that during our dinner high up on the
tower, this great foundation in Love would somehow unfold for us,
even while I was scared to speak of it, except on the theoretical
level and in the political context.

  "Miraculously, we actually nearly succeeded in touching that
base. Can you remember those bright moments when we touched
one-another in thought in a beautiful way? I felt something won-
derful happening. I felt a sharing unfolding on a level that mere
friendship couldn't equal. This may be the reason why it takes time
to build friendships, because mere friendships are not intended to
stand on the tall platform of universal principles. They don't spring
from Love's own substance. Mere friendships need to be laboriously
built, and are usually being build on a level that is riddled with
barriers. Also it takes time to construct those molds for one-another,
that we call friendships, and time to oblige one-another to fit into
these molds. But that's not the way it was with us that day. We
were reaching up to higher ground, above that which friendships are
placed on in a landscape that is littered with iron-cast molds and
obligations. We were reaching for the high ground where we might
touch the hem of Truth.

  "I wasn't looking for friendship, Anton, not even intimate
friendship. I was looking for something more beautiful. I was looking
for Love to have a chance to unfold its wings. Of course I do not
wish to impose on your life. I had hoped to uplift it and leave it
a bit richer by our having met, even by the challenge that is
involved in exploring the Principle of Universal Love in real down
to earth living, with sex included if it became appropriate. I had
hoped to open a door for you that no one had opened before that
leads to the Principle of Universal Love, that is forbidden in the
imperial world in which we both live at the present time. I cer-
tainly hadn't intended to impose obligations of friendship on you. To
do so would have been like dancing around the real issue. I'm sure
you have already far too many friendship obligations attached to
your life. That is why I chose to focus on universal Love, which
unfolds with no trails of obligations in its wake. And so, while I
had no design for interfering with your life, I had hoped so much
that those precious moments that we had shared against all odds
could continue and grow and become more intimate with fewer
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barriers and less isolation. Sex has the potential to take away bar-
riers between people and dissolve isolation. What we had shared was
something rich, something complete, something that neither of us
had built, something that I will likely cherish for a long time to
come, even if it was tarnished by the world's challenges imposed by
small-minded perceptions and illusions.

  "Yes, I have focused on sex strongly. But I did this honestly
and also intentionally. The intimacy of sexual sharing has been under
attack ever since the imperial project for cultural freedom was
launched in 1951 that promotes 'freedom' from culture. The imperial
fondi are clever in that respect. They know that they have to break
down the intimacy of sexual sharing if they want to build a world
in which people no longer deeply care for one-another. Even the
Pharaohs of ancient Egypt had understood this deep connection, and
had therefore 'blinded' their slaves sexually with the circumcisions,
male and female, in order to turn them into 'better' slaves.

  Today's masters of empire know full well that they need the
same kind of deeply isolated society again, spread right across the
world, so that they can loot and rape that nations with impunity,
and turn them into slaves, imprison their patriots, inflict torture and
genocide in an environment of terror, and get away with it all as
nobody will block them. To enable this project, the project of the
modern Pharaohs, the CIA had launched the 'Congress for Cultural
Freedom' in 1951 that promotes freedom from culture, since culture
is freedom. This thinly veiled project by the CIA was designed as
a hidden kind of warfare to debase culture all around the world,
in order to make the nations more open to imperial domination.
One of the side effects was that it also took down some religious
barriers that had inhibited sexual intimacies in society and brought
an air of freedom to it. In the shadow of this liberalization, at
Christmas time in 1953, Hugh Hefner began marketing his Playboy
magazine with an explicit focus on liberalized sex. The business
apparently became a roaring success. The success wouldn't have been
possible if there hadn't been a need for something in that direction.
It appears that a need for sexual intimacies is built into the human
fabric. I don't know if Hefner's magazine fulfilled the need, but
evidently people responded to the offer. Even kids responded to it.
A friend who was a schoolteacher of one of the primary classes had
taken her class to the local library one day. Some of the boys had
discovered the magazine section and the playboy section with in it.
When the teacher asked the class the next day about their expe-
riences at the library, one of the boys stood up with a great big
smile waving his arms about excitedly, saying, 'oh boy, Miss Lisa
you should have seen those pictures...' The response evidently hadn't
been the result of an imposed conditioning. The boy probably had
never seen anything like it, so that he responded naturally to some-
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thing that was rooted within. It appears that society at large re-
sponded in a similar fashion. The opening up of the sexual scene
had liberalized sexual intimacies. Obviously this had the opposite
effect of what the pharaohs had intended. It had energized some-
thing in society. It had liberated not only the senses but also the
faculties and brought a greater excitement with living. Less than
eight years later President Kennedy announced the challenge to go
to the Moon. Less than seven years after that, America and all
mankind, really did set foot on the moon. To get there was an
immense scientific and technological achievement, on a scale that
boggles the mind, beset with challenges that almost defy the imagi-
nation. The achievement in turn opened new horizons. But more
amazing than this is the apparent connection between all these events,
which researchers will yet have to verify.

  "And there exists still another connection that is also worth
noting, because a thousand years earlier, in central India, a similar
thing appears to have happened. A renaissance of some kind appears
to have unfolded there. We are told that in the timeframe of roughly
a hundred years more than eighty great temples had been built
there, all made out of sandstone, some gigantic ones among them
that are still standing. They were all built in close proximity of
each other. It is hard to imagine even now what an amazing economy
must have stood behind the building of this vast complex of more
than eighty temples. And they weren't just plain stone structures.
They were richly decorated and featured a profusion of stone sculp-
tures of men and women. Some temples had hundreds of these
sculptures in them, and a portion of the sculptures were amazingly
erotic. I believe that twenty of the temples are still standing, and
those are said to be among the wonders of the world. This tells me
that we have another example here of a great humanist achievement
unfolding in the background to a widely open sexual scene in so-
ciety. The sexual sculptures are of scenes that were evidently taken
from real life, rather than fantasy, to judge by the quality of the
composition and the details in them.

  "And still, there exists one more connection that fits into
this framework. This one takes us in the opposite direction. The
masters of empire must have recognized the above connection be-
tween intimacy and achievement in civilization, because in less than
a decade after the manned moon landing had created a cultural
miracle that had uplifted the whole world with a bright sense of
optimism, AIDS was unleashed across the world. The target for
AIDS was sexual intimacy, and still is. Intimacy suddenly became a
deadly thing, a potential channel for transmitting a disease for which
no cure existed nor exists now. It created such a shock that the
old sexual isolation became renewed.

  "There is strong evidence cited that the AIDS insanity was
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not only authorized by the U.S. Congress, but was funded by it
with a 10-million dollar grant to develop precisely this kind of a
disease as a military warfare agent. Evidently, only a small additional
step was needed thereafter to deploy it for cultural warfare pur-
poses. AIDS appears to have been deliberately staged to isolate society
from one-another and thereby from its humanity. Considering the
deep links that exist between the rich economic developments that
have happened in the face of wide open sexual intimacies, it was
evidently not by accident that the AIDS virus was engineered to
specifically target sexual intimacy, by it being a sex-transmittable
disease. Two strains had been developed for the project. The first
strain was designed to primarily affect the homosexual elements of
society. This strain was unleashed against the homosexual community
in the USA. The second strain was introduced quite a few months
later into Africa, where the heterosexual society was the primary
target, thereby targeting the entire continent. Obviously AIDS didn't
come from Africa, then. The monkey story was a whitewash project.
Mankind has lived with the monkey in Africa for millions of years.
Why would this suddenly pose a danger, and why would the danger
erupt precisely timed with a political project for the massive popu-
lation reduction in Africa, as it is spelled out in America's NSSM200
policy, that you might be aware of. At the present time both strains
of AIDS are now spreading across the world as a terror disease,
which by their effect have severely narrowed the entire scene of
sexual intimacies.

  "The NSSM200 policy, that had at the time been hidden
under national security classification, literally justifies that a project
like AIDS be launched as a weapon for the specified depopulation
of Africa in order to conserve the continent's natural resources for
the imperial West. The objective was spelled out in 1974 as a U.S.
National Security objective. AIDS was probably secretly spread across
the targeted populations under this cover. While this may be so, the
underlying intention might have been more sinister still. AIDS is far
more destructive to civilization as an anti-sex weapon. However,
even as AIDS is having a huge debilitating impact as it is throttling
society's intimacy, it seems to have been considered a failure by the
masters of empire who have started a new program that promises
to be more 'effective.' The new program is to push the legalization
of narcotics onto society, primarily marijuana. As one who is fighting
the doping of society is saying, 'If you smoke marijuana, you disable
your banana.' It is actually amazing that in the shadow of this huge
assault on sexual intimacy, from the circumcision, to AIDS, to the
now increasing legalization of drugs, that there is still any social
intimacy left, which of course there might not be for long.

  "And so, things are much worse now. In the shadow of the
deepening isolation of society from its humanity, America has now
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hundreds of bio-labs engaged all across the country in developing the
most exotic biological warfare agents that anyone can imagine, for
which no cure will likely be possible, and which might be even
more debilitating and deadly than AIDS and the entire biological
assault on mankind combined. A similar program appears to be under
consideration in the dark world of the empire's food cartels. There
are rumors being heard about projects for the development of ge-
netically modified foods that 'enhance' impotence and cause hormone
responses that 'advance' infertility. It appears, with all this consid-
ered, that the greater insanity is just beginning to unfold. This insanity
has to stop, Anton.

  "So, I suggest to you, Anton, that we need to shut down
this deadly isolation of society from its humanity. We need to shut
down especially the sexual isolation that has already caused greater
damage to mankind than we dare to imagine. That is why I kept
bringing the subject of sex up so consistently, after you had opened
the door to it. It is an immensely critical issue. Luckily for us all
we haven't lost the battle yet, for the fact remains that pursuing
sexual intimacies causes wonderful happenings in the closeness of
intimate sharing, that are bringing to the social scene something
warm and enriching, something distinctly human and spiritual. And
why shouldn't it be that way? Sex is an aspect of our humanity that
enables us to exist. We are sexual beings by design. This fact renders
the sex process as an intricate part of an immensely intelligently
arranged wonder of complex harmonizing principles that are reflected
in the human birth process and what goes into it and follows after
it. We see the same kind of wonder in it that we see reflected
throughout the Universe. We should therefore celebrate sex as a part
of this larger wonder, and celebrate with it the infinite Intelligence
that is reflected in our being, just as it is reflected in the harmony
of the Universe from the smallest atom to the largest galaxy of
stars. Such a celebration, if we had been able to get it going, would
have been far more appropriate for celebration in a festival than the
1000-Year Celebration that marks Russia's history of subjecting itself
to Byzantine rape. I had hoped to inspire you to join me in a
worthy celebration, Anton. Of course, as I had said many times
already. Far more is at stake now than that. The vertical world is
a terribly scary world, intensely subjugated to violent rape, and with
infinitely more being set up to come on line.

