


When a vanquished aggressor is killed,
 nothing is healed and the killer looses his soul.

 The alternative is difficult, but profound.

A fictional healing story from a novel by Rolf A. F. Witzsche.
  

Imagine you had the power to be anywhere in the universe at will and explore the most 
advanced civilization. In the story the Earth-Ship lands its shuttle. The arriving visitors are 
welcomed with open arms and get the 'key to the world' to explore the far-advanced 
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is threatened by a fleet of space invaders that is legendary for its brutality in enslaving other 
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society has the potential to create technology that would eradicate the entire invasion fleet 
long before it could reach the planet. However, as a highly advanced society the people cannot 
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Part 1 - The Plan Changed

     Apart from the fact that nobody understood how the ship had arrived at the planet that had 
become our new destiny, and that a new rule on the bridge had been ushered in, life on board 
hadn't changed much. For most of the crew it was business as usual. Nobody was surprised in 
the least when planet 'O' revealed its secrets in about the same fashion that Gamma .8 had. The 
main differences were, that planet 'O' was a significantly larger planet, much heavier than 
Gamma .8, with a dense cloud cover. Its relative gravity measured 1.319G. A 170-pound 
person would weigh 224 pounds on the planet surface. The biology officer assured Captain 
Natalia Ostropovitch that this large increase in relative weight is still within the range of 
variations that a human body is able to tolerate. Consequently she allowed the Mission Control 
Officer to go ahead with making plans for a landing.
     The mapping operation was more difficult, however, than it was at Alpha Centauri. For one 
thing, we lacked the advance data that the scout probes had provided about Alpha Centauri, 
which had allowed us to make detailed plans before we could even see the planet. The cloud 
cover of Planet 'O' made visual observation of the surface impossible. The mapping had to be 
performed with infrared interference spectroscopy; a computer assisted mapping process that 
in the end reveals more details than any common light spectrum mapping. Input to the 
infrared mapping system was derived from two groups of sensors, spaced 1500 feet apart at 
opposite ends of the ship. In a single sweep, using this wide angle stereoscopic process, we 
were not only able to distinguish between rivers, highways and rail lines; but also measure 
altitudes, determine the temperatures of its oceans and land formations. We were even able to 
do a limited mapping on the planet's mineral makeup and resource distribution. One of the 
surprises that came out of this mapping process was an unusually high temperature indicated 
for one the planet's two oceans.
     The lack of any direct visual contact with the planet surface was more than offset by the 
volume of television input from the planet, which can only be described with one word; a 
flood! The ship's image analysis system was capable of processing a hundred TV channels 
simultaneously. Only this proved to be not enough. The input was so rich that the voice/video 
accumulation of a single orbit would have been sufficient to keep the language decoder busy 
for a week. With this influx of information, everyone on board who could be spared from the 
ship's logistical duties was put to the task of watching TV. We could have used a crew three 
times the size we had.
     The main purpose in watching TV was to determine if there was any response on the planet 
to our presence.
     Naturally, there was a response. Before the third orbit was completed a newscast showed 
our position in space; an artist's rendering of the shape of our ship; and an exact map of the 
orbits we had made. This in itself wasn't anything to worry about, but by watching their faces 
as they talked about us, we recognized signs of a great fear. It turned out that they were more 



