


A story about sex from a novel by Rolf A. F. Witzsche.

A person who loves is also a healer. Should there be limits to this love? 

Have you ever wandered the streets at night, or at midday, to cure love pains? Love pains are 
not easily cured. No drugstore caries the remedy and no pub dispenses the healing 'waters.' 
Nor is the curative process taught by professors in universities. It seems we are alone with our 
love pains, and yet they are so easily cured. We all have the capacity to heal and often we are 
touched by the forces of this healing, but rarely do we open our hearts and hands. We shy 
away from the process of healing for a thousand excuses, all may seem important though they 
close the door to the greatest principle in the universe, the Principle of Universal Love.

Sadly, we know far too little about the nature of universal principles, like the Principle of 
Universal Gravity for example. We know that it exists and that there is no place in the universe 
that we can escape to in order to get away from it. But what is it? The Principle of Universal 
Love is a bit like that. We can't get away from it, though we try. We call our success stories in 
denying this principle, love pains. Maybe we are as highly successful in creating ourselves 
love pains, as we are, because we have been taught not to see love as a universal principle. We 
insist on having it narrowed down into manageable chunks and have it privatized and hidden 
away with fences built around it. Maybe the healing begins when fences are lowered and love 
unfolds as a universal principle.

The love story, Helen a Healer,  is a chapter of the novel, Discovering Love, the first episode of 
the series, The Lodging for the Rose by Rolf A. F. Witzsche.
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Helen a Healer

      The streets appeared much darker now, colder, and lifeless. The lanterns along the 
sidewalks shone faintly in the veil of mist that had drifted in from the nearby park, contrasting 
barely against the gray outline of the stone facades of buildings that lined the street. Equally 
faint was the noise of the city in the fog, compared to the grinding of my shoes on the 
sidewalk. The stillness though, wasn't productive. No answers emerged to the questions that I 
felt too impotent to even ask. The only sign of 'civilization' that called me to attention in this 
lonely silence was the sour stench of another pub. I passed it by, but then stopped and went 
back. The smell was vented to the outside by a single small fan in the wall next to a window. I 
looked through the window. Only a few people could be seen inside. Normally this kind of 
heavy smell would have caused a sense of revulsion, but now it seemed inviting. There were 
people there, like me. It seemed natural to join them, to sit down with a beer or two and watch 
the world fade from view.
      By the time the second beer was delivered I noticed an elderly man on a stool not far from 
me who had also received a fresh beer. He smiled and motioned me to join him. He, too, was 
alone.
      He nodded slightly as I joined him. "Love pains bring you here, no doubt," he said quietly 
and put his beer down and looked at me as if he could find an answer in my expression or by 
analyzing my clothing.
      I nodded back. "Yes, and much more," I answered. I didn't care whether or not he 
understood what I meant.
      "Most people who come here at this hour have love pains," he said. "They come here when 
they cannot sleep." He turned his barstool a bit more into my direction as he spoke. "Do you 
want to talk about it? Talking about it helps, you know."
      I shook my head. Everything that troubled me was ultimately intertwined with the mission 
and that was classified. "I feel I am being abused," I said quietly, just to say something. That 
much I could reveal. "I think I can understand what women must go through when they're 
being abused. It creates a deep gulf between people."
      "I understand," the man answered. "Most people are reluctant to talk about specifics when 
they first come here, but let me tell you, most of the problems I have heard about are artificial. 
In fact, I haven't heard about any that aren't."
      "Eh, you must be a psychiatrist," I replied in a somewhat cynical tone.
      He shrugged. "No, I am a professor of literature and history," he replied in a proud tone of 
voice. "I've been retired. I can tell you things about the real world that no psychiatrist knows. I 
can tell you about the separation of the sexes and the separation of the world. Those have 
caused all the wars in history. Both of them have been artificially created by people with 
selfish purposes. You can rely on that. I may not be a genius, as you probably surmise, but this 
one thing I know, and this, my friend, is already too much for anyone to hear."



      "What are you saying?" I asked.
      He shook his head slightly. "I cannot tell you more. If you knew what I know it would kill 
you, just as it is killing me."
      "Does this mean you have big problems at home that you don't want anyone to know 
about?" I said, probing.
      A great burst of laughter was his response. "This place is my home. I live here, because here 
I do not need to lie to myself. The biggest mistake I ever made, my friend, was to study 
literature and history."
      "So what?" I replied. "Many people study literature."
      The man put his beer down. "Yes, they do. They read the textbooks, but not the literature 
that lays bare a poet's soul. When I studied Schiller, I knew I also had to study history in order 
to understand Schiller, who was deeply aware of the universal history of mankind. And this, 
my friend, is the reason why I am here."
      "History?" I repeated. I must have stared at him, perplexed by the paradox of a professor of 
history clutching his beer mug in some stinking hole in the wall at one o'clock in the morning.
      "Ah, I have you puzzled," he said smiling. He spoke English now, and spoke it well. He 
must have noticed my accent. "In order for you Americans to understand anything at all about 
the history of humanity and the world around you, you have to recognize that there are two 
opposing forces in the world that have been at war with each other for the last six hundred 
years. Then you will discover that you are still right in the middle of that war."
      He explained that one of these forces is rooted in the oligarchic, feudal tradition that 
maintains a privately directed system of government that enables the rich to steal their opulent 
living from the labors of humanity. "They do it by clever games and special privileges," he 
said. "The other force that I spoke of is opposing them. It is the republican spirit of humanity, 
which promotes the self-development of individuals and nations."
      The man said that the greatest development period was the Golden Renaissance. Its focus 
was on the dignity of man and the common welfare of society. He went on to say that the 
unfolding new perception had been so immense at first that the powers of the Renaissance had 
banded together to rid the world of the last major outpost of feudalism. This happened to be 
the Venetian Empire, the foremost slave trader of the Old World. The man said that this quest 
by the Renaissance powers would surely have succeeded had the Venetians not persuaded the 
Pope to intervene. This saved the Venetian Empire from being wiped out. From this point on, 
the feudal powers have been at war with the powers of the Renaissance spirit. The Thirty 
Years war that devastated Europe was the first major outcome of this confrontation, and so 
was every war that followed, including the first and second world wars. "Even communism 
was created as a part of this game to defeat the Renaissance spirit, to defeat the self-
development of humanity."
      He tried to catch the attention of the bar tender while he spoke, but this didn't change his 
focus. "Carl Marx was not the creator of communism," he said to me, "he was a willing student 
who was ideologically guided in Switzerland by a man named David Urquhard, a British 
Aristocrat who had worked under the second Earl of Shelburne. This means that it was the 
great game of the aristocrats that had created communism. That project was directed from the 
highest levels of the British Empire. Now I want to hear you tell me that this game was 



invented to elevate humanity. The evident goal was to destroy the industrial machine of 
continental Europe and Russia, which had become powerful and had thereby become a threat 
to the British Empire."
      He emptied his glass before the bar tender came by, then ordered another beer, though he 
didn't drink of it. He explained that a feudal empire exists entirely from the proceeds of 
looting. "It's been like that throughout all history," he said. "In order to maintain itself in power 
a feudal empire must create poverty. Poverty prevents resistance to its rule. The empire has no 
choice in the matter. Unfortunately for us, the last surviving feudal empire has become a near 
global empire that is determined to create and maintain poverty on a global scale. History 
teaches us that a feudal empire has no option but to do this. History also teaches us that the 
best way to create large-scale poverty is to cause wars, even ideological wars that destroy 
industries and populations. Of course, in our modern world, the feudal powers conduct their 
wars mainly financially, and in a hidden way, ideologically."
      He started to drink his beer now, but soon he put it down again. He brought a tattered 
paperback book out of his coat pocket. He opened the book up and began to read it and then 
closed it again. "That's why the British Empire has been such a vocal advocate for world-
population reduction, and still is," he said, "by whatever means this can be achieved. It's part 
of their ideological war against humanity."
      He put the book down and muttered something about "the damn royals who think they 
own the whole world." His hands were shaking. Then he muttered something about a prince 
who wants to be reincarnated as a particularly deadly virus in order that he may contribute to 
the world-population reduction. "Can you see the connection?" he asked. "The prince uses this 
ploy to achieve what his empire must achieve to maintain its power. The world isn't too full by 
any means. In comparison to what is required for humanity's proper self-development, our 
world is dramatically under-populated."
      It was hard to make out precisely what he was saying. The night wasn't young by any 
means. According to the evidence, he had been at this pub for quite some time.
      While holding the beer mug in both of his hands, carefully, as though it was a holy object, 
he nodded to me. "Do you know what they refer to as over-population?" He paused and took 
another sip as though he needed it to be able to announce the answer. "They mean with that, 
two thirds of humanity," he said angrily. His words were carefully spoken so that there would 
be no misunderstanding. "It won't come to that," he added. "The Soviet Union will fall," he 
said, as if this explained it all. I looked at him perplexed. He had obviously one too many.
      "The Soviet Union can't survive the arms race against the whole world," he said moments 
later. He spoke more clearly now. "The race will destroy its economy," he said. "Then the 
royals will come in with an olive branch in hand, while their sharks will loot Russia to the 
point that millions can no longer maintain their existence. The royals' goal is to destroy Russia 
and its population, together. This goal has been pursued for two hundred years already. This 
time, they will do it. There is nothing that can be done to stop them." He put his mug down 
and sighed.
      The old professor also spoke about Schiller. He asked whether I read Schiller. He said that 
Schiller was right when he lamented that all the great moments in history at which deep 
reaching changes could have been wrought, found humanity a small-minded people so that in 



the end nothing was done. "That is how Hitler was able to grab power, richly financed from 
England and America," he added, "and that's also why the world is now poised to go to hell. 
He said that all of Europe should band together when the Soviet Union falls. They should 
develop Europe, Russia and Asia into one single, modern, efficient economy, so that there will 
be peace at last, but it won't happen. Mark my word, it won't happen."
      He reached for his glass again and emptied it to the last drop, then pointed to the clock and 
said that it was time to go. He said he was tired enough now, to sleep.
      Before he stood up I was able to ask him how any of this could possibly be related to love 
pains, as he had suggested in the beginning.
      "That is for you to figure out," he said and began to grin. He wasn't too steady on his feet. 
"For this you have to go much farther back into history," he said and tapped his fingers on my 
shoulder as he stood beside me. "If I was you, I wouldn't concern myself with it," he reversed 
himself. "Concern yourself with the real world." He emphasized, "real." "Respond to it 
honestly," he added. "Maybe people will respect you for the gesture. They certainly don't 
respect you if you tell them the truth. That's why I am not teaching anymore. That's why I am 
here in this hellhole. Our society has become a society of liars. People lie to their governments, 
they lie to each other, to their friends, their spouses, but most of all they lie to themselves. And 
this, my friend, is destroying our world. Think about that. One of the biggest lies in modern 
times is the lie you Americans believe in, that we live in an era of prosperity. The fact is the 
entire world-economy has collapsed to half of what it used to be. It was once possible for a 
single worker to buy a house and support a family of three. This was possible once in America, 
a few decades ago. I have read that it now takes three people working full time to accomplish 
the same, if they are lucky enough to get the jobs. This leaves not a single person of the family 
left over to look after the children. That isn't prosperity, it is insanity. Our world is doomed by 
insanity."
      The man then laughed and put both his hands on my shoulders as though he would shake 
me to my senses. He said that people lie to themselves when they believe that their laboriously 
accumulated financial portfolios represent riches. "There exists no real wealth anywhere apart 
from that which society creates for itself," he said, "no matter how much the people's financial 
portfolios hold."
      He took hold of my beer mug. He said its content represents the total product of society. 
He said that it doesn't really matter how much money society has in its portfolios, it cannot 
buy more than what is in its mug, because that's all what is being produced. Whether society 
has a trillion, or ten trillion, or a thousand trillion in financial wealth, it can't buy anything 
more than what is being produced. He pointed to my beer mug. The mug was almost empty.
      "It is stupidity for society to imagine that its financial wealth can buy more than what is 
being produced," he added. "But that's what they believe they can do. They accumulate 
financial wealth and destroy by this process the foundation for the economy that alone 
produces things of value."
      He pointed out that over the last several decades the financial values have increased 
twenty-fold, especially in America, while at the same time the economic output has collapsed 
to half of what it was thirty years earlier. He took a large sip from my mug and pointed out 
that it is now empty. "That's all what their trillions of money can buy," he said.



      He said that this is the future of humanity. "Right now," he said, "the real value of the 
world's money is worth 50 times less than what it used to be in the mid sixties. On this axis of 
poverty everything will collapse. When that goes there will be war, and it will be a nuclear 
war, because that is the only type of warfare that remains economically feasible."
      He paused at this point and fumbled for something in his pockets, but then gave up 
searching. "This is the truth," he said finally, "except you can't tell it to anyone. People want to 
hear lies. They want to hear that they are rich, even though the world is collapsing under their 
feet. Nothing is real anymore, my friend. What people believe in is all artificial, even that 
which separates the sexes."
      With this said, the man walked away. He turned around at the door and smiled with 
wicked kind of look. "There, my friend, is your connection to the love pains. People have been 
lying to each other and to themselves for centuries. Why would this suddenly change? Why 
would people suddenly treat each other as human beings? That is why love pains are good for 
the pubs. They will never run out of customers."

      I remained at the bar after he was gone. He seemed to know something about the deep 
things Erica and I had explored, though we had explored them in a different context. Nowhere 
in the world could I have listened to a more powerful lecture on this unique subject. In the 
context of what Erica and I had explored all day in different ways, I knew the old professor 
was right in his perception of the present political world. That meant that all other political 
lectures that I had listened to before were built on lies. Perplexed, I ordered another beer, but I 
could soon see why the professor had called this hell-hole his home. It had become a trap.
      I didn't finish my beer. I barely drank any of it. I left it sitting on the counter and walked 
out. 
      On the way to the hotel I wished that I had never set foot in this damn, dark place where 
my political illusions had been so cruelly overturned with his blunt exposition of the truth, 
including the scope of my mission. Yes, he answered some of my questions that I had 
struggled to come to terms with, but had tried to avoid in the hope of finding peace in answers 
that would be comfortable illusions rather than the nagging truth that was becoming evident 
everywhere. I realized that I had found no peace in the pub, only pain, and strangely, I was 
grateful for the rare opportunity that I had been given to be confronted with what was 
obviously the truth. For me, his blunt demand to face the truth outweighed all the comforts 
that one imagines to derive from comfortable lies. 
      I promised myself to be more sensitive to the truth in the future, to be more honest with 
myself. Except I realized that this is more easily said than done. Perhaps, a person like myself 
with a shallow perception of things and with less honesty than the professor demanded, needs 
to go right back to the fundamentals and begin ones own research of the dimensions of love as 
Erica had found necessary as a means for dealing with the truth.
      
      I hadn't gone more than a hundred yards towards the hotel when a woman called out to 
me. I glanced back. I saw her standing in front of the pub, waving. "Please wait," she called 
and started walking towards me, swiftly. When she arrived, she was quite out of breath.
      "You didn't find in the pub what you were seeking," she said and reached her hand out. 



"Am I right? I can help you to find that," she added, still holding her hand out. "My name is 
Helen."
      I introduced myself and said that I was a diplomat, really. I told her that I had actually 
found more than what I came for. "The professor explained a lot to me that I knew little about," 
I said. "Now I understand a great deal more. At least I understand something that I didn't 
understand before."
      "Except love," she added. "You don't understand what love is. The professor is right; you 
came here because of love pains, but he couldn't answer you, because he doesn't know. So he 
told you all about the history of the world, at least what he knows about it. I overheard some 
of your conversation. I also think that what you talked about wasn't what you came to the pub 
for. I think that something went sour with your loving, or didn't go far enough, or has puzzled 
you. That's why you came to the pub, right? You came to figure things out. Unfortunately the 
professor couldn't help you. He couldn't, because he doesn't understand what love is. I know 
this, because I tried to teach him. Eventually, I realized that the subject is too difficult for him."
      "You taught the professor?"
      "Not really. I taught him history. I tried to teach him the real history of humanity. Love is 
intertwined with that. I felt he should know about that if he wants to teach others. He 
understands some of it, but he doesn't understand what love is. In recent years I tried to get 
him to relive the discoveries of the great pioneers of humanity, especially in terms of the 
discovery of love, but that has become too much of a challenge."
      "The discovery of love?" I repeated.
      "We all need to replicate in our own mind the great discoveries that created our 
civilization," she said. "We need to get to the core of what the greatest pioneers of humanity 
have discovered, including the discovery of love."
      "Love is as ancient as the hills, Helen," I reminded her.
      "That it is, but it wasn't put onto the map, formally, until the early 1400s. Are you willing to 
learn? If so, I'll present to you a world that the professor never understood and probably never 
will."
      Since her offer sounded intriguing, and she was already leading the way, I simply 
continued following her.
      "Don't do that! Don't follow her! You are a married man," I heard a voice say within, urging 
me, but that voice was quickly suppressed as if its warning was not applicable this time. I 
realized that if that kind of warning had occurred earlier, I might not have allowed myself to 
meet Erica at all. What a tragic a loss that would have been in terms of the riches that we had 
shared? Nor had any harm been done by my being open and honest with Erica and myself. "So 
why should there be any danger now?" I replied and hushed the voice.
     "Go with her and embrace the wisdom that she may share," I heard another voice within 
say, a quieter and gentler voice.