  Here is what we face, not just you alone, but all of us. The
Soviet Union, together with China, is intensively agitated by agents
of empire to be collapsed from within. And it will be collapsed if
we fail to defend it. Instead of defending yourself, you celebrate the
very process by which the Soviet Union is already falling. If this
plays itself out the whole world will be in danger. The old imperial
dream of the World-State Empire that H. G. Wells had idealized in
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the late 1800s is already being dusted off and used as a model for
forging a European Wold State. This project is being set up as a
project to drive the rape of society deeper by forces of empire,
cutting to ever-deeper levels. The European World Empire is de-
signed to completely eliminate the principle of democracy, of sov-
ereignty, and of nationality. The talk is that slaves who are control-
led, need no democracy, have no sovereignty, and have no link left
to nationality. If the project is implemented as planned, it will
eradicate the very concept of a nation, and not just the institution
of the nation-state. It will eliminate national parliaments, giving way
to the World-State law, and with it, it will eliminate the very
notion of a people's self-government, which is to be replaced with
the cold hand of the bureaucratic force of governance by none-
elected corporations that own the various administrative districts that
the World State will then consist of. The project is designed to
dissolve a people's intimacy and national cultural identity as a sov-
ereign people. Without the underlying natural intimacy, there is no
foundation for sovereignty existing, and even less a foundation for
universal Love. This then will open the door to total rape and
enable the deep criminalization of society all the way down to the
most intimate level. That's the game that is now being set up. A
vast barrage of over 100,000 laws and regulations have already been
designed and stand ready to be imposed. Each of the laws comes
with penalties attached. Of course the sheer mass of these laws is
so huge that no one can even know them all, much less obey them
all, especially when many of them are intentionally contradictory.
Under this system every citizen becomes automatically a criminal by
design, and lives in constant fear of penalties with no recourse
existing for a defense against them. In this way the rape becomes
absolute. The policy of intention is to impose a modern Nazi style
wartime occupation of the continent of Europe, and after that the
world. It is a cleverly hidden scheme to get continental Europe
locked into a British imperial-occupation-style dictatorship. The center
of the empire, which is Britain itself, will of course remain outside
the World State to function as its overseer and taskmaster, gloating
over the prisoners in the World State that the empire would be
preying on merrily from without. That is how thieves pray upon
their suckers' plight from a safe 'diplomatic' distance. And that, my
dear, is how the World State structure is designed to operate. I have
seen a copy of the blueprint, Anton. Believe me, you don't want to
live in this kind of future. The design is to constantly escalate the
strangulation of society, such as under the cover of the supposed
imperative to prevent global warming. Though there is no truth to
it, the cover is intended to be used as a global force to extract
evermore loot from society through carbon taxes that tax the very
essentials for biological living, raping society ever-deeper, and de-
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stroying its industries, thereby forcing up evermore of the creeping
silent genocide. Of course the blueprint, when it becomes turned
into legal structures, becomes so convoluted with deceptive artistry
that it becomes essentially unreadable, so much so, that not even a
professor of law will be able to 'translate' it. The convoluted blue-
print then becomes another form of rape. It becomes a monument
to dishonesty, a rape on integrity and intelligence. And that is the
way the world is going. How else could the masters of empire get
the parliaments of nations to vote for their own dissolution, whereby
the nations become slaves to empire? All this may sound like fiction
to you, but this is deadly serious, because the intended World State
is also an open door to war as a means to enforce it. No doubt,
the laws have already been written that set the stage for this to
happen. Do I need to say more?

  "So tell me, Anton, what do we have in our grasp to prevent
this with? A wise lady wrote in 1875 in America, 'God is Love.
More that this we cannot have, higher we cannot look, father we
cannot go.' And I think she was right. The empire is not omnipo-
tent, but Love is. While the empire is reaching out to choke the
world, it is too blind the see the power of Love that appears like
a mouse but has the might of a giant, reflecting the omnipotence
of a God. And this power is ours to take hold of. On the surface
it appears that this is all that we have to work with to defend
ourselves against empire. In real terms we have a complete triad of
giants. One is our intimacy with one another as human beings. It
furnishes our coming together on a lateral basis where rape is not
possible. The second is sovereignty, which reflects our humanity that
is sovereign. The third is the underlying Spirit of it all, which is
Love. The American lady defined the triad of civilizations as, Soul,
Truth, and Love - Soul is reflected in intimacy, Truth in sovereignty,
and Love in loving universally. With them we find our healing. That
is the triad of power that is our defense. Our coming together in
the 'day'-light of love is a powerful starting point. It is enough all
by itself to transform the world if we are willing to move with it.
Sure, the principle of intimacy is a hard one right now, but it is
the key to the others and to the very heart of civilization. If we
don't value this principle profoundly, then the road begins to get
rough and leads to the World-State Empire, where people seek to
fill the resulting void with insanity heaped upon insanity. The empire
knows this. This is the reason why the principle of intimacy is so
intensively targeted by the World-State structure. Our intimacy with
one another is the most precious thing we have, Anton. It unfolds
the wide dimension of Soul. We should allow it to soar and expand.
Instead we force it to diminish. Nothing is more critical for our
survival than the intimacy of Soul, the sovereignty of Truth, and the
love of Love. And by the same token, nothing is more wonderful
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than being enveloped in Love that results from the principle of
lateral intimacy and sovereignty. Once the vertical orientation is laid
aside we tend to begin to no longer isolate us from our humanity
as we start to experience its essence. Then, of course, we are
immediately faced with the greater challenge to discover in us what
it means to live like a human being. This means that we live in
such a way that our short little living on this planet makes sense,
meaning that something came out of it that is enduring and uplifting
civilization. That is the test of living Love.

  In this regard, the pornography of hate and destruction that
the masters of empire now promote worldwide, is a poison and
another form of rape that seduces society to rape itself: to say to
itself, 'I live for my sensual pleasures that I must satisfy: so, to hell
with mankind!' People wallowing in wealth are seduced by this kind
of pornographic effect in the same sense. They become isolated from
their humanity in the same seductive process, opening the gates to
emptiness. However, as one becomes a human being in the course
of ones escape from self-isolation, one begins to realize, that one
individually, as does the whole of mankind collectively, bears a moral
responsibility to uplift civilization. And this brings us back to ex-
pressing Love, and the sovereignty of Truth in our sovereignty, and
above all the intimacy of Soul.

  "I hope that we will all realize soon that anything less is
self-denial. And so you find yourself confronted with the great
question that I keep posing to you, of what to do to uplift civi-
lization and create a renaissance. This means that you have to fight
for what supports civilization, and go beyond that fight to the joy
of loving. The underlying principle for this was discovered in the
mid-1600s for the Peace of Westphalia. Society discovered that it is
to its advantage to commit itself to promoting one-another's welfare,
instead of tearing one-another down. This tiny step towards love had
the power to change the world; and what came out of it still stands
as the foundation for civilization, though the ground beneath it is
now trembling.

  "This single profound step that had been taken back in the
mid 1600s was probably the first step of society discovering itself
in the lateral world. However, we are not in the 1600s anymore.
The challenges are different today. The challenges are vastly greater
in scope than merely stopping a war that had ground on for a
hundred years. Nevertheless the principle is the same. In today's
world the principle of promoting one-another's welfare, which means
uplifting civilization from the grassroots level up, requires large-scale
individual commitment, and scientific commitment, and technological
development, including large scale nuclear power development to
power our advancing civilization. These are all aspects of intimacy,
Anton. Society's commitment to this very basic principle is not a
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utopian dream, Anton, to be left for future ages to work out. In
fact, this is the minimal commitment necessary for mankind to survive
on this planet, especially with a population of six billion people,
going on to ten billion, with the start of the next Ice Ace cycle
on the horizon. In this you find your checkpoint, Anton, to test
yourself, to determine if you are on track to become a human
being. That is the test I give myself.

  "If I can say to myself honestly that I am committed to
fighting for large-scale nuclear power development, and so on, then
I am on track. You would be likewise on such a platform. Just look
what stands behind it. And if you look deeply enough you will find
intimacy at the core of it. Whoever opposes this development is not
a human being and has no commitment to becoming one, because
such a person would have no deep connection with the future
generation that depend on this technology in the coming Ice Age
world. Those who say no to that, are effectively committed to
become murderers of mankind by default in the already ongoing
unspeakable genocide by the forces of empire. Every step forward in
an advancing civilization requires increasingly larger energy resources
in the physical world, with ever-increasing energy density at the
point of generation, and it requires the same advances in 'density'
at the intimate level, even to the point that we can say to one-
another, as Jacob of old said to his brother, 'I have seen thy face
as though I had seen the face of God.' This is how we should stand
on the whole front, individually and economically. Isolated, we cannot
survive. Without intensive energy commitments we have no future.
We are way beyond the point where wood or coal energy would be
sufficient. We are even beyond the point where oil and gas energy
resources are sufficient to meet our needs. We are running an energy-
starved world already. Nuclear power for the interim, and the de-
velopment of the technologies for utilizing the galactic electric power
that surrounds our planet, are our only options for the future. If we
fail to develop these, our civilization will collapse in a chain-reac-
tion crisis and mankind will collapse with it through starvation-
imposed genocide. Of course, this is not an option that an alert
human being would choose. This means that nuclear power devel-
opment, and scientific and technological development, and the devel-
opment of intimacy at the very core, are our checkpoints on the
road of discovering ourselves as human beings. And those are only
the minimal checkpoints on this road towards ever greater develop-
ments.

  "Sometime in the future, in a hundred years, or fifty years,
the Earth will be hit with the long-foreseen start of the next Ice
Age cycle for which we must have the infrastructures ready and
operating to supply our food from indoor agriculture on a global
scale. If we don't commit ourselves to create that capability, 90%
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of mankind will likely perish rather quickly, once the transition
begins. As human beings we cannot let this happen. This means that
a dedicated active development towards this capability needs to begin
now, at every level from the most intimate to the majestic, because
it might take us all of those few years that we have still left to
achieve large-scale indoor agriculture powered by nuclear power, and
later by galactic electric power. In real terms we will likely need
this indoor food-production capability much sooner as our farming
capacity is rapidly becoming too small and too primitive. That's the
kind of challenges we face, Anton, if we are serous to become
human beings in deed and in Love.

  "The imperial environment of cultural and economic rape
urges us not to bother with the larger view. It takes us into the
opposite direction where nobody cares for anything except their own
pleasure and money they cannot use. The current world-financial
system of globalized looting falls into this category, as I said already.
It's a kind of rape that isolates people from their humanity. While
the present insanity is still called economics, it is rape. Even calling
it economics is an act of rape, because this scam perverts the very
thing that economics is. Is it any wonder then that in this environ-
ment one hears the chorus of the elite singing songs of getting back
to the simplicity of earthbound living, as in the distant past, when
as they say 'the Earth was greener and the sunshine brighter,' as it
had indeed been for the rapists in the golden age of feudalism and
slavery in which few people survived past 40 years of age? And so
the song proclaims that the Earth must not have more than a half
billion people living on it, which would have been the case if
everyone had died at an early age, having been worked to death.
That particular song of insanity is said to have been written into
the famous Georgia Guide-Stones. This song is a tale of an 'idyllic'
life in utter poverty, such as would be 'achieved' with the exter-
mination of 90% of the world's people. That's the 'pornography' of
the politically motivated madness that we now face all over the
world. The question therefore is: Will you lay yourself down to die?
Is this your commitment, Anton? Or will you rouse yourself to
become a human being that creates in its world, in cooperation with
all others, a grand future and a bright civilization? That's the chal-
lenge, Anton. That's the challenge that stood behind my challenge to
you on the night of our dancing, when I prompted you to invite
me to your garden.

  "I think that some day you will meet this challenge and it
will take you into the wonderland of becoming intensely a human
being. You will find then that science, technology, nuclear power,
and galactic power, are all aspects of the Principle of Universal
Love, and that every facet of it is a joy in itself as it unfolds
wonders you haven't yet dreamed of. Then you will find yourself
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elated for the privilege to be a part of it. That's when you will
really begin to live, Anton, and live with a passion.

  "Yes, I have exposed some of the ugliness of the dehuman-
izing scenes of the present world, a world that is almost universally
isolated from its humanity," I continued. "We spoke about these ugly
things during our political explorations, even some terribly painful
scenes that need to be dealt with, because they have become monsters
in the world for the lack of love in society for one-another as
human beings. However, I also focused on the great things, which
don't need to be built, but which we can use to build a richer and
brighter world on, for us all, so that the present dark ugliness can
no longer be found. I had hoped to awaken something in your life
that didn't need to be build; something that is; something that could
have unfolded right there and then, out of our loving, something
beautiful to serve as a light for the darker days. Love is that light,
and the Principle of Universal Love is the key to this light that we
should strife for, even if for nothing more than its own sake, because
it, all by itself, is as beautiful as the brightness of the Sun is. For
this sex must be included, and maybe perhaps it becomes a part of
that brightness when we experience it, because sex is already in-
cluded as an intimate part of our humanity. If sex had been un-
folding between us on the lateral platform of universal loving, it
would have been beautiful for its own sake. It would have been as
bright as any element of Love is. I should have been more insistent
perhaps, and bolder in inviting you to share my bed instead of
inviting you just to the dance floor to 'dance' around the issue, as
I had done so many times already. I should have opened the door
to the sexual intimacy as a lateral expression, in which we can be
secure, where love is bound to joy and is able to outshine all those
dark vertical experiences in which sex is being abused, as it had
been abused in your life and had caused you a great deal of pain.