afraid of us than we had been of them. This fear was not apparent in any of their earlier 
broadcasts.
     Before this particular newscast had fully finished, all screens went blank. We looked at each 
other. Within moments Captain Natalia's voice came over the intercom.
     "I have asked our friend to take to ship out of orbit to a distant, but stationary point in 
space, still near the planet 'O,' but far enough that we can't be easily detected. We will remain 
there until we are properly prepared for making contact with the people on the planet," she 
added calmly.
     After the captain was finished speaking, Jill came onto the intercom and video screen in her 
capacity as member of the Mission Control Committee. She explained that we had frightened 
the people with our presence, and that it was generally agreed by everyone on the bridge that 
the 'O' people might be engaged in some form of interplanetary conflict, and might have 
recognized us as part of an attacking fleet. She explained that it could have been dangerous for 
us to remain in close orbit.
     After Jill, Alex came on and announced a daily shuttle service from the ship to his planet, 
where the crew would be able to relax and enjoy some sunshine until the landing would 
proceed. "The captain informed me that enough information has been gathered during the 
ship's three orbits to completely decode their languages, possibly to a greater extend than what 
had been achieved at Alpha Centauri. Also, there is enough information available from the 
mapping input to construct a precise model of the planet. All of this will take several weeks...."
     "Until this work is done," he said, "I have been authorized by the captain to extend to the 
crew a warm welcome to visit my planet. It's yours to enjoy," added. "Take advantage of this 
holiday. The rivers are save to swim in. Some lakes are warm, and there are no harmful aspects 
you need to be aware of. You will encounter no dangers to your persons. And please do enjoy 
the fruits of this land. A friend of mine, named Odessa, will advice you upon arrival which of 
the fruits are the best, and where they may be found. So get ready, the first shuttle leaves in an 
hour. Over and out!"
     Being part of the bridge crew, I stayed on board with Alex and Jill, and Natalia of course. 
Our meals now, came by shuttle from Bohr's planet, which in turn was supplied by the agro 
plant that had to remain functional. Mahesh also stayed with us, and Cira, and a good portion 
of the Mission control committee. As far as I was concerned, there was no other place in the 
universe that I would have rather been at this time than on this ship. These were exciting times.
     The first shuttle had barely left when the language decoding system was able to do some 
crude translation of 'O' talk into English. Another system had already cataloged all the various 
shows we had recorded. Newscasts, of course, were the most profitable for understanding the 
current situation on the planet. Through it we learned about their structure of government, 
which appeared to be a form of independent democracies that were linked to one another via a 
planet wide sovereign constitution akin to the structure that now governed our ship.
     The planet itself appeared to be a high tech world of fast moving trains, air transportation, 
immensely huge cities that were often integrated into a single gigantic building in order to 
escape the effects of the weather. The weather, as far as we could see, was constantly wet and 
dark. Large indoors agricultural complexes supplied all the foodstuffs. Power was derived 
from nuclear fusion. Mahesh was delighted about that. He understood the concept, but had 



never seen it implemented.
     Hardly a day had gone by when Jill jumped off her seat and announced yet another great 
discovery about their way of life that bordered on the miraculous. None-the-less, when all 
available information was analyzed, we were surprised to learn that the 'O' people were no 
more advanced in technological development that we were on Earth.
     "The only difference is," said Jill in one of her reports from the Mission Control Committee, 
"that the 'O' people have utilized every available technology they have created to increase the 
productivity of their society, which became greatly enriched thereby."
     Alex added to that in his usual dry and coarse voice. "The difference between them and 
humanity, lies in their mental technology that allows their physical technological wonders to 
become useful to the fullest possible extent."
     Politically, too, the society was a great puzzle when judged against Earth standards. There 
appeared to be a central government alright, but one that had no authority over anyone except 
in a limited area that pertained to specific areas of business concerned with providing planet 
wide services. If we hadn't grown up, pondering our own constitution, and living by it, their 
independent functional democracies, which were as numerous as grains of sand at a sea shore, 
would have been incomprehensible. There was no interference allowed, by law, between one 
tiny democracy and another. What magic made the thing work? We were puzzled. None of us 
had the slightest idea. The same system certainly hadn't worked too well for us on the ship.
     Mahesh took me aside one day and said that a similar system had once been tried on his 
planet, but had ended in a dismal failure.
     "Ah, so it's again, their mental technology that makes the difference," Alex replied to 
Mahesh.
     Still another thing became apparent near the end of the seventh day, after our research 
began. The planet was unmistakably at war with an interplanetary enemy. A great force that 
appeared like a pirate fleet of blundering invaders was apparently terrorizing the 'O' people, 
though none had ever seen a trace of that fleet. According to information decoded, their 
astronomical teams had intercepted long distance communications that a large fleet of war 
ships had held other planets at ransom and had destroyed whatever societies had not bowed 
to their demands. The demands had been nothing less than submission to eternal slavery. The 
raiders would accept nothing less than absolute control over whomever they had conquered.
     To deal with the impending threat, a think tank had been in session for several years, on 
planet 'O', to come up with ways of dealing with such an attack if it ever came.