     I told the woman named Helen that I felt deeply honored by her offer to help me. I loved 
the sound of her name. The name seemed related to hope. I hadn't actually accepted that the 
professor was totally right. Also she was correct about figuring me out. I had been struggling 
with love pains, trying to discover what had moved me so deeply. That exploration had been 



interrupted with politics, because the professor didn't know what else to say. She was right 
about that, too.

      "Let me ask you one important question," Helen interrupted my pondering after a while of 
silence. "Why are you allowing me so freely to invite you? What would your wife say? I think 
you feel deep in your heart that you shouldn't be here with me. Am I correct? So, why are 
you?"
      "I think I should ask you that question first," I replied. "You should tell me why you are 
inviting me. Obviously you are not a prostitute. You are far too beautiful for that, and too well 
dressed, and too kindly mannered. Prostitutes don't stay like that for long. You say you want 
to teach me what love is. You are inviting me into your home. If you want to talk about love, 
the pub would be fine. Of course you are right, that is what I came to the pub for. But why are 
you putting yourself at risk, inviting a strange man into your home in the middle of the night?"
      She began to laugh, interrupting me. "I am not putting myself at risk. I think I can trust 
you, and you can trust me. I'm not trying to corrupt a foreign diplomat." She intertwined her 
arm with mine as we walked. "I watched you and the professor. I watched your face, your 
reaction. You didn't quite believe the professor, but you listen to him. You listened to him out 
of respect. That's what I think. You listened to his entire story. I know his story by heart. Nor 
were you the first to leave, as you might have out of disgust. The professor left first."
      "So you feel the same way, that his story isn't totally true," I said. "It made sense to me to a 
point, Helen."
      "Oh it's technically correct," she replied, "but too much is missing. There is no love in what 
he says. There is something spiritually lacking. I could sense that you understood this. I could 
sense your sadness." She laughed. "But now it is your turn to answer me," she said. "Why are 
you following me so freely? Why do you allow yourself to follow me and put yourself at risk 
with your wife? Is it really love-pains?"
      I nodded. "The answer is both yes and no. There shouldn't be any love pain," I replied. "I 
have been all day with a most wonderful woman. I met her at the Kolkwitzer Lake nudist 
beach. We had dinner together. We had danced. We also had the most deep reaching 
conversations. In the end, however, she couldn't bring herself to take that final step in being 
close to each other. She barely allowed me to drive her home. We never touched each other 
sexually. She is afraid that we might. You are right. Marriage is at the center of that. That's 
why she won't allow me to meet her again. She is afraid to hurt her husband. That's the very 
thing that puzzled you about me. And to be honest, I am glad for the same reason that she 
drew that line in the sand. I also think she really wanted to take that next step. So did I. She 
spoke about living our life as being in a flower garden with a vast profusion of beautiful 
shapes, colors, and fragrance all around us. She evidently also sees herself forcefully isolated, 
almost forced to look at just one of them, as if life needs to be narrow, confined, without the 
liberty to love fully. I think my love pain is more her pain. Can you understand what I am 
saying? Do I make sense?"
      Helen stopped and kissed me briefly as if to make up for that pain, and she did so with a 
wonderful smile that seemed brighter than Erica's had been. "Your friend is as wrong about 
her flower garden as the professor is about politics," said Helen while we continued walking. 



"However, I didn't ask you about your friend. I asked you about yourself. Why do you allow 
yourself to follow me? Isn't there some inkling deep in your heart telling you that what you're 
doing is wrong?"
      I nodded. "I think this inkling is wrong," I said quietly. "I think what I am doing is right."
      "Why Peter? Why is it right?"
      I didn't know how to answer that. "Why shouldn't it be right?" I said. "You are a human 
being as much as I am. You look the same, except you're prettier than I. You speak the same 
language, have the same wonderful human concerns, the same feelings as a person, and 
intelligence that I admire, which makes us so special as human being. Why shouldn't I 
embrace that? Also you talk about love, a subject that is dear to my heart. The fact is Helen, it 
appears to me now that you make me look deep into myself that we are more deeply and 
profoundly married to each other by what unites us on this platform of truth, than by the 
marriage division that would isolate us. Why should I not respond to such a beautiful human 
invitation as you have extended? We are not enemies, you and I. Just look at us, we could be 
brothers and sisters. Actually we are this, and in a more truthful sense than people who regard 
themselves merely biologically related. So why shouldn't I respond to my sister when she 
offers to share a few insights about the nature of love? I think what you are offering is the most 
natural thing in the world. Nevertheless, the voice within keeps nagging, saying this is wrong. 
To hell with it! What I am doing is right. The truth is the truth. We are two human beings and I 
admire you for it. That is the truth. Maybe that is where love begins, Helen. Anyway, does that 
answer your question?"

      The air didn't feel as cold anymore as we walked, and the streets as eerily empty. "My 
friends name is Erica. She is studying love," I added moments later before Helen could answer 
my question, breaking the silence.
      "But your friend doesn't understand what love is," Helen replied. "She doesn't understand 
it in the way that you have just described it. I think, that is why she can't acknowledge it. I 
sense that you have the same problem. I sense a conflict in you, and you said so yourself. You 
are scared to accept the truth that you know is true. You are sacred that you will hurt you wife 
if you come with me to my apartment. You are also afraid that you hurt yourself by denying 
yourself the chance to explore what you had closed your mind to for almost your entire life, 
namely the truth that you have always known and never allowed yourself to acknowledge. 
But why should there be a conflict? Most people that I know struggle with this conflict, and are 
actually afraid to resolve it. Just look at yourself, you are a married man for a dozen years or 
more. But let me ask you this: When you put on that ring, did you stop being a human person 
with human feelings and a need to respond to these feelings? When you put on that ring, did 
you swear to isolate yourself from your innermost humanity that we all share, by which we 
are all united, which draws us all together into a single, universal humanity? Did you swear to 
close the door on all that? Obviously you haven't. Still, you treat yourself as if you had. You 
treat yourself badly. You treat yourself like a criminal. I a way you are a criminal. You are 
denying yourself, and me, and the whole of humanity as human beings. That's a paradox, isn't 
it? I think your friend Erica doesn't understand a lot about that either, just like you. That it 
why you're both glad that it didn't work out, but you are also both sad about it. You embraced 



each other as two equal human beings, and you were glad about it, but than you rejected the 
very thing that you embraced, which is your common humanity? Why couldn't you treat each 
other as brother and sister, as you really are in the most profound sense? I think, that is what 
your friend can't understand."
      I nodded quietly. "Still, I think she understands a lot about love. She has taught me a lot 
about myself."
      "Except she fails to understand one thing," Helen interjected and shook her head slightly. 
"She has read the textbooks, Peter, she has studied love. But this is life! She said no, to life! She 
said no, to living in the realm of truth. She preferred clinging to a lie. That's not living, Peter, is 
it? So, what is missing, Peter? Tell me!"
      I couldn't answer. I let us fall silent again. I hated that.
      "You accepted a great responsibility with that ring," Helen continued, "and I am sure you're 
fulfilling it. But that shouldn't become so overbearing that it isolates you from the rest of 
humanity and from yourself, and builds a fence around you. To the contrary, you should see 
your marriage as but a first step towards embracing the universal marriage of the whole of 
mankind on the basis of our common humanity that we all share. It seems to me that you have 
been running backwards, away from that. But that doesn't accord with the principle of life and 
our humanity. Life isn't a catch-me-if-you can race in which a person becomes another's 
trophy. Life is wide, profound, beautiful, rich and exciting, if you allow it to unfold. We've got 
to become responsive to its principle, Peter."
      Helen paused and sighed. "Why couldn't you and Erica do that? What principle don't you 
understand, Peter?"
      "I think Erica is afraid of committing adultery," I replied, just to say something. "I think she 
would love to embrace life and love, and would love to do this as fully as possible, but she 
can't. In a way we are all a bit like that. It seems to me that she doesn't own herself. She doesn't 
respect her sovereignty as a human being. If she had, she wouldn't have hesitated to allow us 
to embrace one-another fully, to the fullest extend that love would have urged us to go."
      "Would you have respected her sovereignty?" Helen replied. This time she didn't smile. 
"Would you have allowed anything to happen between you that you would ever have to be 
ashamed about as two human beings bound by a bond of love? But before you answer, forget 
about marriage. Too many married people do things to each other that a human being should 
never do to another person. This seems to be allowed in marriage. A lot of cruel things are 
allowed in marriage. People tear each other down. This is not truly in our nature as human 
beings. I think this happens especially in marriage, because the marriage institution literally 
prevents the development of love, it makes people enemies of one-another, it shuts down the 
process of embracing one-another on a basis of what really is true. That's sad, isn't it? So, Peter, 
I am offering you a rare chance to breathe freely again as a human being. I am offering you a 
chance to discover love, not to learn about it. But isn't this what you really had hoped to 
accomplish with Erica? Be honest about it."
      I nodded slightly.
      "Would there have been any danger involved for her or you if you allowed yourself to 
accomplish that?" Helen asked. "I want an unbiased honest answer that comes from the heart," 
she added moments later. "Would you have respected her sovereignty? Would anything have 



happened that would have violated that? Would you have allowed anything to happen that 
either of you would afterwards have to be ashamed about in real terms? I think the answer is 
obvious, you wouldn't have. You were more inclined to err on the side of caution. You would 
have done this even if this meant closing the door to being totally truthful with yourself. In a 
way, this is what you did. You avoided the dimensions that you couldn't fully understand. Am 
I correct?"
      I squeezed her hand in reply. "You know me better than I know myself," I replied moments 
later. "You are amazing!"
      "There is no magic involved, Peter. I just see us from a higher level standpoint, as human 
beings. That's all I do. That's all I can do. And what results from that often amazes me myself."
      I shook my head again. "You are right. Nothing would have happened between Erica and I 
that either of us would have had to be ashamed about. This wouldn't have been possible. I was 
too grateful for having met her, for having had the conversations with her that we had, and for 
the beautiful kind of person that she is. How could I have possibly hurt her or done anything 
degrading? I was so grateful just to be with her."
      "Can you say that you were grateful that she exists?" Helen asked.
      "I still am, Helen. This has never gone away or ever will," I replied. "She is still in my heart. 
Indeed, I am grateful that she exists, wherever she may be, even if I will never see her again. 
She has found a place in my thoughts. I am grateful for that. Do I make any sense?"
      Helen didn't answer no, or yes. She said something to the effect that gratitude enables 
sovereignty to be. "There is so little gratitude for one-another's existence. We take each other 
for granted, and in the process we loose sight of our humanity. Without gratitude our lives 
become barren. People talk about love, but they cannot conceal the ingratitude that causes 
those barren lives. I think your friend understands this too, though she doesn't want to admit 
it. That is also why she doesn't see the flower garden correctly. I remember a verse of an old 
hymn, Peter, which I have remembered for a long time. It goes like this:
      "A grateful heart a garden is, where there is always room, for every lovely Godlike grace, to 
come to perfect bloom."
      "That's beautiful," I said spontaneously, and was tempted to kiss her for it. I was going to 
say that this verse is as beautiful as she is, and more so because she said those words.
      "People talk about respecting one-another," Helen cut off my dreaming. "Can you imagine 
how much brighter the world would be if people would be honestly grateful for one-another's 
existence? I think most people are grateful for one-another, although they rarely realize that. 
When I confront them with it, they are shocked, but a while later they agree. And when they 
do agree, their life becomes brighter."

      Our world soon became brighter in a different way, in a less important way, as we reached 
the brightly-lit Railway Station Plaza. She pointed to a tall building at the opposite end, which 
barely stood out against the black sky. The building looked like a modern hotel. A few 
windows were lit up.
      As we came closer it became gradually apparent that this was a high-rise apartment and 
not a hotel. A hotel would have been logical right next to the Railway Station Plaza. As we 
came to it, the building appeared to be brand new. It had a brightly-lit entrance. It reflected the 



same air of elegance as she did.
      She pointed out proudly that she lives on the top floor.
      Her place wasn't as large as I had expected, but more beautiful than I had dared to imagine. 
An oak table stood in a dining nook, right beside a large window. Four elegant chairs 
surrounded the table.
      The main room was largely taken up by a grand piano, an older model. The window in this 
room extended nearly across the entire wall. It offered a sweeping view of the railway plaza 
below, its glittering lights, and a dark park-like area in the distance.
      On the wall next to the piano was a bookshelf located with birthday cards standing among 
glass ornaments. She had told me that I should make myself feel at home while she put the 
coffee on. One of the birthday cards on display was apparently custom made by an artist who 
wished her a happy "forever-day" celebration as he called it. Inside it said, "To my precious 
love, and my beautiful lover."
      The care with which everything was arranged testified to the great love that the artist 
spoke of, which evidently extended also to her friends.

      Since she hadn't returned, I ventured to join her in the kitchen that was apparently located 
off to the side of the dining nook where the oak table stood. The sliding door to the kitchen 
was partially open. 
      Almost in the last moment, as I was about to enter, I noticed that she was crying. A letter 
lay in front of her on the table together with a small booklet that appeared to be a bankbook of 
some sort, to judge by its size. She didn't see me. Her head was bent low. Her hands partially 
covered her face. A crumpled paper napkin lay on the table. I turned back and looked out of 
the window again, waiting for her, giving her time.
      Money troubles? I pondered. What else would she be in the bar for so late at night? Maybe 
somebody owed her and didn't pay her back. Maybe she was waiting for this person in the 
pub, who stood her up, for which she was now in a state of crisis. Maybe that someone was 
someone close whom she had trusted. It usually hurts twice as bad when trust is betrayed. Or, 
maybe she just lost her job and didn't know how to make ends meet. Or maybe she was just 
plain broke or got robbed. I could think of a thousand reasons why people might cry over 
money. I had been there myself. I felt almost ashamed for how well I was paid now in the 
diplomatic service, compared to most people's income who struggle every day to make ends 
meet. I had to laugh at myself, as I remembered a time long ago when I was so broke that all I 
could afford to eat was a stick of cheese and some dry buns, and that had to be rationed out for 
a week till the next payday came around. I was too proud to ask for help. It seemed easier to 
go hungry for a week.
      I was startled out of my dreaming when I felt her touch on my shoulder. I turned around, 
almost stared at her in surprise. She was a totally different person than the one I had seen just 
minutes earlier, her head held high, no trace of tears, and her long hair neatly combed. She 
smiled and offered me some cookies on a plate.
      "So you have come to learn what love is," she said, still smiling. 
      She didn't talk about money, or make any requests for money, or even hint that she was in 
trouble, as it appeared she was.



      I talked with her about Erica some more and that Erica was studying love as a scientific 
discipline like someone would study physics, but who could still not move with its demands 
from a certain point on. We didn't talk about the flower garden anymore.
      "You were lucky that your friend was able to move as far as she did," said Helen. "Most 
people crawl into themselves much earlier and close the door. Obedience has been the curse of 
humanity for more than a thousand years of the dark ages. People were obedient slaves, lesser 
beings, humble and stupid. All this changed in the middle of the 1300s. That's when people 
began to discover themselves with a new vision, and with it, discover their true riches."
      Helen suggested that we sit down in the "good room" to talk about this. She put the cookies 
down on a small side table next to the sofa where she asked me to sit. "Would you like some 
port?" she asked. But she didn't wait for an answer. She went to a nearby wall-mounted 
miniature buffet and brought two glasses out.
      Helen stood tall on high-heeled shoes. Her long dark hair covered the top of her dress, 
though the top of the dress was way below her shoulders. Her dress was black. She wore black 
sheer stockings. They were not seamless stockings by design. An artificial seam ran from her 
shoes all the way up as far as one could see, in a perfectly straight line.
      She put the glasses down and smiled. As if nothing had happened, she looked away from 
me. She looked away quietly and smiled. No torrent of words flowed from her lips in protest 
of my incursion into the privacy of her world. She went back into the kitchen. As she turned 
around momentarily at the door, she was still smiling.