  I started a new page, one of many as the letter was getting
longer.

  "Maybe I haven't failed," I wrote. "Had we not both been
as daring as pioneers in those few miraculous moments in which our
hearts met?" I continued on the new page. "Maybe we both had not
been daring enough to follow our own heart's lead. We had ac-
knowledged the seemingly impossible, and had allowed it to stand,
though we were afraid of the ultimate. We had touched on the
impossible in spite of the fact that there was no social convention
established to support it. The time, unfortunately, that we had was
far too brief. We had glimpsed a sense of glory in the direction that
we looked, but never entered the fabled world of Camelot that
could have become real! Of course our journey does not need to
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stop where we brought it to a halt. Why should our paths be
blocked with an end-point? Why should it not continue and our
loving stand once again for what it was from the beginning, and still
is, and then stand even taller when we meet again?"

  This was a daring letter, no doubt. But I had to be daring.
Time was running out for bridging the gap that had suddenly un-
folded between us.

  "Anton!" I wrote with a exclamation mark, "I had tried to
suggest a platform on which our association might continue forever.
I had told you about Tara hoping that you would protest if it
seemed impractical to love another person on a sexual basis without
physical sex. And you didn't protest. And so I had invited you to
step across the boundaries that normally isolate people, with the
assurance added that you would not be violated. I suppose you were
protesting against this shallow concept that offers few rewards if
any, when you suddenly stopped smiling at me and went out of
your way to stay out of mine. I had tried to ask you about it. I
feel terrible now, because it is agonizing to see you so glum.

  "Writing to you, thus becomes more than just a desperate
rescue effort. It becomes a necessity, because you are still precious
to me, even in this silent way. Oh, how beautifully human we tend
to be in times like these when we can't decide which way to turn.
If we were machines the decisions would have been simple. Ma-
chines can only answer yes or no. The resulting answer would have
been clear-cut and unmistakable. But as human beings we weigh a
multitude of factors, and the result may be a fifty-percent no, or
an eighty-percent yes. It becomes impossible then to put our an-
swers into words, especially when the motivating factors may not be
clearly established, and hope fades and becomes thin. That's when
we struggle in silence and suffer deep-seated hurts and untold ago-
nies. We humans are champions at this. We suffer for centuries if
need be, hoping that time will dissolve our impasses that we don't
seem to be able to face head on at the moment. But time never
does perform this miracle for us. We have been waiting for four
thousand years. Time doesn't elevate us. Only we can do this as we
struggle to be in Love with ourselves more fully, and with one-
another."

  "It wasn't easy to write this letter, Anton," I wrote on the
next page. That was true. It turned out that it was much harder
still at the end to deliver the letter. It became 'heavy.' Nevertheless,
the hard footsteps had to be taken. The value of the price justified
the effort.

  "Anton," I continued on this page that I inserted near the
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end. "Please forgive me for writing this agonizing letter. I had to
write it, because I felt I had to do something to stop the unfolding
of bad feelings between us before they would grow into something
still bigger. History tells us that such problems don't go away on
their own. If there is a paradox, we must resolve it. If there is a
pain, we must heal it. If we don't cure whatever must be cured,
it will linger forever. Believe me, when I had told you about Tara
I had hoped that it would preempt the fear that is often associated
with sexual loving. In my meeting Tara in Russia the exciting sexual
attraction that she had allowed to unfold, was graciously kept within
limits as if by an unspoken mutual agreement that the traditional
line drawn into the sand would not be crossed. Thereby the excite-
ment with sex was allowed to flourish, but never drift into physical
expression. I had hoped, Anton, that this story would overcome
whatever concerns you might have had about sex, so that I would
never have to say to you, or imply, that I don't recognize you as
a woman, and love you as a woman, even if there would be no
close sexual intimacies involved between us. I wanted to tell you
that I would always recognize and respect you as a beautiful and
precious woman, no matter what, just as I had recognized and
respected Tara in the same manner and for the same reason. I had
tried to be careful not to make the tragic mistake that a youth-
counselor made, which I knew, who had counseled a Negro girl. The
girl had been going through an identity crisis over the color of her
skin, and the way people reacted to it. The counselor, an elderly
woman and a friend of the girl, told the girl in the kindest manner
that she could manage, that she personally did not regard her as
being black at all, but regarded her as just another person like
everybody else. No doubt those words had been honestly spoken
from the heart. But can you imagine the girl's shock? This unfor-
tunate remark must have had the effect of pouring gasoline onto a
smoldering fire. Why couldn't the counselor have told the girl the
truth that she is a lovely, charming, and intelligent black girl, and
that being black is beautiful and that she loved her for that as well,
which she obviously did?

  "Why is it then, Anton, that we feel we have to hide the
truth to comply with popular opinion? What hypocrites we have
become? This is why I cannot allow myself any longer to downplay
the fact that you are a lovely, charming, wonderfully sexy, even awe
inspiring woman, Antonovna. Because that is what you truly are. I
am proud to know you for that. It is wonderful to be touched by
your lovely female nature, and I love you for it, because that is
what I love, and so I must acknowledge it, including the sexual
feelings that you inspire as an inherent part of the human dimension
that we all share. I hope that one day in the future we might get
together again, and stand on this platform of a profound aspect of
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Truth where we once daringly stood before doubt overcame us and
closed the door. I hope that we then joyously acknowledge an aspect
of ourselves that is worthy to be acknowledged rather than being
shunned.

  "Of course, Anton, I can see why this challenging platform
can lead to isolation. If sex becomes an instrument to satisfy another
person's unmet needs, then one becomes a slave to another person
who lives in poverty, steeped in the denial of his or her own riches,
whose self-development and self-loving is incomplete. You have
probably seen too much of this already. This kind of slavery is often
endured, sometimes with compassion, but it always remains slavery,
and slavery is not an element for enriching one-another. Incomplete-
ness causes isolation. Only when all the inner poverty has been
eradicated with a self-loving that acknowledges one as a sun to light
up the Universe, a light that we gladly share, will our self-isolation
end, yours and mine, and we can begin to enrich one-another's
existence with Love and joy, and the intimacy of Soul. Yes, I am
trapped into a form of self-isolation too, when the sexual issue
seems to be too complex and problematic, far more than it ought
to be. That too, is destined to end. Love is a lateral appreciation
that makes its own demands when it flows honestly. Unfortunately,
as you may have noticed, the Principle of Universal Love is still
new territory for me that is largely unfamiliar, though I wish it
wasn't. Forgive me therefore that I stumbled and fell, which I
probably did more than once."

  I looked at my letter, a pile of pages. I read it through
twice and asked myself: Is this enough?

  The answer came that I had to apologize further. I had to
apologize for a serious mistake that I had made that echoed the
mistake the counselor had made in responding to the black girl. The
added apology that grew out of that became the most daring part
of the letter. I realized that I could loose her completely if this
part was misunderstood, but I also realized that I might not reach
her in a healing manner without it.

  I began the apology on another fresh page. "Anton, in my
stupidity I had aimed to down-play all the sexual aspects that had
made you so precious to me," I wrote. "Please forgive the dishon-
esty. I had tried to put you at ease when I told you that the
crowning aspect of my experience with Tara had not been the kiss
with which it ended, but the smiles with which we faced one-
another, uttering those words that had no meaning in themselves.
This kiss in the end had been the only kiss we ever shared, Tara
and I. It should have been of equal value, or grater value than
everything else. But I denied it by convincing myself that the sexual
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dimension of our humanity isn't a valuable thing. I downplayed its
value to almost zero, to match the sexual 'poverty' that had marked
our days almost by a universal consensus. If I had been honest with
myself then, it wouldn't have been a small thing. The fact that the
whole of humanity is divided by sex and isolated by a vast sea of
barriers built around sex, proves that it isn't a small thing at all.
The fact is, my association with Tara shouldn't have been so poor
in sexual terms, even though I had felt greatly enriched by her
sexual charm. Perhaps, there was too much poverty in my heart and
in hers that prevented us from going further, and cross more of the
barriers. How wrong I had been therefore in my feelings towards her
in pushing a fundamental aspect of her identity into the background,
as if it wasn't important. I should have dreamed about her sex. The
kiss and the smiles should have never been weighed in the same
scale against each other. By negating the sharing of the deeper sexual
aspects, as if they were abnormal in their intimacy, I failed to allow
myself to fully acknowledge her as a woman, and myself as a sexual
being as we all are in truth. So, when I met you I felt that too
much would be lost if that happened again. I had stricken this
element of human loving out of my mind in regard to Tara, simply
because I couldn't see beyond the publicly accepted mythology, the
consensus that had turned sex into something shameful to be avoided
like a mistake of creation that had dragged the human image down
to the ground. Maybe that was the reason why nothing had been
resolved in the end by our getting together in terms that uplifted
both of us as it might have. It is my failing towards Tara, not
towards you, that I must apologize to you for. I had hoped to make
you feel secure with an assurance that sex was not a factor, while
it should have been acknowledged as a factor of our being in Love
with our common humanity. Sex is and remains a part of our life.
I should have been more deeply honest about it's dimension in order
that we might have lived our life more completely, and loved more
fully.

  "Also I had hoped to uplift your life and help you to heal
the tragedy arising from having been raped. What is our life worth
if we can't help one another in times of need? And you were in
need and still are. Oh, it would have been simpler to walk away
from this challenge, and leave you alone in your struggles in the
hope that time will cure what needs to be cured. But time doesn't
cure anything, and if nothing gets cured the tragedy gets bigger.
American history has been a long chain of tragedy, because the
underlying problem has never been addressed. In America's case it
was slavery, a different kind of rape on the humanity of the human
being. Your friend Olga is rightly concerned that if this rape isn't
cured, it will destroy us all. It has cost millions of American lives
already. America had fought a long war to get out from under the
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thumb of the British Empire, just as you might have struggled to
get out from under the thumb of your uncles, but America held on
to its slavery, just as mankind held on to the slavery of the Phar-
aohs for which the circumcision of men and women had been
invented, and you remained a slave to your uncles, because the path
out of slavery is not an easy one. The Pharaohs started a trend that
took away the intimacy between people, in order to produce 'better'
slaves. This conditioning has festered, the slavery has multiplied.
Today 700 million men and 100 million women live mutilated lives
and have become a society conditioned to be slaves. The world has
been conditioned by this vast mutilation of the human fabric to
accept countless types of rape, which is now occurring, by what has
grown from small beginnings in ancient Egypt to such huge dimen-
sions that very existence of mankind is thereby threatened. Mankind
has become a living tragedy in which it lost its fitness to survive.
But the healing for that can't come from the top, from governments,
which merely reflect the quality of society. The healing has to start
with us, at the grassroots of daily living and universal loving. The
healing that comes from there has been blocked for a long time. It
needs to be unblocked, and those steps are hard, as is seen in the
fact that only few people, if any at all, have taken those steps. The
universal consensus appears to be that we can't step away from the
rule of tradition, that we must abide with it, even while it is
killing us as it blocks the healing of the world. But the truth of
the matter is that there is no such thing as a chronic historic
problem. When history repeats itself, and its endless train of trag-
edies simply won't stop, we don't face a chronic problem, we simply
suffer the repeat of tragedies as we create the conditions anew, each
single day, and month after month, year after year, that result in
tragedy. And so I say to you we don't have to do this, do we? We
can rebel against the consensus and step away from the rule of
empire and its slavery, and become free human beings. Simply because
a mistake has been repeated for centuries doesn't mean that we
can't step away from this path today and set a new course. This
is what I had hoped to inspire you to do with me in order to help
you to end your tragic history, and with it contribute a small step
forward towards healing the world while time remains, before all is
lost. The fact is the grand tragedy that has darkened our world in
so many ways, which now threatens to destroy all mankind as a
whole, can be stopped today. We are not impotent as human beings.
We have the power within us to step up to higher ground as
sovereign persons guided by the principles of our humanity. The
power here is Love. Love is the impetus that gets us off the current
train to hell. Whatever this train may be, individually, or collec-
tively, we can step away from this train with the impetus of Love.
That is what I had hoped to achieve. Of course this is challenging.
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  "You have called us men all sex crazy, which seems to be
the general consensus among women, but you also have the option
before you, to step away from even that, and to judge us men with
the perspective that the very aspect of us that you abhor may be
our saving grace. Just as your uterus needs to be flushed out pe-
riodically and be renewed, so our prostrate needs to be flushed out
and be renewed. Sex is the process to do this for us men. The
conditioning for this is wisely built into the nature of the Universe,
and not exclusively for our benefit alone. We probably wouldn't be
alive today had those built-in benefits not been realized. So don't
trash sex please, and us men with it. Of course sex isn't everything.
It exists for a purpose. It points in a direction. For mankind that
direction includes the development of intimacy on an ever wider
stage, which opens the door to the Principle of the General Welfare
on which civilization is founded, and which it depends on. And this
widens the scene as we explore our third sex as it were, our
spiritual dimension, our beauty, art, intelligence, honor, integrity,
creativity, productivity, science, music, literature, and so on. Unfor-
tunately we tend to get ourselves trapped at the lower levels where
sex has become a barrier, to the point that we can't move. That
is why I felt that I had to be daring with you and keep dissenting
against the blocking consensus by focusing on sex to unblock it.