     Alex withdrew himself after this, to his planet, "to puzzle this thing out" as he put it. He 
told us that he was best able to concentrate on complex issues when sitting in his museum at 
home. However, as soon as the ship's language translation system was up to speed to provide 
real time two way translation, he returned to the ship. He explained to Captain Natalia 
Ostropovitch that in his estimation the ship was at a safe distance but close enough for a two-
way communication if we focused our antennas onto their deep space radio facility that had 
been discovered as a by-product of the mapping process. He calculated that there would be a 
six-second-response delay because of the distance between the ship and the planet, which he 
said, is quite acceptable.



     As no one on the bridge could show any reason why this was unfeasible, the captain gave 
orders to make the preparation. The transmission was scheduled for ten AM the next day.
     Alex returned to the ship in his gold suite for the occasion. He introduced himself into the 
microphone and half a second later, the computer spewed out a sequence of garbled sounds 
that was transmitted down to the planet. After this, there was silence on the bridge. In fifteen 
minutes a garbled response came back.
     "Hello, people from Earth," our computer translated.
     "Hello, people on planet 'O'!" I replied into my microphone that was also connected the 
language translation system. We all had microphones on the bridge, built into our uniforms.
     "We are glad you are able to hear us," Alex added to my message.
     Six seconds of silence went by, seven, eight....
     "Can we meet at some place," the monotone voice of the speech synthesizer translated their 
response.
     "We would be glad to meet you on your planet, at any place that you can extend this 
communications link to. Without our ship's services, in translating your language, we cannot 
communicate with you," said Alex into the microphone.
     "I would prefer if we could meet on some neutral territory," Natalia added, identifying 
herself as the captain of the ship, "but this isn't possible, I know."
     "We don't understand your meaning of the term 'neutral territory'" their reply came back. " 
We assume that you mean a place outside of our cities. If this is correct, would an ocean resort 
suit you?"
     "This would certainly do," Natalia replied and identified herself again.
     "Would you please describe the location," Alex added. He revealed to them the extent of our 
mapping information.
     "Come to the point of the spit where the two oceans almost meet, we will have a 
communications link installed by tomorrow. We expect you at the identical time. Also, please 
limit your delegation to six people. We will select six delegates of our people to meet with 
you...."

     One of the reasons of the planet's dense cloud cover, we had determined, was the high 
temperature of the larger of its two oceans. The temperature was slightly lower than in a 
Jacuzzi. The entire ocean therefore resembled a giant hot pool. I couldn't help wonder what 
kind of a seaside resort this would turn out to be.
     Alex ordered a gift for the 'O' people to be brought from his garden, of five dozens of red 
roses! And from the ship's kitchen a picnic package was ordered as an emergency reserve, 
enough to supply six people for two days. Captain Natalia suggested that only those should go 
on this mission who were familiar with the Bohr/Miller Effect.
     Alex shook his head while she was still speaking. "That won't be necessary!" he interrupted 
her.
     "But it won't hurt," she insisted.
     Alex nodded, but didn't say anything in reply. He was well aware of our last moments on 
Gamma .8 and the panic of the massacre that had taken the life of so many of her fellow ship 
mates. How could he have denied her the right, or even suggested that she not be as cautious 



