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A story of the Kaleidoscope Project 

Horse Sense Economics 

The simple horse appears to have a better ‘understanding’ of the principle 

of economics than the modern financial wizards of the world have 

demonstrated to have.  

The statement is not intended to glorify the horse, but to illustrate how 

deeply collapsed the human world has become with its faith in the magic 

of monetarism where nothing is real – where all is pure illusion – except 

the consequences resulting from the folly. The consequences are real. 

They cannot be avoided by any means, except eradicating the cause for 

them. The western world-financial system is collapsing under the weight 

of its hyper-massive looting practices. It parades its billionaires as success 

stories, to be admired by society for their cleverness in ‘stealing’ their 

riches out of the pockets of the poor until there is nothing left to steal. At 

this point the pyramids of illusions disintegrates. It is impossible for such a 

system not to be self-doomed. Evidently, the security of the world lies in 

the opposite. It has been said that real economics begins with love being 

expressed that reflects the Principle of the General Welfare. In the quality 

of the living in society, wealth is defined. That’s the most foundational 

economic principle there is. To the degree to which it is developed, 

civilization prospers, or inversely, becomes lost. But what is love, for it to 

have this effect? 

The story deals with the economics question in the Kaleidoscopic fashion 

that offers surprising new vistas at every turn. The story is situated in 

Leipzig, Germany, in the bedroom of a ‘beloved’. It is a bedtime story to 

wake up from! It involves a dialog of two horse ranchers discussing 

modern economics, especially how it now unfolds in the modern 

sophisticated world. 

The story is taken from my novel, “Discovering Love,” It has been selected 

for my Kaleidoscope Project for its significance in understanding of what 

has become modern, misnamed, economics. The project picks specific 

gems from my 14 novels that can stand alone and are of critical 

importance in the modern world. The Kaleidoscope project started out of 

necessity. 
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I had started to write books that I would love to read, which are filled with 

a kaleidoscope of superlatives that define the riches of our humanity. 

 It became apparent that the human superlatives are so rich that they are 

best explored by themselves, for their own merit, which in the larger 

context of a novel tend to become diluted.  The result became a series of 

twelve novels that I have named, The Lodging for the Rose. The work 

unfolds as a kaleidoscope-experience of superlatives, where new vistas of 

our inner riches come into view with every turn. The story in this book, is 

taken from Book 1 of the series, named “Discovering Love.”. 

As one might expect, the Kaleidoscope vistas are precious. It soon became 

apparent that quite a number of them can stand on their own as 

complete stories with the potential to raise up a specific focus that is of 

wide-ranging importance.  

I cherish these stories. Consequently, I started to share them in different 

forms, including now in printed form. The separate printing of the stories 

also allows a larger type face to be used. 

The novels and the kaleidoscope of vistas from them - is published by 

Cygni Communications Ltd, BC, Canada (www.ice-age-ahead-iaa.ca)  
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Chapter 1 - Dimensions of Dreaming  
 

      "Did the great world-constitution that the Treaty of Westphalia 

became, really get started with an ancient biblical story?" I asked Helen as 

we awoke the next morning to sunlight pouring in through the open 

curtains, "or did you just make this up?" 

      This was our second morning together, before our day at the movies. I 

felt that I needed a profound opening for what promised to be another 

profound day. 

      Helen nodded. "I didn't make this up last night," she said. "Of course 

we don't know for certain what had really motivated the people back in 

the mid-1600s to establish what became the greatest peace treaty in 

history, and to support it in every way possible for the next fifty years, or 

even longer. We can only look at what stood in the background. That's 

where the Susanna story comes into play. We don't know what impact it 

had, but we can guess. It is highly likely that the story didn't actually start 

the revival of European culture. Nevertheless, it probably had a big impact 

on advancing the healing process. The healing process for the cultural 

rebuilding that was going on evidently had many facets. Still, I think the 

story might have provided one of the key elements that had made the 

healing possible, Peter. We'll never know for certain. We simply don't 

know what causes sanity to suddenly come to the foreground. Some 

things in history remain hidden. There were no newspapers published in 

the 17th Century that might have documented the mental undercurrents. 

But we do know that Rembrandt van Rijn, the famous artist of the 1600s, 

had painted the crucial scene of Susanna being surprised in her garden. 

The resulting painting still exists, and remains a famous piece of art to the 

present day. The painting probably has helped to spread the story of 

Susanna that exposed the lies of the elite. The society of the time needed 

a sanity shock. It appears that Rembrandt supplied the shock of sanity by 

painting a scene of the Susanna story that the lying elite didn't want to 

have brought out. The historic context makes the Susanna story a most 

profound story. I wish we could revive that story today so that it would 

cast the same light on the lies of today's ruling elite of empire. Too much 
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is being hidden under the same old mantle, the mantle of the ignoble 

liars. People can recognize the lies that are known by today's open 

conspiracy of insanity, but no one dares to disagree with the elite and call 

their bluff. That makes the Susanna story a dangerous specter the elite 

will never want to see rise again. That's why the story has been banned. 

So don't look for it in the Bible. As I said, it has been censored and 

removed. It can only be found in the Apocrypha now, a collection of 

'expired' biblical texts." 

      "It obviously wasn't expired, because it is old," I interjected. 

      "Time is never a factor in these cases," said Helen. "It's the spirit that 

mattered. The Susanna spirit was too dangerous for the masters, as is the 

sacrament spirit right now, but the Susanna spirit won, while today's fight 

with the sacrament at the center hasn't even begun in earnest. We have 

something, though, that has remained with us from this period, which the 

masters had tried to block at the time, but have failed. And this, 

something, Peter, is classical music - the music of Bach, Haydn, Mozart, 

Beethoven, Brahms. Their music isn't called classical music, because it is 

old, but because it carries the classical spirit that was reflected by the 

Susanna story, the sacrament spirit that gave rise to the Treaty of 

Westphalia and the Principle of the Advantage of the Other that the 

treaty was founded on. All of these great classical composers were from 

the period of peace that the treaty established in shutting down the Thirty 

Years War, the worst war in history prior to the 20th Century. Their music 

speaks of the profound spirit of this period, and the spirit of renewal of 

the human sacrament. The masters tried to stop the spread of this spirit, 

but couldn't stop it. Bach was the pioneer of this group. He created a 

completely new kind of music, a music of the spirit, and they had indeed 

tried to ban it, but they succeeded with the ban only for a brief period. 

After that it became unstoppable. Bach and all the others are still on the 

center stage of classical music after all these centuries. The classical thus 

refers to the spirit that is timeless." 

      "Maybe we should change the schedule for today and replace one of 

the movies we have planned to see, with a concert of Bach's works," I 
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suggested. "Isn't Leipzig the cultural center where Bach had lived and 

worked. I believe, the church he worked in is still standing." 

      "Oh yes, the Thomaskirche it is still standing, Peter. It was build more 

than 500 years ago, long before Bach's time. It is still in use. Its tower 

suffered some damage during a bombing raid, but that was quickly 

repaired. We can go there if you like. There is always something going on. 

We can go there after dinner." 

      I nodded and grinned. But let's have breakfast first, at the plaza in the 

sun, as yesterday, then lunch at Auerbachs Keller at the Old Rathaus, 

though without the Mephistopheles drink." 

     "The Keller goes way back in time, Peter. It's wine ‘stube’ was famous 

already in the early 1400s. The Keller was the first place that the evil 

Mephistopheles takes the student Faust to, on their travels in Wolfgang 

von Goethe's most famous play, Faust," said Helen. 

     "The drink was an invitation to hell," I said. "It was firewater indeed. I 

won't have it again. It would burn in my throat all through the movie. And 

for dinner afterwards, let's go to the finest place the city has to offer." 

      "And all this is linked to a biblical story," said Helen and laughed. 

      "It made history long after it had been written, and continues to make 

history even now, after it has been expired," I said and laughed too. "But 

how can a biblical story of this magnitude become expired?" I said in a 

faint tone of amazement after my laughter, even though I already knew 

the answer. 

      "That's simple, Peter," said Helen. "It becomes expired by not printing 

it anymore. Don't be surprised that this kind of censorship still happens 

today. Whatever isn't politically acceptable simply gets swept under the 

rug. It's called, the freedom of the press." 

      I began to laugh. 

      Helen asked me why I was surprised. 
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      She suggested that this is how America is dragged into hell by the 

nose. 

      "Some day they'll probably put the Susanna story back into the Bible, 

but we don't have the required honesty for that yet," I said to her. 

     "You probably know a lot of other Susanna-type stories yourself that 

have been carefully removed from public view by the censorship of 

silence," said Helen. 

      "Of course, there are a lot of unauthorized stories floating about," I 

said to her. "Most of these are real stories. The are about real lies, official 

lies, that put the best fiction writers to shame in terms of craftiness. But 

they are totally real, like the story of the horse rancher. Have you ever 

heard the story of the horse rancher?" 

      Helen's reaction indicated that her mind was a blank on this one. 

      "You didn't hear the story of the horse rancher?" I said to her. I made 

myself comfortable. Do you want me to tell you the story?" 

      The morning sunshine was flooding her apartment by then, while we 

were sitting in the good room having tea. The eyelids were still heavy 

from too much sleeping, hers apparently too.  

     "I can guarantee that you won't fall asleep by my story," I continued, 

"though the story straddles the boundary between fiction and fantasy. It 

doesn't seem real, but it is basically tragically real. It is a story from the 

real-life modern world where fact and fantasy are reversed, where the 

most insane rules the day, and where true reality is deemed not to exist. 

The story is told in many versions, but all the versions speak of one thing, 

and that thing is real." 

      "And the hero is a horse rancher?" said Helen. 

      I nodded and leaned back. "The story is set in America, but it could 

happen anywhere in the West. It goes like this:" 
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Chapter 2 – Tale of the Horse Ranchers  
 

      A horse rancher named Albert comes to visit his neighbor Frank, also a 

horse rancher. They talk about how slow the business has become. Albert 

said it was so because modern people rather ride sports cars than horses. 

"It's a thankless job raising horses now." 

      "You don't have to do this," said Frank. "Sell the ranch and live like a 

king. We could do this together you know, and move to some beach 

paradise. We could sleep in till noon then, if we wanted to. My brother 

Jason told me how this could be done, he is a financial wizard you know. 

He owns an investment company in New York; a very successful one. 

Jason said we could be millionaires if we wanted to do a few things right." 

      "Like what, Frank?" 

      Frank points to the coral. "Do you see the brown stallion on the right? I 

would like you to buy it from me for a million dollars, and I promise to buy 

it back for a million and twenty." 

      "This trade nets me twenty," said Albert. "I can use the twenty. I still 

owe a bundle on the last feed delivery." Albert reaches his hand out. 

      "Not so fast," said Frank. "The horse that you were riding in on, would 

you like to sell it to me for a million, and promise to buy it back for a 

million and twenty? In this case we would be even." 

      Albert nodded perplexed and laughed. "We are even then. What have 

we accomplished?" 

      "We have become millionaires," says Frank. "That's how the financial 

system works. I send you a bill of sale tomorrow, and you will send me the 

same. This makes all of our horses worth a million and twenty. A real 

certificate of purchase backs up the price. But the price once established 

applies to all of your twenty horses. Under the modern financial system, 

the established price for one traded asset becomes the benchmark price 

for all assets of a similar nature. That makes you worth twenty or twenty-
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three million dollars, depending on how many horses you have, and my 

worth would be nineteen million." 

       "How can this be," says Albert. "I couldn't sell the best horse of the lot 

for a thousand last week. Who would pay a million?" 

       "It doesn't work that way," says Frank. "Jason told me what we need 

to do. We need to sell the entire business as a single asset to his 

investment company. He promised to buy it if we give him a 50% 

discount. We would walk away with about ten million each. Jason would 

then report to his shareholders a 20 million profit from a single trade, 

which would drive up the stock value of his company. Also other investors 

would then offer twenty percent more for the asset that showed this 

phenomenal gain. Jason would walk away with 4 million in cash for this 

subsequent trade. That's not bad for a day's work, is it? The other investor 

will then sell the package again, maybe at full value to someone who 

needs a big tax write-off. Sometimes companies have too much of an 

income, said Jason, which doesn't look good on their balance sheet, when 

it comes from illegitimate sources. In this case the new owners of the 

asset want the asset to loose its value. To do this they invent an epidemic 

and donate the horses to the slaughterhouse and burn the buildings to 

the ground. In this way the company owns the burned down property 

pays twenty million dollars less taxes, which is a great profit for a property 

that wasn't paid for with real money to begin with. Jason suggested that 

the CEO would then likely sell the devalued property to himself for a few 

dollars, and built it up again into a fancy holiday ranch, to be used 

exclusively for his own pleasure. Jason suggested that in time the CEO 

might get tired of riding horses and would then invite one of his fellow 

CEOs for lunch and propose that he buy the ranch from him for a hundred 

million with the promise that he'd buy it back for a hundred million and 

twenty. His fellow CEO would understand the process and then likely 

propose to him that he do the same for him by buying his fishing lodge 

business and selling it back to him. Both CEOs would agree to it with a 

smile and a handshake, and the paperwork would be in the male the next 

day. 
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      "Jason also suggested that the ranch would then be mortgaged for a 

hundred million," Frank continues his explanation. "The CEO would take 

the money he would get for the mortgage and buy up 51% of the 

outstanding shares of an aircraft company. Perhaps he would like flying 

airplanes better than riding horses. Once that purchase is accomplished, 

he would appoint himself as the CEO of the company that he has now 

control of. He would then sell the ranch to it with the outstanding 

mortgage on it. Nobody could block him from doing that, because he 

would own the majority vote. Of course, as the CEO he would give himself 

a free airplane, a test model perhaps, that he would test for the company 

at a fee. Then he would asset strip the company and give himself a huge 

bonus for the cash increase, and vote up a golden parachute for himself. 