  "While sex is something that we are stuck with, it can be
uplifted and be turned into a beautiful thing, even a thing that gives
us joy, that gives us closeness, intimacy, passion, generosity. Maybe
that is where mankind discovered the Principle of the Advantage of
the Other, that eventually, in 1648, ended eighty years of war with
the Peace of Westphalia. Our sexual interaction might have taught
us that in moments of truthfulness with ourselves, we are drawn to
this principle of the advantage of the other. We even see it re-
flected in the Karma Sutra, the famous sex manual of ancient India,
where the focus is on uplifting the other, providing enjoyment for
one-another. If we want to save Russia and America, we have to
uplift it onto a higher platform of civilization than it rests on at
the present, and for that we have to discover the higher principles
in ourselves, and master them in our sexual relationships. I think
along this path of development, we open the portal to the seashore
of our third sex, our spiritual identity, our intelligence, and our
humanity, and so forth, which is a platform where animalism and
its limitations and dimensions, are left behind, and where we rec-
ognize ourselves primarily as human beings. If we have accomplished
anything during the weeks of this conference, this has to be it.
Nothing less compares in importance.

  "And so, please forgive me as I rebel against what stands in
the way. Perhaps my moves in this 'dancing' of ours weren't elegant
enough. But how can one rebel elegantly? I think our dinner meet-
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ings high up on the tower for three bright nights in the sky,
contained a faint glimpse of a great glory, for which the foundation
had not been fully established. We had glimpsed something in our
excitement with living, in which sex was acknowledged with a sense
of Love, though briefly, but it had opened a door. Sex had not been
a barrier in those brief moments, when we embraced it in our
conversation for what it is. The barrier became attached later when
the world's consensus bore down on us, and fear smothered the
scene. Since this was evidently the case, the implications that we
can draw from those brief moments when nothing stood in our way,
are unimaginably greater for our world, considering the challenges
that we now face on every front. What we had discovered during
those hours of sharing ideas might be comparable to the discovery
of the wheel that became a crucial starting point for civilization.
Maybe we have crossed such a starting point, and the ultimate
results lie still far in the future. In respect to those brief moments
of touching a higher reality in our thoughts, high up on the tower
in Moscow, our bold sharing for those brief moments might have
been an enormous event, perhaps the most enormous in all history
to date, with as yet unseen potential.

  Personally, I like to see it as a beginning, built on a basis
that neither of us had understood in the least when it happened,
and therefore couldn't move further with it, but I also see us as
being capable learners. And this opens up a whole world of hope,
a world of worlds of new potentials not yet discerned, for as the
lady said in 1875, 'God is Love,' and as the physicists now say, the
Universe is built on Love and wouldn't exist without it. That's an
infinite theme that we've barely touched the hem of in exploring
it. Maybe it should be said that Love is the Universe, with Love
being reflected in love. More than this we cannot ask, higher we
cannot look, farther we cannot go. I think the lady was right in
saying that.

  "Think about this, Anton," I added.

  When I finished writing those words my hands were trem-
bling. I was sure that no one else had written a more challenging
letter before. How could any woman possibly respond to the chal-
lenge it posed? The letter had been written with the deepest hon-
esty, even if its content was far from being conventional. Of course,
Anton wasn't just any person. I felt that most people would become
outraged by what the letter contained, and would likely rip it up.
However, I also felt that Anton wouldn't do this. I felt that in the
long run she might understand the letter and be moved by it, if
only by the honesty of it.
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  "Let me now say farewell," I closed the letter. "I am and
remain yours, cordially, and with the deepest respect for you, some-
one most dear to me, whom I would not address merely as a friend,
or a person, nor even merely as a woman - but as someone unique;
someone named Antonovna Valentina Lisitov; someone of which there
exists only one in the world; someone lovely; someone who is a
woman and more; someone who is more than a friend; someone who
is as bright as the Morning Star that remains in heaven; someone
whose brightness has given a new definition to light!"

  I signed the letter and added as a postscript, "Have a beau-
tiful life, Antonovna, and always remember that you are a diamond
in the sky, as we all are as human beings, and that even as we fall
into the mud in our often silly attempts to explore our world and
live in it, we remain the diamonds that we truly are. Some day we
may learn how to rinse off the mud, and polish the sparkling surfaces,
and to love the sparkle that flows from it and is brighter than the
Sun.

 Yours in truth and in love, Peter VanDerMere."

  I had tears in my eyes when I sealed the envelope. It took
me a whole day to write it, from dawn to way past midnight. I
tipped the hotel captain well for his trouble to leave his post and
open the door to the large meeting hall for me so that I could
place the letter where Anton wouldn't miss it. The captain smiled
and commented that this must be "a brilliantly important letter," as
he had put it when he looked at the tip and locked the hall up
again.

  + + +

  The last conference session ended at noon the following day.
Since Anton didn't return to her place on the panel after she had
opened my letter. I began to imagine how the letter must have hurt
her. She had loved being on that panel. How could she have missed
the last day and all the wrap-up sessions? Nor did I see her the
next morning during the press conference, and at the closing lunch
and at the reception that followed. Surely she would have loved
being there, too. I had seen her only once in all that time, briefly,
in the hotel lobby after the wrap-up sessions had ended. She had
a letter of her own with her. Fred and I came out of the restaurant.
She noticed us. For a moment she came towards us, then stopped,
looked at her letter and tore it up.

  I felt tears in my eyes as she turned and ran away.
  Oh, how differently those two weeks in Russia had turned

out, than I had imagined. They had become a kaleidoscope of wide-
open days filled with satisfaction that Ushi and I had shared, as we
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embraced each other to the full in every possible respect. And all
of that had tumbled together in total contrast with this deepening
self-isolation that Anton forced herself into and the agonies, that she
and I now struggled with, most of which I had caused.

  In one respect Anton and I had moved ahead with lightning
speed, and in another respect every step had brought a sad disap-
pointment. As expected, the conference as a whole hadn't accom-
plished anything either. There had been talk about a follow-up
conference in a year. Hopes were high in the early days of the
conference when some progress appeared to have been made. At the
end, however, it was said that the whole effort had been a waste
of time, energy, and money, and should never be repeated. That
crushing, devastating assessment was delivered at the closing cer-
emony. In a way, I was glad that Anton hadn't been there to hear
it.

  Our last evening in Moscow was set aside for informal
meetings among ourselves, for evaluations, contemplation, and for the
exchange of phone numbers and addresses. It became for me an
evening of emptiness. A vital element that had become a part of
Russia for me, was suddenly missing with Anton not being there.
Ushi, too, felt sad about the way it had all ended. The next day,
of course, was our travel day.

  It was on this last day, our final day in Russia, right at the
airport, that I saw Anton once more. She wore the same jump suit
that she had worn on the first day we met. She stood at the very
same desk again as if nothing had happened in the two intervening
weeks. I tried to hide myself from her, so as not to impose on her
again. As she spotted Fred and Ushi, she waved, and then waved to
me also, and came towards us with another envelope in one hand
and a single carnation in the other. She smiled sweetly as she
approached. She then stopped and pinned the carnation onto my
jacket and arranged it so that it would sit straight.

  "I'm glad, too, that we met," she whispered, as she gave the
envelope to me.

  Seconds later, after a quick kiss on the cheek, she hurried
back to her desk. Before she turned back, however, I noticed the
small silver broach pinned on her suit that I gave her, the one that
I had found in a small town in the Appalachian Mountain when I
had stopped there, enticed by the golden glist of the fall foliage that
stood bright against the blue sky on that brilliant autumn day. To
the best of my recollection I hadn't seen the little broach on her
until this morning. It bore a promise now of another bright day
unfolding in the future. She seemed to have found at last the kind
of value that the silversmith had stipulated would be sufficient for
it to be obtained. When I obtained it from the store I gave for it
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all that I had on me, to the last penny, as my first offer. Anton
seemed to have remembered the price and was now paying it gladly
with all her heart in her own way. And so that golden day from
the autumn in the mountains came back to me with the promise
of a dawning spring.

  I was stunned. My eyes stayed fixed on her as she returned
to her table. I just stood there stunned, motionless. I waved to her
when she turned around at her table. She responded in kind with
a smile, brighter than the Sun in the sky. We waved to each other
until I was nudged by Fred and ushered by him through the security
gate into the boarding area. I held her letter high while I passed
through the gate, so that she could see my appreciation for it, and
waved to her with it. Oh what a glorious day it had yet turned
out to be after all, and what a glorious conference this meeting in
Moscow had been in spite of the huge disappointments. I cried
quietly after we were through the gate. Those were wonderful tears,
tears of joy.

  I opened the letter when we were in the air and Moscow
could no longer be seen. Our flight was a specially arranged nonstop
charter flight to London. In London the western delegation would
disperse and go their separate ways. Fred and I would be on our
own from then on.

  Without me asking for it Fred gave me the window seat
that he had been assigned to, since I had a letter to read and the
window seats are more private for reading letters.

  "Dear Peter," Anton's letter began. "Please forgive me for the
pain that I might have caused you. Could you feel that I have cried
over your letter? How could I have been so blind? You were saying
in your letter what I had felt all along, but hadn't dared to ac-
knowledge. People say love forges chains that choke the love that
forged them. Maybe I was afraid of that. You know, for all my life
I had felt more comfortable and free, being alone. And that's the
truth. Perhaps you may have felt so too at some point in your life."

  I paused. While reading her letter, I felt tears forming again
that blurred the vision and had to be wiped away.