and protective of her people as her understanding of the situation moved her?
     The landing party therefore consisted of the captain, Alex, Jill, Odessa, Alex's friend, Miller, 
who called himself Werner Heisenberg, and myself. Precisely at 09:15 A.M., once again, one of 
our landing shuttles dropped through the trap door and floated away from the ship towards 
an alien planet; and once again the majestic Waltz of Richard Strauss came to mind as it did 
over Gamma .8. There were differences, however, that set this flight apart from the earlier 
landing. Alex was on board, and he was totally relaxed. He had his feet on the flight control 
console and leaned comfortably back into his chair.
     "Fifteen minutes!" he said and grinned, pointing to his watch. "We will be on the ground 
within two seconds of the appointed time. We'll impress the hell out of them!"
     I suppose he couldn't have done anything more effective to put me at ease, than putting his 
feet on the console. Natalia and Jill might have felt the same way.
     Jill took control of the ship during the final ten thousand feet of descend. She was the most 
familiar of the landing party, with mapping details and landmarks that we were told we 
would see.
     She brought the shuttle down on what looked like a parking plot, which we promptly 
melted into a sea of boiling tar that began to burn once we turned the engines off. But the tar 
was quickly flooded with water and a welcoming committee met us. It consisted of three fat 
persons in black suits wearing a red cummerbund around their waist, each with a different 
design or crest stitched into them. The design of their crests was as different as our clothing 
was. Alex wore his golden suit; Odessa a red dress that matched to color of the roses she 
presented to the three men; while the rest of us were more conventionally dressed. Jill wore 
black. Natalia and I wore the ship's light-blue uniform, and our friend Miller looked like he 
was ready for Hawaii. He arrived in white pants, wearing a Aloha shirt of brilliant colors.
     The atmosphere on the planet surface was that of a steam bath. Inside the building, though, 
the air was dry. We were ushered into a large hall, a dance hall perhaps, or a dining room 
where a table had been set up with a thousand kinds of fruit and snacks on it, and three 
glasses per setting. Odessa was given the honor to sit at the head of the table, opposite the 
tallest of the 'O' people. The rest of the hall was filled with cameras, lights, cables, and 
microphones. Evidently we were seen by billions of people via planet wide television!
     The roses were given a prominent place on the table, which was quickly rearranged to make 
room for them. They also received the appropriate attention from the television cameras. It 
suddenly occurred to me that Alex had once brought the same kind of roses to the ship, saying 
that they had come from planet 'O'.
     "One thing has always puzzled me about your society," Alex started the conversation, 
looking at one of the 'O' people beside him. "How were you able to prevent your society from 
folding into itself. Often societies decay from a certain level, into a primitive culture which 
rarely supports more than 10% of its original population. But instead of decaying, you have 
blossomed to a very great prosperity. Can you share with us your secret?"
     None of their faces moved. Nor did they answer. The eternity lasted for at least eight 
seconds. Then there was a universal smile and a puzzled look as the translation came back 
from our ship. They looked at each other. One of the people shrugged his shoulders. There 
was a discussion among them. The man at the head of the table answered, while the others 



nodded in agreement.
     Now, once again, eight seconds went by before the synthesized voice of our translation 
system came through the intercom.
     "We don't know what to tell you. We had no idea we succeeded were others have failed. 
Thank you for telling us."
     Alex smiled and waved his hand. I wondered if he knew that this gesture would likely be 
seen by several billions of the planet's inhabitants and would be imitated from this day 
forward.
     The headman of their delegation, sitting across from Odessa first repeated the gesture.
     "You are welcome to research our history and our way of living," he said to Alex, then 
smiled and added. "We would appreciate to know what you find out."

     I judged the meeting a great success. It was most remarkable for the mutual respect it had 
generated in so short a time. A banquet was served in due course, viewed by billions no doubt. 
We were assured that the food was totally free of any toxic substances or microorganisms that 
could possibly be harmful to the most sensitive organic creature.
     "It's baby food," Heisenberg joked in what he understood of the 'O' language, which 
brought a jolly laughter to this festive atmosphere.
     "A very good analogy," the headman approved.
     It was some kind of roasted ham, garnished with sweet marinated fruits instead of 
vegetables.
     Of course, since the place was also a seaside resort, we were invited to enjoy the pleasures 
of the sea. Bathing suits, suntan lotion, none were needed there. Outside the 'dressing rooms,' 
which were only for undressing, was a steam bath in which enormous breakers of hot briny 
soup were crushing down unto a beach of fine sand. Fighting your way through the waves 
intermixed with sand, was like being inside a pressure washer. Thank God we wore no 
bathing suites. They would have been filled with sand in no time. It required a certain skill just 
to remain standing. The fun part apparently was in the body surfing. Those who were skillful 
enough could achieve several hundred yards. Alex of course, as a joke, went three hundred 
yards further without ever touching the water. He was instantly declared, 'Beach Hero, 
Deluxe,' and honored with a kiss from a fat lady who later embraced him after their pictures 
were taken. It was all in good fun.
     We stayed three days at the resort, during which the ground rules were established that 
would govern our subsequent visits, as well as their visits to the ship, and to Bohr's planet, 
which Alex had offered them.
     A standing team of tour guides was arranged by them, who would take us to any place of 
our choosing, answer any question we would care to ask; in return we would hold a news 
conference once a week and share our discoveries. It was an easy bargain for us, and a rich one 
for them they assured us. Their visiting teams, of course, were afforded the same hospitality. 
The plan was ideal, almost too good to be true, or rather, too good to come true, at least not for 
the length of time we had envisioned.
     The first ten weeks went fine, until one day; the ship's deep space sensors recognized the 
approach of a substantial fleet of space vehicles. The sighting was shared with our friends on 