      "Do you like Portuguese port?" she called back, as if this was an important question.
      She brought out a large bottle of Portuguese port that had never been opened. She showed 
me the bottle.
      "There are too few occasions when this is appropriate," she said and opened the bottle with 
a high tech corkscrew. She filled the glasses herself. She crouched down during the process, 
but carefully avoided eye contact as if the resulting connection would pose a danger to the 
portal that was beginning to open; though her smile remained.
      "It's a nice color, this one," she commented, as she handed the filled glass to me.
      The color of the port was as dark as port is, almost as dark as her stockings that were even 
more prominent in the crouched position in which she tasted the port.
      "It will do," she said, then forced the cork back into the opened bottle. She handed the 
bottle to me. There was eye contact, brief as it was. It was a contact with her Soul so it seemed. 
It was a glimpse of a world that existed beyond the portal. It strengthened the view; it widened 
it.
      The whole process of this voiceless communication became rather rich, erotic, like an 
exciting ceremony of a distant culture that one barely understands, but that one can identify 
with as though one had been born into it. At least that's how the unfolding atmosphere 
appeared more and more in the way it touched a chord deep inside me that had receded so 
deep into the background that it appeared almost foreign now as its presence was felt again. It 
felt like a type of celebration that was gradually and slowly 'erupting' into life. But what were 
we celebrating? Were we celebrating just being alive?
      Something was happening that I couldn't deny, or wanted to deny. I was falling in love 



again with still another woman. Two times on the same day! Wow!
      I mentally slapped my face. "Peter, don't do that!" I said to myself. But the voice was 
overruled. "What you are about to do, Peter, cheapens the closeness that you have felt towards 
Erica, that you have treasured and still do, and probably will treasure forever," argued the 
voice within.
      Oddly, that argument sounded hollow.
      "Will a promising new love cheapen anything?" I argued back at myself. "How can one 
aspect of love, unfolding on top of another, cheapen and dilute anything? Should it not rather 
enrich both aspects, and this in a manner that the end result is greater than the sum of both 
parts?" I began to smile to myself that I had won this argument. But had I really won?
      I wondered what Erica might have said as a levelheaded scientist, or what the professor 
might have said in the pub. I reasoned that the professor would likely have ordered a glass of 
soda water with ice and poured an ounce of Whisky into it. That was his style. "Now taste 
that!" I heard him say to me in my mind. And I would have tasted it. Then he would have 
poured another once of Whisky into it. "Now taste it again!" I heard him say. "Has the new 
addition diluted your first love? Or has loving become more powerful?"
      "And what would Erica, the scientist, have said?" I questioned myself.
      Ah, that one was easy to answer. "How can love be a poison to itself?" I heard her ask me in 
return. "How can the restricting of love help us with learning to love more fully, as we all 
should?" Erica might also have asked, "Does increasing our austerity make the gold more 
precious, that we may have, or does it merely enhance the poverty?"
      I heard her say to me in my mind that we should love more fully in order that we love 
ourselves more fully, as we should for the wondrous humanity and all its rich dimensions that 
we all share. 
      I heard her say to me, "Peter, embrace love at every chance that life presents, by which 
loving becomes more diffusive, by which the darkness of our days goes away."
      I heard Erica in my mind, add as if it were a comment, "I envy you, Peter."

      "What do you wish for the most in your life?" Helen broke the silence.
      I paused. I hesitated. "I really don't know?" I said finally. "Do I wish for a house, or a better 
one? No, I don't wish for that. I have one that is perfectly adequate. Do I wish for an interesting 
job that provides sufficient income? No, I have that too. Do I wish for a loving wife? I have that 
too. Do I wish for romance? I had that also. I had a beautifully romantic day."
      I shook my head. "Isn't that silly of me? You asked me a simple question, what do you want 
most in life, and I can't answer it. I could say that I wished for sex, but if I did say this, I would 
have to remind myself that I could have had plenty of that for a twenty-dollar bill or whatever 
the going price is. So, I really don't know what the answer is to your question."
      "There was something that you deeply wanted and couldn't have. That's what brought you 
to the pub," she said. "Also, I don't think you came there in the middle of the night to learn 
about politics, or to be scared by it even more that you had been before."
      I nodded. "Sure, something was missing, Helen, That wonderfully bright day that I had 
shared with Erica had ended with a sad failure," I said after a moment of hesitation. 
"Something didn't happen, that perhaps should have happened. We had the most wonderful 



day together as two human beings embracing each other in love, but it ended with us facing a 
barrier. It ended with a line drawn in the sand. In a way I was clad at the time that the line had 
been drawn. It closed the door to a difficult territory that seemed both beautiful, but also 
immensely challenging. It seemed easier to avoid the challenge than to deal with it. Isn't that 
what the whole world is doing? It might also be that the challenge was far greater than 
anything that either of us was prepared to deal with, so that running away from it was the 
sanest response?"
      Helen just laughed. "You are right. The whole world is using this excuse. That's the oldest 
excuse in the book. That's why nothing gets resolved. That is why we have built many tens of 
thousands of nuclear weapons to blow ourselves up with. So you say that you are wishing for 
something that the whole world is wishing for, that the problems simply go away, or that 
somebody else will solve them for you. How noble of you!" said Helen and began to grin.
      "I can't deny that sex was an element of what I would have loved to have been involved in," 
I replied, "though it probably wouldn't have been a big thing. Still I was hoping that it would 
be something greater than just sex. I was hoping for a kind of intimacy that makes our sexual 
embracing something special that only human beings have the capacity to perceive and 
develop, something which makes it uniquely human. Then it would have the potential to be 
something like a miracle that unfolds when our thinking is raised to a higher level where such 
'miracles' actually become real. The whole human dimension is like a miracle in that way, isn't 
it? What really defines us as human beings is greater than anything we can find in any form of 
life in the known universe. We are defined by a profusion of such miracles, unfolding as art, 
science, music, literature, beauty, creativity, compassion, love, generosity, to mention just a 
few. I suspect that sex too, has the same kind of higher dimension, if only we could find it -- a 
unique human dimension that lies far above the level of the animal dimension of sex. 
Unfortunately, that is what society is commonly focusing on. I suspect that this is what Erica 
had felt impelled to close the door to. I also suspect that we will never discover that higher 
dimension, because we find it easier to close the door to the whole dimension than to take up 
the challenge. I think I was in the pub to ponder where the boundary lies between the possible 
and the miraculous," I added. "I suppose, I was dreaming a dream that will always remain but 
a dream."
      "Aren't we human beings a peculiar lot?" said Helen. "You were hoping for something that 
the whole of humanity is hoping for, a kind of universal closeness. The reality is that you were 
hoping for something that is easy to fulfill. Still, we find it terribly hard to help one-another to 
take those simple steps across the barriers that we have built up over centuries against the 
fulfillment of our needs. I find this so often," she added quietly. She almost sighed.
      "Perhaps it is fear," I said to her. "We've become locked into a prison of fear, like Hamlet in 
Shakespeare's tragedy, who couldn't take that one simple step that he most desired to take and 
had the authority to take. Perhaps it is fear of the unknown country for which we have stayed 
away from it for centuries, because everybody says, don't cross that line. We even teach that 
story to our children. We tell them; don't cross that line; don't go into the forest; be aware of 
the wolf; be careful Little Red Riding-Hood."

      Helen had sat down next to me on the sofa as we spoke about Hamlet and Red Riding-



Hood. We both said little to each other after that. Evidently she allowed me time to sort myself 
out. She may have realized that those movements in thought that the unfolding new situation 
inspired could have far reaching consequences for good if they were allowed to unfold, if they 
provided a basis that we could build on. Indeed, we could build on the riches of that wider 
world that Erica has already presented. What might come from that building could prevent a 
possible regression back into the Old World, and maybe even a deeper regression into its 
poverty, with harsher limits than the ones I had been struggling to break away from.
      She explained after a long period of silence that after the great financial crash in 1345, and 
the Black Death plaque had ravished Europe two years later and killed half of its population, 
some people began to focus more and more on the value of a human being. That value was 
locked into the wondrous nature of our humanity. Especially some of the younger people 
could recognize it. She told me that some young boys had been taught in the monasteries to 
read and write in order to help the monks to copy ancient manuscripts. She said that these 
boys became familiar with the humanist discoveries of Plato, his scientific method of 
discovery, and so grew up to become accomplished independent thinkers. Out of this 
background a teaching order evolved which encouraged students to replicate in their own 
mind the discoveries of the pioneers of humanity, as a process to learn the process of discovery 
itself.
      "With this, a new perception of the human being emerged," said Helen. "It even 
revolutionized religion. The Platonic thinking process threw out the old notion that the Holy 
Spirit emanates from God to humanity, via the Son as an intermediary. People began to see 
this as a model that justified imperial rule. A new perception came to light in which humanity 
was seen as the image of God, with the Christ not being an intermediary, but serving as an 
example. This perception attributed enormous value to each individual human being. It 
changed the world. It created the Renaissance. It created the foundation for a deep-seated self-
love in humanity. People became more aware of their capability as thinkers and creators. They 
also became more respectful of each other, and closer to each other, and more cooperative with 
each other. Out of this development the idea of the general welfare was born, and with it the 
concept of the nation-state in which it would find expression. Love was no longer recognized 
as a hierarchical flow from a superior being to a lesser being. It was recognized as a lateral 
flow between equals. It unfolded out of the people's self-love in reflecting their love of the 
truth about the humanity that they all shared and were a part of. By this development in 
looking at the truth, love became a totally different thing. People became connected laterally, 
as we do right here. But Peter, if love unfolds laterally, it has to be universal. Thus, ultimately, 
love exists only in the form of universal love. Any other form of it is a distortion of it. Can you 
understand this?"
      I reached for the port. I looked at her face, into her eyes, drank in her smile. Yes, I 
understood some of it. "I love your definition of love as a lateral flow." I said with a smile.
      "Because it is true," she added.
      "I can sense that it is true," I said and smiled back. "This means I have a solid basis for 
loving you. There is something wonderful about you that I appreciate deep in my heart, and it 
isn't all sexual."
      "But some of it is," she replied. "Be honest!"



      "Oh, a lot of it is. What you are as a woman, and a beautiful woman at that, seems to be a 
part of my humanity too, otherwise I wouldn't have this warm cuddly feeling just looking at 
you."
      Helen leaned over and kissed me. "Congratulations!" she said. "Do you realize that you 
have recognized in ten minutes what I have tried for years to get the professor to understand?"
     "I think he is too bitter to understand that," I replied.
      "He is too scared of what he knows, and of the consequences that he sees unfolding. He is 
scared of the truth, because with it comes the responsibility of facing up to it, truthfully. That, 
Peter, can be terribly scary."
      "What he said is true," I answered quietly. "This means that he has every right to be scared. 
We all should be scared."
      "That kind of thinking is a trap," Helen cautioned me. "It implies that we don't have the 
capacity to change the world. The Renaissance has overturned this kind of thinking. Just look 
at us, we were both despondent less than one hour ago, sitting in that pub, both for our own 
reason. Now, look at us. We are smiling. You feel cuddly inside. You even say you are in love. 
I have a warm feeling for you too. Hasn't our world changed?"
      "You are a genius," I said and leaned over and kissed her back. "You are totally right. One 
idea can change the world."
      She got up and brought the letter from the kitchen that I had seen earlier. "This is another 
proof that a single idea can change a person's life."
      "Is this the reason you were in the pub?" I asked. "I saw you cry over that letter," I said and 
put my arm around her.
      She bent her head down again. "Yes," she said quietly. "The letter says that a day ago a dear 
friend of mine had three fingers chopped off, off his right hand."
      "That's barbaric," I muttered. "What kind of a country is this where such a thing can 
happen?"
      She began to laugh. "You are thinking of Islamic justice. This doesn't happen here. It was an 
industrial accident in a book binding shop. He was brushing some cuttings away at the edge 
trimmer, which the vacuum system hadn't picked up. The interlocks must have been disabled. 
We don't know what tripped the switch."
      "No wonder you were shook up. What will happen to him now?"
      Helen explained that he was lucky. He lost three fingertips, but the cuts were clean and 
were repairable. She said that he would be well cared for by the state and wouldn't loose his 
job either, as this might happen in the West. She said, she couldn't help crying though, because 
the man was also a concert pianist. Music is his life. She said that he would probably never be 
able to play the piano again as a concert pianist.
      "But something happened tonight," she added. "The idea came that he would likely be able 
to play the violin. He had talked about playing the violin some day, except he had never been 
able to get enough money together to buy a good-enough violin for concert work. I don't have 
enough money myself to buy him one, but I have a little that I can spare. It won't amount to 
anything more than just a gesture. Still, that gesture will mean a great deal to him. I cried 
when I realized that I am able to do that for him. Can you see how one idea can change a 
person's life?"



      "We can change the world that way," I added some moments later. "You are right, the 
professor's predictions don't have to come true."

      She took the letter back to the kitchen. I heard her filling the kettle. When she returned I 
handed her three thousand East German marks in cash, all in five hundred mark notes. "This 
will help a bit," I added.
      "I can't accept that," she said and handed the money back.
      I didn't take the money back. I told her that I really didn't need it. I explained that all 
foreign agents were required by her state to exchange a fixed amount of money each day. The 
rate is roughly equivalent to what one would spend on a five star hotel accommodation in 
New York, meals included. I assured her that I wouldn't mind living in a low cost motel by the 
highway for the duration of my stay, and put the money to use where it can really make a 
difference for someone in a crisis like that. I also told her that I remembered a rule that I had 
loved as a child. I had almost forgotten it. It is based on the fact that we all live in this world 
together. We can do beautiful things and make our world beautiful, or we can do terrible 
things and make our world intolerable. I used to love when I was able to say to myself before 
going to bed at night that I made a difference in making the world a lovelier place to be in. 
"That's lateral loving, isn't it?" I added.
      I explained again that I didn't really need to stay in a five-star-hotel, as I urged her to keep 
the money for her friend that I thereby would save. "I would rather stay in a cheap place and 
eat with ordinary people in an ordinary restaurant," I said to her, "and live like ordinary 
people do, and take the money that I won't have to spend then to help someone in need. I've 
been brought up that way. It's not a sacrifice for me. It's a nice thing to do that I will always 
cherish."
      Helen looked at the money, then looked at me, and began to cry again. "Thank you," she 
said, still in tears. "Thank you from the bottom of my heart." She took the money and placed it 
in an envelope together with a note that said something about a violin. She added a check of 
her own and sealed the envelope. She wrote the man's name on it and signed it, and asked me 
to sign it as well. This, I did gladly. I signed my full name, Peter A. VanDerMere. I encircled 
my first name.
      We embraced each other for a long time after this. Indeed, something wonderful had 
happened to our world. Our embrace lasted for a long time. It lasted until we both stopped 
crying and the water kettle was whistling in the kitchen.
      Helen returned to the kitchen. "And here, I thought I would be teaching you about love," 
she called back to me from the kitchen. "Instead you taught me."
      "But you have started it all with your history lesson, and by being your wonderful self," I 
said to her as I followed her into the kitchen to be closer to her. "I hope you don't mind me 
invading your kitchen," I said as I entered. "I love what you said. I love the wonderful person 
you are. I love the good that you have already brought out in me. If anyone had predicted this 
back at the pub, I would have laughed. What is happening here is revolutionary," I added. "It 
is as revolutionary as you are beautiful. I love you." I ventured for another kiss.
      She didn't answer, but smiled. She got the tea started and began to prepare us some 
sandwiches. She had olives on the counter, butter, several types of sausage, and rye bread.



      "Still, loving means more," she said and continued with what she was doing, unwrapping 
the butter. "Loving begins with loving oneself," she said. "Your friend Erica hadn't discovered 
that yet. Our love begins when we discover in ourselves the wonders of our humanity. Then 
we discover beauty in our soul. We discover joy, art, wisdom, and scientific awareness. 
Human love begins when we discover ourselves as being creators of a 'divine' universe, as the 
brightest stars of life that have developed out of life's long history. We begin to love ourselves 
when we see in ourselves the image of God. Then we cannot help, but love one-another, and 
love truly. People speak of love, but this is often a front as they have something else in mind. 
They say to a person, I love you, but they really should say, I am compelled to be near you 
because I want you to brighten my life; I want you to give me what I have not found in myself, 
to fill my emptiness. This isn't love, Peter. It is a game of exploitation. It's crude selfishness that 
has nothing to do with love.
      "But you are not like that, Peter. Still, you say you love me. You say it with your eyes. You 
say with your eyes that you want to touch me, and that you want to touch me as a woman, 
intimately. And so you should. When we begin to love ourselves, Peter, we are compelled to 
uplift the world around us. We are compelled to uplift one-another to a higher level of joy, to a 
higher appreciation for who and what we are, to a greater honesty and openness, to where we 
enrich one-another out of the depth of our humanity that we all share. When we begin to do 
this, then love is no longer a game, but something that flows heart to heart. Then, there is joy. 
Then, we enrich one-another in love. Then, we embrace one-another even as we embrace 
ourselves. Do you agree that this is what loving is?"
      I didn't know how to answer. I agreed! But I had never lived in that dimension. To say, yes, 
would have been dishonest. It would not have been born out of my own experiences. I 
answered with a nod instead. I said that I was just beginning to love again. I answered with a 
kiss. I said, "Thank you for helping me." I think Helen recognized the honesty involved. 