  "Did you ever go walking," she wrote, "just to be alone
with yourself, or sit quietly by the river listening to the background
rumble of the world, or to the sound of the wind mingling with
the voice of the water lapping onto the shore? Did you ever take
time to watch the flight of the birds, and then let your thoughts
in like manner chase across the expanse of your mind, watching
your thoughts as intently as you watched the birds? These are
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moments of freedom! In them you discover riches that no govern-
ment can tax, or society corrupt, and philosophies can destroy. You
are alone with yourself in those moments and in Love with the
whole world. Then someone comes along and says 'I'm in Love with
you.' The thought appears narrow, urgent, and possessive. Marriage
scares me even more, though it seems I cannot escape it. Nicolai
is relentless about this. As you say, friendship imposes a mold, a
flexible mold perhaps, but a mold nonetheless. But, Peter, this context
renders the marriage-mold a mold cast in iron? Strangely, your letter
has shattered this iron, so that Nicolai might yet have his wish.
There can be a marriage in freedom. I can see this now. Isn't that
what your letter tried to say? At least that's how I read it.

  She continued on a new page. "Dear Peter, picture in your
mind a wild flower growing on a steep mountain face, making a life
for itself in some crevice high above the world. It watches the
climbers pass by. They are all looking at it. And soon as this
happens, it begins to be afraid that one of the climbers will reach
out and pick it, and drag it down into the valley away from the
sunshine, into some dark room inside a house, where it is placed
into a vase on some table to be looked at for a season, and then
is discarded. Wouldn't that frighten you? It frightens me.

  "But you were different when you came to my mountain.
You came from the valley with joy, and you were joyous to see me,
perhaps drawn by the 'fragrance' or the delicate loveliness that you
saw, and the color of it and the poise, and so you fell in Love with
me, even as I drew back. Forgive me from this drawing back, if you
can.

  "Still, you were drawn to come again and again from the
valley, just to see me, to touch me, and perhaps to be touched by
me in return. Obviously you knew about vases and dark rooms in
houses. You seem to understand the terror they invoke. Why hadn't
I recognized this from the beginning, that this fate in dark houses
wasn't on the agenda? Maybe I had recognized that it wasn't, and
was afraid that it might not be true.

  "Yes, you said I am in Love with you, but you also said
it in a way as no man ever had. You spoke about loving in terms
of loving yourself, and me as a reflection of it. In the light of this
link we became one. Peter, I didn't even know that such a thing
can exist as loving another in the appreciation of my own self-
loving. Still I felt it. Nevertheless I turned away from it, because
I barely realized that I loved myself. You had to remind me of that.

  "Indeed it was lovely being together with you during the
few days that we shared. In spite of the 'political' rift between us,
we were dancing on this 'mountain' together, where I was living
alone. We were leading each other to our private wonderland, shar-
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ing the freedoms we loved. You were right that I had feared we
were heading towards sex. Your freedom demanded that. And so,
since my fear of it keeps us apart, I should embrace sex, and let
it be, and move with it should we ever meet again, so that the
door between us may not be closed in those future days. Of course,
this should have been so from the beginning.

  "And there is another reason why our sexual sharing would
have been right all along, and might have happened had we been
aware of it. I had made some inquiries about the risks. With the
answers I was told about a wide range of benefits I never knew
about, nor had you mentioned them. Did you know that lots of sex
extends longevity and not just for you men, possibly as much as ten
years; and it reduces stress; strengthens marriages and families; boosts
the immune system; reduces pain; and in the course of having sex
it also generates a hormone that induces pair bonding. It actually
builds the bonds it celebrates. And those bonds, as you said, shouldn't
be narrow, but be as wide as the world, they should be bonds of
freedom. Can you imagine that?

  "And so, Peter, I agree with you that you were wrong in
not having looked for sexual involvement with Tara, even in your
dreams, for the brilliant strands of Love that then might have
enveloped you both. But Peter, if you had told me this in the
beginning, I would have never spoken to you again. So it was I who
was most wrong by being afraid of it. My prayer now must be that
if we should ever meet again there should be no resistance to sex,
only to that which it is not. The price is too great. I will not pay
it any longer. If sex is an element of our universal kiss, as your
friend Helen has discovered, then we should enrich it and uplift it,
and find a value in it that is truly human, that no animal can
match or mythology can block. We are sexual beings of a higher
order, aren't we? But why then have we turned sex into something
to be shunned, something that we turned into a great dam by which
the river of human living is backed up and has become a stagnant
lake behind it, and as you have indicated, by which the flow of
universal Love slows to a halt, or is impeded from being recognized
as a possibility altogether. Maybe you are right. Maybe we need to
break down this dam, this barrier, this sex-barrier, so that the flow
of Love will not be hindered anymore in our life, and sex becomes
a joy in the flow of it. I only experienced sex as a pain, when I
was dragged into the sewer with it. I wanted to embrace it in the
sunshine later, but couldn't. I still want to, but the fear of the
sewer always turned the very thought of it into a barrier. Maybe
I am dreaming that sex can exist in the sunshine. Maybe it really
can't. But I don't believe these doubts anymore. Of course it is
never easy, Peter, to break through a barrier long established. Still,
it needs to be done, although wisely in order that nothing is flooded
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by the waters that have been tragically stored up for a thousand
years. This means that any future sex should not crowd out anything
that is of value, but add to it its own glow of life. If it is a part
of our humanity and our life, it should have an enriching place in
it and never be less or more than that. Still, it is scary what is
unfolding here, Peter. It is scary for one to hope that there be no
resistance to sex, even if it is to explore the brightness it can offer.
The exploration becomes scary when we don't really know yet how
to find what it really is. At least it appears scary to me for this
reason. Still, I pray that if we should meet again in the future, and
I hope we will meet again, these lessons will not be forgotten, and
that by then we will have moved to higher ground. I also suppose
that this promise too, should be a part of loving oneself, of being
in Love with our humanity, which, as you seem to indicate, is
necessary for truly being in Love with one-another. Maybe this is
what I have yet to find in my life, as it had been lacking since
the days when I found only darkness. Thanks for pointing out that
there is a whole world yet to be found outside of that darkness.

  "And so I feel that my marriage with Nicolai can now take
place, provided that this lesson is thoroughly learned, both by him,
and by me with him. There must be a rich flow of dancing and
sharing for freedom to be. Then, perhaps marriage won't be an iron
cast mold after all, with a built-in closed door. I suppose that if
sex is then no longer a barrier to Love, but an element of it, it
cannot become a boundary either. Can you imagine this, Peter, a
marriage without a boundary? Can you imagine a marriage between
Nicolai and I, in which you too, will be welcome at the most
intimate level? That's the kind of universal self-loving I will cling
to as a goal to reach, that is worthy of my life. This goal maybe
somewhat challenging for Nicolai, but I can marry him without
reservation on that platform, because I would remain free to be a
human being, free to be in Love as Love demands. That kind of
marriage, if it could be achieved, would be safe for me, a marriage
that would unfold in ever-wider circles in the endless Universe of
the universal kiss, or as an expression of it. So you see, you had
an effect on me, Peter. Does that sound crazy?

  "Maybe sex is like life, a very deep issue that nobody can
fathom in its totality, to make hard and fast judgments about, even
if it is ultimately but a gate to something still greater. Maybe it
is as you once said, that the deeper one reaches, and the more
sensitive one becomes, the less will one be tempted to impose rules
against anything connected with life and the freedoms it brings with
it at the leading edge.

  "And, Peter, there is another lesson our association has taught
me, that there is no freedom in isolation. The totality of freedom,
it seems, is bound up in the totality of Love. Maybe I should give
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an address on this subject at our next conference, if there ever will
be another. Will you be there? Will you support me? This subject
is 'virgin forest' to me, a 'pioneering territory,' a 'space flight' into
inner space. If you have any ideas, please share them with me,
please. But first let me share with you the 'forest' in which I was
joyously alone, which I had treasured when I was still young after
my years of horrors, in which my childhood had ended. I was quite
daring then, in those after-years when I was suddenly free. You may
not believe this, and I hope you're not shocked. I should have told
you about that too during our walk after dinner, our walk in the
cold following the 'hot' discussions we had at the Seventh Heaven
Restaurant on the tower.

  "My uncles were killed in the war, as I told you, and my
mother had died so that all the raping had stopped. I suddenly felt
as free as a bird as you might also imagine. I was free from all
the sexual demands they had imposed on me in those days that
were no more. I sold everything we had left, which wasn't much,
and moved away to Kiev, to the big city and started a new life
there. I got work in the city through a youth training program that
was offered for free by a truck assembly plant. I became a machine
tool operator there. Can you imagine that? I was free. I could
support myself. And more than that, I was making a contribution
to my world that meant something. I discovered that I was a real
person. I was living just by myself then, as I said, 'joyously' alone.
I told myself that this was heaven. But I soon discovered that there
was no echo forthcoming from my make-believe joy. I was living
against an empty background that had lingered from the past. In
order to hide this emptiness I created my own world that I made
rich with games of pretending. I made myself a beautifully embroi-
dered nightgown in those days, all made of cotton that was hard to
get at the time. I tailored it wide like a dress that is made for
dancing. I also found a golden belt for it in a rummage store, so
that this nightgown could be worn as a real dress during the hot
summer days. I loved wearing it on the streets and to parties, or
visiting friends. Do you have any idea how exciting it can be to
go out in a nighty? Naturally, nobody knew about it. Neither did
anyone ever know that I wore no underwear either. It was marvelous
to be so naughty, so free, and so ready for anything, so daring and
getting away with it, sitting there among my respectably dressed
friends, totally naked underneath. If someone had slipped the nighty
off, there I would have stood, just me and my soft Chinese shoes.
Sadly, no one did slip the nighty off. Nobody would have been able
to. No man or woman was allowed in those days to come close
enough to me for that. My carefree openness was a crafted lie. My
golden belt was really a black belt in my heart. That heart was
dark, empty, fearful, and colorless. The irony was that I was looking
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for sexual intimacies in my dream world that I felt safe in, while
sex was the very thing that scared me to death in the real world,
something which I had intensely hated when it had been imposed
by 'force.' I wanted to touch what I hated. I was hoping for some-
thing that would bridge my world of joyous pretending with the
real world, where I know I would have categorically rejected what
I was looking for if somebody had actually offered it. I guess I
wanted to experience what sexual intimacy really is, when it unfolds
for its own imperative, powered by an honest universal loving that
is 'lodged in our humanity as human beings,' as you had put it. It
never came to that. I never found what I had been looking for in
all the time I lived in Kiev. Nor have I found it since, to Nicolai's
dismay. Maybe the paradox comes from dreaming dreams that are
too good to be true. But now you say that the reality can be
brighter than the dreams.

  "When you spoke to me at the tower about Judy Chicago's
art installation, The Dinner Party, and that the plates that she created
for the historic women that she had seated at the table, were
painted in the image of a woman's vulva to highlight society's
hypocrisy in denying itself in the face of it, you suggested that
'eating' of the vulva was 'voted' by us women as the most pleas-
urable sexual intimacy, and for the men too, so that the social
isolation of women that has put us women into a world apart from
the real world, is hypocrisy indeed. I was there too, Peter. I had
found the thought disgusting that men would want to do this. I
found the very smell disgusting. But I do remember a doctor scold-
ing me once about my 'insane dressing habit' as he called it, before
I got the golden belt. He told me that a woman's vagina is con-
stantly self-cleansing with a subtle flow of fluids that keep the
bacteria out, which then evaporate into the open, whereby the
bacteria die. He told me I was insane wearing the kind of tightly
woven, tightly fitting panties that keeps the vulva sealed up with
an airtight mesh. He said that the bacteria would get trapped and
nourished in the moist environment, and that the result would
evidently be disgusting. But I had no heart to listen to him. I
needed protection. I needed an ironclad barrier. I needed a barrier
against sex. In my waking dreams I dreamed that sex was for giving,
for giving another person pleasure in the intimacy of sharing, but
my experience had been the opposite. Sex had been free by others
for the getting, for the taking, it was stolen before I had a chance
to give. That is what the iron barrier was for, the tightly fitting,
and tightly knitted panties. I'm now shocked at myself that in my
fear I had closed the door to what I most wanted, they joy of
giving something out of the depth of myself, they joy of giving
another person pleasure by just sharing myself. They days of the
golden belt developed from that. It seems that I knew about the
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Principle of Universal Love deep in my heart, and was afraid that
it would be too good to be true, and could therefore not be trusted.