the planet after Martin and I had gone out to the fleet to confirm what we had suspected. The 
news understandingly initiated a great scare among them.
     The planet had no defenses against a fleet of the kind Martin and I had seen, a fleet of slow 
moving battle wagons, bristling with gun like objects on all sides of its hull, which were 
possibly capable of firing nuclear weapons. Fortunately, their approach was slow. The 'O' 
people had at least six weeks to prepare a proper reception for the fleet.

     In a sense, we were most fortunate to have come at this time. In times of crisis, the true color 
of a people becomes much more apparent. It came as a great surprise to all of us that we were 
permitted to take an active part in the discussions about the planet's defense. We were limited 
only to the extend that our electronic translation system was able to keep up with the flow of 
the 'O' people's very fast language, especially when they were speaking emotionally in the heat 
of the most crucial debate that likely ever took place on this planet. Nuclear weapons were 
mentioned. They said they had plenty of them, and beam weapons, and all sorts of high 
velocity rail guns. They had prepared themselves so thoroughly for this encounter that I 
couldn't see what the great excitement was about.
     I soon found out.
     In spite of this immense stockpile of armaments that could have destroyed the galaxy, they 
were afraid. They had a deep-seated reluctance to deploy anything that would destroy living 
beings. The very idea of having to destroy people to stop the threatening ships appeared to 
churn their stomachs. It was as if the 'O' people were at war with themselves rather than with 
the fleet.
     One of the moderators of the discussion panel commented to us that his civilization was 
much more likely to withstand the onslaught of violence, even and destruction the fleet would 
most certainly cause, than it would be able to survive the introduction of violence into their 
own life-style. Thus, they couldn't allow it, not even if it was vital for defense. In a very real 
sense, these people were fighting for their survival before the war had even begun. They were 
sitting on an arms cache so huge, that a fraction of a percent of it could obliterate the oncoming 
fleet in deep space, with complete safely, long before the fleet came into range to harm them. 
But they couldn't use any of it. They felt they were doomed, no matter what they did.
     Werner Heisenberg told the man not to worry. He told him that Alex would think of 
something. He always had.
     "No Heisenberg," I interrupted him, "Alex isn't Merlin the magician!"
     Werner just smiled. "Just you wait and see!"
     I suppose I should have realized by then, that whenever Alex gets into the act the most 
exotic ideas come to light. Maybe his genius could outshine that of the 'O' people. After all, 
they hadn't developed the Bohr/Miller Effect yet, and he had.
     One of the options Heisenberg suggested, was a rather crude one, that we transpose the 
entire planet 'O' into a different galaxy.
     Alex shook his head; he wasn't sure if the planet would stay together in one piece. Alex had 
a better idea, to temporarily evacuate every man woman and child to a suitable planet, 
somewhere in space.
     His suggestion caused a great uproar among the 'O' people, but was eventually rejected. 