      Helen continued making the sandwiches while we talked. "Something to go with the tea," 
she said when she noticed my being surprised by the careful preparation. The tea was 
peppermint tea. The sandwiches were made of dark rye bread, served with sweet pickles and 
three kinds of olives on the side, all beautifully arranged. She arranged them with the same 
care that was reflected in everything about her; that was reflected in the way she dressed; in 
the way she kept her hair; in the way she made me feel comfortable.
      "May I touch your hair," I said quietly after she had stopped talking.
      She turned to me and smiled. "You may touch anything you love about me, because your 
loving is honest."
      "Honest?" I repeated.
      "Of course, honest," she affirmed. "If loving is lustful, that's dishonest. It's rape. In that case, 
you wouldn't have asked. But you asked, for the sheer joy of it. That's obvious. This is honest 
and will make us both richer. But most of all, honest means that you love me primarily as a 
human being. Anything else is dishonest, because that is what I am, first and foremost; a 
human being and a woman. Forget about all the other roles people play, hierarchical roles, like 
brother, sister, lover, or wife. We are much more closely related as human beings. Every 
vertical relationship adds a touch of isolation. Hierarchical relationships create a vertical 



world. They isolate people. But as human beings we stand side by side as equals. Can you 
think of a closer relationship than that?
      "Is this zero distance in the lateral world close enough to touch?" she added and grinned.
      I said that it was. Her hair felt beautiful to touch, as beautiful as it did to look at, smooth, in 
flowing lines. There was a great sense of joy unfolding from this intimacy.
     I asked her moments later, "What did you mean, when you said for the joy of it? Did you 
mean the joy that makes the very air sparkle?"
      She didn't answer. She couldn't. I prevented her answer with a kiss. For a brief moment I 
even dared to touch her breasts, but within seconds I pulled my hands back and let them slide 
away along her side, down to her skirt. It seemed all too daring. "Popular opinion says that 
one mustn't touch a woman if one is a man and is not married to her," I said in a small, quiet 
voice.
      "That's slavery, Peter," she relied. "Don't be a slave to that opinion. Respond to truth. Be 
truthful. Respond to your humanity, the humanity that we all share." She turned around with 
a smile. "The clasp for my skirt is at the back," she said and began to grin. "If it is too 
restrictive, take it off. Take the panties off, too." She said that there is the same beauty in life 
and in love, as there is in truth. "Those are the constituents of our being." 
      She kissed me briefly. We took hold of the plate of sandwiches and carried them into the 
good room. I carried the tea and the cups.
      As it turned out, her skirt wouldn't have been too restrictive. Nevertheless, she excused 
herself after a few moments and changed into something "more appropriate," as she put it. She 
should have called it something 'more exciting.' It certainly was that. She wore a full-length 
feather light dressing gown when she returned, that was almost transparent. Being with her 
became a sexual delight. There was a beauty in these moments of a growing intimacy in which 
there wasn't the slightest haste. It was born by a promise that felt secure. Indeed, her earlier 
promise was already coming true, when she said, 'You can touch anything you love about me.'
      I commented on what a delightful feast this had become; a feast enriched with sex, olives, 
and smiles.
      "That spells out SOS," she said and burst out laughing.
      "Yes, it's become an SOS type of a day for both of us," I agreed.
      "I think we both needed to be rescued," she added.
      I agreed. Still, I shook my head in disbelief as she stood before me like a beautiful white 
angel. I shook my head and smiled.
      "Enjoy yourself Peter, embrace the world," was her reply, "the principle of love is universal. 
It cannot be limited nor be made conditional. If you love yourself you simply love all. There is 
no isolation rational in this sphere, since we all share the same humanity. I don't exist apart 
from it as someone different from you. That is the truth. That's what love is built on. That's 
what freedom is all about. Nicholas of Cusa, a dear friend of mine, one of the creators of the 
Renaissance, championed the idea of natural and universal freedom and unity."
      "Cusa lived 600 years ago," I reminded her.
      "Of course he did," but he is still my friend. "I feel close to him, because of what he 
represents."



      I loved listening to Helen. She was right, of course. Certainly she was right about me. I had 
not known before what love is. I had never seen it as a universal impetus that grows out of 
ourselves, that needs to be understood in its universal context or else it can't be understood at 
all. Helen had opened up a whole New World to me with vast new implications that I 
suddenly had to face. But did I understand any of it? Probably not. Obviously, that was the 
reason why I had let my hands fall away from her breast.

      At one point in our conversation, with our drinks and snacks in hand, Helen showed me 
the rest of her apartment. The apartment had a balcony, accessible through the kitchen, with a 
view of a small park. The bathroom, however, was tiny, with barely enough room for a tub 
and a small counter. There was a blue glowing glass sculpture at the end of the counter. The 
single bedroom on the other hand was large. The bedroom furniture was modern, painted 
white. Her bed was huge, king sized, if not bigger. A floor to ceiling mirror graced one wall.
      Shortly after we entered the room Helen turned the main lights off. She shed her gown and 
crawled into bed. "Come, Peter," she said gently.
      My reaction must have seemed like that of an idiot. I just stood there and couldn't move. I 
wanted to respond. I wanted this above anything I could think of, to be with her, but I couldn't 
move.
      "Do I make you feel uncomfortable?" she asked. "But why should you feel that way? How 
many times a week do you go to bed with your wife? Every night, usually. Am I right? So, 
why not now? Am I not a woman just like your wife is? Or am I a lesser woman?"
      "No Helen, you are a great woman and a great person. You are a dream to be with."
      "Ah, that's not it," she said and smiled. "Are you saying then that you have never had any 
close, intimate moments of sexual sharing with a woman before in your entire life? Is that why 
you are hesitant?"
      "Of course I had sexual encounters with a woman before, on countless occasions, with my 
wife," I answered.
      I remembered that I had begun to laugh as I said this. I sounded so stupid, so silly. It was 
obvious what this was leading towards, but it was also rather beautiful what was unfolding, as 
it brought to light what the principle of truthfulness with oneself really is. It came to light as 
something far greater than I had thought it to be. I could think of no principle to support the 
narrow concept that I had clung to for so long. Still, I let the train of thinking continue in order 
to discover what else I had not discovered before.
      "Then you are saying to me that I am not as much a human being as your wife is?" Helen 
continued our conversation, which she may have recognized had become a game, but one that 
needed to be played out to the logical end to clear the air.
      "No, Helen, you are a beautiful human being and a beautiful woman all at the same time," I 
replied in my defense, "who could ask for anything more?"
     "Tell me then, Peter, what prevents you from being truthful with yourself, and with me? 
Would you not love to be with me in this bed, this very minute?"
      "I would love nothing better," I answered. "It would be the greatest joy. I have dreamed 
about a situation like this for so long, like you wouldn't believe, and here I stand and find it 
difficult to take that one last simple step. I am idiot, right? I am untruthful with myself and 



with you. Do you want me to tell you why? The reason is that we have all been taught for 
centuries to be untruthful with ourselves and with one-another. That's why I can't move."
      Helen began to laugh. "That's a tough one to break, Peter, isn't it?" She continued gently. "It 
is the toughest think that I have encountered, to get us to accept our universal humanity. We 
recognize the principle of that universality that supports our unity in being. We even say we 
understand it, and we do understand it. We even have proof of it, as your dreams illustrate, 
and still we deny ourselves. We have lived like that for a very long time, Peter." 
      "The truth is," I replied to her, and the laughter faded then, "you are as much a star in the 
heavens of our humanity, as a woman, than my wife is as a woman, or any other woman I 
have ever met. At this higher level where we are all one, as we truly are. We reflect and share a 
common humanity. As you say, there is no difference."
       "I never said there is no difference," Helen replied immediately. "You said this. But I can 
tell you this; we are both more profoundly and deeply married to each other, you and I, as 
human beings, than the marriage division that you put so much emphasis on isolates us. Our 
marriage as human beings is rooted in truth. It is a part of the reality of our being. What 
isolates us, in comparison, is artificial."
      I was stunned. I didn't know what to reply. I had said almost the same thing to Erica 
earlier, but that had been theoretically spoken. Helen suggested that I be honest now and 
acknowledge the truth that I had long recognized to be true. That became a challenge I hadn't 
expected or had prepared myself for.
      "I suppose you are right," I said in reply. "We are all married to each other as human beings 
by the countless wonders that we share as members of the human family, that we find 
reflected in our common humanity. I suppose you are right also that this natural marriage goes 
deeper and is more profound than anything we have come up with to artificially symbolize the 
principle that unites us. I suppose the truth is, that we are brothers and sisters then, of the 
family of man, and should treat each other that way."
      I began to laugh as I said this. It seemed silly how badly we respond to what is obviously 
true. "Isn't it silly," I said to her, "that we find it so hard to accept what is so evidently anchored 
in truth? Isn't is silly that we are more inclined to see each other as enemies and treat each 
other that way, and to love each other for what we all share? Isn't it silly of us that we do all of 
this in the name of some superimposed civil arrangement that we have invented to make our 
life richer, but which denies the very reality that it aims to build on? Indeed, why should we 
deny the riches of our humanity that unite us, for something artificial? Shouldn't it be the other 
way around? Shouldn't the artificial be elevated by our commitment to embrace ever more of 
the wondrous reality by which we are all united as human beings?"
      Helen didn't respond with laughter. Her face did light up though, with something brighter 
than a smile. "I can also tell you this," she said in reply, "there are very few people who stood 
at this spot where you stand right now, who have made this kind of profound statement and 
presented it so clearly. This means that my invitation still stands, for you to be truthful with 
yourself, and with me, and the whole of humanity, and to acknowledge what you know to be 
true." As she said this, she pulled the sheets back on the side of the bed where I stood.
      My response this time was immediate, swift, and what came out of it did indeed make the 
air sparkle, even in the dark.



      "You came to the pub because there was something incomplete in your experience of love," 
she said a whole while later and began smile. "Let me fulfill what is needed."
      "You already have," I relied.
      "No I haven't. Why should there be even the faintest trace of poverty in the realm of love? 
Indeed, why should there be any poverty in any other realm? Poverty is invalid. Love is the 
universal principle. There is no reason why it shouldn't unfold to the full and be complete in 
your experience. Love is universal, Peter. It cannot exist in isolation. It unfolds through all of 
us, embracing all of our humanity. It flows through all human relationships. It urges us to 
cooperate with one-another for the common good, to build each other up, to nourish and 
protect one-another. Love is the divine element that makes us human, that emanates from all 
of us. We often block it. But why should we block it? Let's not block it tonight."
      We continued to embrace each other. The concept of "inside" our "outside" as related to 
love appeared totally invalid. Oh, God, why wasn't I surprised that I fell so deeply in love with 
this beautiful woman who was evidently quite a bit older than I? The age barrier, that might 
have existed, simply wasn't there. The very thought of an age barrier seemed out of place. 
Such a barrier would have seemed unjustified by the reality of our free and open affection.
      One thing puzzled me, though. If love is a fundamental principle, and its manifestation is 
necessarily universal and illimitable, doesn't ones yielding to the universality of love cause 
problems in the conventional world where these principles are not recognized or are even 
rejected? We live in a world where our customs and reactions are centered on far reaching 
divisions and deep isolation? As beautiful as the concept of the universality of love is, I could 
think of countless problems with marriage boundaries, ownership rights, age-old axioms, and 
so forth. I asked Helen how she has dealt with all that. "Have you experienced any of these 
types of problems in the past?" I asked.
      She nodded, and sighed. "You have no idea. I have faced problems that you can't imagine: 
jealousy, stupidity, obstinacy, and sheer insanity at times. People squabble over whose friend 
another is, or more correctly, whose trophy that person is. Yes, people treat each other like 
that, like cattle that they utilize, like property that they own, and like a trophy that they love. It 
is surprising they don't use branding irons to stake their claim. The possessiveness is often 
worse among friends. You open the door a little to give love a chance. Suddenly, all hell breaks 
loose. People don't treat each other as human beings anymore. They treat each other as if their 
world is falling apart whenever their notion about their world is challenged. You probably 
have noticed some of this by now. So, how does one react to that?"
      "There is an old saying," I said to her, "if one can't stand the heat, one should stay out of the 
kitchen."
      "Except if one does this, one starves to death," she said and laughed. "This means, I must 
fight on," she added. "I must fight on also for the simple reason that none of those problems 
have any relevance to the universality of love. After all, what do the problems have to do with 
anything? Do they change the principle involved, the Principle of Universal Love?"
      She told me that the concern I raised had also another important aspect, that of popular 
opinion versus the truth. She told me that popular opinion dictates that I shouldn't be in bed 
with her, not being married to her, while the Principle of Universal Love points in the opposite 



direction. "Do popular opinion represent the truth, or universal principles?" she asked. She 
answered that question with a paradox.
      "Consider the idea of democracy," she said. A democracy is formally a type of government 
that is controlled by popular opinion. It reflects popular opinion and empowers popular 
opinion. It has nothing to do with the truth about anything. It empowers even the cupidity of 
small-minded thinking. It contains no element that invariably ennobles society with truthful 
perceptions. In fact, it often prevents them. That is why we have constitutions created that 
establish some minimal standards based on discovered universal principles that are 
acknowledged as paramount, which reign in the arbitration of opinions and make the 
democratic process workable.
     "I have invited you here tonight to help you to understand and acknowledge a long-ignored 
universal principle that is a vital element of truth pertaining to our humanity, namely that we 
are all primarily human beings in all respects, with universal human needs, and strengths, and 
profound qualities as human beings," she said. "That should be our universal constitution that 
should never be violated. Everything else is secondary and needs to be built around it, and 
reflect it, such as our universal love for our humanity. Popular opinion should not be 
paramount and rule over it, but be channeled by these basic principles that have been 
discovered to enrich and brighten our existence to the greatest possible extent. Our love for 
one-another as human beings reflects such a universal principle, Peter, which we can't get 
away from. I like to call it the Principle of Universal Love. That is why you are here, Peter. 
That is what you responded to. But public opinion says that this is treachery. That's a paradox, 
right? So, what should your response be? Should you respond to the universal principles, in 
this case the Principle of Universal Love that you find already reflected in your heart, which 
you can't get away from, or to popular opinions that deny what's in your heart?"
      She paused, evidently to give me time to think. "I personally must respond to what is 
evidently the truth, based on my highest scientific perception where opinions have no place," 
she said a minute later. "This means that I have to say about contrary popular opinions: What 
have they got to do with anything? Do they change the principles involved? I must make a 
clear choice, Peter, for the truth, which in this case is reflected in the Principle of Universal 
Love that comes to light everywhere as the foundation of our civilization. Yes, acknowledging 
this principle creates a lot of problems with people who value popular opinion. But, Peter, am 
I right in fighting for what is true?"
      "Of course you are right," I responded. That answer was truthfully given. It reflected the 
joy that she had had already brought me, but it also reflected a budding understanding that 
what she said is scientifically correct. Public opinion seldom had been a boon for society, but 
had been the root for horrific tragedies. "Wasn't the great Socrates of Athens indicted, 
convicted, and murdered by popular opinion, under a system of democracy without profound 
constitutional principles?" I asked her. "Popular opinion already ruled supreme in 400 BC, and 
I believe that the indictment of Socrates was for, 'impiety.' He died for his stand for principle in 
defense of the truth. I believe he was charged with 'corrupting the young' and with 'neglecting 
the gods that the city worshipped.' Those charges were brought against him by two of the 
chiefs of the democrats, where they not?"
      "Yes, Peter, it was small minded popular opinion, empowered by an unrestrained 



democracy, that killed Socrates. The seventy year old genius and philosopher, who still 
inspires humanity after more than twenty-four centuries after his death, was put to death by 
the democracy of popular opinion. Thus, Athens killed one of its greatest citizens who stood 
up for the truth. So, Peter, nothing has changed. The rule of democracy still has this effect. The 
fact that we have over sixty thousand nuclear bombs hanging over our head tell me that 
society has not yet found it possible to include the Principle of Universal Love among its 
constitutional principles. That defines our job, Peter. It's a simple as that."
      Helen told me that the rule of unprincipled democracy is already killing entire nations with 
small-minded thinking and disrespect for the truth. She suggested that it is has been 
historically a rather rare occurrence when a nation was destroyed by forces external to it. She 
said that in most cases the destruction originates from within by the cupidity of small-minded 
popular opinion that society defends, often viciously. Thus, under the rule of such pure 
democracy, society is more likely to defend delusions rather than the truth.
      She said about her fight. "Like Socrates did, I fight for the truth, and that fight is not a fight 
against society, but a fight to uplift it. Yes, that puts me at odds with society and causes me 
great problems with many people. But what about those problems? Who cares? Isn't the 
outcome worth fighting for?"