  "You may be right, Peter, in suggesting that I have been
isolating myself from myself, and from my humanity, and with it
have thrown away the key to the giving which asks nothing in
return, but is richly blessed anyway. So I hope, that in time I might
reason myself out of my prison of hating, where fear lingers. And
that prison really isn't all the fault of my uncles. So, I hope that
I will learn to become more accepting of myself and of my power
to be a human being clothed with Love, or being clothed with the
Sun as you had put it. And maybe you are also right in saying that
sex can help us all with that, because there is nothing closer to our
home gate than our sex and its myriad challenges. That kind of self-
acceptance could unfold into a Treaty of Westphalia within our-
selves, with ourselves, and for our relationships with one-another.
Just like the Treaty of Westphalia has ended a hundred years of
wars, hundreds of years ago, so our inner treaty might end the
Three Thousand Years War that we have been fighting against
ourselves in sexual isolation. The principle would be the same in
both cases, which you had termed, the Principle of the Advantage
of the Other.

  "Can you imagine, Peter, if the idea ever takes hold in
society that sex is for giving, for giving pleasure to another, the
pleasure of intimacy, a touch of what is good and what enriches
another's life with care and joy, that single realization could revo-
lutionize the world in all other respects as well? We would wake
up in the light of it and find our nuclear bombs disgusting one day,
which we have built by the tens of thousands to kill one-another,
and the wars and misery that we inflict on one-another without
them already. Maybe I had sensed a bit of that light in my dream
world of careless living that I 'knew' wasn't real, but had pretended
to be reality. Maybe I had touched on something that actually is
real. Now you are telling me that it probably was a foretaste of
what is ultimately real. For that, Peter, I must thank you from the
bottom of my heart, and I hope that my acknowledgement of it will
bring you joy.

  "But Peter, what happened to all those daring dreams in
which one is free, even those that didn't come true? Why did we
let them die? Why have they all turned into fear, so that even your
honest and gentle offer couldn't be embraced by me?

  "Maybe if we have had those beaches in Russia that you had
talked about, the nudist beaches, things might have been different.
When you spoke about being there, it seemed unbelievably daring.
Of course, Kiev has beaches too, and Ukrainian men are famous as
lovers. They appreciate beauty and are proud of it. On summer
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Sundays you can easily find a half a million people on the beaches
along the river, and us girls enticing them in tiny bikinis. Did you
know that Kiev has probably more accessible beaches then any other
city in the world? The beaches are all strung along the Dnieper
River and on some of the islands in the river. Every Sunday in
summer the subway trains are packed full all the way to the
Hydropark station. It's a great deal of fun, you know, being engulfed
in such a huge crowd like the one that always assembled at the
park along the river on sunny weekends. Sunbathing was popular
then, and probably still is. Even the chess players came out in great
numbers to take in the sunshine; bare-chested men in bathing trunks,
some playing against alarm clocks to sharpen their wits, or others
who were immovable in thought, were playing against the calendar
so it seemed, with moves so rare that a time-lapse camera would
have been required to register motion.

  "Oh God what happened to those days, Peter? Life was like
a dance then, even though it was still just a game of pretending.
I had a grand time in this pretending. It became a time of dynamic
living, even without the intimate sharing that I had no access to in
my hiding away from the world. I had been enjoying my hidden
secret places as a substitute, at the far reaches of the forest by the
riverbank, and in the wild places across the river where I felt free
exploring the glen by the ravines, and in many other clean places
that I delighted in, and enjoyed being there. The carefree 'dancing'
of those days had been interrupted later by all the things that
crowded in on me, when I had to face the real world, that my
pretending had kept me safely hidden from, in my isolation. But,
Peter, those earlier days of 'dancing' in the free air came back to
me when we 'danced' together on your 'mountain' as it were, where
we were free without any pretending. We were free at least for a
while when you and I were meeting high up on the tower in
Moscow exploring the world together to discover the dimensions of
real freedom. Yes, we were 'dancing' in your glen that you had
invited me into, and in your secret places that the world hadn't
discovered yet, places that were magical but real, that were beau-
tiful even without any pretending, though they were agonizing and
scary at times. You told me about the worst of the scary nightmares
in the political world, the agonizing realities that paled any pain
that I had suffered before, but you told their story in such a way
that the love that you also spoke about stood out brighter so that
all the ugly things lost their terror even without any pretending.
That, Peter, was real dancing. We were dancing together all night
through, and I think that not even you had realized that then,
because you kept on asking, come dance with me. Still your wish
was fulfilled when we got into some conventional dancing later,
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when we danced at the Slavyansky Bazaar. Our dancing there became
a wonderful experience, even explosive at times, and quite scary as
the path ahead was suddenly blurred by a kiss in the whirlwind.
Forgive me for not having recognized what our dancing at the Bazaar
had actually been a part of, something far greater than just a dance,
a new breath of freedom that makes our world not only bright and
beautiful, but also more secure.

  "I think, when we will meet again, and I hope we do, our
new time together will revert back to those days of our 'dancing'
and perhaps at the same time leap ahead into profound new areas
of liberation, even the universal liberation of both women and men
without which no nation's liberty is complete, if indeed liberty has
any meaning without it. Thus, my dear and precious, Peter, my
precious diamond in the sky, I am indeed glad that we met. Please
think of me now and then, and never forget the wonders with
which we had hoped to enrich one-another's life, and had not been
able to fulfill our dream as fully as we might have. Still, I feel
infinitely richer for the glowing regards that we still have for each
other and for the bright promise they hold.

  "With all my love, sincerely, (signed,) Anton."

  I showed the letter to Ushi. Without Ushi's help during our
nights in Moscow when we spoke about the oneness of all being,
most of what Anton and I had shared would not have been possible.

  Ushi smiled as she read the letter. "Can you give me a copy
of this?" she said when she finished reading it and was folding it
up.

  I shook my head.
  "Not even with Antonovna's permission?" she said. "I have

her permission, you know. Do I have yours too?"
"How is this possible, are you that close?" I said astonished.

"Would you also happen to have her address?" I added. There was
no address included with the letter.

  Ushi shook her head and said that she didn't have her address.
  "Would you have the address of my new love, Antonovna

Valentina Lisitov, in your files?" I asked Fred.
  "No, what for?" Fred replied and grinned.
  "I think Steve will be able to get it for you," said Ushi.

"Steve knows Antonovna personally from way back through his
contacts. Steve also knows Nicolai, did you know that?"

  "If Steve knows all of these people personally, why didn't
he come here with you?" I asked Ushi. "He should have been here."

  Ushi grinned. "Steve had made arrangements for someone to
take his place at the conference, someone who is 'more qualified.'
That's how he had put it."

  "Someone more qualified than Steve? Come on Ushi. Who
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in the world would be more qualified?"
  "Look at the tip of your finger," Fred interjected and laughed.

"To whom is it pointing?"
  Ushi grinned and pointed to me.
  "Me? No it isn't me. It can't be! I messed up terribly."
  "Yes, you. Of course you have messed up," said Fred.
  "But you came through in the end," said Ushi emphatically.
  Fred laughed. "Don't belittle yourself," he said. "Can you

name me one other person in the world who surrendered his most
precious possession, like you did in surrendering your California beach
house, for nothing more than the slimmest chance of helping man-
kind to avoid a nuclear war?"

  Fred continued grinning. "Even though your beach project
didn't have a thousand in one chance to work out for you as you
had planned it, you stuck your neck out and put your money down
in a big way for that slim chance. Can anyone match that? Sure,
there were great speeches made at the conference. But words are
cheap. Your actions said more. Selling your beach house for nothing
more than to somehow help humanity to get itself out of its rut,
reflects a movement of the heart that speaks volumes. What you did
back then, when all of this started, was monumental my friend. This
makes you a hero, and you still are that, even if you made a
terrible mess of things here in Moscow. And I respect all of that
too. Has any explorer into uncharted lands ever succeeded without
encountering at least some difficulties?"

  Ushi began to laugh. "Some difficulties?" she repeated.
  "Oh, you know me, I exaggerate," said Fred. "You three had

a love festival in Russia with a few difficulties along the way, from
what I can sense. Ah, but the difficult things make the achievement
all the more profound. Kennedy said about America's Apollo moon-
landing mission, that the nation must commit itself to it, not be-
cause it is easy to do, but because it is hard. He should have added
that it had to be done, because it is also the human thing to do
to surge beyond the barriers of the past. How else is progress to
be won? Our nation had achieved miracles with the Apollo project,
Peter, considering the crude technologies that we had to start with.
We built the great rockets from scratch that ended up standing over
300 feet tall and 30 feet in diameter, each weighing as much as 12
Boeing-747 jumbo jets combined. Those giant colossuses that we
created could not only lift themselves off the ground, but could also
inject almost 50 tons of payload into lunar orbit. It took us 3 days
to fly to the moon. We had three days time for exploration there,
and another three days to get back. And Peter, we did this enor-
mous undertaking seven times in a row and messed up only once
and nobody was hurt by it. So who cares that we messed up this
once. It's the achievement that lasts forever, that's what counts. Each
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time we launched an Apollo mission we expended a complex of
seven complete space vehicles, a collection of 5000 tons of hardware
and numerous types of storage tanks filled with numerous types of
fuel. This was big, Peter!

  "Yes, I would say we faced some difficulties along the way,"
Fred continued. "We took risks that we thought we could handle.
When the first lunar lander touched onto the moon it had 30
seconds worth of fuel left. Every landing was a calculated gamble.
Every time you step out of your front door to drive to work you
face certain risks. But when the stakes become greater, the risks
become greater that we take. Still, not a single Apollo mission ever
crashed. We understood the principles involved and we trusted them,
just as Kennedy understood the principle that made this project a
necessity. Kennedy understood that mankind needed to be challenged
to place its goal beyond itself and reach for it. Mankind had been
in the sewer of war for too long, and the Vietnam War was brew-
ing in the background, as were other wars. The nation needed a
change, to chart a new trend, build a new future. We needed it fast,
because our world was getting dark again. Our open hand that had
once helped the world to free itself from fascism, had already become
closed again by the time Kennedy had been elected, and there were
movements afoot to turn that closed hand into a clenched fist. Our
hearts as a nation had become clenched, stone hard, and cold, raped
with violence on the new killing fields of empire, for oil. And there
were many such killing fields throughout the Third World. It ap-
pears the Kennedy understood that a society with a clenched heart
is self-doomed, so that only a society with an open heart has a
future. That's what the Apollo project was designed to accomplish.
It was designed to heal America and the world. The Apollo Project
wasn't the colossal waste that some little minds claim it was. The
Apollo project was a wealth-fare for the nation. There has never
been more wealth created for the U.S. economy and the nation than
during the Apollo project years. For every penny we spent we got
forty back in technological progress and new industries and richer
employment and in vast scientific achievements.

  "Yes, Peter, we also messed up. There were failures. One
mission had to be curtailed because of an exploding oxygen tank,
that had caused severe damage. No one had been injured, but the
mission had to be scrapped. It couldn't land on the moon. Long
before this happened we had also suffered three deaths in an oxygen
fire on the ground, before launch. We messed up badly on this one.
But we didn't stop, Peter. We went to the moon six times alto-
gether and collected more than 800 pounds of lunar samples, among
performing other experiments. We brought all this massive pile of
samples back to earth. The Apollo missions were a great success,
even though a third of them were canceled after President Kennedy
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was murdered, and the Vietnam War was exploded into a genocidal
orgy in which over two-and-a-half million people were killed. The
ratio of sacrifice tells its own story. By testing the limits in scien-
tific exploration we took as few risks as possible and lost three man
on a journey where no man has gone before or since, while the
payback will enrich us forever. In contrast with that, the explosion
of war that became the Vietnam War, which shut the Apollo Project
down, before it was concluded, ended up killing between two and
three million people, and the goal was to destroy the cultural
optimism the Apollo Project had created. That's the cost differential
between good and evil, between becoming a star and a rat. We took
the wrong turn, Peter. We put the murderers into seats of power.
That's how we became a society with a clenched heart once more,
which is now on the fast track to becoming the world's foremost
fascist fist. In comparison with that, your performance in Moscow
was that of a saint."