They told us it had taken thousands of years of hard labor to build their civilization, to create 
an environment that would make life tolerable on this wet planet, even easy and comfortable. 
They wanted to know by what reasoning we could possibly propose that they surrender all 
this to a bunch of thieves?
     I watched Alex with great interest, to see how he would take such a rejection. I had never 
seen him take a rejection before.
     He listened intently. His eyes sparkled even then, as they always sparkled when he was 
defining the leading edge thinking in an arena of complex problems. At one point he was 
about to grin, I could see it, but he suppressed it. Obviously he knew he was right.
     "Your life isn't in houses, and factories, and machines," he told the 'O' people; "your life is 
bound up in building, not in dead things, it is bound up in using your intelligence, in 
extending yourselves beyond the point where you merely live. You would in no wise die, 
should you ever loose your cities and machines, even if the fleet would totally destroy them. 
But I can promise you this: You will most certainly die if you ever stopped building them!"
     They looked at him as though he was either totally stupid or inexplicably totally on the 
mark. Since they couldn't figure out which it was, his suggestion was dropped once more from 
the agenda. But it wasn't dropped from Alex's consciousness. I have long ago realized that it is 
quite impossible to exile a genie back into its bottle, especially not one that Alex had let escape.
     Since this was their standpoint, Alex promptly retired to his planet. On planet 'O' not 
another word was spoken, to my knowledge, on the subject, as if an idea of this magnitude 
needed to ferment in the mind before it could ripen into something digestible. Maybe Alex 
needed a breather himself. Or maybe he hadn't thought the thing through to its final solution. 
How does one move seven billion people, and turn one of the most industrious planets in the 
universe, into a ghost town? This must have posed quite a challenge, even for Alex, though he 
never spoke of it.

     It was Mahesh who gave him the answer for a breakthrough, though he never actually said 
so. It isn't that he is too proud to ever admit that he needs to be helped at times. He just doesn't 
seem to worry about insignificant details like that. The important thing for him was that a 
breakthrough was being made.
     Mahesh had returned from the planet one evening with Heisenberg's shuttle service, and 
had asked immediately to be taken to Alex's place, "as fast as possible, please."
     I was there, at the shuttle landing. I escorted him to the Museum. If he was on his planet, 
Alex was always easy to find.
     "You come too," he insisted at the entrance to the dome.
     Expecting nothing of any consequence, I trotted along and assisted Mahesh with the 
difficult walking on Martin's metal that formed the floor of the museum. Alex was at his usual 
place, stretched out in a lounge in the middle of his work area, deep in thought.
     Mahesh drew a chair up beside him and started to tell him about a place on the lower level 
of the main city where he had had his rheumatic hip joint healed. "It was a process of mental 
surgery," he said to Alex.
     Alex showed no great interest.
     Mahesh told him that the process, apparently, is quite commonly used. He said it was 



explained to him that health could not be accurately defined or understood on a material basis. 
He was told that health had essentially nothing to do with material conditions, that it was a 
concept that belonged to a different sphere, together with life, love, truth and the like.
     Here, he got Alex's attention. "What did you say? Repeat that please! They told you that 
health belongs to a different subset of reality, that it is an entity of its own, not conditional 
upon anything! Is this what they told you? If so, do you realize what this means? This means, 
that they know about the existence of multiple subsets of reality and have experienced the 
effect of this knowledge to some degree, which is the very basis for understanding the Bohr/
Miller Effect. My God, do you realize what this means in terms of saving their existence, that 
this fundamental knowledge is already imbedded in their cultural heritage?"
     Mahesh affirmed every statement.
     Alex jumped out of his lounge. He was alive again! "Come, we have work to do," he said to 
Mahesh. With this said, both men disappeared out of sight.
     I just stood there, speechless. I remembered Mahesh telling me earlier that he had not been 
able to walk without pain for fifteen years.
     "All that the 'O' people need to do now," said Odessa, who had overheard the conversation, 
"is to give some focus to what is already within their innermost awareness; to give it some 
form, a concrete definition, a scientific interpretation that will start the logical progression...."
     "They have a week, don't they?" I interrupted.
     "What if it doesn't work?" said Natalia who had come with me to the planet. 
     Heisenberg interrupted Natalia with an 'urgent' gesture. "They have exactly nine days!" he 
said.
     "It better not be like our infamous Leipzig affair all over again," said Odessa, joking, and 
punched him gently for interrupting.
     "Are you suggesting that the entire population of the planet 'O' might end up in the middle 
of the Amazon forest?" I asked, and grinned.
     Heisenberg started to laugh. "They would find the Amazon forest too dry!"