      "Those problems," said Helen moments later and laughed, "are like Prometheus' eternal 
pains that he bore for the sake of his love for humanity. Of course, universal love is something 
greater than even that kind of love is. It's something new, something daring, something 
honest, and something quite wonderful. Just because we have denied the universality of love 
for centuries, as we have been demanded to do, doesn't mean that we have to continue with 
this silly game forever. We can stop this game at any time and focus on something that is real. 
We have the potential to richly benefit from one of the great universal principles in existence 
that according to all evidence is designed to enrich our lives. So, when you speak of problems, 
ask yourself: What do they have to with anything?"
      "Compared to what we have right now, this minute?" I asked.
      "Yes."
      "In this case I agree, they don't seem to be a part of the equation at all," I replied.
      "The secret is in keeping things that way," said Helen, "and to advance the widening of 
universal love."
      "You are a wise woman," I said in response and kissed her.
      "Wise?" she repeated and laughed. "No, I am not wise. I learned a bit of history, and from 
that I leaned to be happy. We are both happy being here together, are we not?"
      I answered that I was delighted, and more so. Indeed I was. Nor did we talk all the time. 
The talking became interspersed with periods of quiet 'contemplation' in ever-more-intimate 
times.
      "It is essential that we are together," she said at one point. "You evidently had a need to 
complete something that hadn't been completed. Love demands us that we allow it to unfold 
as completely as possible; which is to say, it needs to unfold as universally as possible."
      "Erica couldn't do this," I said to Helen. "She said it was irresponsible to do this. I even 
convinced myself that this was a legitimate response."



      "Oh, have you changed your mind?" asked Helen. "Are you ready to say now: What has 
this got to do with anything?"
      I told her that I was coming around to that. "But that isn't easy either," I said. I was going to 
say that it is "damn hard." Except that kind of language, I felt, didn't fit into the supportive 
atmosphere that she had established. I explained that Erica appeared to have made a valid 
point by wanting to act responsibly.
      "That's where the problem is rooted, Peter. What appears to be valid isn't necessarily valid," 
said Helen and looked at me with her clear brown eyes as if she could see right through me. 
"What is a valid response for the situation we are in?"
      I really didn't dare answer that question.
      She explained that our larger world is so precarious that we stand already with one foot in 
our grave as tens of thousands of nuclear bombs were hanging over our heads. She explained 
that our lives were hanging on a thread so thin that a single madman in a rage of insanity 
could push the world over the edge. She reminded me that we were breeding madmen like 
crazy in modern times, and were elevating them to high positions of power. "That is what I 
define as irresponsibility," she said. "This is a valid example of what irresponsibility is. But 
loving one-another, that's not irresponsible."
      Helen suggested that in real terms Erica had actually acted irresponsibly without being 
aware that she had. Helen suggested that our greatest need in the nuclear age is to protect our 
existence and our civilization. Everything needs to be focused on this absolute requirement. 
Nothing is inconsequential anymore. She suggested that whatever Erica was trying to protect 
by acting 'responsibly,' was actually supporting the very same mentality that has become a 
mortal danger to us all.
      "The nuclear paradox can only be resolved," said Helen, "by developing a platform of 
universal love for our humanity, the humanity that we all share. We need to get back to 
something that is real, that reflects a universal truth, the truth that we are all human beings 
with human qualities. Defending division and isolation, politically or socially, is the wrong 
response. It's an invalid response. It's an invalid approach to taking responsibility. It is invalid, 
because by pursuing such a course one is working against oneself. It simply isn't a valid 
response for us, in terms of what needs to be done."
      I didn't know how to answer. I didn't know anymore what the question was. Was she 
asking me to agree?
      "I am trying to make a point," said Helen. "The point is, we ask ourselves invalid questions 
far too often, and tie ourselves into knots with invalid concerns. The truth is much simpler, 
more profound, and more beautiful and enriching. So, why are we fighting it?"
      I nodded. "We can't see it, Helen. That's why. We don't see it, because the foreground is too 
dense."
      "Right, Peter, but you didn't realize that before you came here, did you?"
      I nodded in agreement.

      Being in bed with Helen was educational in many ways, and in a strange way. She was a 
bright spirit, intelligent, honorable, and knowledgeable. She was also open and generous as a 
beautiful sexual being. The bed quickly became an open sanctuary for sharing ourselves with 



one-another in which nothing stood in the way. There was a need for that openness, and the 
need was satisfied. Afterwards we could move on to still higher ground and contemplate the 
larger issues. If she hadn't been open to sex, we might have danced around the issues of sex all 
night long that I was hoping to find a higher dimension for. The tragedy would have been, that 
we would have never have reached high enough to explore also the larger issues. That's the 
one step where Erica had failed. The barriers had become restrictive to everything in the end. 
Helen evidently understood this.
      Helen told me, that when Erica said that she couldn't take our relationship as far as she had 
wished, she hadn't looked at the real consequences of her actions, and at what her actions 
might have been to avoid those consequences. Helen said, "When Erica drew her line in the 
sand, because of her marriage, she defended a false concept. She defended a concept of unity 
that separates us from the truth, a concept that had divided her against herself.
      "That's the nuclear paradox," Helen continued and sighed. "We human beings have become 
divided against ourselves. We want life, but we create ourselves a doomsday death trap and 
defend the mentality that has created that trap. We need to resolve that paradox. That's what 
we need to do."
      Helen suggested that I should have challenged Erica's impotence scientifically. She told me 
in an authoritative kind of voice, the kind that teachers sometimes use, that when Erica started 
to talk about drawing the line for the sake of taking responsibility, I should have said to her: 
What has this got to do with anything?
     Helen said to me, "You should have pointed out to Erica that scientifically speaking, she 
had troubled herself with an invalid concern and that it was time that she faced the truth. You 
should have told her that the truth is that love is a universal principle that is not expressed in 
separating ourselves from one-another. You should have told her that the truth is imperative 
regardless of the difficulties in accepting it in the face of our conventions to the contrary. You 
should have surprised her with the profound truth that she is already a part of the universal 
family that really matters, that is greater than everything that we've come up with artificially, 
because that universal, natural marriage is founded in what is fundamentally real about 
human existence. You should have challenged her with the fact that she is therefore also 
married to you, unavoidably so, by our common humanity and our common universal human 
Soul that moves us. You should have suggested that you have every right to embrace each 
other as human beings as your love may inspire you to. You should have told her that this is 
the truth."
      I raised my hand, in a gesture of objecting.
      "No Peter, if Erica is half the scientist that you told me she is, she would have understood 
all of that," said Helen. "She would have understood that any other approach is invalid, and 
any other concept of marriage is artificial and needs to be uplifted to reflect more and more of 
the universal truth that is profound, and rich, and beautiful. She would have understood that 
the artificial needs to be uplifted with what is real, rather than the real becoming smothered 
with the artificial as the whole world presently is doing."
      I shook my head. "Are you sure that this would even be possible?" I interjected. "Maybe her 
husband Fritz wasn't her only concern." I suggested to Helen that Erica might have had a 
strong religious background and that her father might have been a minister of the church. In 



this case, her stepping out of line might have caused an Earthquake.
      "What has this got to do with anything?" answered Helen sharply. She suggested that in 
such a case Erica would have had to tell her church relatives that their standpoint is invalid, 
that their standpoint is criminally dangerous in a nuclear armed world, and that anything that 
prevents the unfolding of the Principle of Universal Love has no justification to exist. "It 
should not be allowed to exist." That is what she should have said in this case.
      Helen added a few moments later that in such a case Erica would have had to confront her 
church people, even her own beliefs. She would have to ask what is more important, the 
defense of human existence and civilization on the basis of what is true, or the defense of an 
ancient doctrine that is upheld by decree, rather than by it being rooted in universal truth. 
"Erica would have had to ask herself bluntly and unmistakably: Which of the two approaches 
is a valid option for us to follow for assuring the survival of humanity?"
      "We all must ask ourselves that question," I said to Helen, "but we don't even consider 
going as far as asking ourselves what is valid and what is invalid."

      "Let me tell you a story from one of the Gospels," Helen replied a while later. "A man had 
died, and according to the law of the land his brother had married the diseased person's wife. 
But soon, he died also. Consequently the woman was married again to the next brother, and so 
forth, until the last of the seven brothers had died, and the woman died also. Christ Jesus was 
asked: Whose wife shall she be in the resurrection? They all have had her?"
      Helen told me that Christ Jesus' answer was that they had asked an invalid question, 
because in heaven, at a higher state of perception, they will neither marry nor be given into 
marriage as their concept of marriage has become perfect and universal and all-embracing like 
that of the angels, anchored in truth. "He should have said that all humanity is really already 
married to one-another as children of a common humanity and a common human Soul, and 
that we should make an effort to recognize this truth. Helen suggested that Jesus should also 
have added to his answer that the concept of marriage isn't invalid, but merely needs to 
become enriched and put onto a higher platform that brings us closer to the truth where love is 
a universal principle. "Only the invalid aspects that divide and isolate us, and create barriers 
against one-another and against our love for one-another, will thereby fall away," said Helen. 
She explained that in real terms marriage is nothing more than what the world implies: a 
process of coming closer together, of embracing one-another; of overcoming division and 
isolation. "We start out small," she said, "but we go on from there to reach for what is really 
true and acknowledge it in life."
      Helen sighed. "We are a sad people. We starve ourselves, but with a bright future at out 
grasp. Maybe some day the sadness will be overcome. Today, we have the capability to stand 
on the moon. In a decade we may stand on Mars. Eventually we will break the isolation of 
space by distance and visit other worlds, like in the Alpha Centauri system for instance, which 
is only slightly over four light-years distant. In the process we will enrich our own planet and 
ourselves as we draw out ever more of the riches of our humanity. In time we will enrich the 
universe with our light that we have within us. "That's what the term, marriage, means," she 
added moments later. "But before that can happen we need to learn to extend a hand across 
the table and bridge the distance that separates us heart to heart, which seems almost infinite 



at the present time.
      "It means all of this, Peter," said Helen. "It means, in the universal sense, embracing infinity. 
Therefore, if you are concerned about marriage isolation and try to defend it, your concerns 
are invalid because you are talking about something that is not supported by the principle of 
civilization. The ancient notions about marriage are invalid. They aren't based on anything 
real. They are certainly not based on what is required for the development of civilization. Jesus 
understood this already more than two thousand years ago."
      What could I say to that? She was right.
      "Answer me this, Peter," Helen asked after a few moments of silence. "When I invited you 
to join me in bed, you didn't hesitate once you broke the barriers you had previously set up in 
your mind, but in the back of your mind you probably still had serious concerns, didn't you?"
      I nodded reluctantly. "Of course I had."
      "Those concerns were invalid, Peter, because they didn't have anything to do with anything 
real," she replied. "Nevertheless, in order to make you feel freer about being in bed with me, 
let's consider ourselves as being married to one-another as we truly are and always have been 
as human beings. After all, we have reached the stage at which we realize that the very idea of 
isolation between two people is invalid."
      "But I am already married, Helen. I can't change that," I almost protested.
      "Indeed you are. And I have to say it again: What has this artificial aspect got to do with 
anything? Does it change the principle involved? Why shouldn't a person be able to overcome 
his or her isolation into a world that exists of no more than just a single other person? Why 
would you isolate your wife? Can't one regard oneself to be married to more than one person, 
even to the whole of humanity, without drifting into the quagmire of polygamy? Are we not 
all human beings of the same humanity? That is not a paradox, Peter, what you face here. It is 
a valid question, because there is an answer possible for it that is rooted in what is real, and the 
answer is: Yes!"

      I didn't pursue the point any further. I didn't have an argument to present against it. 
Maybe there was none. What she said seemed so right and so easy to accept. And who was I 
anyway, to argue?

      We didn't speak much after that, for a long while. Life was rich in this quiet atmosphere. I 
enjoyed the serenity of it, in which everything that wasn't focused on love drifted into the 
background. I had no desire to interrupt that by raising points for discussion. Our moments 
together, as they unfolded and passed into history, were satisfying. What more does anyone 
need?
      Only much later did Helen pick the subject up again that we left off with. "Do you want to 
know what happens when love becomes isolated?" she said in a serious tone of voice. She got 
out of bed without waiting for an answer and put her nightgown on and handed me a white 
bathrobe.
      Before I realized what had happened we were sitting at the table again, a glass of wine 
before us, a plate of Melba toast and cheese was in the middle of the table, more olives and the 
rest of our sandwiches. It took her but a minute to get it all arranged.



      The light in the room was still dim. A spotlight shone onto the back wall, onto a print of a 
painting by Salvador Dali, The Sacrament of the Last Supper. The mellow light that it reflected, 
together with the light from a small stained-glass lamp on the table, created a romantic 
atmosphere. We toasted each other. I felt so unspeakable close to her now, as if I had known 
her always. There had been no need to reach out to her. This union had unfolded so naturally 
and effortlessly, and beautifully. However, this had not been the kind of thing that we had 
come to the table to talk about.
      "Right, what happens when love becomes isolated," she said and smiled. "What happens 
when love becomes limited to apply only in the most private domain and nowhere else?"
      She told me that answering this question involves a lesson of history again. She also told 
me that a large part of that history is reflected in Europe's darkest period, a period darker than 
the dark ages, a period of eighty years of war in which over half of the population of Europe 
was butchered to death or died from the consequences.
      She also explained that this subject could not be talked about in bed. "I have made a rule for 
myself," she said, "never to entertain ugly thoughts in bed. Ugly thoughts tend to disrupt the 
lateral flowing of love and make the most precious appear cheap. But we can talk about those 
ugly things out here. However, for this we need wine. Wine represents inspiration and 
understanding. We also need olives. Olives represent, oil, and oil represents consecration to 
good, charity, gentleness, our heaven on Earth. We also need food. We need to feast on what 
makes us grow. We need to feast on the truth. With all that in reach, we can now dare to look 
at the ugly things."
      Helen explained that in 1511 the Venetian Empire, the foremost slave trader of the world, 
which it was at this time, had been nearly eradicated by the forces of the Renaissance. For the 
first time ever the leading nations of Europe had formed an alliance, not for conquest, but to 
rid the world of an imperial evil that Venice represented at the time. The League of Cambrai 
was the result of that alliance, and, as the professor has already pointed out to you, the allied 
forces nearly won. Only when the final battle was about to be waged, the Pope relented and 
stopped the campaign. That is how Venice was saved.
      Helen pointed out that all of this is common knowledge among historians. She sighed, then 
pointed out however that only a few historians realize that the near defeat, which had caused 
the Venetian Empire to remain intact, may have motivated the empire to wage war against the 
Renaissance that had threatened it, and the renaissance spirit in future ages that would 
eternally be a danger to any empire's existence. She said that this war hasn't ended to the 
present day. Even in our modern time the leading oligarchy is engaged in a relentless 
campaign against the spirit of the Renaissance that had nearly defeated imperialism.
      Helen explained that this war was waged by creating two irrational counter ideologies, 
which were spread throughout Europe, with which the nations were set against one-another. 
The end result was a vicious religious war that raged throughout Europe for eighty years. "It 
took fifty years of ideological warfare to destroy the culture of the Renaissance throughout 
Europe, in order to get this religious war going," said Helen. "Once a nation's culture is 
destroyed, however, it takes a long time to get it back. In the mean time the war rages on. That 
went on for eighty years. Religious warfare is perpetual warfare. It is nearly impossible to stop 
it. It takes several generations of new people to grow out of that morass and rebuild a culture 



of peace."
      Helen said that the ideological war that destroyed the Renaissance culture, was a religious 
war that designed from the ground up to eradicate the newly discovered Christian notion of 
universal love, the lateral love, which came to light to some degree during the Renaissance. 
Both of the counter-ideologies promoted the notion that love is applicable only in the smallest 
domain, in the private domain between two people, but has no place anywhere else, certainly 
not in public and state affairs. Helen said that if people stood up and demanded that the state 
be governed by moral principles and concepts of love, the rulers of the state were enticed by 
the counter-philosophers of the time to stop them, and even kill them if need be. In this 
manner, the counter-ideologies became dominant and legitimized the rule of the strong as a 
law between the nations. "The real issue in that religious warfare," said Helen, "wasn't religion 
at all. Religion became a vehicle for the war. The issue was to destroy the Renaissance culture 
and the nations that represented that culture." She added that this process has not stopped to 
the present day.
      "Might is right, was the watchword," said Helen, "and that opened the flood-gates of 
destruction." She explained that this carefully created notion included the right of one imperial 
domain to murder the citizens of a competing imperial domain at will, to destroy their 
villages, their economies, their nations. And this was done for eighty years, Peter.
      Helen pointed out that during this time a whole slew of those rotten types of war-
philosophers came out of the woodwork that all promoted the same insane distortion of 
mankind's humanity. Those were people like Thomas Hobbes and Hugo Grotius. She said that 
these new philosophers, these utopian war-philosophers promoted the idea that the human 
being is naturally evil. They proclaimed that only by this universal evil are all men equal, and 
that the state and its sovereign exist exclusively to protect the people from one-another and 
thereby from their common evil tendencies. "For this protection against each other, the 
philosophers said, humanity must give to its sovereign unlimited power over itself. The ruler's 
will, thereby, becomes absolute and must be obeyed."
      Helen pointed out that out of this philosophy the notion emerged that a citizen has no right 
to disobey the rule of the sovereign or the rule of the state. "We still live by this notion," said 
Helen. "The concepts of truth and of the sovereignty of an individual are still deemed not to 
exist in the so-called real world."
      Helen pointed out that in the early 1600s the notion was promoted that those who wanted 
to build empires had to be amoral and ruthless. This became recognized as a fundamental law. 
According to this new law of the nations, all subjects of an enemy power could be legally 
seized, enslaved, or be destroyed wherever found, including the children. Helen explained 
that the end result was that all of Europe was drawn into an endless cycle of wars with each 
other, with aggressions leading to revenge and counter-revenge for a span of eighty years. She 
said that the infamous Thirty Years War erupted during the last part of this eighty years cycle 
of antihuman madness that grew out of what began as an artificially created religious conflict.
      Helen explained that by the time the madness finally ended in 1648, Germany had lost vast 
segments of its population. Whole areas had been completely emptied of people. Cities had 
been reduced to villages, and countless villages had simply disappeared forever. She said that 
Augsburg, for example, a city of 100,000 had a mere 5000 people left when the Thirty Years 