In the end, he would resign, but before resigning he would force the 

company to buy the shares back that he controls, and to buy the whole lot 

as a package for the original value, which Jason said would be a bargain 

for the company in terms of getting its control back.  The CEO might walk 

away with two hundred million in his pocket. That's not a bad return for a 

ranch that is actually a liability by then. The company would probably go 

bankrupt after that. The mortgage would probably default. The property 

be auctioned off for a song. Maybe a farmer will buy it for a few hundred, 

to be used as additional grassing land." 

      "And the bank would be holding the empty bag of the defaulted 

mortgage," says Albert. "This would be fraud against the bank." 

      "The bank wouldn't care," says Frank. "In fact, the bank wouldn't loose 

a penny. The bank never keeps the mortgage. It takes the mortgage and 

cuts it up into confetti and mixes it up with confetti from other 

mortgages. Then the whole bucket of confetti gets bundled up into small 

packages that are sold on the world market as collateral backed debt 

obligations or things like that. Then, when the mortgage on the debt for 

the ranch goes belly-up, it will be hard to tell who owns what part of it. 

The confetti parts may be owned by investors all over the world, or by 

other funds located in Russia, and India, and Africa, and in South America. 

It's called spreading the risk." 
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      "It should be called, hiding the fraud," says Albert. "Everything that 

you told me, Frank, is fraud built on fraud. It's immoral, I tell you." 

      "But it is not illegal," said Frank. "As Jason told me, fraud is good for 

the financial system. The bank, that would issue the CEO's mortgage for a 

hundred million, knows that the ranch isn't worth a squat. But that's not 

its concern. The bank pays big fees to brokers to come up with big 

mortgages. The bigger, the better. Besides, the hundred million mortgage 

for the ranch would be sold anyway, and be gone, but before it was sold, 

it would be counted as an asset that the factional reserve banking system 

allows the bank to create itself new credit against, as a backing for new 

lending. The bank would get out of this deal ten times the value of the 

mortgage, in new credit, for other mortgages to be sold, that it them 

collects interest on, and fees, or it collects big profit from the scam as it 

takes the resulting bigger pile of mortgages and creates an even bigger 

pile of bundled confetti with it. The bank certainly wouldn't discourage 

fraud, it lives and prospers by it. Jason laughed at me and said that us 

little horse ranchers had no ideas of how the modern world financial 

system actually works, which has been fully globalized. Sure, Jason admits 

that there is fraud everywhere, but he says fraud is legal, and is 

encouraged in the modern world, that after all, has become a cultural 

wasteland by our rancher's standards. Jason suggested that we move with 

the time. He said, that fraud was now indexed and derivatives are being 

sold on bets that are based on the efficiency of the fraudsters. He said, 

that there is no end in sight for this game, which may some day be 500 

trillion dollars in size, or a quadrillion. Jason said, that the banks make big 

profits in fees from this game, and everybody is happy playing the game. 

And the banks don't even care if the game goes belly up and their 

derivatives bets go sour. They are not playing with their own money. They 

are taking on risks they can never cover when the game goes sour, or 

their depositors could cover. They don't care, because they bet that the 

government wouldn't dare to let the banks go under. They are betting 

that the government will bail them out. The taxpayers would then pay for 

the bank's gambling losses." 

      "Not everybody is happy living in a cultural wasteland," says Albert to 

Frank. "I don't want to be a part of it." 
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      "Neither do I," says Frank, "but what options do we have to stay out of 

this wasteland? As you said, nobody likes riding horses anymore. 

Everybody wants to ride in fancy sports cars. Horse ranching used to make 

a good living." 

      "But the sports cars won't go where the horses go," says Albert. 

"People need horses. Horses are honest. If you treat them well, they'll 

treat you well in return. If you work hard for their welfare, they work hard 

for you likewise. They live by a bond that people have forgotten, that 

people no longer honor. Maybe that's what I like about working with 

horses. There is something about them that the accountants can't 

quantify. Maybe that's why girls like horses." 

      "If you don't want to sell, maybe you should open the ranch up to 

people who still honor the kind of quality that the horses have to offer," 

says Frank. "Maybe not all people have yet been swallowed up in the 

cultural wasteland that our world has become. Look for people that value 

what the accountants cannot measure." 

      "And where would I find them?" says Albert. "Where would I find 

those honest giants, who value what the accountants cannot see?" 

      "You might find them in the dark places in the cities, among the little 

folks like us, the working people," says Frank. "Maybe we should forge an 

alliance with them and invite them to come here. We should invite them 

to camp on the ranch, or even work on the ranch with the horses, and pay 

for the privilege. Maybe our trouble is that we have catered to the rich 

instead of to the giants. The rich are little people and cheap on top of it, 

some even skip out without paying." 

      "I'd sooner be one of the giants, and be among them, than to be a 

millionaire and be living among thieves in the beach resorts," says Albert. 

"Maybe I go home now and feed the horses." And that's what he did. 

      Albert feels good that evening. He feels happier about his lot in life as 

a horse rancher, than he had for some time. When he meets Frank again a 

few days later, as he does from time to time on his morning ride in the 
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clear light of dawn, he tells Frank so and thanks him for having helped him 

to open his eyes." 

      "I spoke to Jason again," said Frank. "Jason had called me up and urged 

me not to follow up on his suggestion. He had thought about it, and 

concluded that it wouldn't work." 

      "Isn't that what I told you?" says Albert. "Nobody would pay a million 

dollars for anyone of our horses. Sure they are fine working horses, of a 

good stock, but they are not worth a million each. You were dreaming 

when you said we could get a million for each." 

      "No, no, Albert, this part would work," says Frank. "Everything that he 

had told me before, would work. This part works. This is done everyday. 

It's normal business." 

      "So what's the problem?" says Albert. 

      "The problem is that money isn't safe," said Frank. "It's here today, 

and gone tomorrow." 

      "Are you accusing me of being a gambler, so that I would gamble it all 

away, and be broke in no time?" says Albert. "I am more inclined to be 

frugal, and be miserly. I would buy a little cottage somewhere near the 

beach, and ride a bicycle to get there." 

      "Your money still wouldn't be safe, because nobody's money is," says 

Frank. "Jason just realized that. "Sometime ago they invented a new 

method for making money that is so insane that it will wreck everything. 

With this new method you can become a billionaire without even owning 

a horse to sell. You buy derivatives contracts." 

      "You are speaking in riddles," says Albert. "How would this make 

money? And how would making money wreck everything?" 

      "Jason owns a public company, right?" says Frank. "This means that his 

shareholders own the company, and the shares are traded. Who offers 

the highest price, gets to own the shares. When the price is right, there 
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are always buyers and sellers in the market. But it's risky. Often people 

buy the shares with borrowed money, and when things get tight they 

have to sell. In order to attract buyers, they lower the price. When a lot of 

people do this, the effective value of the entire stock of that company is 

thereby reduced. People loose money. Fund managers, who run a tight 

ship, can't afford to be that vulnerable. They need to buy insurance 

against that. So they go to a bank or a financial insurance company and 

buy a risk protection contract. These contracts are called derivatives. 

Now, when the value of the stock goes down, as people undercut each 

other, the insurance will make up the loss. In this case, the bank or the 

insurer looses out. Now some people have said to themselves, why do we 

need to own any shares at all, to profit from this process? When our 

research tells us that the market is going to go down, why can't we buy 

the insurance contracts anyway, and take the pay-out as profit if our 

hunch turns out to be correct and the market drops? The banks smile at 

this and say, sure you can do this. We will sell you as many of these 

contracts as you wish to have, or as many as you can afford to pay the 

insurance premium for. The banks are happy with that. They adjust the 

rates according to market conditions, and adjust them highly in their 

favor. Since the banks are controlling the game, they tend to make huge 

profits from it, and being greedy they now sell insurance contracts for any 

financial variable you can name. The investors now can buy betting 

contracts on oil indexes, gold price, bond yields, the price of pork bellies, 

soy beans, international currencies, stock market indexes, anything you 

can imagine, and nobody has to own the actual real thing that these bets 

are related to. The money that can be made that way is virtually 

unlimited. And that is why it doesn't work, said Jason." 

      "You lost me," says Albert. "Why wouldn't it work?" 

      "Why didn't landed feudalism work for long?" says Frank. "It stopped, 

because there wasn't enough land in the world to satisfy the greedy. That 

is why gold as a currency doesn't work, because there is not enough gold 

in the world to meet the requirement of an expanding economy. That is 

also why the stock market couldn't be driven past a certain limit, because 

the stock market has a physical component that puts a damper on the 

greedy, especially when their greed keeps on wrecking the industries, 
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which is thereby reducing the physical component. They had to find a way 

to disassociate the money making from any physically limiting factor. So 

they came up with the derivatives game. This is a game that has not a 

single physical component in it that would limit the expansion of money 

making. The game is derived from the physical values, but goes far beyond 

it." 

      "And that is where the danger lies," says Albert. "The danger is 

obvious, isn't it? Even I can see this." 

      "Guess how big this game is?" says Frank. 

      "Oh, I can imagine it being big," says Albert. "Our economy in the USA 

produces roughly 12 trillion dollars’ worth in economic product every 

year. That includes everything, every car that is made, every service that is 

provided, every bean that is grown in the fields, every horse that is raised, 

and every house that is being build. Our stock market is probably trading 

shares in the range of thirty trillion, and if you are right and they pulled 

limits out of that, the derivatives market is probably a couple hundred 

trillion dollars big, soon to exceed the quadrillion mark, as you said 

yourself. Yes, that is where the danger lies. I'm not that stupid, not to 

realize that when a major shift in the physical world will turn the 

derivatives bubble into a giant liability, that is by then so big that it 

dwarves all the currencies in the world into insignificance. This means that 

every bank around the world is already technically bankrupt." 

      "The whole system is bankrupt," said Frank. "Money itself is in danger 

to fizz into nothing. Civilization is in danger. If the banks go under, who 

pays out on the paychecks. Where then does the cash come from to buy 

milk with in the grocery store? Jason just realized that this is why it won't 

work." 

      "What took him that long to realize that?" says Albert. "What kind of 

dummy is this man?" 

      "He has been away from real life for too long," says Frank. 
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      Albert agrees. "We should bring him to the ranch. Maybe he could 

help us drill a well. If we could get water to this land, we could grow all 

sorts of necessary stuff for people to eat. All we need is water, a good 

pump, electricity, and a tractor. Our five thousand acres would then 

become a real gold mine for the people in the city, producing gold that 

they can eat. Nobody can eat derivatives or bullion." 

      After riding in silence for ten minutes Albert says to Frank, "what I 

proposed doesn't work either. We can do this later. For now, we have a 

more urgent task before us." 

      "What is more urgent than growing food?" says Frank. 

      "Growing sanity is more urgent," says Albert. "The USA can survive 

with its current level of food production. Not a single person will starve to 

death for reasons that there is not enough food production capability 

existing. What the USA lacks, is sanity. Nobody has any. Sanity is the rarest 

commodity throughout the entire planet today. Everyone's very existence 

depends on a rapid development of sanity in the world, and this includes 

your physical existence on this planet, and mine. Every person in the 

world is in far greater danger for the lack of sanity, than they imagine." 

      "Are you saying this because of the derivatives game?" says Frank. 

"Jason quoted one of the experts to me, who called the game "a weapon 

for mass destruction.' Jason seems to think it is the biggest atomic bomb 

that mankind has ever built. He didn't mention though, why he thinks that 

way." 

      "Isn't it obvious?" says Albert. "The financiers invented the game to 

insure themselves against the consequences of their fraud in financial 

gambling. We have a 25-trillion-dollar stock market in our country. The 

financial assets in that market needed to be protected, so that the 

pension funds would not be vulnerable to sudden losses." 

      "What's wrong with that?" says Frank. "If a catastrophe happens, and 

the market looses half its value, the insurer picks up the losses, which in 

the worst case would be no greater than the entire decline in the market. 

This never actually happens in the real world, said Jason, because most of 
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the insurance bets miss the mark. Only a tiny portion of the bets ever get 

paid out." 

      "That is my point," says Albert. "That is why we are doomed. You said 

yourself that everybody can join the insurance gambling now, whether or 

not one owns anything physically that one wants to have insured. It's like 

buying fire insurance for a house that doesn't exist, that is deemed 

located in a dry valley that may be hit with a fire storm. If the fire 

happens, you collect on the insurance policy and make a profit. While this 

kind of house insurance isn't available yet, all kinds of such insurance 

policies are sold in the financial markets against stocks, bonds, even 

commodities, which do not actually exist. In this way the financial 

gambling isn't limited by any physical factors. Already the volume of the 

gambling contracts related to the future price of oil, is thirty times larger 

than the volume of oil that is actually produced worldwide. Some people 

make a lot of money that way. Many people are in this game, because 

they only need to put down three or four percent of the value of the oil 

they want to be playing with. If they bet wrong, they loose that money. 