  "You might have guessed by now where this comparison is
leading to, Peter," said Fred after a brief pause. "The Apollo project
was our national love festival. We were in love with our humanity
then, for a brief span of time, before our humanity was stolen from
us again. Now we can only dream. When the Apollo Project was
killed in 1972 by the masters of empire, we surrendered also our
industries that would have given us the capacity to go back to the
moon. We lost this ability, and may not get it back for decades to
come. We lost the industries that built the hardware, and we lost
the scientists and engineers that designed the mission. We lost it all.
We lost it, as if it had been but a dream. But it wasn't a dream.
Our brief love festival, no matter how fleeting it was, gave us the
key to our future. From what the astronauts brought back in sam-
ples from the moon we know that the moon is an incredibly rich
source of an isotope of helium that some believe may be the most
ideal fuel for nuclear-fusion space propulsion systems, with enough
of it located on the moon to satisfy mankind's needs for tens of
thousands of years into the future. We now have an open door that
we never had before. We may not need it. Other options may prove
to be more powerful. Nevertheless, we have this one option in our
pocket now. Yes, Peter, we had messed up with the Apollo project.
A few things went wrong. But we came out of it infinitely richer
by having taking those incredibly daring steps to reach beyond
ourselves and go to the moon. No one will be able to take this
achievement away from us again, and what we got out of it. And
that is how you must see your own love festival in Moscow. Sure
you made a terrible mess of things in Moscow. Your speeches were
so far advanced that nobody could hear you, and so they called the
whole conference a waste of time as nothing else was said that was
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of any value. But what went wrong, I count as a small price to pay,
in comparison with what was achieved by you."

  I protested. "What terrible mess did I make, really? It couldn't
have been that bad."

  Ushi pointed to the letter. "You made a mess of things with
Antonovna."

  "I merely tried to explain to Antonovna what it is that she
was in the process of celebrating with her country's Thousand Year
Celebration of the Christianization of Russia, which she was so proud
of. I told Anton that the shiny facade that she saw wasn't real. I
told her that she was celebrating an artificial imperial construct that
has no natural basis anchored in reality, but which was imposed by
rape and become the cultural foundation of Russia. I told her that
no fundamental principle supports the model of the Soviet Union
that she is celebrating. I told her that she is celebrating a lye. I
told her that the Byzantine model has no foundation, that it is a
myth. That's what I told her. I told her about the Principle of
Universal Love and Love-Based Economics. Was it a crime to say
this, and to say it from the podium? Maybe I didn't present it
correctly and made a mess that way."

  "It's all part of loving," said Ushi.
  I paused momentarily. "I also told Anton about Helen's model

of the oneness of all humanity," I continued. "I described to her
Helen's visual construct of the lateral model, which Helen saw as
a lateral lattice of human hearts all bound to one-another by the
threads of our universal love. Maybe Helen's model is something
that was too challenging for Anton. I had explained to Anton that
all loving begins with our own self-loving for the wonders of our
humanity, the very humanity that we all share, by which our loving
invariably embraces the whole of mankind as it unfolds in an ex-
pression of being in Love with our common humanity. I told Anton
about Helen's greatest joy, the universal kiss, which Helen has defined
as the element of our humanity that brings to light our peace. I had
asked Antonovna if this made sense to her. Antonovna had nodded."

  "Ah, I see, you spoke to her about the Apollo Project," said
Fred and laughed.

  I laughed too, now. "Maybe I had pushed this adventure
into inner space a bit too far," I said. "I told her that none of what
I said can happen while the division of humanity is maintained that
splits society apart, even the sexual division of society. I thought at
first that I shouldn't have included sex. So I omitted this crucial
element that divides all mankind universally. I screwed up. I had
catered to her fears. I knew that hiding the subject of sex was
dishonest and paramount to perpetrating a lye. I knew it was a sore
spot with her. So I screwed up? So what? Maybe some day Anton
will forgive me for messing things up for her, as you say I have
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done. That was my sin, my casualty. Except her letter tells me that
she has already forgiven me for that. I am ashamed nevertheless that
I may have deeply violated Steve's trust by not having achieved
more. I let down the whole assembly at the conference with my
stupidity, by laying on them the Byzantine speech. I insulted Russia,
belittled America, and called the whole world impotent."

  Ushi burst out into laughter. "So you failed to meet your
expectations, eh? So what? You're too modest Peter. Maybe that is
why Steve asked me not to tell you until after the conference was
over that it was he who invited you. He knew that Antonovna
needed help. He felt you might just be honest enough to give it
to her. This means that Antonovna was the prime reason you were
invited to the conference for. She needed help. Nicolai asked Steve
for advice. Steve recommended you. Nicolai agreed. Fred agreed as
a favor to Nicolai, who is after all a high-level contact of great
value and worth the effort to cultivate. That's how your invitation
came about. Fred was subsequently invited to master the official
business that offered rare opportunities to make new contacts."

  "That's not exactly standard politics," said Fred. "But it
worked out for us all."

  "Yes, that's the real story," said Ushi with a grin when I
shook my head in disbelief, emphasizing, "real." She kept on grinning
after she said it as if to underscore the point, and then burst into
laughter.

  "You may be right, Ushi," I said and joined in her laughter.
"If you had told me all this at the beginning I might not have said
a word to Antonovna out of fear, nor anything of substance on the
podium. I would have played it safe."

  "What do you think you would have accomplished then,
Peter?" Fred interjected. "Do you think America would have made
it all the way to the moon by playing it safe 100%? Can a love
festival at the leading edge, reaching beyond one's limit, ever be
achieved by playing it safe? Real safety is rooted in the dynamism
of loving. Sometimes it becomes necessary to stir up the riverbed
if that's the only way to dredge up the mud. So what if the waters
become cloudy for a period? Some of that can't be avoided. It
comes with the territory. Stirring the mud cleanses the river as long
as the river keeps flowing. That's how the Apollo project worked.
Steve understands this. He stirred up quite a bit of mud in his days
as a scientific pioneer. He trusts you to be able to stand in his
shoes and stir up a whole lot of mud so that the mess can be dealt
with. That's how Kennedy created a love-festival in America. America
fell in Love with itself for a brief span. This is what had turned
the Apollo Project into a love festival, that became a wealth fes-
tival. Steve understands the principle involved. He is a scientist and
an American. He is keenly aware that America was founded on the
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platform of the love festival, that invariably unfolds into becoming
a wealth festival. Your project to inspire America to produce itself
those millions of free houses to uplift the cultural landscape in
America, is a love-festival project, and therefore it will succeed. In
time, it will become a wealth festival so big, because the techno-
logical platform that it stands on is so far-reaching and powerful,
that it will unleash the long-awaited Second Industrial Revolution in
the world. And yes, it will usher in a new age of wealth for
mankind beyond anyone's imagination."

  "We had the technologies and the energy platforms for this
already up and running in the 1950s," I interjected.

  "Yes, Peter, we also had the credit-society principle for the
financing of it, already pioneered ages before that time," said Fred.
"Back in 1652 the Bay Colony of Massachusetts had pioneered itself
a love-festival for the colony's self-development that gradually, over
the space of 30 years became a wealth festival. Instead of begging
for the kings money, they coined their own currency, the Pine Tree
Shilling, and extended credit to themselves for their self-develop-
ment. The wealth that flowed from that scared the English king who
ordered the love festival to be stomped into the ground. But the
credit-society principle, the love-festival principle, didn't die, did it?
The love-festival was revived and became the impetus that demanded
total independence from empire, and eventually led to the founding
of the USA, and with it staged the greatest wealth festival ever .
Steve understands this. He understands the principle of the love-
festival, or as you call it, the Principle of Universal Love. Steve
invited you to come to Russia to start a love festival in Russia. A
love festival is a renaissance festival. A renaissance cannot be any-
thing less. That's what Russia should be celebrating, and will so,
some day."

  "Peter, Steve was glad that he could arrange things so that
you could come in his stead," Ushi interjected. "Steve wanted you
to have this chance to be there and do something profound. Both
Russia and Antonovna needed something profound to be happening
to shake up the ground, where nothing had moved for too long a
time already."

  I shook my head.
  "No, don't be modest," Ushi came back, "admit it, you are

the greatest. With all your faults and fumbling, and whatever else
you did, you did more than anyone there had done. You laid the
foundation for peace and freedom, even if there was only one person
affected by it for now, which is Antonovna. You may not realize
this, Peter, but you accomplished in those two weeks in your fum-
bling way what Steve and I had tried for a year in our attempting
to help Antonovna, and had failed. It was Nicolai who had sought
our help. He said to Steve that you had inspired in him a new
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hope when he met you in Suchumi. Nicolai might thank you one
day for what you have accomplished during the conference. So you
see, you are the greatest."

  "No! There is no one the greatest among us." I replied in
protest.

  On this note we both started to laugh, and then Fred joined
in.

  "Well, I just wanted to see what you would say," Ushi
replied.

  "I bet you are unprepared for what I'm going to tell you,"
said Fred. He suddenly became serious. "Russia is finished. It has no
hope, because it lost its last thread of Love that normally connects
a nation with its humanity."

  "The letter I got from Anton gives me hope," I interjected.
  Fred shook his head. "No Peter, that's not enough. I asked

a lot of questions in Moscow. I had talked to leading officials. There
is nobody home. There was one speech made that was worth any-
thing, and that was your Byzantine speech, and nobody heard a word
of what you said. There was nobody home, Peter. And that is why
Russia is doomed. The Soviet government never learned what civi-
lization is. It was the same in Germany in 1933. On the day Hitler
burned the Reichstag to the ground, he should have been arrested
and hanged. The fascist game should have stopped at this point.
Society had this one last chance, but it failed itself. It let the
monster continue. From that point on it was impossible to pull
Europe away from the brink, and Germany was doomed. As a
consequence the greatest holocaust in history swept across much of
the world, in which over fifty million people from over fifty nations
murdered one another in an orgy of war that left 50 million corpses
in its wake and much of an entire continent destroyed. That's the
price that society paid when it lost its threads of Love that nor-
mally binds it to its humanity and to one another. Russia is about
to pay this price again, and will pay it for the same reason. Ger-
many should have had the strength to depose Hitler, as strong threads
of love had been woven into the fabric of its profound cultural
heritage by the poetry of Schiller, Goethe, and the music of Bach,
Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven, Brahms, and so forth. That poetry and
music was still there, but the people no longer heard what the
poetry and the music was conveying. The threads of love had been
torn to shreds by the war drums, and the screeching of hate-drenched
insanity spewing forth out of the mouth of Hitler, and his propa-
ganda machine, all nicely paid for with British and American money.
The real holocaust, my friend, happened outside the concentration
camps. The holocaust was mental, that had conditioned the whole
nation to make it unfit for survival. Hitler coming to power was
secondary. Starting the war was secondary. The death toll in the
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camps that became referred to as the holocaust was small in com-
parison with the raping of society by the war machines grinding out
death on every corner of the globe. And in the end no one won
a single thing, except the Empire. When the guns fell silent no
victory had been achieved. Fascism had not been defeated. The war
simply ground to a halt when one war machine had decimated the
physical resources for the other. The real victory remains yet to be
won in the endless battle of empire versus civilization. However,
this victory will come too late to save the Soviet Union. And
possibly it will also come too late to save Russia itself and America
with it. In this case society will likely pay the price repeatedly,
because I see no effort being made by anyone to rebuild the threads
of Love that have been lost in the shadow of the rise of fascism
that followed the war that nobody won."