War ended. In Magdeburg, 20,000 people were butchered to death in 1631, of which General 
Pappenheim, one of the victors, had said that "there had not been such a glorious victory won 
since the siege of Troy and destruction of Jerusalem."
      "How can this have happened?" I asked in disbelief.
      She nodded. "This sort of thing results when one isolates love from the universal domain, 
by calling it a private thing, thus leaving the scene open to the looting and murdering of entire 
nations," said Helen.
      She turned to me and said in a very quiet voice. "I hope that you are beginning to 
understand now the critical nature of universal love, the love that flows laterally between one-
another. I hope that you can see it as a fundamental, universal principle."
      "Have I been blind all my life?" I said in reply. I had to admit that I had been.
      "I still am blind," I said a while later. "I had fully agreed with Erica on that very issue that 
turned out to be an aspect of poverty. This happened just a few hours ago. She was wrong, and 
neither of us could seed this."
      "That's not important," said Helen. She pointed out that countless people look to the past. 
Mostly they look to the past to justify fascism. Many people in leading positions in 
government do this. Many of those find in the past an excuse to re-launch the antihuman 
atrocities that should have been long forgotten. The war-philosopher, Thomas Hobbes, is kept 
'alive' for this purpose and is therefore still admired by many leading people in today's world. 
The Hobbesian ideology has lingered on for the simple reason that Hobbes came to be chosen 
as the state philosopher of the British Empire. He is also regarded as the father of 20th Century 
geopolitics of the new Anglo/British Empire that is presently emerging. This means that the 
banning of love from world-affairs into the smallest personal domain, hasn't ended by any 
means. Many more wars will likely be fought under this banner, unless of course, we kill each 
other more completely with nuclear weapons the next time around. "The important thing is," 
said Helen, "that we do not look back, but look ahead. We can learn from the past, but we must 
look ahead."
      Indeed, I was beginning to look ahead, but what hope was there? Where would it all end?
      "What do you see, looking ahead," I asked Helen.
      "I see a new Dark Age approaching that I must fight to prevent," said Helen in reply. She 
asked me to look at our world with open eyes. Are we not back in the late 1500s again? We 
have created the same kind of world that existed then. We are controlled by the same axioms. 
Love has been banished from the world. It is deemed to apply only in the smallest private 
domain, at the most intimate level. Love no longer applies in the world of commerce. It has 
become a dog-eat-dog world in which vicious competition rules. The same is happening in 
politics and anywhere else.
      She pointed out that love no longer applies in the world of finance either. There, people 
steal from one-another and loot the nations. Then she laughed. "Love, certainly isn't reflected 
in today's politics," she said.
      She explained that most democracies have been taken over by the old Empire for imperial 
objectives. That is why the oligarchy promotes democracy. They can use democracy as a front 
to buy themselves the power they want. With that power they rule the world, and they do it 
the fascist way as in all the dark periods of history. We have already roaming bands in Africa, 



raping the continent for its natural resources, in order to enrich the various empires. You can't 
find a trace of love for the African people in the corridors of power anywhere in the world, 
only genocide. But it isn't just Africa that is being destroyed. The less developed nations of the 
so-called third world don't fare any better. They are being destroyed with looting and with 
debt building schemes to the point that their populations are starving to death. Worldwide 
terrorism, too, makes sure that love stays well out of sight. The various empires finance 
terrorism on an ever larger sale, for their combined goal of destroying the nation-states, 
especially those that still seem to function and have a future. Terrorism is nothing more than 
irregular warfare arranged by imperial forces to destabilize society in order to prevent its self-
development. The methods may be new, but the objective is ancient. Terrorism is simply the 
most inexpensive and efficient kind of warfare there is, short of nuclear war. Terrorism has 
been used by the imperial oligarchy for countless centuries, especially religious terrorism, such 
as stoning people to death or torturing them to death during the age of the Inquisition, in 
defense of dogma. And for us in the modern world, there is no love lost by the imperial 
oligarchy. We have the terror of nuclear war looming on the horizon, while in our cities 
hospitals and schools are being shut down for lack of funds as huge flows of money are 
pouring into the financial bubbles and into the staging of wars that are designed to hide the 
bankruptcy of the imperial world-order. So tell me, what sets the present age from that of the 
late 1500s and early 1600s?"
      "Nothing," I replied.
      "You are absolutely right. Even the same ideology still rules. Thomas Hobbes is still 
admired, who bluntly states that love has no place in the world, that it may be tolerated in 
private domain in the smallest way possible if it has to be tolerated at all. As in the past, 
today's Hobbesians are still proud to announce that love mustn't rule anywhere, especially in 
politics, finance, commerce, religion, or international law. And society hails that crap and 
banishes love! Isn't that insane, Peter?"
      Helen pointed out that the world of the Thirty Years War that came out of the Hobbesian 
type philosophies, has already been recreated in Africa, where corporations in their quest to 
grab Africa's natural resources are depopulating whole areas. Love has no place there. And it's 
happening in the West, too, where farmers are forced off their land through price gauging, 
while the land is handed to the food cartels at auction prices, which control society's food 
chain and use food as a weapon for political purposes."
      "That's a dangerous exposure," I agreed.
      "That's what happens when the Principle of Universal Love has been banished from the 
world," said Helen. "But Peter, the world, dangerous, doesn't describe it. It's much worse. 
Suppose that a small nuclear war broke out, or a major natural disaster that would severely 
affect the food production around the world. What would happen?"
      I shrugged my shoulders.
      "You will hear cries for depopulation as you have never heard them before. That's what 
will happen," said Helen. "Instead of making a crash effort to develop new food resources, you 
would see UN conferences being convened again and again to enforce massive population 
reductions, and the cartels will enforce the imperial game plan by controlling who eats and 
survives, and who doesn't."



      I shook my head.
      "No Peter, I am serious. We have had two UN sponsored depopulation conferences 
already. One almost succeeded. They have tried, Peter. Believe me, they will pursue this game 
again at the first chance they get. They will get all the Malthusians of the world together into 
one room. They may there determine among themselves, according to their common ideology 
that all people of over 40 years of age, for instance, must die in order to conserve food. This 
'club decision' will then be thrust upon the world's governments under the guise of an 
international consensus, to be enforced with sanctions. This is how the UN conferences work. 
They rubber stamp predetermined agendas. The desired outcome is assured by choosing 
delegates who already subscribe to the chosen agenda. This is how these people work. Their 
conferences have nothing to do with love for humanity, or protecting and developing 
humanity."
      I raised my hand in protest to stop her. It was becoming painful to listen to her.
      "No Peter, I am not making this up," Helen protested. "All of what I told you has really 
happened, I have been there, I have seen it, and it is still happening. It is already set up to 
happen again. These ugly things have become a part of our history, and will become a part of 
our future if we fail to uplift society back into the sphere of universal love. Our future is in the 
balance. Once it has been determined by the rulers of empires that a certain undesired 
population exists, you will see a killing spree erupting at the first possible chance that makes 
Hitler's rampage appear as an innocent child's game in comparison. You will see things 
happening around the world of the kind that we have seen only happening in Africa in 
modern times. You will see roaming gangs killing people, just like they did during the Thirty 
Years War, and with the same zeal that today's environmentalist display who have already 
largely destroyed the world's nuclear power industry. This is what happens in a world 
without love, Peter. How long will it take then, Peter, until you will see huge plants for profit 
being licensed to process the excess human population into meat products for the still living? 
The point is, this terrible ugliness is totally possible when love becomes squeezed out of the 
global political, social, financial, and economic domain. That is why I must fight. That is why 
every human being must fight. And the only principle that exists with which to fight this 
loveless madness is the universality of love itself, based on its universal principle. Tell me, 
how else does one turn a thing like that around?"

      I was awe struck. I never explored this dimension of political fighting before. I confessed 
that I was at a total loss as to where to begin. I was a diplomat, but this kind of fight for 
humanity was totally foreign to me.
      "This can't be done politically, Peter. Life is not a political project," Helen interjected.
      I disagreed. I disagreed with her to some degree. I reminded her that she had said herself 
that the destruction of humanity is a political project. I had seen the evidence myself. "I have 
been in Cambodia when the utopians of the world unleashed their multimillion-people-
genocide," I said to her. "It was a political project designed to restructure a nation from a 
scientific and technologically oriented society, to a primitive agricultural society with primitive 
values. And it was also a political solution that finally stopped the madness."
      "No Peter, it became a political project only as the end result. The isolation of love into the 



private domain opened the scene to this insane political madness. It was not in any way 
different during the Thirty Years War. The only difference was that in the late 1500s the 
banishing of love into the private domain had been an official state ideology enshrined as the 
law of the nations. Might is right! That had been the song. Today, humanity sings a similar 
song, and for the same reason, only with a different tune. We have to fight to change the 
underlying reason, Peter."
      "You mean you want to change the way humanity thinks?" I said astonished. "That can't be 
done, Helen."
      "It has to be done, Peter. We have no other option for saving our world from a New Dark 
Age."

      I couldn't believe what was happening. There, I was sitting with a lovely woman in her 
apartment at five in the morning arguing about the ugliest of the ugliest of politics, and I 
found it essential for me to be there.
      "You can't change people's thinking as a political project," Helen replied. "That cannot be 
done. You would have to fight every political ideology there is, if you were to attempt that," 
she said. "That's impossible, right?"
      "So you agree with me that it can't be done?" I said.
      "Wrong, my friend. It can be done if you don't make it a political project. You can change 
the way that humanity thinks by letting love out of the bottle into which it has been banished. 
Love has been bottled up. We must set it free. It, all by itself, will change the way humanity 
thinks. In real terms we don't have to change anything, Peter. Love is a natural element of our 
common humanity. Love is in our universal human Soul. We have to rebuild society in the 
sense that we encourage it to be what it already is, a society of human beings. If that substance 
of our humanity wasn't already there, nothing in the world could artificially establish it. Then 
we have no hope. In fact our civilization would not exist, and consequently, we wouldn't exist."
      "You want to change the world with love?" I countered her. "That's too idealistic. This has 
been tried before, and it has failed."
      "No Peter! The idea is NOT idealistic! It has NOT been tried before. No one has given love a 
chance to do its own work. No one has even talked about love as a universal principle before 
in recent history, much less promoted it on a universal basis."
      Helen explained that love has always been kept bottled up. This means we have to begin 
where it still exists and let it expand. That is why you and I are here. We have to start with 
what we've got. Believe me, there are so few of us fighting for a wider sense of love that it is 
scary. There is so little love left anywhere that our world is already collapsing. Certainly, there 
isn't any love in government, business, finance, or politics anymore. The general welfare 
principle is laughed at today. So, we have to go with what we've got, each other and love. 
Since love still exists at the level of our private living, we need to begin and build it up there. 
Our goal must be to establish the universality of love there. We need to do this in the hope that 
the unfolding universality of love will spill over into the global, national, and business arenas 
where looting, war, and genocide presently rule the day.
      She added, "Hopefully this breakthrough will be made before society succeeds in 
destroying itself completely."



      "Are we not a bit too far advanced already, towards hell, for such a breakthrough to save 
us?" I asked.
      "If you say that, then you say we have no hope. I say, for as long as we live and are able to 
love, even to some degree, there is hope. That is why we must fight, and dare stand against all 
odds, to love, and love on as wide a basis as possible."
      "There were times when they killed people for as little as stepping across the marriage 
boundaries, not to mention promoting intimate, universal love," I reminded her.
      "There was also a time when they killed people in the early 1600s if they insisted that love 
must be universal and must govern the affairs of the state and the relationships between 
nations. It's all the same," said Helen. "There was also a time when the battle to save the 
nations was won, as in 1648," Helen added. "This means that there will be a time again when 
the battle for the universality of love will be won again. There is even a possibility on the 
horizon that the victory might be more complete this time around."
      "This final victory won't be easily achieved," I assured her.
     "Sure, the problems that we face along the way are horrendous, but they can all be explored 
and be resolved with honest efforts, and the pain that these problems bring can be endured 
like Prometheus had willingly endured eternal agonies for his love of humanity. In this 
struggle he won an everlasting victory on the site of love. Do you know the story of 
Prometheus?" Helen asked.
      "Is that the story that Beethoven has set to music?" I had to concede that my education was 
lacking. I didn't know the story at all.
      "I am talking about a play by Aeschylus, a patriotic poet of the early Greek Classical era," 
said Helen.
      She explained that Aeschylus had written a great poetic trilogy, called Prometheus Bound. 
She leaned back in her chair and patiently told me that ancient story to augment my education. 
She told me that the image of Prometheus is rooted deeply in Greek mythology where 
Prometheus comes to light as an immortal being that ranked among the gods, a kindly god 
who is said to have given mankind the gift of fire.
      As a god, Prometheus was defiant against the unwritten rules of the gods of Olympus. 
Prometheus had committed a crime. The 'crime' was that he had violated the Olympians' edict, 
which was to keep mankind poverty-bond. That is the same edict that rules in the oligarchic 
halls of power to the present day. Prometheus violated this edict. He had given mankind the 
technology of fire, by means of which mankind became able to extricate itself from the 
torturous destiny in poverty that had been intended for it by the gods of Olympus. As a 
consequence of his defiance, the gods of Olympus conspired against Prometheus. They had a 
problem with that, however. They would have loved to simply kill Prometheus for his support 
of mankind, but they couldn't do this since he was a god, and as a god he was immortal. This 
doesn't mean that they couldn't gang up on him, and bind him, and subject him to eternal 
torture. And that's what they did.
      Aeschylus played on this background by casting Prometheus as a tragic figure, and Zeus, 
his Olympian opponent, as a tyrant. However, the setup in the play is more complicated than 
this. Prometheus claims to know by what power his opponent, Zeus of the gods of Olympus, 
will be destroyed. Prometheus makes the claim, but refuses to reveal the secret that it is based 



on. Zeus promises that if he were to reveal the secret, his eternal torture would be stopped. 
Prometheus, however, cannot allow himself to reveal the secret, because if he were to reveal it, 
Zeus would remain in power and the Olympians would destroy mankind, the object of his 
love. Thus, Prometheus remains defiant. Even under the pains of eternal torture, he remains 
defiant. Indeed, the torture that is inflicted is severe. Prometheus is chained to a rock, while a 
bird of prey is brought to him that continuously pecks out the liver from his living body, 
which cannot die.
      With this setup in Aeschylus' play, the audience is put into a position of conflict. The 
audience is made to feel the pain and the agony of Prometheus, so much so that it would be 
inspired to hope that Prometheus would give up his secret in order to save himself. The 
audience is assured that Prometheus would thereby be released. Except, this option puts the 
audience itself into agony. The audience knows that its fondest hopes must never come true, 
because then it would become destroyed itself. Thus, the audience cannot hope for what it 
would love to see, because the realization of its hope would end its existence. So it must bear 
the pain, just as Prometheus must bear it.
      The conflict is dramatized in the play. As the play unfolds towards the sublime, a chorus 
on stage urges Prometheus to surrender his truth to save himself. Still, Prometheus holds out, 
he cannot betray mankind. Here, at this moment, the scene changes. The tragic figure 
suddenly becomes Zeus, not Prometheus. Prometheus answers back to the gods of Olympus 
from his bed of pain, with the realization that Zeus has no power over him. He answers Zeus 
that the very worst he can inflict can be endured forever, because it pales in the face of his love 
for mankind. So, even in his pain, Prometheus 'laughs' at the mighty gods whose existence is 
filled with such hate that it becomes a torment upon themselves more grievous than his own, 
with a fate more certain for their destruction that they lack the power to escape. By his proof of 
the truth, which Prometheus understood, that the Olympians really have no power, their 
status as gods is destroyed. Thereby, mankind is saved out of love.
      "The question remains," said Helen, "are we willing to bear the challenges that we face, out 
of love, as Prometheus did?"
      She paused, then said quietly, "I have been slandered; I have been spat at; I have been 
called a whore and worse; but when this happens I stand back and say to myself: What has 
any of that got to do with anything? Do the problems change the principle? What do the 
problems matter in comparison to saving humanity and our civilization? Compared to this 
imperative, the problems that I face in responding to the Principle of Universal Love amount 
to nothing. Indeed, what have a few pains and agonies to do with anything? I feel that they 
have nothing to do with anything that ultimately matters, because they are themselves derived 
from false concepts."
      "How do you deal with this issue then?" I asked her.
      "I focus on what is important, on what will work, on what benefits people. I know that my 
efforts are not wasted, because the universality of love is something that all human beings who 
have hearts do already embrace deep in those hearts."
      She told me about a poem by Heinrich Heine, a German poet, which was set to music as a 
song by Robert Schumann. She said that it is a poem about love and disappointment. The 
disappointment in the poem doesn't result from a rejection of love, but from the simple fact 



that the platform had not been built on which the budding love could unfold and flourish. It is 
a poem about a seemingly impregnable barrier that society still bows to.
      Helen went to the piano and sang the song for me. Unfortunately, she couldn't sing it the 
way it was meant to be sung, since it was written for a baritone and was written in German. 
Still she did sing it quite wonderfully. She sang a song of a lover. She translated the song into 
something like this:
      
      When I gaze into to your eyes
      Gone is my misery, my hell,

      And when I kiss you on the lips
      I find my health, complete and well.
      