Since most people bet incorrectly, so that the contracts simply expire, the 

banks or the insurers rake in a lot of money for no effort at all. The whole 

game is designed to expand exponentially. For this reason, the physical 

limits have been removed, so that people can be playing with prices and 

indexes on a vast scale that far exceeds what actually exists in real terms. 

And that is what is happening all across the world. In the past, people 

played the stock-market game with real stocks that they had to purchase 

dollar for dollar. Later they could borrow the money to purchase stock to 

play with. If they lost, they still had to pay the money back. Some of that 

still happens. But with derivatives, all the gamblers have to do is buy the 

contracts. This works so well that the game is expanding in leaps and 

bounds. There are now 10,000 huge funds and banks in the game, buying 

and selling these contracts for the rich investors that live by this fraud. 

The game has been honed to a fine art. But it is no longer just 25 trillion in 

volume, as the stock market game is. The game is now hundreds of 

trillions big, soon exceeding the quadrillion mark. And that is where the 

problem lies. As the game gets bigger in volume, small upsets in the 

physical world now produce ever-larger tremors in the financial world. 
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Usually the tremors can be managed. But what happens when the games 

expand into the quadrillion range?" 

      "When this happens, the vulnerability increases to such a level that a 

minor upset causes a financial earthquake, that overwhelms the whole 

system," says Frank. "When it becomes obvious, in which way the market 

trends, a vast number of people will bet correctly, and hold out their 

hands to the banks, to or the insurers that are typically banks, to claim 

their profits." 

      "It doesn't take much of an upset in the real world to cause the kind of 

tremors that would cause claims that far exceed all the money that exists 

in the world, and the capacity to print new money," says Albert. "When 

this happens, the governments will flood the banks with money to pay for 

the gambling debts, just to keep the banks alive. They will do this, because 

the big money centers own the governments by unwritten contractual 

corruption. As they turn on the printing presses, the currencies become 

worthless. With worthless money, the already collapsing economies 

simply disintegrate in a self-leveraging collapse, until there is nothing left 

that functions, and people will die. The collapse is all inter-linked, 

financially and physically. Then a new Dark Age begins that few will 

survive. The people of the world have built themselves a financial system 

that by its very nature assures the collapse of its civilization, and 

themselves with it. Isn't that insanity to the extreme?" 

      "So, what are you saying with this, Albert?" says Frank. "What would 

sanity accomplish to change things?" 

      "Sanity would provide a simple solution," says Albert. He begins to 

laugh. "The sane response would be to outlaw fraud, and to instantly 

cancel all the derivatives bets by law. This would mean, to instantly 

declare all derivatives contracts, which are gambling contracts, void. This 

would make them illegal. It would make all associated obligations from 

the gambling mania, likewise void. This simple single action would prevent 

the collapse of the banking system and the hyperinflationary blowout of 

the currency, which are both presently assured, by the system we all 

serve, together with the collapse of civilization, which is also assured. If 

the masters of society should experience a shock of sanity and step away 



21 
 

from this insanity, and thereby prevent it from exploding, mankind would 

be saved. This simple spark of sanity would save mankind. But it won't 

happen that way, will it? There is no sanity left. The masters of society 

that have all become prostitutes to the looting system, are like the 

monkey who holds a nut in his hand in the Malaysian monkey trap, and 

can't let go. The monkey would need a shock of sanity to save its 

existence. Maybe it happens on rare occasions. It probably won't happen 

in the financial arena. The masters of society that are caught in the trap, 

will likely try this, and try that to make the dead system survive, which will 

fail. Then they will try something else, which will fail again. All the while 

the bottom keeps dropping out of what is left of the value of the 

currencies, the banking system, and civilization as a whole." 

      "Maybe some day there will be sanity surfacing again," says Frank. "If 

simple folks like us can see the writing on the wall, maybe the learned 

experts will accidentally open their eyes and behold what is evidently 

obvious. The physical wealth of our country has been collapsing for 

decades upon decades, while the fraudsters have been getting more 

brazen in stealing off society's living." 

      "That is why the fraudsters are screaming their head off, that our 

Constitutional Principle of the General Welfare is archaic and outdated 

and should be purged from our thinking," says Albert and stops his horse. 

"They say protection is outdated. They say that when a horse thief comes 

to our property to steal our horses, we should help him load our horses 

on his truck, and even clear the road for him to assure that his truck won't 

bog down. They say, that this is the modern way to behave. They say, we 

don't want no damn protectionism. They want us to be afraid, but not to 

react. They call this economics. The fraudsters that rule the empire of 

money admit openly that they hate nothing more in the world than 

economic stability. When the world is stable, they can't' gamble and steal. 

Consequently, they wreck their own system and make it unstable, so that 

they can steal. We used to have stable fixed exchange rates between the 

nations of the world. The fraudsters of empire that sit in their towers in 

London have wrecked this stability and created the currency trading 

circus, that has become a gigantic casino operation in which huge winning 

are collected that they call profit. And guess who pays for their winnings? 
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We do, everybody does, all the nations in the world pay out what they 

collect on the roulette tables of the currency markets. But it is all a rigged 

game. I tell you, the entire empire, which is the old British Empire that 

once looted the world, is still at it, pursuing its old scams in new 

wrappings. It is nothing but a giant criminal looting machine, that is now 

feasting on the whole world under globalization. It exists for no other 

purpose than to feed the pomp and power of the billionaire-lords and 

ladies. And guess what these fat-cat lords and ladies reply when the 

starving of the world protest against their evermore arrogant demands for 

more looting? Their answer is that 80% of the people in the world 

shouldn't exist anyway, that they have no right to exist, or don't need to 

exist, because wealth is no longer depended on the product of people. 

Wealth is money, pure money." 

      "I can remember a time when America was rich by what it produced," 

says Albert. "Those were sane times, Frank. It's all gone, gone with the 

wind, and hard to get back. The empire wants its loot and won't allow 

even a spark of sanity to rule. The banksters are ruling us. They rule how 

society thinks so that it will submit itself to its eventual slaughter. It 

shouldn't be that way, Frank. We, the people of the world, shouldn't allow 

ourselves to be ruled by the banks in the interest of their private owners. 

The banks should be ruled by society to serve its general welfare by 

meeting the needs of human existence. We should throw out the 

monetarist dogma. The banks should be facilitators to move credit from 

the people to the people that carry out the building and production and 

services that a society needs to have to exist. Society doesn't exist for the 

banks. This concept is archaic. Scrap this concept. Scrap the fraud that 

goes with it. Scrap the derivatives gambling game that has become the 

biggest parasite in the history of mankind." 

      "It won't happen," says Frank after a few moments of silence. "No 

government in the world has the guts to outlaw financial gambling. The 

very best we can expect from them is a tax on derivatives. And even that 

has failed in the past. A tax of half a percent on the notional value had 

once been proposed. The fraudsters had screamed so loud, predicting 

doom, that the proposal was squashed before it even came to a vote. 

What hope does anyone have that this insanity can be outlawed 
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altogether? They would scream 'dictatorship' if you would even hint at 

such a thing. They would scream, 'don't interfere with the private 

market.'" 

      "It needs to be done," says Albert. "Who cares that the half-percent 

tax didn't get out of the starting gate before it fell. In order to save 

mankind, a hundred percent tax needs to be imposed on the notional 

value, and a hundred-and-ten percent tax on the winnings. Sure they will 

scream, but wouldn't be able to scream 'dictatorship' or 'interference.' 

Every government in the world has the right to tax what is socially 

destructive. It would tax this insanity to recover the cost of it to society, 

and even a hundred-and-ten percent tax wouldn't be sufficient to recover 

the cost. A vast wealth tax needs to be instigated to recover at least a tiny 

fraction of what it has cost society being subjected to decades of 

economic and cultural destruction. That's the sane sense of justice, and it 

would be a light response, because the damage already inflicted is 

immeasurably huge. It has killed untold masses of our fellow citizens in 

this country, who were deprived of food, health care, employment, 

housing, education, and so on. If a person gets kicked out of his home and 

onto the street by greedy mortgage rapists, and thereby becomes 

homeless, how long do you think such a person living in the gutter, is able 

to hold onto a job or even stay alive in the winter when the frost covers 

the ground and snow and ice? A two-hundred percent tax on derivatives 

wouldn't be enough to cover the damage this game is doing to society, by 

destroying the wealth creating potential of its people. These fraudsters 

are stealing the wealth of society, which is located in the productive 

power of people. With their derivatives games the fraudsters are stealing 

the life of the most precious that society has, and with it they are stealing 

the very essence of civilization. A five hundred percent tax on what causes 

this collapse of society would still be too mild. It would be too mild even 

for merely considering the loss of the value of the nation's currency, that 

has been incurred in the shadow of the rampant inflation that the 

gambling orgy has caused, and is causing evermore. Derivatives gambling 

is the worst imaginable grand theft scheme ever devised. No tax, no 

matter how big, would come even close to repay the damage already 

incurred. However, a hundred-and-ten percent tax would be enough to 

stop it." 
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      "What you are proposing means scrapping the totality of empire 

altogether in one strike, and all empire-type thinking in society with it, 

and scrapping also all the countless wars of empire against mankind," says 

Frank. 

      "That would be the outcome of the simple and sane solution," says 

Albert to Frank in a quiet kind of voice, as if this really didn't need to be 

said. "The sane solution is a simple solution," he adds a bit more 

emphatically. "What could be simpler than to protect society; protect 

people's living; to protect people's food supply, their homes, their 

businesses, their pensions, their employment, and so on? That's the 

simplest and sanest thing to do, if one values civilization and values one’s 

life." 

      "You forget that sanity is still being overruled by fraud in the name of 

greed and power," says Frank. 

      "That is why I say that sanity is the most needed commodity on the 

planet today," says Albert and gets his horse moving again.  

      "How can we cause sanity to grow in abundance?" says Frank, now 

riding again beside Albert. "Where do we find the seeds for sanity?" 

      "That's the real million-dollar puzzle," says Albert. "That's the only 

question worth considering. We used to have more sanity in the past, 

than we find today in government and in the population. The crisis that 

we face today had already been addressed in 1907. Did you know that 

Frank? Do you remember the law that became famous back then, which 

made it a criminal offence to run 'bucket shop' operations?" 

      "Oh yes I remember," says Frank. "My dad used to talk about these 

things to us kids in his fireside chats in the winter. He had us spell bound 

when he was talking about the wild days. He said that after the British 

Empire killed McKinley, things got really wild. He said, that after the 

assassination the British Empire was taking over and was bringing in all 

sorts of wild operations, like the empty-bucket brigade scams. They would 

sell the content of empty buckets for good money. But Congress passed a 

law that sent them all to the slammer where they had plenty of time to 
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learn to put their buckets to good use in a more civilized manner. But dad 

said that the law was forgotten by the time the roaring twenties came 

around. Dad said, the crash in 29 wouldn't have happened, had the 

'bucket shop' law remained in force. Then the resulting depression 

wouldn't have happened either. Dad said, Roosevelt got us out of the 

depression-mess, by shutting down the new bucket brigades of the 

roaring twenties. He said Franklin Roosevelt did it in part with the Glass 

Steagall legislation, and in part with the Reconstruction Finance 

Corporation that he transformed into a functional national bank that 

forced the private banking operations back into the world of sanity and 

their original task of providing credit for physical construction, farming, 

and industrialization. But that's all history now, as you know yourself. 

When Franklin died, the British Empire took over again and brought its 

empty bucket brigades back. That's what dad kept saying many times 

when chatting in front of the fireplace in the years before he died." 

      "The 1907 law against the 'bucket shops' is still on the books, isn't it?" 

says Albert. "The law, if it was applied once again, would effectively 

prohibit all financial trades in which no physical equity is transferred. 

That's the equivalent of an empty bucket in terms of value in the trade." 

      "Its like dad said. The fees that the fraudsters demand go into a 

bucket," says Frank. "The fraudsters then take the money out and slip it 

into their own and their shareholders' pockets. Then, when the IOUs 

come rolling in for the winning bets, the bucket is empty. Then chaos 

erupts, and the public ends up paying for the loss. That's what dad said, 

happened then. We are getting back to it now in a much bigger way. The 

bucket kings now pay themselves salaries so huge in amounts, with 

bonuses added, that even the dwarf in Richard Wagner's Ring cycle, 

would envy them for their 'income' while his was sitting on his 'little' pile 

of gold. But this too would become history, when the anti-bucket law 

would be applied again, just as Wagner has suggested in his Ring-cycle, it 

might end, where he takes the dwarf's gold away and gives it back to the 

Rhine maidens, as the Ring cycle ends." 

      "The 1907 law that prohibits the 'bucket shop' operations, actually 

covers today's entire vast spectrum of derivatives gambling," says Albert. 
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"It describes today's scene perfectly. It defines almost all banks, 

investment houses, and hedge funds, to be in effect 'bucket shop' 

operations, and by definition under this law also criminal operations of 

the highest order. This means that the law that could outlaw the current 

insanity, which becomes increasingly intolerable, already exists as a 

readily operational law. But what good is it if nobody heeds it?"  