  "You are right," Ushi interjected. "Germany shouldn't have
fallen into the Hitler-trap that the old British Empire had set up
for it. Hitler's political party, a party of thugs, was bankrupt. It
should have ended there, but it didn't. The Empire's financiers bailed
the idiot out and made the chief idiot a man of power. That should
have been impossible in Germany, the nation of Friedrich Schiller,
the nation of the poet who had stopped Napoleon in Russia in
1812."

  "Schiller had been buried by the Empire," said Fred. "His
humanist-kind of patriotism lay buried under the rubble of World
War One, and the further mess made by the economic wrecking of
Germany by the Empire that followed. But we don't have that
excuse in America. Our counterpart to Schiller, our greatest poet of
freedom and the humanist principles on which freedom is built, was
not buried in the rubble of wars. Still, hardly anybody speaks his
name anymore, the name of James Fenimore Cooper. Did you know
that his father was associated with the Washington forces fighting
the British Empire, and that James is credited for having raised up
the patriotic foundation for Lincoln to be elected, who stopped the
Empire's takeover of America? Cooper had set the patriotic stage on
which the horror of the world wars could have been avoided, but
it wasn't avoided. Now tell me who is standing in his place today?
The Empire owns America today. America has become its trained
dog that dances to its master's command and barks as required. The
America that once stood as a temple of liberty and beacon of hope
for all mankind, exists no more. Having taken on the role of a
financier's dog, America's 'life' is thereby doomed to be relatively
short according to the life of a dog, and it is becoming increasingly
brutal as the process continues, which will end utterly meaningless.
I had hoped that something big would come out of the conference,
but as I said there was nobody home. And that's what Schiller too,
had lamented, when he said about his time, that the great oppor-
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tunities in history far too often meet a little people. That's his way
of saying, there was nobody home.

  "And so it becomes evermore difficult to rescue America
from its chosen fate; chosen by default; chosen by apathy; chosen
by indifference; chosen by the circumcision; chosen by greed; by
which the whole of mankind is doomed with it," Fred continued.
"Instead of rebuilding the lost threads of love that should bind a
society to its humanity, America is binding itself to violence, hate,
destruction and genocide, even its self-genocide under the Empire's
global warming dogma that mandates it to destroy its industries to
save the earth. Only when I can hear the N-word being spoken
again, promoting nuclear power in capital letters, can I see any hope
on the horizon, because that won't happen until the L-word is back
on the horizon and the threads of Love are being rebuilt. But that's
not happening yet, is it? Instead I see the race to hell continuing.
My greatest fear is that it might be said in future ages about our
present society rushing away from Love, that this madness for sui-
cide should have stopped long ago, but that it was allowed to
continue. That is what they will say, provided that anyone remains
alive to look back from the future."

  "Don't discount the love-feast that has happened in Mos-
cow," said Ushi. "We have a love letter to prove that something has
happened. That is why you can never forecast the future in a linear
way, Fred. In the human world, a single spark of a profound re-
alization can light a fire that can change the whole landscape. So
I would say that the only thing about mankind that is predictable,
is that nothing is predictable. And thank God it is so. Otherwise,
what point would there be in fighting to uplift the world when
hope is slim? History seems to suggest that we most often succeed
when we are facing incredible odds and aim to win."
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About the Series:
The Lodging for the Rose

 The series comprises twelve novels, written by Rolf A. F.
Witzsche, the author of an earlier novel, Brighter than the Sun. The
earlier novel had been written during the Cold-War period, but in the
new world of potential asymmetric nuclear warfare it is fast becoming
relevant again for its rather unique perspective of the nuclear-war
danger. It presents a minimalist scenario of this danger, on a scale
so small that it seems almost unbelievable, which remains neverthe-
less too horrific in scope to be ever allowed to come upon us. To
help us turn the 'ship' around, the Cold War story had been de-
signed in such a manner as to bring out the brightness of our
humanity in its brightest dimension, unfolding a deeply humanist
world with an ever-widening sphere of love. However, the issue of
universal love is far wider and more complex than what can be
compressed into a single story. It became apparent that an entire
series of novels would be required to explore the underlying princi-
ple that is reflected in universal love. For this reason the series of
novels, The Lodging for the Rose, was written. The novel, Brighter
than the Sun, may be seen as a preface for it.

The series, The Lodging for the Rose, has been written to help
meet an urgent need, though it rarely focuses on it directly. Ever
since the first nuclear bomb has been built and demonstrated, man-
kind has been tied to a doom that everyone agrees must never come
upon us, but for which no solution has yet been found after 60
years of searching. The danger remains today as great as it had
been in the mid-1980s when the initial work on the series of novels
began. Although the research for the series was slow and the dimen-
sion of the challenge almost too 'radical' for one to give a face to
it, the work was impelled by the unyielding need to explore the
brighter image of humanity that has the potential to out-shine the
incredibly ugly face of those 65,000 atom bombs that had been
deployed in those days to be used at a moment's notice.

 We have far fewer nuclear bombs now, only 20,000 of them,
but their face in our human world remains as threatening as ever,
even more so now as once again new bombs are being build, in-
stalled into new missile systems. The new systems have evidently
been devised in the faint hope that it might yet be possible to
create a technical solution to avoid the final doom that the nuclear-
weapons insanity makes increasingly likely. But, there are no techni-
cal solutions possible for a crisis that is not a technical phenom-
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enon, which is rooted instead in a deeply human failure that society
has refused to deal with for a long time. The failure lies in our
shameful inability to love universally, to love the profound humanity
that we all share as human beings, which we largely close our eyes
to in order to avoid having to acknowledge it.

The chorus of those who call out for the nuclear bomb to be
used is getting louder today instead of softer. The so-called 'balance'
that society had trusted its existence to for decades, which has kept
the nukes locked down in their bunkers, is now eroding. We had
once found safety in the balance of nuclear threats under a doctrine
that we called Mutually Assured Destruction. But in the now unfold-
ing age of asymmetric warfare this precarious 'security' is waning.
The hope that we had placed in it is empty, with no substance left.
The age of assured mutual destruction is dawning. We find little
hope left that we can survive war any longer under the unfolding
new circumstances with weapons becoming evermore destructive with
the newest of them now threatening the whole of mankind.

Regardless of all this we are still human beings, and as such
we are not bound to any promise of doom. As human beings we
have the ability create ourselves a way out of this trap. As human
beings we are bound first and foremost to the profound humanist
potential that is rooted in our humanity, that gives us the power to
step away from this 'prison' in which doom is inevitable. We have
the potential to step up to a higher level of thinking, and of acting
as human beings. History has shown that there exists one profound
principle that enables us to do this. This one principle has stood
like a great a light in the past whenever mankind's light had gone
out and the world had become dark. It is in this principle that we
find our hope and our power.

This one principle has no name that one could cite, because it
has been given many names by different people in different ages to
identify that one something that is profound. However, it seems that
it can be described. One might describe it as the Principle of Uni-
versal Love. This principle was Plato's principle before the turn of
time, or Solon's before him, and the principle of Christianity after
him. But all the bright sparks of its unfolding had became lost again
in shadow of the overbearing inhumanity of imperial impositions.
Only when darkness covered the earth once more so deeply that the
epoch became called the Dark Age, when the world couldn't get any
blacker, was the light of that principle remembered. It was brought
back. The principle became applied, and almost explosively so. As
the result a profound renaissance happened.
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 Actually the profound renaissance, the Golden Renaissance,
didn't simply happen. It was created by a process that appears to
have begun with the rediscovery of some old manuscripts of Plato
that had been brought back into Europe during the period of the
Islamic Renaissance. In Europe the rediscovery of the anciently rec-
ognized principle of light then set the stage for what became the
unfolding Golden Renaissance.

 The root of the light of that renaissance was this one prin-
ciple that always comes to the foreground when the world needs to
be rebuilt. The Principle of Universal Love provided the power for
this to be accomplished. All roads in the search for a brighter
humanity have historically lead to this one principle.

 The series of novels, The Lodging for the Rose, has been
created to explore those numerous paths in which this principle
unfolded, but more importantly also those paths that have not yet
been trodden. The series is designed to be profoundly daring in its
approach and to take the exploration into realms that apparently
have not been entered before, or even been attempted in any serious
manner. The series is designed to take the Principle of Universal
Love all the way to the grassroots level of our social sphere where
it is often deemed treason, and where mankind is more deeply di-
vided sexually and by marriage than in any other sphere including
the political, ethnic, and religious spheres.

The exploration for the series of novels became a most chal-
lenging exercise in bringing the bright historic discoveries and meth-
ods of perception to bear on the objective for which the series was
required, that of bridging the barriers against the one light that has
been seen to some degree in every bright humanist period. Naturally,
the exploration also puts great challenges onto the table, but those
appear huge only in comparison with the 'smallness' of the currently
prevailing thinking that has put us into great danger. This does not
mean that the Principle of Universal Love needs to be pursued pri-
marily for political objectives. That would put the cart before the
horse. The Principle of Universal Love stands as a principles that
gives us freedom and joy in every sphere while love illumines the
human scene. Love is its own gem, and is precious for its own
sparkle.

Just think how many quadrillions of miles one would have to
traverse to the distant places in the universe before one might come
upon another civilization of living beings with anywhere near the
creativity, culture, beauty, and the productive power to uplift its
world that we human beings have developed right here, and with a
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vast potential for more that remains still dormant and unrealized. The
greatest gem that we know to exist in the universe of life, truly is
us. We are its brightest star as far as we can see, with a potential
for a future that exceeds even the brightness of the sun. If that
isn't something worthy to be loved, what is?

The series, The Lodging for the Rose, presents a twelve-part
earth-based science fantasy cantered on scientific exploration of the
Principle of Universal Love. The storyline unfolds as a multifaceted
epic love story with an eye on romance, sexuality, marriage, and
even erotic love. Still its focus is always in the context of universal
love, the higher principle, unfolding with its own scientific impera-
tives. On this platform love appears in its natural 'white,' the colour
of the sun, a light that imposes no boundaries but illumines the
whole world. In cases where the same ‘color’ extends across two
novels, the episodes have been labeled Episode A and Episode B.

 The series, The Lodging for the Rose, explores the Principle of
Universal Love in a world where it is shunned, a world torn by
divisions, darkened by isolation, threatened by war and potential
nuclear war, and as of late by many millions of uranium bombs (DU
bombs), which altogether put a big question mark onto mankind's
very survival on this planet. Against this background the glow of
universal love creates a new paradigm for the political world with
the challenge that we upgrade our civilization into a powerfully human
world, even a world with the kind of strength that will enable us in
the near future to maintain our sprawling civilization undeterred by
the return of the Ice Age that might happen in possibly a hundred
years time.

 The suspense in the stories of the novels is not carried by
political intrigue as one might expect. Instead it unfolds from the
complexities of relationships, marriage, romance, sex, and science, in
an environment of an ever-expanding concept of love. Here the
political games that unleash imperial wars, violence, and terror are
kept in the background. The flow of the novels is powered by
unfolding 'intimacies' of love that are not dimmed by long-taught
emotions, hatred, fear, or even by the golden cages that we isolate
ourselves in socially and politically, contrary to our hopes and de-
sires.

 Yes, there is a 'magic' in the love that unfolds from the heart
of our humanity that we all share as human beings. Love thus
becomes the light of the series of novels where it shines as it must,
because we are all, as we always will be, a people "clothed with the
sun."
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The truth of what we are doesn't change with the winds of
circumstances no matter how dim the world may become from time to
time as we choose to close our eyes to our own light and cower
in fear, 'hiding' from ourselves. Our history has been like that. Its
pattern has been that after even the deepest 'night' there emerged
always a new 'sunrise.' Today's challenge is to take this pattern of
history one step higher and closer to the light, whereby to assure
that there won't be another 'night' again. We have the power to do
this. Nor is there any real magic involved in the realization, only
love is involved. That is enough.
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