      Then, when I lean close at your breast
      What heaven's delight comes o'er me,

      But when you say: I love you dear
      I burst into tears - oh, bitterly.
      
      "Evidently the promise of this love could not be fulfilled," said Helen, "because the two 
lovers were not free, but were bound by marriage to someone else. The greater universal bond 
that binds people across these artificial boundaries was evidently unknown at the time when 
the poem was written. Thus the tragedy could not be avoided. But suppose, the science had 
existed in those days for the truth to be recognized that would have allowed the larger bond to 
stand as a bond of universal love, and to be developed into deeds, and to be so honored. How 
would the poem have ended then?"
      "One word would have been different," I said. "The last line would have ended again with 
tears, as it does," I suggested, "but the crying wouldn't have been, bitterly. The tears would 
have been caused by a great rejoicing as the lovers were moved to tears by sublimity."
      "It would have joyfully ended with a recognition that something exceedingly rich has 
unfolded that brings joy to all who are touched by love. This is what people hope for. 
Unfortunately, too many mythologies still stand in the way, even now. These, I fight like hell 
to sweep away out of our human world, and those who have human hearts with which to love 
will help me. Many already do. I hope to start a revolution that allows love to unfold, 
unfettered and free and universal, a love that expands and finds its expression in business, 
finance, politics, even in the relationship between nations. Shouldn't it become possible for us 
then to honor the same universal bond everywhere, and to allow it to unfold even in the most 
intimate domain?"
      "Aren't you dreaming just a little?" I asked cautiously.
      "No, I am not dreaming. Something like that happened once a long time ago. It had 
changed the world for a period. It had altered the way in which entire nations regarded each 
other. I am not making this up, Peter. This is history. I am merely saying that we can build on 
this trend and expand it universally. But it must begin at the grassroots level, even at the most 



intimate level where an ever-growing desire for it already exists. All we need to do, is open the 
door."
      She paused. "Does that make sense?" she asked. She pointed out that researchers tell us that 
half of humanity is already having affairs outside of its marriages, and the other half is 
dreaming about it, and poets write poems about the struggle and the glory of it. "So you see, 
the longing for universal love already exists," she added. "As I said, all that we have to do is 
open the door."
      "Unfortunately, it won't be easy for people to step through this open door," I suggested. 
"Too many mythologies block the way. They shape people's reactions against the truth that 
you see.
      "And the mythologies will continue to have that effect until they are eradicated. But what 
has this got to do with anything, Peter? We can't let go of the greater, because of the lesser. 
Prometheus based his entire existence on this, and this knowledge defeated the most vicious 
adversarial gods."
      "I acknowledge that Prometheus was saved by his awareness of the truth," I said to Helen, 
"but, surely that wasn't what stopped the war in 1648," I added. "Did one of the empires win 
out over the other as this is always the case? Or was Europe so thoroughly destroyed that there 
wasn't anything left worth fighting over as in the case of the fall of Rome? Still, you seem to 
suggest that something else happened."

      "Come, let's go to bed again," said Helen without answering. By then the Port in our glass 
was gone, the olives had been consumed, and the snacks had been eaten.
      I agreed and helped her clear away the dishes.
      "I'll tell you about the Peace Treaty that ended those eighty years of war," said Helen, filling 
her tiny kitchen sink with hot water. "I must warn you though," she added, "because you may 
not believe what happened. No empire won that war. The very nature of empire was 
overturned. It was recognized that all nations are sovereign and must be regarded as equal. 
The whole idea of might equals right was thrown out of the window. This was the only peace 
treaty in history where the past was left behind and was forgiven, where no retribution was on 
the agenda, and no reparation payments were imposed, where all those wretched things were 
sacrificed as the price for peace."
      Once we were back in bed, she told me that the development towards peace began to 
unfold already half way through the eighty years of war. While lying beside each other, facing 
one-another, Helen told me about a biblical story from the Old Testament, the story of a 
woman named Susanna. She told me that the story of Susanna was fundamental to the peace 
treaty. She described the story.
      The story begins with Susanna taking a bath in her garden. She is alone. Suddenly, in a 
vulnerable state, probably as she undresses herself, she discovers two intruders, two Elders of 
her community. They come towards her and demand that she consent to have sex with them. 
They even threaten her that they would accuse her of adultery if she were to refuse their 
demand. Nevertheless, Susanna turns them away. As the story goes, the Elders carry out their 
threat and accuse Susanna of adultery, which is a capital offense. During her trial before the 
entire village, the Elders are believed and the woman is sentenced to die. Except, in the last 



moments as it were, Daniel saves Susanna, who by his wisdom exposes the lies of the Elders.
      Helen told me that this ancient story became a part of the background in the struggle for 
the renewal of humanist truth in the early 1600s. The story was used to serve as a platform for 
exposing the lies of the hired philosophers of the empires. Rembrandt evidently supported this 
fight against the philosophers of war and destruction, the philosophers who had insisted that 
love applies exclusively to the private domain but has no place in politics or in the 
relationships between nations. The story of Susanna pinned the lie on the elite.
      "People must have realized that the philosophy that outlawed universal love, might have 
been a lie too. The physical evidence certainly suggested that. The philosophy of a world 
governed without love had turned all of Europe into a wasteland. There was literally nothing 
left on which to rebuild a civilization, except the idea of universal love that had for so long 
been rejected."
      Helen pointed out that after everything is peeled away, every mythology and utopian 
madness has been discredited by reality. Then one invariably gets back to the truth, because 
there is nothing left that has any validity.

      Something struck me about what she had said; referring to what is ultimately valid. "Hold 
everything!" I interrupted her forcefully.
      "Oh, why? Don't you want me to touch you anymore?" she said surprised. She pulled her 
hand away from her embrace of me.
      "No Helen, I don't mean that. I think you just gave me an answer to something that had 
puzzled me all night," I said to her. I brought her hand back to where it was. "You just 
answered an important question. You answered to me the question of why I am here, with 
you, in this bed."
      I told her that Erica and I had asked ourselves the question why married men dream about 
having intimate relationships with other women and women with men, but rarely ever allow 
themselves to make their dreams come true. I told Helen that my answer to Erica had been, 
that we have all become slaves to a mythology, like underlings bowing to their master, against 
our own will. "But that's not valid. You presented a much more scientific answer," I said to her. 
"You pointed out that the reason why we are all so divided and isolated from one-another in 
the world, and in our marriages, reflects the simple fact that we still think that love applies 
only in the smallest possible private domain. Instead, we should acknowledge it as a universal 
Principle, reflecting universal Truth."
      Helen just smiled. We were facing each other in the dimly lit bedroom. She seemed 
delighted with what I said, but didn't answer.
      "You told me that I should have answered Erica that we are already married to one-another 
as human beings in a kind of universal marriage that reflects our common humanity. You are 
right of course. Had I said this, and said this clearly, a lot of things would have changed. But 
this wouldn't have been enough. Something would still have been missing. Something would 
have had to be included that would have made her immensely proud of that humanity that we 
are all a part of, and thereby made her proud of herself. That's a tall task, isn't it? But you, 
Helen, did it so easily and seemingly effortlessly. You made me feel so proud to be a human 
being. I feel so rich and honored just to know you, to be touched by the love that you have for 



everyone. If we could only do this on a universal scale and make the whole of mankind feel 
that way. But we don't. We are making the same mistake against our innermost wishes, which 
the Europeans had made during their eighty years of war. We relegate love to the smallest 
possible sphere and hide it away behind the tallest possible barriers."
      "Of course, Peter," said Helen. "From the moment on that one takes love out of the 
universal domain, one opens the door to all sorts of mythologies and paradoxes, and artificial 
barriers. Then, one wonders why nothing works. However, let me shock you. Universal love 
means that ones love must be universal. It means that the lateral relationship that binds us 
together in love, where the light is our common humanity, has no sex barrier, no race barrier, 
and no age barrier. Did you ever think about that? Universal love cannot be conditional or 
involve exceptions. There may be variances in form, according to what most ideally uplifts and 
enriches the human scene on the vast plain of our individuality. All of these forms, however, 
must be subservient to the Principle of Universal Love, unfolding a love that flows laterally 
from heart to heart, that reflects the truth that binds us into one. Age, sex, race, color, and so 
forth cannot be barriers then, but must be seen as factors that enrich the light of our humanity. 
Did you ever think about that?"
      I shook my head.
      "The truth is," Helen added, "that humanity is one. We are all a part of it. We all reflect it in 
all its countless facets. Our humanity alone defines us a human being. I find it a wonderful 
adventure to learn to love ourselves in this sphere by learning to love one-another, and as you 
said, to make ourselves proud of one-another and of ourselves. Everything else that we are, 
and are able to achieve in this world, is really rooted there and is universal in principle. Even 
economic development must therefore be universal. It's our joy. There is no joy in prosperity 
when half of the world dies for it. Scientific and spiritual development must likewise be 
universal. It's our power, which can never be a power over another, but a power to create, 
discover, and enrich one-another. Social development, too, must be universal. It's our peace. 
Call this our universal kiss. And our sense of marriage must be universal most of all. Universal 
marriage is the reality of our being. It's our truth. It is the most profound element of the truth 
about our humanity, together with all the other elements that define our peace, our joy, and 
our power as human beings."
      "I suppose that puts the onus on us to explore why we are so often untruthful with 
ourselves, about the truth, and to one-another by embracing exceptions," I suggested.
      Helen smiled. "This process of uncovering the lies that we entertain can change the world, 
Peter. It changed the world in the early 1600s. Gradually, over a span of thirty years the lies of 
the war philosophers, like Hobbes and all the others, were uncovered by focusing on the truth. 
That's a scientific process. On the basis of this simple scientific process the Principle of 
Universal Love became recognized once again. Soon thereafter, the foundation that was 
thereby cemented into place in consciousness gave rise to the noblest peace treaty of all times, 
the 1648 Treaty of Westphalia."
      Helen explained that this astonishing development gave humanity a second Renaissance. 
She said that the Peace of Westphalia reestablished the spirit of universal love, or Christian 
love, at least on the political platform. The treaty partners proclaimed to each other that all 
nations are equal, small or large, weak or powerful, and are sovereign by virtue of man's 



divine nature, which must be recognized as such. It was an acceptance of the Principle of 
Universal Love. It took two generations to redevelop the idea that stood behind the 
Renaissance, which had been created over the space of a hundred years. At the result of this 
scientific return to sanity all war crimes were forgiven, the war debts canceled, and the war 
atrocities were put behind them as irrelevant in comparison with the 'jewel' of peace. The 
cycles of retribution were simply ended as a new era had begun.
      Helen said that in this new era, the Renaissance ideal of establishing true sovereign nation-
states was rekindled. There was a movement under foot in Europe to create modern 
republican nation-states out of the morass of the failed empires, to create states that would 
coexist on the basis of a community of shared principles, principles that would be understood 
and respected by all. But this profound political project proved impossible to implement in 
Europe at this time. The 1648 victory for humanity had come out of the defeat of the imperial 
notion, except that defeat had not gone deep enough. Enough of it had somehow remained in 
the rubble to prevent the people from going all the way to creating modern nation-states in 
Europe. America proved to be more ideally situated for that. It had not been drawn into this 
deep cultural destruction that had destroyed Europe from within. The American people, who 
had been strongly supported by the leading European pioneers, were able to understand 
scientifically what the 1648 treaty represented, both for them and for humanity. On the basis of 
that understanding the United States of America was established as the first nation-state 
republic built on the principles behind the 1648 Treaty of Westphalia. The USA was therefore a 
European creation that came out of the very best European traditions, exemplified by the 
Peace of Westphalia.
      Helen said that my very presence with her that night, alone with her in her apartment, even 
involving deep reaching sexual intimacies, was the end result of the same kind of process. "It 
all happened naturally, because we created a truthful foundation for this to be possible, based 
on simple scientific discoveries that made the seemingly impossible, possible." She suggested 
that what happened between us, and was still happening, was the culmination of a long chain 
of events that began four hundred years earlier with the redevelopment of the Principle of 
Universal Love. "Countless people have contributed to that chain of events by which the USA 
was established," said Helen. "You're being here with me is indirectly due to all of these 
people's efforts in fighting for the Renaissance ideal of universal love. What is unfolding here 
tonight is a New Renaissance, isn't it? The onus is on us in our time, to carry forward the fight 
of the renaissance pioneers and to save civilization and humanity as a whole. That, of course, 
is the second reason why you are here with me tonight, to learn to understand the meaning of 
universal love, which is fundamental to this fight."

      Helen suggested during our conversation that the Treaty of Westphalia represented a 
tremendous pioneering step forward, in recognizing the universality of love. She suggested 
that we don't even come close to that anymore. "Love has been lost sight of on such a vast 
scale," said Helen, "that we couldn't recreate the Treaty of Westphalia if we wanted to, without 
having to rediscover the nature of universal love all over again, on which it was built."
      I agreed with Helen. To my knowledge, the Treaty of Westphalia had never been 
duplicated to the present day. "It really was a peace treaty," I said to Helen "and possibly the 



only 'real' peace treaty that has ever been put together. With it the peace of Europe was won." I 
agreed with Helen that none of the other peace treaties that I know of, especially those in 
recent history, are really peace treaties in that fundamental sense. "For instance, the treaty that 
ended the war between the British Empire and the newly formed United States of America," I 
said, "wasn't a peace treaty at all, but an instrument for imposing free-trade looting on 
America and France, which promptly wrecked their economies. Likewise the peace treaty that 
ended the British Empire's Opium Wars, wasn't a peace treaty, really. It imposed the open 
door policy for the Free Trade importation of British Opium into China. With that so-called 
peace treaty, a travesty really, the empire looted China and destroyed the Chinese nation. 
Neither was the Versailles Treaty that ended World War I, a real peace treaty. It was another 
travesty designed to wreck the German economy, or whatever was left of it after the war. It 
created the foundation for an economic desperation that traditionally brings madman into 
power, as indeed, it brought Adolf Hitler to power. In a very real sense, the Peace of 
Westphalia has never been duplicated in hundreds of years," I added.
      "With one exception, Peter," Helen interjected. "The exception has begun here, tonight. And 
we need to ask ourselves in that light why the Treaty of Westphalia has become irrelevant, 
Peter. Why has every Renaissance so far failed? Did you ever ask yourself that question?"
      I shook my head. "No one can answer those questions," I replied.
      "I can!" she said and began to grin. "It is really quite simple. The Renaissance failed, because 
the reverse paradigm shift back to Greek classical tradition, which created the Renaissance, 
didn't go deep enough. It wasn't carried all the way down to the grassroots level of society's 
social existence as we did tonight, and still do. The historic movements of renaissance didn't 
cause a revolution at the level of the heart. They had caused political revolutions, possibly the 
most profound political revolutions in history, but the resulting magnificent structures were 
all built on sand. They represented something for which no foundation existed in society, in 
terms of people's relationships to one-another as human beings. These periods of renaissance 
weren't periods of revolution at the deep grassroots level. Without a foundation, every 
Renaissance became vulnerable to imperial erosion and so became lost. It took Venice less than 
a hundred years to shut the Golden Renaissance down, beginning in the 1500s. The same 
happened again at the time of the Treaty of Westphalia. These two profound structures of 
renaissance were comparable to a forty story high-rise building, built in a sea of mud. The idea 
of Universal Love and Universal Sovereignty never filtered down to the grassroots social level 
to become a foundation to support the superstructure. It didn't touch the marriage level, or the 
sexual level. People remained as divided and isolated as before."
      "Maybe the challenges were too great, which made this deep process unthinkable," I 
suggested.
      Helen just nodded in reply. "Our task," she said, "is to make sure that the Principle of 
Universal Love and Universal Sovereignty becomes recognized again, and that this recognition 
begins to unfold at the grassroots level; that it becomes understood at this level, and becomes 
acknowledged there in a restructured way of living. Every builder knows that one has to build 
the foundation first. This holds true also for a renaissance. The foundation at the grassroots 
level is the key element. Such a foundation has never been built in all of human history, as far 
as I know. In fact, the opposite happened. Huge efforts have been made throughout history to 



prevent the building of such a foundation. Of course, warnings had been given that this 
foundation has not yet been built. Didn't Christ Jesus say something to the effect that a house 
built on sand is destined to fall?"
      "Are you saying the builders of the golden Renaissance goofed?" I asked.
      "Of course not, Peter. Those builders were pioneers in a largely illiterate society. They 
achieved magnificently. They just didn't achieve quite enough. Maybe it wasn't possible at this 
time to reach deeper, considering the cultural morass of the dark ages that the Renaissance 
pioneers had to build on. The same must be said about the Treaty of Westphalia. You should 
remember that the cultural morass of the mid 1600s was laced with beastmen ideologies of the 
Hobbesian type on one side, and the beastmen terror of the Spanish Inquisition on the other, 
with a similar mess in between created by the divine-right-of-kings mentality that made 
society look infinitesimally small in its own sight. Modern universal fascism evidently had its 
roots in this multilevel quagmire of utter inhumanity and sheer insanity. The Treaty of 
Westphalia was built in this kind of a world, which had become a slaughterhouse. Considering 
the circumstances it is absolutely astounding what those pioneers accomplished at this time. 
They reached very deep in setting up the stage for the Principle of Universal Love and 
Universal Sovereignty. The profoundly human biblical story of Susanna, which I mentioned 
earlier, evidently had made such a big impact in this fight that the story became banned later 
on by the enemies of humanity and was subsequently removed from the Bible."