      "Do you want to know why the law isn't applied?" says Frank. "I sold a 

horse to a senator not long ago. That's a rare event now. Most of them go 

to the big spreads in Loudon County. Anyway, the senator was rather 

angry the way things were. He had a few words to say about the mad 

speculators, especially the big ones like Citicorp, one of the largest banks 

in the world, formerly the City Bank of New York. The City bank had 

gained notoriety around this time in the Senate, calling for bailout money. 

Now Citicorp is a good example why the sane laws don't work anymore. 

We have a bank here that jumped with both feet into every harebrained 

quick-buck scheme they could find and made a killing doing so. The bank 

grew almost as much in the last ten years, as it had in the previous 160 

years. But the growth didn't come from real economic activity. It came 

from the growth of the huge speculative bubble in real estate, junk bonds, 

derivatives, and other paper transactions which always look good until the 

bills come due, which is typical for all the bucket shop operations. The 

senator said that if Citicorp were headquartered in San Antonio, it would 

have already been closed down and its officers publicly humiliated and 

then thrown into the slammer. But Citicorp is not headquartered in San 

Antonio. He said it is operating in New York, where a far different set of 

rules apply, where the laws have been tweaked, stretched, and bent to 

serve the criminals instead of society. So instead of shutting the 'bucket-

shop' operation down, the government, on behalf of the Federal Reserve, 

which acts like was the government, but is really just a private 

corporation, is artificially keeping the bankrupt criminal institutions alive. 

And the reason for that is rather obvious, when one looks at the State 

ledger. The State of New York gets a quarter of its entire tax revenue from 

slightly over half a dozens of the big gambling houses on Wall Street, of 

the banking and investment industry, so-called. So you see Albert, the law 

no longer serves justice, it serves to proliferate crime."  
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       "If the existing anti-bucket-shop law was applied, it would shut down 

all modern derivatives operations and prevent the quadrillion-dollar 

bubble from forming," says Albert. "Of course this won't happen. The 

bubble is needed to prop up the current World Empire with evermore 

loot, and this in such a way that the USA becomes economically ruined 

thereby, and the American tax-payers are put on the hook to pay the bill 

for it all." 

      "Some day the law will be applied," says Frank quietly as if he doesn't 

really believe that society would ever wake up to seriously consider its 

self-protection. "Right now the fraudsters are crying 'you cannot interfere 

in the private markets, but give us your money and fast.' And they will still 

cry the same song when they stand at our door dead broke with their 

palms turned up demanding to be bailed out with public funds in amounts 

far beyond what any nation can afford. And the bailout will be provided 

until the golden goose dies. In the end, when we stand in the ashes, sanity 

will prevail, for nothing else can rebuilt the world, and it will be the whole 

world that dies with us." 

      "When the quadrillion-dollar mess breaks down, society has to react," 

says Albert. "If a slight tremor in the system causes a larger than expected 

number of investors to place winning bets, so that maybe twenty percent 

of the contracts are exercised, which is not out of the range of 

possibilities, society will face a $300 trillion pay-out to the winners. In this 

case the entire quadrillion big derivatives gambling casino will explode 

with unpayable IOUs. Society gets wiped out in this avalanche, which it 

lacks the wisdom now to shut it down while it still can. Even a much 

smaller winning streak, coming out of the quadrillion bubble, would 

instantly bankrupt the entire world. It would break the world-system. It 

would bankrupt the banks and all the currencies, and civilization would 

end." 

      "Maybe civilization wouldn't end," says Frank. "How can civilization 

destroy itself over something that has no intrinsic value? Bucket-shop 

contracts have no intrinsic value. Not the slightest bit it of physical equity 

has been attached to them. Nothing would be lost if society would simply 

let it go, since it is fictitious anyway. And even in the most extreme case, 
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society would still have the option to walk away from the mess and start 

anew." Frank begins to laugh as if he was to crack a joke. "We in the USA 

should walk away from the empire's monetary system right now, 

shouldn't we? It is not our system, is it? It is a private system. We can 

legally walk away from it and put it into bankruptcy. That's a ready-made 

possibility. America can do this, because the American dollar is not owned 

by the nation. The American dollar is a private currency owned by the 

Federal Reserve, which is a private corporation. If the corporation is 

bankrupt, so is its currency, and vice versa." 

      "We should have done this already," says Albert. "Our American dollar 

is a bankrupt currency, because the Federal Reserve is bankrupt." Albert 

begins to laugh now too. "The dollar is a Federal Reserve note. We don't 

owe it anything. And on top of that, a bankrupt currency, is a currency 

without value. Is this not the reason why it would be possible for us to sell 

a horse for a million dollars on the investment market in a trade that 

would then actually have an infinitely greater equity attached to it than 

99.9% of all the world's derivatives contracts currently have, which 

contain not a single speck of equity at all. The empty-bucket casino is 

proof that the world has already accepted the fact that the U.S. dollar has 

no actual value in itself. Indeed, as a private Federal Reserve note, the 

American dollar represents probably far less equity in the financial market 

than our million-dollar horse would. Once this lack of attached equity in 

the dollar is recognized, society will just let the Federal Reserve notes go 

and create its own currency once again to replace it. The whole world 

would then do the same. It would have to resort to this same sane act out 

of necessity." 

      Frank coughs and begins to laugh. "It's ironic, isn't it?" he says. "The 

owners of the Fed are hell-bent in bankrupting the only asset they have, 

which is their currency, which they are turning into toilette paper by 

supporting the mad gambling mania. In the process, they render 

themselves as criminals under the 'bucket shop' law, to be indicted for 

potentially the greatest crime against humanity that has ever been 

devised. It's insane what they are doing to themselves, and to us, isn't it? 

But this isn't going to change, is it? The senator who bought a horse from 

me, made it rather plain why nothing is going to change until the whole 
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house comes down, because the Fed owns the thinking of the entire field 

of economists. The own all the publications and professional journals that 

have anything to do with finance and economics. The senator said that 

the Fed doesn't own them directly, it doesn't have to. It owns the 

publications by having most of the members of the executive board of 

these publishing companies on its payroll. This means that nothing is 

published in professional journals that doesn't 'harmonize' with the Fed's 

song, meaning being approved by it. That's how the Fed, a private 

company operating for looting America, owns the thinking on economics 

and finance in our country, right across America, and possibly also in 

other countries. The senator was frustrated by his inability to do anything 

about it. He said, this game of super-leveraged derivatives has already 

mushroomed past the quadrillion mark, and may soon be counted in the 

quintillions in the face value of contracts floating about that nobody has 

any control over." 

      "Isn't this another aspect of grand fraud that is on the Fed's account of 

treasonous crimes, fraud at the very top?" interjects Albert. 

      "Fraud?" says Frank. "No, fraud is too soft a term. It is fascist mind 

control in the extreme, that would have made Hitler envious." 

      "Yap!" says Albert, "that just about sums it up, doesn't it? The national 

mind control with insanity was Hitler's security. Nobody could touch him. 

So, Frank, when do we start sowing the seeds of sanity? Shouldn't we 

start soon?" 

      "Yap!" says Frank. "I think we have already begun. We are out of the 

starting gate." 
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Chapter 3 – Fiction has Become Reality, and Reality, 
Fiction 
 

 

      "What do you think of my story?" I said to Helen. "Did I put you to 

sleep. I told you a fictional story. I made it up on the fly, but it reflects the 

real world. All the aspects are real, and they are as critical in real terms as 

the story illustrates. We have already gone through a major financial 

collapse once, in the 14th Century. But this one was minuscule in 

comparison, and likewise were the consequences. People lived closer to 

their source of food then. Now food will be far out of reach when the 

infrastructures break down. You said yourself, it took society a hundred 

years to recover from the breakdown in the 14th Century that was 

relatively localized and only killed a third of the population of Europe. 

How long will it take this time for the value of currencies to collapse and 

all economic functions to come to a grinding halt, and this all over the 

world, with everything becoming globalized now? It might take a month 

or two to get new currencies printed and the economic process rolling 

again so that people can live. How long can you exist without food, Helen? 

How many people will die before the governments will stop trying to save 

the dying system, and will actually start the recovery by saving what is left 

of society?" 

      "It is all a question of Love being expressed," said Helen. "Economics 

isn't about money. Economics is about producing things and meeting the 

needs of people in a human world of civilized living. It's a question of Love 

being expressed, Peter. The sanest expression of Love would be, to pull 

the plug right now on the system by which society has doomed itself. But 

this expression cannot be found. The commitment does not exist. It would 

exist, if mankind wasn't starved of the sacrament spirit and smothered to 

near death under the mantle of empire that breeds insanity, which blocks 

all aspects of Love." 

      "Production for meeting the human need must be the center of all 

focus of concern now," I said to Helen. "Whatever form of finance is 
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required to reach this necessary goal, will have to be instituted. And this 

will happen, Helen, because that is what an economy exists for. Also it will 

stage that future without empire as a component in it." 

      "Then, and only then, will we be able to face the coming Ice Age that is 

already near on the horizon," said Helen. "Economics without empire, 

where the process of production creates wealth, rather than dead money, 

is not really anything new. Hasn't this been the goal of the American 

System of Political Economy that had made America the envy of the world 

for half a century, until this remarkable system was wrecked by repeated 

assassinations of its pioneers and leaders? It started with the election of 

Lincoln and ended with the killing of President McKinley at the hands of 

empire in 1901 at the Pavilion of Music at the World Exposition in Buffalo 

New York. America was so successful by its focus on production for 

meeting the human need, that America reached out with it to help the 

world to industrialize and to build railways, and to have peace through 

economic prosperity." 

      "That's what made America a thorn in the eyes of the British Empire," I 

said to her. "America's focus on railway development, which the 

Europeans were about to copy, was especially threatening to the Empire, 

as it threatened its maritime control of the world. Building the railways 

enabled the development of the interior of the continents. It changed the 

world, by providing an efficient way to transport goods over land. Until 

then, the world's rivers and the sea had been the transportation channels. 

Lugging things over land, had been a difficult process. It is believed by 

archeologists, backed up by mountains of evidence, that the so-called 

native population on the American continents came by sea across the 

oceans rather than across the arctic ice during the ice ages. The early 

civilizations were seafarers. Travelling across by sea was far easier than 

travelling by land. That is why the coastal communities had also the most 

technologically advanced cultures. It is natural for mankind to utilize the 

most efficient means to advance its civilization." 

      Helen began to laugh. "Now look at us, what a sorry lot we have 

become," said Helen. "For millennia mankind has chosen the most 

efficient economic infrastructures to meet the human need and create 
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itself a richly functioning civilization. And what do we do now in the so-

called modern world? We pursue the opposite course. We pursue goals, 

that by design assure the most efficient destruction of civilization that has 

ever been achieved. And we are on the road to a splendid success at it. 

The recovery won't be as easy as it had been in Europe in the 14th 

Century after the Lombard system collapsed, which took a hundred years 

to accomplish. Except this time around we likely won't even have a 

hundred years left before the next Ice Age closes in."  

      "So, how do you see the recovery of the world then that would enable 

us to attain the goal you suggest we must reach to survive the coming ice 

age?" I said to her. "The current platform gets us nowhere, except deeper 

into trouble. What can get us out of this mess and to where we need to 

be." 

      "The answer is simple, Peter. Arrest empire. Stop it. Block it. Take it 

out of action. The simplest way to do this might be to take its toys away. 

Obsolete the use of money and the concept of property, and empire has 

no control over anything. It simply stops. Trade without currency is 

possible, externally and internally. You simply replace money with a form 

of universal credit system that you tailor to the specific needs whereby 

society invests its productive power into the advancement of itself. The 

resulting credit system might reflect itself in the provision of free 

infrastructures, free housing, free education, free health care, and free 

food and energy and transportation for the basic modes of living. For the 

rest a simple personalized employment rewards and social contribution 

credit system might be established, and a taxation system that keeps the 

universal part of the system functioning. 

      "Money wouldn't be scrapped, in the standard sense," Helen 

continued. "Society would simply eliminate what it is needed for. The 

biggest burden for society today, other than food, is housing. When high 

quality housing is provided for free, a large chunk of the money burden a 

family carries is thereby cast away. Free housing can be easily provided 

with automated mass production and high temperature processes that 

utilize infinitely available materials. With quality housing as an 

infrastructure, society has a foundation for advanced intellectual and 
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cultural development, which in tern are infrastructures for scientific and 

technological development. In order to maximize this potential, society 

would then provide itself a free, high quality, universal education system, 

and skills training system. It would all be premised on the recognition that 

society itself is its most precious asset and resource, which would then be 

developed to the utmost for the realization of its full potential. Free 

education thereby becomes a powerful 'wealth' builder for society as a 

whole. Naturally, with society being recognized as its own most precious 

asset, it would protect this asset with a quality free universal health care 

system and a rich food supply system. While all of these aspects are 

measured today as an expense, in a rational world they would be 

measured as opportunities for uplifting civilization that invariably repays 

its 'cost' many times over by creating an ever richer and more powerful 

human world. On this platform of powerful advancement, it wouldn't take 

long for money to become obsolete. The masters of empire may scream 

like hell during the transition period and sabotage what they can reach. 

But what of it? Do the challenges change the principles involved?”  

     "You failed to mention nuclear power, especially nuclear-fusion 

power," I interjected. "People have hung all their hopes on nuclear-fusion 

power, that it will give them all by itself, infinite energies and a rich future 

for all mankind." 

     "That's a delusion, Peter, an empty dream that will never come true," 

said Helen. "Nuclear fusion power is a contradiction in itself. Nuclear 

fusion doesn't produce power. It consumes power. While nuclear fusion 

happens naturally, it takes enormous power to make it happen. In the 

process atoms are created by way of energetic assembly of plasma 

particles. A lot of this type of fusion is happening at the surface of the Sun, 

which itself is powered by an immensely energetic electric-arc process. 

But this powered fusion isn't the fusion you are talking about, is it? You 

are talking about a destructive type of fusion in which two heavy isotopes 

of hydrogen are being pushed together with such a great violence that its 

force overpowers all the natural barriers that keep the atoms intact. 

When this happens one of the atoms of the isotopes fissions apart so that 

a portion of it can become absorbed by the other atom whereby a larger, 

stable, new atom is created. The portion of the fission process that is not 
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absorbed is an immensely energetic neutron. The power here is derived 

from fission. This fissioned-off neutron, however, is unfortunately a 

hundred times more energetic than the neutrons are that are produced in 

a normal nuclear reactor." 

      "Isn't this good?" I interjected. "Isn't more energy better?" 

      Helen shook her head. The high-energy neutron poses a huge problem, 

Peter, because its high-energy impact destroys the metals of the reactor 

that produced the reaction that caused it. The reactor literally destroys 

itself thereby. No viable solutions exist for this problem. Another huge 

problem is located in the fusion process itself. The resulting high-powered 

fission-'explosion' blows the fuel apart before it can all be burnt up, 

whereby the process blows itself out. The third problem is that takes 

typically ten times more energy to cause the fusion to happen than what 

can be derived from it. But even if none of these problems did exist, for 

which no practical solutions are presently in sight, nuclear fusion would 

still be a no-go for one more deeply fundamental reason. The heavy 

isotopes that make up the most ideal fusion fuel are basically akin to a 

charged battery. Immense energies have been invested into these 

isotopes at the surface of the Sun, where they are created by powerful 

electric processes that power the Sun. There, the same action that 

produced these isotopes, also causes a lot of them to be expelled from 

the Sun. Some became accumulated on Earth over millions of years, in the 

oceans where they can be found in a highly diluted form. It takes a highly-

energy-intensive process to separate them out by weight. Typically, half a 

billion tons of water need to be processed to produce enough of one type 

of the isotopes, for a single ton of fusion fuel. One ton of fusion fuel 

would power a one-gigawatt power reactor for one year. The second type 

of isotope that is needed for the fusion fuel is even harder to come by, 

Peter. It doesn't exist naturally at all, but needs to be produced in a 

nuclear power reactor by irradiating lithium, which is also extremely rare. 

Lithium exists in seawater at the concentration of one part in ten million. 

The stuff is so hard to make that since the mid-1950s only 200 Kg have 

been produced worldwide, primarily for nuclear weapons. Also, most of 

this produced inventory has already decayed again as its half-life is a mere 

12 years." 
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      "So what's the big talk about then when nuclear fusion power is hailed 

as the energy panacea of the future?" I interrupted Helen. 

      Helen just laughed. "Consider that every single one of the four 

problems in fusion power development that I have mentioned is a game 

stopper all by itself, and more so all of them together, and then answer 

me your own question, Peter. What indeed is the great hype all about? 

You should be able to figure this out. I have mentioned this earlier in a 

different context."  

       Helen stopped and looked at me, waiting for an answer. 

      "The keyword may be H. G. Wells," I said cautiously. "But if it is, this is 

monstrous." 

      "It is that, Peter, but it is efficient for the masters of empire to reach 

their goal. It is well understood that nuclear fusion power is a dead-end 

game by the very nature of the process. So why would the dead-end game 

be promoted in a big way? Look at the implication, Peter. The worldwide 

fusion-power research program is immensely big. Typically, the test 

reactors stand as high as a four-story house and take more than a decade 

to build for each machine, which itself becomes obsolete in a few years 

after its research limit is reached. Since the actual goal is unattainable, the 

subjected institutions are urged to build ever-bigger machines. The 

amount of manpower, materials, scientific talent and other types of 

resources that are poured into this bottomless pit add up to a gigantic 

waste, while the hopes of mankind remain pinned to an empty dream. 

And that's how this game is played, Peter. This is not about power 

production, Peter. This is about draining the scientific strength out of 

society by pushing it into a dead-end trap where nothing will ever be 

produced. You are perfectly correct Peter in suggesting that this game has 

all the features of a typical H. G. Wells type project to keep real scientific 

progress at low levels and as low as possible." 

      I raised my hand to stop her. "The entire project then looks like a giant 

fraud," I said quietly. "Is this what you are suggesting, Helen?" 
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      "What else could it be, Peter? If there was a real concern for expanded 

energy production on a near infinite scale, we could have this 

implemented tomorrow. The technology for this already exists. And the 

fuel for it exists abundantly. Consider this, Peter. In a normal nuclear 

reactor powered by uranium fission, only half of a percent of the natural 

uranium is consumed in energy production. The reason for this is that 

natural uranium contains only 0.7% of U235 that is fissionable. The 

remaining 99.3% is U238 that is not fissionable and therefore becomes a 

waste product. However, my friend, uranium is not the only option 

available to mankind for nuclear-fission power production. There exists 

another option, based on thorium. If thorium, which has a weight of 233 is 

irradiated to become thorium 234, it becomes fissionable, and I mean all 

of it becomes fissionable, not just half a percent. Now consider further 

that the USA all by itself has 900,000 tons of this thorium nuclear fuel in 

known deposits on its territory, shouldn't this readily available fuel then 

be used, especially when one considers still further that thorium 234 has 

the same energy content as the fabled nuclear fusion fuel is promised to 

have, but which can't be made to work in spite of the greatest efforts. 

      "So, Peter, wouldn't we see this abundant energy resource being 

utilized right now if we lived in an honest world? We would live in this 

energy-rich environment right now that everybody idealizes. The 

technology for thorium power exists. It has been developed and tested for 

five years in the 1950s, and has then been put onto the shelf in those 

days, because its by-products are of no use for making nuclear bombs." 

      "You are saying that thorium-power technology is old-hat stuff?" I 

interjected. 

      "It's more than that, Peter. It's inexpensive to implement and offers 

high-temperature process heat. The reason why none of this is 

implemented so far is rather simple, Peter. The reason is that the masters 

of empire that control the world's sciences and the technologies, and 

most of the governments of the world, won't allow mankind to have an 

energy-rich future. They want genocide. They want most of mankind 

dead, and the rest groveling in poverty. This is what this nuclear fusion-

power hype is all about, and intentionally so. It was created in the form of 
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an empty dream that blocks the real potential that mankind has readily at 

hand. You are right, Peter, this is monstrous." 

 

      Helen paused and looked at me with her big brown eyes. "You asked 

me what a real economic future looks like. Here is your answer, Peter. It 

begins with ending the empty dream of nuclear fusion and implementing 

the thorium power that we have a boundless potential for. The next step 

would be to tap into the vastly larger electric power resources that exist in 

space and surrounds the Earth thick and heavy, which also powers the 

Sun. You didn't know that the Sun is electrically powered, did you, Peter? 

The Sun is powered from the outside in an electric-arc mode, rather than 

from within by nuclear fusion. I have a few friends in Novosibirsk in the 

sciences there, who proved to me extensively that this is so, but which is 

something the empire aims to keep under wraps together with a lot of 

other things." 

      I began to laugh. "Can you imagine this? If the masters loose their 

chokehold on the world's energy supplies, which they have today by 

controlling the world's oil, they would loose their grip on the world 

completely, and almost instantly." 

      "No, Peter, they would simply disappear from the scene. 

Unfortunately, it is the other way around. The masters of empire must 

disappear before the space-power scene can become a reality, 

considering that they are already blocking the very notion of it with 

everything they've got. Nobody is allowed to seriously talk about electric 

space power, even if the evidence is rather clear that the Earth is afloat in 

a sea of electric energy. Fortunately for us, the age of empire is nearing its 

end. I certainly expect this. 

      "And the third thing I would expect to see in the dawning New World," 

Helen continued, "and this right off the bat as a key element in our new 

economic future, is the automated production of free housing for all, as 

investment by society into itself, as I have already mentioned. I would 

expect to see the free houses being made essentially of basalt, produced 

in automated high-temperature processes. Basalt is a stone that melts at 
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1,400 degrees. It is ten times stronger than steel, has half the weight, and 

is nearly as hard as diamonds. My friends in Novosibirsk tell me that a 

single one-gigawatt thermal plant would be able to produce the modular 

units for the free houses at a rate of 2,000 houses per hour, or 17 million 

a year. This mass production of a great infrastructure for human living 

would completely revolutionize the landscape of civilization. Also, I would 

expect to see not just one such plant operating, but many of them all 

around the world, because high quality housing is one of the essential 

infrastructures for an intellectually developing society. This is the key to a 

rich future for the whole of humanity. And all that one would need for this 

is energy and basalt, of which both are infinitely available. There is 

enough basalt on the planet to cover the entire land area of the planet 

thirty feet deep." 

      "The masters won't allow this to happen, Helen," I cut in. "They'll block 

anyone who will even remotely try this. The very notion of it would wreck 

their entire property-value system." 

      "No, Peter, none of this will be as much as whispered in the world, 

much less talked about openly, until the rule of empire has ended, and 

the masters have been excommunicated from the fields of mankind. After 

this is done, all kinds of great things will become possible and will happen, 

and nut just free housing for all that can be produced at so little cost that 

they will be provided for free. In parallel with this happening, I expect to 

see several floating bridges being built across the oceans - one connecting 

America with Africa, stretching from Florida all the way to Morocco, and 

another one from Mexico to China. I would expect to see these serving as 

railway bridges, and also as development hubs along their way, with 

branch-links going south towards the equator to support large-scale 

floating agriculture in the tropical regions. Floating agriculture is the most 

efficient form automated agricultural development that I can think of. It's 

far more efficient than greening the deserts. Floating agriculture in the 

tropics is the kind of development we need to pursue anyway, with the 

ice age being not far distant anymore. For all we can know, we may be 

already in the transition zone to the next glaciation cycle. Our nice warm 

interglacial holiday is definitely nearing its end, and maybe faster coming 

than we hope." 
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      I raised my hand to stop her. "You are dreaming!" I said firmly. 

      She just laughed. "That's what I said to my friends in Novosibirsk when 

they made this proposal to me. They asked me then to consider just one 

question. I am asking you this question now. What do you think is easier 

to build, a rail link from the USA to China via a tunnel under the Bering 

Straight, or to build the 12,000-Km floating bridge across the Pacific? 

Consider the technological processes involved for both options. The 

Bering Straight tunnel option would be immensely labor-intensive and 

would involve many types of construction, while the floating bridge would 

be largely produced by automated processes with just minimal labor 

involvement. Also it would be more quickly completed, and it would 

remain useful all the way through the next ice age, being far out of the 

reach of the glaciation. I guess the answer to my question is obvious. It is 

the floating bridge that would be built, as the most efficient option. It 

takes a bit of time to get used to realizing what power unfolds in real 

economics, once the human potential becomes unblocked. 

      "That's the kind of boundless and efficient world we will then be living 

in, once we get ourselves out of the empire stranglehold," said Helen and 

began to smile. "And all of this too, would be just the beginning, Peter." 

      "The beginning?" I repeated questioningly. "How much farther can one 

take this?" 

      "How about diverting the outflow of the Amazon River to the Sahara 

via a submerged water-transfer infrastructure. Would this qualify, Peter? 

It would take nothing more than a thin-walled submerged line that's a few 

hundred meters wide, made of basalt of course. The Sahara could bloom 

again, and all of Africa with it - and its people could live again. And this too 

would be just another beginning. I can see us building a spaceport on the 

Moon for a shuttle to Mars. Electromagnetic propulsion might get us to 

Mars in three days. Mars might serve us as an ideal platform to empower 

the biosphere to greater productivity and diversity than has been possible 

until now. Mars offers us an environment with more intense cosmic 

radiation than we will ever experience on Earth. My researcher friends 

discovered that the most intense biological development on Earth 

coincides with periods of stronger cosmic radiation. With a bio-lab 
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operating on Mars, it might become possible to increase the creative 

potential of the biosphere. We might be able to create exotic food plants 

on Mars that offer us the full slate of amino acids and proteins that the 

human body needs, so that we can end our present dependence on 

animal proteins for our existence. Also, I don't think I am dreaming this. 

My friends assured me that all of this is possible. I tend to agree. I see it all 

as a part of the human sacrament unfolding in its fuller dimension. The 

technologies and principles are presently already within reach to do 

everything I just said. My friends from the Science Institute, or whatever 

they call it, assured me that everything is immanently possible once we 

cross the threshold out of empire and enter a normal human world, the 

world of the wider scene of the sacrament." 

      "Isn't it nice to know that there are still a few honest institutions of 

science left in the world that have not yet come under the clutches of the 

masters of empire," I said quietly, "even while the Soviet Union that 

maintains the institutions is itself reeling under the onslaught of empire 

and may not be able to keep itself free forever."  