      "Did this great world-constitution, which the Treaty of Westphalia became, really get 
started with an ancient biblical story?" I asked with amazement, "or did you just make this up?"
      "Maybe it didn't start it, but the story probably had a big impact on pushing the process 
ahead. Maybe the story was the key element that made it possible, Peter. They had no 
newspapers in those days. But we do know that Rembrandt van Rijn, the famous artist of the 
1600s, had painted a painting of the scene of Susanna being surprised in her garden. That 
painting still exists, and it probably has helped to spread the story. It is a profound story. I 
wish we could revive that story today, because it would cast on today's ruling imperial elite 
the same mantle of ignoble liars. But don't look for the story in the Bible. It has been censored 
and removed. It used to be Chapter 13 of the Book of Daniel. Now it can only be found in the 
Apocrypha, a collection of 'expired' biblical texts."
      "How can a biblical story become expired or be banned?" I said in continuing amazement.
      "That's simple, Peter, by not printing it anymore. But don't be surprised my friend, that 
kind of censorship still happens today. Whatever isn't politically acceptable simply gets left 
out. It's called, the freedom of the press." She began to laugh and asked me why I was 
surprised. She suggested that this is how America is dragged to 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."
      All that I could do in response was to shake my head.
      "Two people stood out nobly in this process of renewal surrounding the Peace of 
Westphalia," said Helen. "One of these was Johann Amos Comenius, the other was young 
Gottfried Wilhelm Leibnitz." Helen added that these people were a part of a large network of 
pioneers fighting for a common, universal, humanist goal. She called them her friends for that 



reason. She spoke about someone called Johann Skytte and his brilliant son Bengt Skytte, who 
were the teachers of Leibnitz, while John Skytte was also the educator of the great King 
Gustavus Adolphus II of Sweden who became a part of this network. "And even then, with all 
their efforts at overturning of the war philosophers, it wasn't accomplished overnight," said 
Helen. She pointed out that it took over 30 years of persistent effort to overturn the craftily 
twisted lies of the philosophers of war, and to reestablish the idea of universal love. "That is 
the environment in which Leibnitz grew up, who became a part of the networks of European 
pioneers that created the intellectual foundation for the United States of America. I count them 
all as my friends. As I said, they achieved miracles. So I can't fault them for not going far 
enough. It would have required a major miracle to take this principle all the way to the 
grassroots level. It may still take a miracle today, to do that," she added.
      "And you are that miracle," I replied.
      "Oh, you!" she scolded me.
      "But it's true," I insisted.
      She blushed in response. Evidently, she knew that I was right.

      I was amazed at Helen's knowledge of history. I told her so. She explained that she was a 
history teacher in the old tradition, the Humbold tradition. She said that she was trying to 
relive in her own life the great breakthrough discoveries of the past, in order to experience the 
power of the fundamental principles that these pioneers had discovered. She said that all the 
pertinent historic dates were therefore also a part of her own personal history, and the names 
of the people involved where among the names of her ever widening circle of friends.
      She told me that her rediscovery of these people's concept of universal love has changed 
her life. "How then, can I not value their names?" she asked. "Their work is reflected in the way 
I look at myself, and the way I regard other people. It affects my whole life. I owe these people 
an immense debt of gratitude, and the best way to pay this debt is to remember their names 
and to move forward with their discoveries in my own life by applying them to transforming 
the world."
      "You make it sound so easy," I answered.
      "I make it sound as it really is," she replied instantly.
      She suggested that the problems of our world could all be easily solved. They are all easy 
problems. Oh, but to actually do it! That's hard. 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 human world were not God-sent or 
imposed by nature. 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. Oh, but to step up to the plate and do it! That's hard. It took a 
hundred years to create the Renaissance, fifty years to destroy it with counter-ideologies, and 
thirty years to get it back. But all that was easy compared to what we face today.
      She asked me to consider this. After 5000 years of civilization we have not been able to rid 
ourselves of the ideals of empires and imperialism in their many forms. She suggested that this 
goal would eventually be achieved some day if we don't destroy our world with nuclear war 
before then. 



      "My question is, why should we wait?" said Helen and smiled. "The principle is valid now. 
Why should we not allow ourselves to experience it now, and begin this journey at the most 
intimate level? There is no reason why we shouldn't. That is what my friends like Leibnitz, are 
telling me. It's simple to do, by just doing it. Nothing else matters except to yield to the 
principle that is already established in truth. That's not hard to do, is it?"
      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 loved in the world?' How would 
you answer? Tell me, Peter, what would your answer be."
      "I would say to him 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."
      "And he would ask you: Is this all there is?" Helen replied.
      "I would answer then, that I always wanted to love more, but it wasn't allowed, or the 
opportunities didn't exist, and so on. I am sure he would understand."
      "Would he?" said Helen. "Would he understand?" She began to smile. She suggested that 
the following would happen. St. Peter wouldn't understand. He would ask me to explain why. 
I would answer him as I did. 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, 
and would say to me: Son, I cannot let you pass into heaven. You would not be happy there. 
Your belligerent attitude towards love would isolate you from everyone in heaven. You would 
be eternally lonely. So, let me tell you what I am going to do to make you comfortable and 
happy. 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 fire, a place of fear and doubts and endless struggles. You will 
love 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, that they cannot use. It is a place 
where people kill one-another, or 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 use to grow flowers with. Helen suggested that St. Peter will then shake hands 
with me, and while I 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 this 'difficult' world.
      I was about to protest.
      Helen shook her head. "I am not saying this about you," she defended herself. "I am saying 
this about all who say to me, 'Helen, you make loving sound so easy.'"
      "But that's me, Helen," I protested. "I just said those very words to you moments ago."
      "What is in the past is irrelevant, Peter. Are you the same person now? I believe that you 
are not. I believe that you have changed. It only takes a moment of honesty for a person to 
change."
      I nodded in agreement. "Are you saying that if we can't accomplish the simple tasks, how 
can we even hope to accomplish the greater?"



      "More than that, Peter. Think about that. Think about all the things you told me tonight 
that you no longer believe."
      "Erica was wrong," I said quietly, "when she felt that loving completely can be an 
impossible task."
      "Erica is a sovereign person. So Peter, there is no right or wrong conflict. It is invalid to 
think in such terms. There is only right. There is no wrong. There is only universal love. 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. Suppose that you could call her. What would her answer be? Would she be able to 
move at this very moment with what reflects universal love? And if she were not able, you 
might ask yourself what you could do as a friend to help her and this without violating her 
sovereignty. This is an important question. Remember Peter, her need in this case, is to be 
helped. It is invalid to consider public opinion, or even her husband's opinion. Your love 
embraces her, and her love embraces you. Anything else is secondary or irrelevant, isn't it?"
      Here Helen paused and smiled. "Tell me why I am correct in saying that the needs of the 
ONE outweigh the needs of the MANY." She told me that this question has been asked before 
and has been answered in astonishing ways. "So tell me, Peter, why is it correct, provided you 
agree that it is?"
      "The statement is correct," I answered her, "if the apparent needs of the many are irrelevant 
on the basis that the needs of the one is such, that if it is met, the real needs of the many are 
thereby satisfied as well. I can think of cases in history where meeting the needs of the one 
with a right idea saved civilization from a certain doom, thereby meeting the needs of the 
many."
      Helen shook her head. "You are getting close. You are moving in the right direction. I 
would say that the needs of the one are the same as the needs of the many. Thereby, the needs 
of the one, the one that I am dealing with in a given moment, like your need right now, 
outweigh the needs of all the others. This is so, because if 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 
looses. Humanity looses, 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 reversed."
      She paused and laughed. "Do you know what my friend Nicholas of Cusa calls our 
precious, irrelevant knowledge that we cannot use, the knowledge that doesn't produce any 
constructive results? He calls this knowledge, 'learned ignorance.'"
      I shook my head in disbelief.
      "Really, that's what he called it," she said.
      "And what about your own needs?" I asked.
      She paused as if this question had startled her. "Tell me, is this a valid question?" she asked 
in return, but she didn't wait for an answer. She explained instead that she was going to go to 
Moscow that very afternoon. She said that she had been invited to help with a Youth for Peace 
project, "something really big," she said. "Will I be able to make a difference? That is my 
question. My friend Cusa made a difference, and so did Comenius and Leibnitz. They changed 
the world, and to a large degree they were able to do this because Plato had made a difference. 



So, is it valid to talk about my needs? Yes, I have needs in this context. I have a need for 
transportation to get to Moscow, and a need for food and shelter there, and for a place to work. 
I also have many friends who gladly help me with that. But love? Ultimately, love can't be 
classified as a need that anyone else can satisfy except ourselves. We are responsible for our 
loving ourselves. It surrounds us like the air we breathe. Our need is to discover that. We 
really can't get away from it, can we? And that is where our honesty with ourselves comes into 
play. It meets that need."
      "As naturally as breathing the air?" I replied.
      "Of course," she said, and nodded.

      I remained with Helen for as long as I could. I don't know if we slept that night at all. Nor 
could I 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. 
"We are a group of peace activists," she said at one point. "We support each other."
      She explained that she is constantly endeavoring to recreate the Peace of Westphalia, and to 
go beyond it in her own life and in her relationship with her friends. She said that in this 
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 by 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 domains, and to make it as universally applicable as possible, with the deepest 
honesty."
      "You are a performer?" I remarked.
      "Yes, I sing in the Gewandhaus choir, quite a few of us do. I have an actor among my circle 
of friends, and also 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 lives as we refuse to play games with each other."
      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, which she said determines also her own 
survival. She said that in real life, this formula works well if one dares to embrace the vast 
platform for loving. She said that her personal experience in embracing universal love in 
principle and in practice, has been truly amazing so far, 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, 
spiritually, and of course politically and scientifically, but also with healing when there is a 
need for healing. "We are fighting for humanity as for ourselves," she said, adding, "it is 
beautiful and enriching to do good. 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 with her, "like breathing the 
air," as she had said. 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 wicked in the back of my mind for 
being with her?
      "I feel so 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 that 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.
      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 as electromagnetic interaction, when a 
number of these rings become interlocked, the field strength is greatly increased. "That's the 
effect of love," said Helen.
       She said to me, "I see the nature of humanity as a sphere of love where individual men and 
women are multiply interlocked with each other to create a vast sphere 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, when the discovered principles appear to good to be true."
      Helen told me that this conditioning against love is widespread and strong in the world, 
for obvious political reasons. She told me a story to illustrate the point.
      The story is that of an evil sorcerer, Hurowitz, the Black Pearl of the 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 radiated from the sphere 
of humanity. It was an affront to him. He vowed to destroy it.
      Since Hurowitz was not equal to the gods of Olympus, he could not have drummed up a 
hurricane to blast humanity to oblivion, though he might have wished to have that power. As 
it was he had to make do with pursuing his goals with lies. Nevertheless, the gods of Olympus 
were an inspiration to him in the way they dealt with Prometheus, whom they couldn't kill 
either. The Olympians had a plan, however. They bound Prometheus and commanded a bird 
of prey to continuously peck the liver out of his living body to inflict eternal pain. Thus 
Hurowitz conjured up his own birds of prey, his lies, to peck the sphere of humanity apart by 
which its brilliant light would vanish. He commanded his 'air force' to blast away and leave 
not a single ring joined to another.
      So it was that after the span of years 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. Alas, his birds of prey, his anti-love-police, ran into a problem soon. The 



rings began to join again at the lowest levels, into clusters of two. This, the birds of prey 
couldn't prevent. Nevertheless, they were able to keep the light of love down to that absolute 
minimum, so as not to awake their master.
      Here Helen paused. She said that the moral of the story is that God is Love, a universal 
impetus that makes its own demands that cannot be obliterated by even the strongest power 
arrayed against it. She said that darkness cannot eradicate light. "Still, darkness has an effect," 
she said. "Darkness envelopes one when one withdraws oneself from the light."
      She pointed out that within the sphere of light that represents the 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 I had adopted for myself as a child when I wanted to be able to say to 
myself before going to bed each night that I made a difference in making the world a lovelier 
place to be in. She said, "This is the universal mission of humanity, a mission that humanity 
has unto itself. We all have that mission to fulfill, individually and as a nation. In it, we find 
our light. Every nation has the same mission to fulfill unto itself and to the world, to brighten 
them. If a nation, however, rejects that mission and 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, its nation self-destructs morally and culturally, and 
often even physically. Its light goes out the moment it embraces fascism. In a fascist 
environment the lateral flow of love stops. Its culture becomes lost, possibly forever. Germany, 
for instance, never fully recovered from its Nazi fascism. It may never become again what it 
once was, culturally, at least not for a long time as it rebuilds itself from within and rediscovers 
its light. The same thing happens to humanity as a whole, socially, when people became 
isolated from one-another on the basis of religious dogma, or out of fear, or for false honor."
      Helen also pointed out that there existed currently a huge gap between the little that 
humanity allows itself to experience in terms of love, and what it could have according to its 
potential based on what is true about it as human beings. "We are all a part of that humanity," 
said Helen, "you included. So tell me, what was your reaction based on what caused you to 
feel wicked for being in love me? Where you embracing the lies of Hurowitz's love-police, the 
birds of prey, his 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 demands, otherwise you would have been rejoicing at the opportunity and been at one with 
your own heart."
      Helen explained that in its natural state humanity IS one, with a universal human soul by 
which we are naturally bound to one-another, responding to the Principle of Universal Love, 
or divine Love, forming a multiply interlocked world in which we are one. "In this sphere all 
human needs are easily met. Unfortunately we are moving away from that. 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 Love." She said, that in order to open the gates of heaven we need to get rid of the 
lies, the birds of prey, and banish their master Hurowitz, the Black Pearl of darkness.
      "Now you can do all of 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. Never forget that the human being is the 
Supreme Being in the universe."
      As for Hurowitz, she laughed, and pointed out that there really isn't any such mythical 
creature. He is the construct of lies, lies that people believe in, lies that can be counteracted 
with the truth.
      "Some people say that there is no such thing as truth," Helen continued. "They are wrong. 
The truth is in the proof of the pudding, in loving." She leaned forward and kissed me, and 
smiled her wonderful smile.
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"The Ice Age Challenge" refers to the challenge that we 
face to create a new foundation for living when the 
coming Ice Age climate shuts down most of the world’s 
agriculture. The resumption of the Ice Age could happen 
possibly 100 to 150 years from now. It may take that long 
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  * Episode 2B - Roses at Dawn in an Ice Age 
World 
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principle, the Principle of Universal Love, without which 
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Unknown to the world, Mary Baker Eddy created a 
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pedagogical structure is so large that she made all of her 
major works a part of it, and so far-reaching that it may 
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A special Divine Science exploration of Mary Baker 
Eddy's book, Science and Health with Key to the 
Scriptures, in a unique presentation interwoven with 
editorial notes and research into Mary Baker Eddy's 
pedagogical structure for what she hinted may be termed 
Divine Science.
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