      Helen nodded. Though she didn't add anything more, as if this final 

after-thought was too hard to accept. 

 

      By the time the story was told, it was too late for breakfast, and almost 

too late for lunch, with barely enough time remaining to get to the movie 

on time. And this too, was caused by too much story telling. Auerbachs 

Keller was a great place for telling mythical stories to one another. 

 

      As we were seated for lunch, Helen suggested that the problems of 

our world would all be easily solved if the people would only open their 

eyes. "The big problems of today are easy problems then," she said. "Oh, 

but how to do it! That's a hard one to answer. We are destroying our 

world, the West for money, the East for ideology, the empires for power. 

All this can be changed overnight. The institutions and the weapons that 

are destroying our world were not God-sent or imposed by nature, or by a 
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force of invading aliens from outer space. Human beings have created 

them. Human beings also have the capacity to do away with them. 

Humanity has the power to eradicate the systems it creates, if the 

systems don't work for its benefit. Mankind has turned the world into a 

cultural wasteland at the bidding of empire. Mankind can also restore the 

beautiful world that existed before, by overcoming the insanity that 

enables empire to be. Oh, but to step up to the plate! And then do it! 

That's exceedingly hard for those who live in the wasteland and haven't 

seen the normal landscape that probably disappeared long before they 

were born. It took a hundred years, Peter, to create the Golden 

Renaissance out of the wasteland of a cultural collapse that wasn't half as 

bad then what we face now. It took the Venetian Empire a hundred years 

after that, to destroy its archenemy, the Golden Renaissance. It did it with 

the only weapon it had, warfare waged with counter-ideologies. It took 

mankind thirty more years to get the lost spirit of renaissance back. But 

those recoveries were easier then, when compared with what we might 

have to face today, if we can recover at all. So, we must stop this now. We 

have six global threats hanging over us that all promise fatal 

consequences. We face nuclear war, biological war, radiological war, and 

the return of the Ice Age, the rage of empire, and the globally expanding 

circumcision in all its numerous forms. We haven't even made any 

headway in tackling the smallest of our problems, that of eradicating 

empire and the circumcision. We haven't been able to make any major 

headway for 5000 years. And those two types of problems are basically 

not hard to deal with, because the principle is known that furnishes the 

solution. Helen suggested, that those problems would eventually be 

solved if we don't destroy our world with nuclear war first, or other types 

of war will kill us, or the Ice Age will get us.  

      "My question here is this," Helen continued. "Why should we tarry 

even for one second at today's critical stage? The problems are solvable 

scientifically. Why not get on with it? Time doesn't heal anything. The 

Principle for the needed healing is valid now. Why should we not allow 

ourselves to experience its power now? Why shouldn't we begin the 

journey of this healing at the most intimate level as the natural system 

has laid this out for us? Scientific exploration is an intimate thing. I see no 

reason why we shouldn't pursue this. That is what my friends, like 
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Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz, are all telling me. They lived in the transition 

period that changed the world in 1648, and they helped shape it. They 

stand tall, like giants. Many of those who came after them, stood as giants 

in their own right, people like Johann Sebastian Bach, as I said earlier, and 

Franz Joseph Haydn, Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, Ludwig van Beethoven, 

Johannes Brahms. Every one of them came out of this background of a 

momentous cultural healing that became a spiritual human sacrament in 

which the nation was healing itself in the background to the Peace of 

Westphalia in 1648. Maybe this is where Goethe's Faustus fits in. The 

sacrament had broken the ancient pact with the devil that had led to the 

horrors of the Thirty Years War. The composers of this period, and the 

poets, were all giants. They were a part of a gigantic process of healing 

that progressed in giant steps to great height until the empire wrecked it 

again. But seeing that this is kind of renewal out of the ashes is possible to 

do, as it has been done before, makes it relatively simple for us to repeat 

it today and to produce a healing in our world by just doing the same 

thing and taking it deeper into the grassroots of day-to-day living. Nothing 

else remains then, except to yield to the principle that is already 

established in Truth. That's not hard to do, is it?" said Helen. "And this all 

by itself makes the most impossible seeming task possible." 
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Chapter 4 – A Familiar Place 
 

      Suddenly Helen laughed. "This is funny," she said. 

      "What is funny?" 

      "Suppose that lightening struck you today and you found yourself 

facing St. Peter at the pearly gate. He would ask you: 'Son, how much 

have you lived in the world?' How would you answer? Tell me, Peter, 

what would your answer be." 

      "I would say to him that I lived well, that I loved my wife Sylvia for as 

long as I have known her, and Erica for a day, and Helen for a few hours." 

      "Oh, and he would ask you: Is this all there is?" Helen replied. 

      "In this case I would answer that I have always wanted to be in Love 

with many more, but that this wasn't allowed, or the opportunities didn't 

exist, and so on. I am sure he would understand." 

      "Would he understand?" said Helen. "Would he understand what it is 

like to live in a cultural wasteland? Remember this scene is foreign to 

him." 

      I shrugged my shoulders. 

      Helen began to smile. She suggested that the following would happen. 

She suggested that St. Peter would not understand. He would ask me to 

explain why I had lived such a small life. She suggested that I would 

answer him as I said I might. Then he would respond to every one of my 

excuses by saying: That's irrelevant. That doesn't apply. Or, what has this 

got to do with anything? In the end, after all my excuses would be 

exhausted, he would put his arm on my shoulder like a friend would, and 

would say to me: Son, I cannot let you pass into heaven. You would not be 

happy there. You have not lived enough to qualify for the challenge. You 

have not changed the world one bit. You have no cultural advances to 

your credit. Your account is empty. Oh, yes, you blamed the world for 
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your failure. What a cheap excuse that is! Your heart told you what to do 

to live a powerfully rich life, but you refused. Your belligerent attitude 

towards Love would so isolate you from everyone in heaven that you 

wouldn't be happy there. You wouldn't fit in. You would be eternally 

lonely. So my friend let me tell you what I am going to do to make you 

reasonable comfortable and happy according to your qualifications. I will 

send you to a place where you will feel truly at home. You will find this to 

be a beautiful place surrounded by a lot of heat, a place of fear and 

doubts and endless struggles. You will feel at home in this place, a place 

where people steal from each other and call themselves rich, and give you 

the privilege to join the game. You will find it to be a place where Love is 

unknown, where people are stuffed full with knowledge that is irrelevant, 

which they cannot use. It is a place where people kill one-another for 

pennies, and then find living too expensive and allow themselves to be 

killed so that their bones can be sold to the fertilizer factories which 

makes products for profit that other people can use to grow flowers with. 

Helen suggested that St. Peter would then shake hands with me, and 

while I'd smile at him he would raise the other, and puff, I would be 

happy. At least I would be content. I might even be proud of myself that I 

am able to manage to survive in such a 'difficult' world." 

 

      I was about to protest. 

      Helen shook her head. "I am not saying this about you, specifically," 

she defended herself. "I am saying this about all who say to me, 'Helen, 

you make loving sound so demanding and problematic.'" 

      "But that includes me, Helen," I protested. "I said those very words to 

you earlier, didn't I?" 

      "What is in the past is irrelevant, Peter. Are you the same person now, 

as you were when you came out of the pub? I believe that you are not. I 

believe that you have changed. Some healing has begun. It only takes a 

moment of honesty for a person to change." 
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      I nodded in agreement. "Isn't that what the story of the two horse 

rangers is about? Are you saying that if we can't accomplish the simple 

task, how can we even hope to accomplish the greater that are necessary 

to save the world?" 

      "No, Peter. I am not saying this. Think about all the things you told me 

tonight that you no longer believe. Was it hard for you to step away from 

them? Was it hard for the two horse ranchers to step away from the tens 

of millions they could have had?" 

      "Erica was wrong," I said quietly, "when she felt that loving completely 

can be an impossible task. It's not really, because it doesn't depend on 

circumstances." 

      "Erica is a sovereign person. So Peter, there is no right or wrong in 

expressing Love. It is invalid to think of Love being expressed in such 

terms. There is only right. There is no wrong. There is only universal Love 

that is always rich and right and infinite in variation, no matter what. The 

rest is a delusion. The key issue here is related to completeness. What is 

completeness? Human life isn't a linear thing, Peter. If it were, we would 

have no hope. There is no such thing as 'was', either. You should ask 

yourself if Erica would be able to move with this now, this minute, if she 

desired so. Suppose that you could call her. What would her answer be? 

Would she be able to move with her heart at this very moment and allow 

what reflects universal Love? And if she were not able to do this, you 

might ask yourself what you could do as a friend to help her in her 

impasse without violating her sovereignty. This is an important question. 

Remember Peter, her need in this case is to be helped, to become a giant, 

as you said in your story we all must be. What would it take for you to 

help her to become a giant in her self-perception instead of being a 

mouse? It is invalid for her to consider public opinion, and become a 

mouse herself, or even to bow to her husband's opinion, who seems to 

aspire to be a rat. If your sense of Love embraces her as a giant, then her 

sense of Love embraces you similarly. Anything else is secondary or 

irrelevant, isn't it? Anything less would not meet your need or her need, 

as it has indeed happened." 
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      Here Helen paused and smiled. "Tell me why am I correct in saying 

that the needs of the ONE outweigh the needs of the MANY?" 

      I said I couldn't imagine. 

      She told me that this question has been asked before and has been 

answered in astonishing ways, and often incorrectly. "So tell me, Peter, 

why is it correct, provided you agree that it is?" 

      "The statement is correct," I answered her, "because if the needs of 

the ONE are met on the platform of Principle, the real needs of the MANY 

are thereby satisfied on the same platform. I can think of cases in history 

where meeting the needs of the ONE with a right idea has saved 

civilization from a certain doom, thereby meeting the needs of the MANY 

as well." 

      Helen shook her head. "You are getting close. You are moving in the 

right direction. But would St. Peter buy that argument? I would say that 

the needs of the ONE are the same as the needs of the MANY, because 

humanity is ONE. Thereby, the needs of the ONE, the one that I am 

dealing with in a given moment, like your need right now, outweigh the 

need of me having to focusing on all the others, because if I heal you, you 

will help heal the world. This is also true in reverse, because when the 

needs of the one that I am dealing with, are not fulfilled, then the 

Principle of Love is denied and the whole of humanity loses. Humanity 

loses in this case, because then a step is taken towards darkness. So you 

see, human existence is not a linear thing. It is a domain where linear logic 

becomes irrelevant." 

 

      Helen paused and laughed. "Do you know that my friend Nicholas of 

Cusa calls what the world holds precious? He calls it irrelevant knowledge, 

a kind of knowledge that one cannot use, or knowledge that doesn't 

produce constructive results? He calls that kind of knowledge, 'learned 

ignorance.'" 

      I shook my head in disbelief. 
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      "Really, that's what he called it way back in time, hundreds of years 

ago," she said. 

      "But what kind of knowledge is that?" I said perplexed. 

      "Learned ignorance is knowledge that serves neither the ONE nor the 

MANY," said Helen. "It is knowledge that the man Jason in your story is 

stuffed full with, which is of no use to the horse ranchers. Compare that 

knowledge with the knowledge of the Pharaohs. Do you know why the 

pyramids still stand? They still stand, because they were built on the 

discovery of natural universal principles. If you take a bucket of sand and 

pour it through a funnel in a fine stream, guess what the sand forms on 

the ground. It forms a pyramid. The Egyptians were extremely advanced 

in the skills of discovering universal principles. The pyramids will likely 

remain standing forever, until someone takes them down, and the names 

of the Pharaoh kings who had caused them to be built, will remain 

immortal with them. Likewise, the Pharaohs seemed to have discovered 

that sexual intimacy, that becomes reflected in society's social and 

economic intimacies and in the Principle of the General Welfare, is the 

underlying motivator for civilization. Scientific and technological 

development is motivated by the Principle of the General Welfare. The 

needs of the MANY and the needs of the ONE were discovered by them to 

be the same, like an indivisible singularity. The Egyptians understood this 

principle well enough that they knew what to do to disable the 

functioning of the civilization of their slaves. That of course was a mistake 

that eventually cost them the kingdom. They wanted efficient slaves. They 

wanted drones living without a civilization. They understood what to do to 

built an efficient slavery system. They just hadn't discovered the 

consequences, and that discovery is yet to be made. Together with the 

pyramids, the discovery of the process that creates perfect slavery, also 

still stands tall in the world. The Egyptians erred in the way they applied 

the discovery they made. For this they lost their empire. But that's 

another story, and that story continues still." 

      "But what has this got to do with Jason and the horse ranchers?" I 

interjected. "Where is the connection?" 
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      "There is no connection, and that's the point," said Helen. "Fraud has 

no principle, no natural foundation in anything real. The pyramids stood 

on solid ground. Jason's pyramid of fraud has no such foundation. When 

the Egyptian's social principle will be rediscovered and be applied 

correctly, it will heal the cultural wasteland the world has become on 

shaky ground. What Jason represents is an empty hole in comparison, a 

kind of black hole that sucks everything into its abyss. Jason's bucket 

brigades are a part of a system that serves the ONE without consideration 

of the MANY by which all will fall, and nothing remains standing in the 

end? That's a far cry from the Egyptian culture that in spite of its mistakes 

contributed immensely to the advance of civilization. It is said by some 

scholars who explored Egyptian culture, that the Greek Classical culture 

might have had its roots in Egypt. Jason's world, in comparison, has its 

roots in insanity." Helen began to laugh. "Jason's world is a joke." 

      "It is quite real. It is the modern world," I said to her. 

      "It is a joke nevertheless," said Helen. "It is a pyramid of fraud. Fraud 

built on fraud. The accounting system is a fraud, and everything that is 

built on it is fraud. The mortgage the Jason idealized is a fraud because it 

is way beyond anything that is real. It is fraud, because the broker knows 

that it destroys civilization, but for a fee he lets it be. The banker knows 

his actions to be a fraud likewise. He buys lies and makes packages of 

confetti out of them to hide the lies. He knows that the pricing of the 

confetti is fake, that is why he pays a big fee to the rating agencies that 

put a triple-A stamp on it, and they, for the fee, let it be. Its fraud! And the 

fraud continues. The packages of confetti are then sold to the investment 

community through institutions that were once government owned 

institutions, but which were privatized. When the confetti are sold 

through them, the stamp of a quasi-government guarantee is added to 

the triple-A stamp, which makes them more attractive. But there is no 

such guarantee existing. So it's fraud again. Jason's' story of the mortgage 

game is a story of fraud all the way through. Even the paper of the 

confetti is fraud. If the mortgage is sold with teaser rates and adjustable 

rates, and with the promise that the value of the property keeps going up 

and up and up, whereby the property would become literally self-

financing, the resulting swindle is fraud upon the public. It is a crime to 
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write these mortgages, because it is a fact of basic economics that one 

can't squeeze blood from a stone, or create concrete value out of thin air. 

But that is what the whole financial system is designed to do, that Jason 

represents in your story." 

      "But can you call this fraud, Helen, when no one prosecutes it as such 

in court?" I interjected. "What you said is all based on opinion. You can't 

prove in court that that the 'errors' that the scams are built on are 

intentionally made. You can't prosecute a person for errors in judgement. 

Nor can you prosecute a person from exploiting the loopholes in the 

accounting rules." 

      "That is why the entire system is a fraud that has turned the world into 

a cultural wasteland, and has done this intentionally so for the advantage 

of the masters of empire. Empire itself is a fraud," said Helen. 

      "And you want to heal the world and turn the wasteland into a 

productive landscape again that supports civilization?" I interjected. 

      "Of course, Peter, because it needs to be done," said Helen. "It needs 

to be done before the fraudulent system blows up what remains of 

civilization. And it will blow up. The bubble of fraudulent values will be 

pumped up endlessly. Maybe it will be in the range of 500 trillion dollars 

or more in a few years, or a few quadrillions in a dozen years, but the 

point will come when all of a sudden the fraud can no longer be 

maintained, and the entire pyramid unravels. The system will then self-

leverage itself into the ground. Then there will be chaos in the streets, 

hunger, violence, and martial law with troops coming in to quell the 

population. There will be revolution then, with guns blazing. It won't be 

pretty. Civilization, what little we have left of it, will then disintegrate into 

rubble. We can't let this happen. And we don't have to let this happen, 

because it is preventable. It is easily preventable, but this process again is 

blocked by fraud. Society is in mortal danger, because of fraud. And guess 

what St. Peter will say then, commenting on how little we have lived if we 

don't use the potential we have to stop the 'bucket shop' madness, and 

make the cultural landscape beautiful again." 
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      "Isn't that what Frank and Albert intended? Why isn't anybody 

standing up against the fraud and for a beautiful world?" I interjected. 

      "Oh, there are people who are standing up against it, but they are 

slandered and torn down, because society affords them no support, 

because society has become essentially slaves to empire." 

      Helen paused. 
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Chapter 5 – A Familiar Name 
 

      "Let me tell you a story, Peter," she said moments later. "This is a story 

that you will not believe, because it is so amazing that it appears to be 

total fiction. A friend from Italy had invited me to a meeting that had been 

sponsored by the Vatican. In the meeting a leading-edge economist made 

a presentation, a person who is honored for his scientific work in many 

countries, including Russia, India, and China. He presented a graphic 

presentation of the consequences of what Jason stood for. The purpose of 

the meeting had been to project the social direction the world was 

heading into. The Vatican seemed interested in protecting society. The 

economist plotted the direction in which Jason's world was going. He 

plotted it all out in principle with fictitious financial values getting bigger 

and bigger. He plotted an exponentially rising curve to represent the 

increasing fantasy-values of the fraudulent monetary system, the system 

of empire, misnamed an economic system. By its very nature that 

fraudulent system is self-leveraging as it is not dependent on anything 

real. In your story the first million-dollar fraud set the stage for the 

secondary ten-million-dollar fraud, which sets the stage for the hundred-

million-dollar fraud later in the story, which in turn sets the stage for the 

thousand-million-dollar fraud that hit the world with the confetti scam in 

your story. A competent scientific economist understands this. This is 

what the man presented at the Vatican." 

      "It appears that a whole lot of people understand this," I interjected. 

"Isn't that what my story of the horse ranchers indicate. I didn't make this 

story up. It's a satire that a few alert people in public joke about. 

      Helen nodded. "The economist also presented something else at the 

Vatican," she said. "He plotted the decline of the productive physical 

economy. He plotted the decline beneath the fictitious curve. He plotted 

it likewise an exponential curve but going in the negative direction. He 

explained that the decline in the physical economy is due to the looting 

effect, and the disinvestment effect, that all forms of fraud invariably 

have. One of the modern watchwords for this effect is deindustrialization. 

You called it asset stripping, and so on. Here the fraud begins become also 
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a crime against mankind, because the industries that are thereby 

destroyed, are a part of the physical infrastructures for society's living. 

Next the economist told us that since the looting of the physical economy 

is inherently insufficient to inflate the bubble of the fictitious monetary 

values in an exponential fashion, the printing presses were turned on to 

print evermore money, to cover the shortfall. To represent this built-in 

phenomenon, he plotted the resulting curve, like the first, rising 

exponentially, but slightly trailing the fictitious value system. He called 

this rising curve, the curve of monetary emission. He also suggested that 

this curve would eventually be rising hyper exponentially, or something 

like that, reflecting the inevitable hyperinflation of the increased 

currencies without increased production, as a built-in consequence of the 

fraudulent monetary system." 

      Helen paused again. 

      "The man's reasoning was," she continued, "that when the divergence 

between the increasing fictitious money values, and the declining 

productive values in which alone real value is located, becomes so great 

that the fraud behind the fictitious values cannot be no longer be hidden, 

then the printing presses will be shifted into high gear. At this point the 

empire's monetary system will flood the world with evermore newly 

printed currency, in order to generate the illusion that their system, that 

is functionally dead by then, is still viable. But illusions tend to be short 

lived. Eventually the whole thing implodes. The man predicted that the 

result of that happening in today's world would be far worse than just 

causing chaos in the streets, for which Marshall Law could be enacted to 

quell the restless population. He predicted that the result would become 

a prolonged new Dark Age." 

      Helen paused once more. 

      "I think the man was far too generous in his predictions," said Helen 

quietly. "He suggested that it would be possible to rebuild civilization in 

the space of fifty years. I think it might take far longer to do this with the 

entire world working at it, when all the currencies have been destroyed, 

when most of the industries have been demolished, and all this hard 

recovery has to happen against the background of the cultural wasteland 
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that society has become by then, which takes a long time to deal with, 

especially against the background of a widely mutilated society that has 

created a world of better slaves. The economist urged the nations of the 

world to turn the tide against this trend immediately, most certainly 

before the disintegration happens. Maybe that is what his 50-year 

estimate for a recovery is built on. But did anyone listen? The world of 

mostly slaves responded as one might expect, with slandering the man. Of 

course he was used to this treatment. Whoever speaks against fraud, by 

this action endangers the system of fraud, which is the system of empire. 

He thereby speaks against the empire's zoo of slaves, who of course, will 

all sing the song of slander. The slandering has made the man's warning 

ineffective. This treachery was easily done, since the fraud empire also 

owns the press and the news networks." 

      "Let me guess the name of the man that you are referring to," I 

interjected. "What you are saying sounds strikingly similar to what I had 

heard at the LaRouche desk at O'Hare airport. Are you talking about 

LaRouche?" 

      Helen nodded. 

      "You mean, you actually met the man?" I said astonished. "What did 

he suggest should be done to turn the tide to save civilization from the 

collapse into a new Dark Age that we are heading into?" 

      "His proposal is simple, Peter. He said to us, you simply pull the plug 

on the fraud. He said, that this means putting the entire wasteland into 

bankruptcy for a global reorganization to save what is still of value and 

can be utilized for a recovery. He said, above all we must protect society 

from the consequences of the fraud. We must keep the banks going; keep 

the industries operating that still remain; keep the farming, power, and 

other infrastructures running; keep people in their homes, and protect the 

paychecks and the pensions. He said that if the USA does this in 

cooperation with Russia, India, and China, the rest of the world will follow, 

and the world will be saved. This would pull the plug on empire. He 

suggests that the USA must take the first step, because its presidential 

system is by design abler to do this than the parliamentary systems are, 

that are by design married to the system of empire. However, he fails to 
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recognize one vital point. He fails to recognize that the USA population 

has been turned into slaves to empire on the platform that the Pharaohs 

had invented for creating better slaves. And so he keeps talking into the 

wind and no one hears him anymore." 

      "You may be wrong on this point," I interjected. "You said yourself that 

the American mutilation extends only across 70% of the male population. 

If the circumcision is effecting only 70% of America's families and its 

cultural foundation, this leaves 30% of America whole. How many people 

does it really take to cause a cultural revival, even to raise the 'dead?’ All 

it takes is one dedicated person with a profound idea to get the ball 

rolling. We have thirty percent of the entire nation still able to move in 

that direction, as in Roosevelt's days, once they put their mind to it. Those 

30% are enough to create a Renaissance and a New World. We don't need 

a mass movement to cause a spark of Love to light a fire. Those 30% that 

we have, who are all potentially able for the task, are the giants that 

Albert spoke of in my story, constituting an army of giants, when they can 

be inspired to recognize their potential. Then they become giants indeed, 

and assert their potential as free men. Those 30%, as giants in the form of 

free men, would be an overwhelming majority over the 70%, who are 

impotent slaves intending to commit suicide. With that said, consider that 

Russia has remained untouched by the circumcision, and so has India and 

China. These giant nations, with the USA added, with its economic 

potential, combines into by far the largest part of the world in population 

numbers, and economic power. If the 30% of the USA would only wake up 

to their potential, they would have Russia, India, and China standing 

readily beside them as their natural allies, and likewise Japan, Mexico, 

South America, and most of Europe, which too have remained untouched 

by the enslaving circumcision. In terms of this larger context, the masters 

of empire really don't have a strong hand that they could play to break 

this natural bond that already exists. In fact, the masters of empire are 

slaves themselves to their insanity." 

      "Ah, so who is crying about the situation being hopeless?" said Helen. 

"Have I already caused a healing in you?" 
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Chapter 6 – Peace Activists and the Angel of Darkness 
 

      We talked like this until the movie started. And after the movie, and 

her comments about it, my new problem was that I couldn't figure out 

whether I was more impressed by her as a history teacher, as a woman, or 

as a scientific pioneer. She said that she had many friends and was 

supported by many of them, even by historical friends who no longer lived 

except by their achievements.  

      "We are a group of peace activists," she said at one point. "We support 

each other, and are supported by the greatest geniuses of mankind." 

      She explained, that she is constantly endeavoring to recreate the 

Peace of Westphalia in her own life and in her relationship with her 

friends, and to go beyond it. She said, that in her endeavor to go beyond 

the achievements of the pioneers, unfolds a process of healing. She said, 

that she is aiming for a better understanding of the nature of man in the 

image of God, "and to understand the nature of Love as we envelop one-

another in its lateral flow." She also said that she has intimate 

relationships with many of her friends, whenever it seems appropriate, 

regardless of any marriage boundary, or age boundary, or even the 

mysterious same-sex boundary. "These things simply aren't important," 

she said. "We often get together in my apartment after the theater, 

sometimes even before the theater. Many times, those of us who perform 

together, meet at my place for an opening celebration of love in whatever 

way appears appropriate. I can recognize a constant need for one to take 

Love out of its long isolation in the smallest domain, and to make it as 

universally applicable as possible and with the deepest honesty." 

      "You are a performer then?" I remarked. 

      "Yes, I sing in the Gewandhaus choir. Quite a few of us do. I have also 

an actor among my circle of friends, and a concert pianist who will soon 

be a violinist, I am sure of that. But none of this is important," she said. 

"The important thing is the universality of Love that we embrace in our 

life when we refuse to play games with each other." 
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      Helen added that this is an enormous challenge, but it reflects the only 

formula in existence by which society is able to survive in the nuclear age, 

and uplift the world on a platform of joy. She said that her personal 

experience in embracing universal Love in principle and in practice, has 

been truly amazing, especially in the way that she and her network of 

sovereign friends and lovers were supporting one-another. She said that 

she experienced a far greater dedication to mutual support than most 

spouses experience in their marriages, and this not only emotionally so, 

but also economically, socially, culturally, and spiritually. "Of course the 

trend needs to be expanded politically and scientifically, and even into 

healing whenever there is a need for healing. We are fighting for 

humanity, as for ourselves," she said. She added, "it is beautiful and 

enriching to do some good in the world. It is sad that most people don't 

allow themselves to experience those riches." 

 

      I had to agree with her on that count. I had experienced her as a 

beautiful warm and daring pioneer with a beautiful soul. Love was the 

most natural thing in her, "like breathing the air," as she had said herself. 

It was open, free, unencumbered, uncomplicated, and yet so strange and 

new like the next page of a fairy tale that offers a continuation of the 

same story with ever-greater surprises. Of course I knew that what I had 

become a part of was not a fairy tale. Being with her was something 

absolutely real and as colorful and as exciting as the ever-changing 

patterns of a kaleidoscope in motion. But why did I feel still a bit wicked in 

the back of my mind for being with her? 

 

      "I feel so excitingly wicked, now and then, for being with you," I said to 

her at one point. "However, I also feel that it is totally right for me to be 

with you, intimately. I really don't know how to resolve this paradox. My 

heart is jumping for joy, but my brain says, no." 

      "That's because you still don't know who you really are," she answered 

gently. "Fortunately, that's an easy paradox to resolve," she added. 
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      She equated the human being in metaphor to a ring. The life energy 

flowing in the ring creates a field of light. As it is with the phenomenon of 

electromagnetic interaction, when a number of these rings become 

interlocked, the field strength is greatly increased. "That's the effect of 

loving," said Helen. 

       She said to me, "I see the nature of humanity as a glow of Love, in 

which individual men and women are interlocked in many ways with each 

other, to create a vast world of light that is radiant with a brilliance as yet 

unimaginable. Your heart is jumping for joy, because you are beginning to 

find your place in that sphere. Your brain says no, because it is lagging 

behind. It has not caught up with the New Reality that your heart is 

embracing, or it has been conditioned to reject it when the discovered 

principles appear to good to be true?" 

      Helen told me that this conditioning against Love is amazingly 

widespread and strong in the world, for obvious political reasons. She told 

me a story to illustrate the point. 

 

      The story that she told is that of an evil sorcerer, Hurowitz, who is also 

known as the Black Pearl, a sorcerers of the mythical Elmor School of 

Magic of the Deep South. It is said that Hurowitz earned his name as the 

Black Pearl for his ability to make the black arts appear respectable. 

Naturally, Hurowitz hated light. He hated especially the brilliance of the 

light of Love that radiates naturally in the world of humanity. The light of 

Love was an affront to him. He vowed to extinguish it. 

      Since Hurowitz was not equal to the old Greek gods so that he could 

have drummed up a hurricane to blast humanity to oblivion, though he 

might have wished to have that power, he had to do it the hard way and 

pursue his goals with lies. Nevertheless, the old Greek gods were an 

inspiration to him. He was inspired by the way they had dealt with 

Prometheus, the god who gave mankind fire, the god whom they couldn't 

kill either. The old Olympian gods therefore had to do their horrible deed 

the hard way too. Obviously they had a horrible plan, the kind that 

Hurowitz liked. The Olympian gods had bound Prometheus and had 
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commanded a bird of prey to continuously peck the liver out of his living 

body, to inflict eternal pain. Hurowitz conjured up a similar plan that 

involved his own birds of prey, his lies. He commended them to peck the 

many joined rings of humanity apart, so that their combined brilliant light 

would vanish. In this context Hurowitz commanded his 'air force' to 

liberally blast away and leave not a single ring joined to any other. 

      So it was that after the span of years all the rings were floating 

unconnected in space without light and without a purpose, by which 

Hurowitz was satisfied. Content, he fell asleep in his dark, dark world. But 

being asleep, and without a real purpose for living, he died. However, he 

died in his hidden place, so that his death remained a secret. 

      Alas, his birds of prey, his anti-love-police, ran into a problem soon. 

The rings that they had pecked apart began to join again at the lowest 

levels, into clusters of two. This low-level clustering, which happened 

everywhere, the birds of prey found themselves powerless to prevent. 

Still, they were able to keep the light of Love contained at this minimum 

level, hoping that it would not awake their master. 

      Here Helen paused.  

 

      "Is this the continuation of my story?" I said quietly, uncertain if this 

was the time to bring politics back to the scene. 

      "It is what you want it to be," said Helen. "Oh, I can see how it would 

link to the end of your story, but that's not what I had in mind. Still what 

you suggest is intriguing. Your story ended with the notion that the 

Federal Reserve bank was doing everything in its power to destroy itself 

by hyper inflating the only asset it has, its currency, thereby bankrupting 

itself into oblivion. You are saying that the system of fraud is already 

dead, and what happens now? You are wondering what happens in this 

case to all the tens or hundreds of trillions of dollars that the Fed has 

liberally put into the pockets of the worst criminals on Earth, the 

derivatives gamblers, called speculators, who have sucked the lifeblood 

out of the world. Guess at what the answer might be." 
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      "With them having all the money in the world, and society having 

none, they would hyper inflate the price of every physical thing that is still 

of value. They would jack up the price of food, energy, and housing to 

such high levels that nobody could afford to live anymore. They would 

steal our houses, and our farms, and our industries. They would steal 

them by hook and by crook, until they would own the whole world and 

civilization dies. And that's totally possible when society becomes 

disconnected from each other, when the Principle of the General Welfare 

is dead." 

      "That's what happens when Love is pushed into the background and 

banished with lies," said Helen. "We saw a bit of it in the 14th Century. It 

took a hundred years for society to connect up with one-another again, 

on a low level, and that was called a breakthrough. It was even called a 

Renaissance. You seem to think that the question we all face, is whether 

we loose civilization, which we might never recover from. So the real 

question is obviously far bigger, isn't it? The real question then is, if we 

will recover ourselves sufficiently to get back to the Principle of the 

General Welfare, and step beyond it to the fuller implementation of the 

Principle of Universal Love. The physical and economic details that would 

flow from this are unimportant, as they would all reflect the powering 

principles that bring light to the world. Nothing else really matters, Peter. 

That means that the moral of my story is that God is Love, the universal 

impetus, without which society is dead. It is that which gives me hope and 

the strength to work and fight, because Love makes its own demands that 

cannot be obliterated by even the strongest power arrayed against it. This 

is our hope and our strength to fight for the light of Love." 

      Helen said, moments later that darkness cannot eradicate light. "Still, 

darkness has an effect," she said. "Darkness envelopes one when one 

withdraws oneself from the light. That is why I go in the opposite 

direction and put myself evermore deeply into the light." 

      She pointed out that within the boundless sphere of light, that 

represents the potential collective brightness of our humanity, are smaller 

spheres of light that are the nations of the world. She told me that she 

loved the mission that I had adopted for myself as a child, when I wanted 



60 
 

to be able to say to myself before going to bed each night that I had made 

a difference that day in making the world a lovelier place to be in. Helen 

pointed out that this is the universal mission of humanity, a mission that 

humanity has unto itself, which it has yet to accept. We all have that 

mission to fulfill, individually and as a nation. In it, we find our light. 

Otherwise we lye to ourselves. And here is where the story of Hurowitz 

really begins, because what his lies, his birds of prey, achieve is itself a lye 

against the Universe. From the tiniest particle floating in space to the 

largest cluster of galaxies, nothing exists that is disconnected from the 

whole of the Universe. The interlocking 'rings' that link all aspects of the 

Universe, cannot be broken, weather the linking force be called gravity, or 

the electric force, or electromagnetic force, and the nuclear strong force. 

The Universe is linked into one, by them. All the galaxies are linked by 

these forces in vast electric flows, and all the stars and worlds within the 

galaxies, are linked in the same manner, as is all life and all mankind. 

Maybe that is what Love is, a link that can never be broken, which powers 

the development of good. Isn't it wise therefore to become immersed as 

deeply and as widely as possible in this flow of good?" 

      Helen suggested that every person and every nation has this same 

mission to fulfill unto itself and to the world, to brighten both. She said, "if 

a nation, however, rejects that mission and focuses on fraud, and then 

becomes fascist unto itself and to the world, it thereby yanks itself out of 

the sphere of light into isolation and destroys itself there. Whenever a 

government becomes fascist that way, its nation self-destructs morally 

and culturally, and then physically. Its light goes out when it embraces 

that fraud in which fascism is born. In a fascist environment the lateral 

flow of Love is blocked. The nation's culture then becomes lost, possibly 

forever. Germany, for instance," said Helen, "never fully recovered from 

its Nazi fascism. It may never become again what it once was, culturally, 

at least not for a long time, until it fully rebuilds itself from within and 

rediscovers its light. The same thing happens to humanity as a whole, 

socially, when people become isolated from one-another on the basis of 

religious dogma, or out of fear, or for false tradition and distorted honor." 

      Helen also pointed out that there was a huge gap forming between the 

little that humanity allows itself to experience in terms of loving 
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universally, and what it could be experiencing according to its vast 

potential based on what is true about mankind as human beings. "We are 

all a part of that humanity that is fast loosing itself," said Helen, "and you 

are not excluded. So tell me, what was your reaction, based on what 

caused you to feel wicked for being in Love with me? Where you 

embracing the lies of Hurwitz’s love-police, the birds of prey, the lies that 

have established a state of poverty, and described that poverty as natural 

law, which is really nothing more than a delusion? Evidently, your feeling 

wicked about loving me, did not reflect an intelligent awareness of the 

universal principle of Love and its boundless nature, otherwise you would 

have been rejoicing at the opportunity to experience more of its 

boundless quality, and thereby been at one with your own heart that was 

already embracing Love's boundless nature." 

      Helen explained that in its natural state all mankind is ONE and is fully 

complete with a universal Soul by which we are all naturally bound to 

one-another in the same mission to responding to the Principle of 

Universal Love, or divine Love, forming a multiple interlocked world in 

which we are ONE indeed. "In this sphere of Love all human needs are 

easily met. Unfortunately, we are presently away from that sphere as a 

society. Still, it has been said, Peter, that divine Love always has met and 

always will meet every human need. This means we need to change the 

direction in which we are going, and embrace the Principle of Universal 

divine Love and reflect its light in our world and culture, a light that heals 

and blesses all." Helen said, that in order to open the gates of heaven we 

need to get rid of the lies, the birds of prey that are slaves to their master 

Hurowitz, the Black Pearl of darkness, who has already died ages ago, so 

that the very mandate of the lies is a myth. 

      "You can do this in your mind," said Helen, "and if you do this, I'll bet 

you won't ever feel wicked again for loving another person, nor be in 

darkness again. So, Peter, let your heart be jumping for joy and resist it 

not. Rejoice in the fact that you have begun to claim your inalienable right 

to live in the sphere of Love, in its light. Then let this light become a fire, a 

fire of passion, a passion for all that is good and beautiful and immortal. 

Never forget that the human being is at one with all that comprises the 

Supreme Being in the Universe that some call God or the Intelligence of 
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the Universe, or the harmonizing Spirit of Principle that holds the 

Universe together in all its amazing complexity. As for Hurowitz," said 

Helen and laughed, "there really isn't such mythical creature. He is himself 

the construct of lies, lies that people believe in, lies that can be 

counteracted with understanding Truth." 

 

      Helen paused once more. 

      "Some people say that there is no such thing as Truth," she continued. 

"They are wrong. Truth is coming to light. It is the proof of the pudding. 

We find it everywhere, especially in loving. Truth is that which no one can 

turn upside down, which brings freedom into our life when we move with 

it. Truth is honesty, integrity, and economy." 

       Helen leaned forward and kissed me, and smiled her wonderful smile. 

 

      "I have gleamed something profound from the old Hurowitz story," 

said Helen moments later while we were having dinner. And we did have 

dinner at Auerbachs Keller again. "What I gleamed from the old Hurowitz 

story is something that is hard to articulate, and even harder to 

comprehend. It is a sense of perception where the plurality and singularity 

of our humanity loose their significance, where both draw together into 

one universal whole that brings us deeper into the reality of our being 

that is reflected a tiny bit in your friend Erica's flower garden metaphor. 

There is a poem that I love which speaks about such a garden, but it 

presents it also with a different dimension as a garden in which the heart 

and the head are both at home and united as one." 

      Helen began to recite the poem, speaking softly now: 

A grateful heart a garden is, 

Where there is always room 

For every lovely, Godlike grace 

To come to perfect bloom. 
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A grateful heart a fortress is, 

A staunch and rugged tower, 

Where God's omnipotence, revealed, 

Girds man with mighty power. 

A grateful heart a temple is, 

A shrine so pure and white, 

Where angels of His presence keep 

Calm watch by day or night. 

Grant then, dear Father-Mother, God, 

Whatever else befall, 

This largess of a grateful heart 

That loves and blesses all. 

      "Don't you think we lost something when we made Love too hidden, 

too small, or so big that it is no longer near and no longer intimate," said 

Helen. "I think we may have tried too hard to latch onto it, and in trying, 

lost sight of it, shaping it into something theatrical which it can never be, 

coming from the heart. But without the mind winged with Love, opening 

the portal of the heart, how would mankind find its freedom to be in 

Love?" 

      The spirit for this answer was articulated in Bach's great fuges that we 

heard performed that night in the Thomaskirche, which kept us up quite 

late, especially as it was followed up with a glass of wine at the Keller.  

 