     Heisenberg figured that Alex's plan was about to be executed whether the 'O' people liked 
the idea or not.
     "And what if it doesn't work?" Natalia said again?
     Heisenberg figured this wasn't quite right to put so many through such a risky process. He 
suggested to me that we should pay the fleet another visit. Maybe we could sabotage the ships, 
disable their guns, disrupt their weapons systems, or do something else to render them 
harmless.
     "The challenge is the same as what humanity on Earth is facing," I said to Alex. "But our 
people on Earth don't have this option to just pack up and leave the planet when the going 
gets rough."
     Heisenberg shook his head. "That's what I said!"
     "They are facing nuclear war," I said.
     "Indeed they do, but this is not what is killing them," said Heisenberg.
     "Maybe in the end it will," I said.
     "Well, what is killing anyway, but a symptom of mental stagnation. Those 'O' people have 



correctly reasoned that their civilization would more easily survive the destruction of 
everything they have built, than they would survive the introduction of violence into the fabric 
of their mentality."
     He said to Heisenberg that humanity has been dead for so long that they don't even 
recognize the mental technology that can pull them through. "They need our help!"
     Heisenberg shook his head. "What can we do?"
     "Let's go to the fleet and do something to help the 'O' people that could be duplicated in 
principle, back home on Earth," I said to him.
     "OK, let's go then," answered Heisenberg.
     Odessa shook her head. "Go if you must, but you're wasting your time."
     "We must go," said Heisenberg. "Come," he said, turning to me, "let's go. Maybe we can stall 
them."

     We counted fifty six of these menacing looking, flying battle tanks, everyone painted black 
and formed with smooth curved edges to deflect radar, each sporting a white racing stripe that 
extended over the full length of the ship.
     "Every one of the ships has an array of fifteen gun turrets," said Heisenberg to me, "did you 
notice that? Five mounted under the ship, four on each side, six topside, and three of them 
over the six main engines. How can we possibly disable them all?"
     We slipped through the hull of the lead ship while he spoke. We entered the ship in much 
the same manner as Martin had introduced me to the Bohr/Miller effect on the first day we 
met.
     The ship was of an older technology. Its interior was a maze of tunnels, tiny rooms; 
hallways lined with endless miles of pipes, wires, pull-cords, and mechanical shafts. The thing 
was certainly pre-light-pipe, pre-fiber-optics, and pre-LSI computer technology. Its walls and 
ceilings were painted, and the whole ship was dimly lit. A distinct coloring system that we 
noticed throughout the ship was indicative of an early age of color-coded orientation that had 
once been used in complex mazes.
     Occasionally we came upon a water fountain in one of the hallways, that was dripping, 
which made the hallway appear like a shower in the zero gravity environment that lacked the 
means of pulling the water droplets to the ground. The people, themselves, moved about ship 
with the use of magnetic shoes.
     "Isn't that a beauty, this old crate!" said Heisenberg.
     The ship also was ruled by an equally antiquated governmental system. The whip enforced 
Law and order. The captain, as we figured the most brightly uniformed individual to be, 
actually carried a whip. I couldn't believe it, a real, honest to goodness whip. And we saw it 
used. A soldier was brought before him who was accused of something. There were 
arguments, limbs being waved into the air. Then the soldier bowed. His shirt was unzipped at 
the back. Five lashes were added to his many previous stripes.
     I could almost feel the pain, watching the soldier's face. "That bastard!" was all I could say 
when Heisenberg hushed me.
     "No, the guy was lucky," Heisenberg whispered, and grinned. "Those Gorans," and he 
emphasized Gorans, "may be more human than you think. Under Hitler the captain would 



likely have killed that man, and probably for much less."

     "Why are you calling them Gorans?" I asked Heisenberg later.
     "They remind me of Hermann Goering and Joseph Goebbels, Hitler's buddies, and the gore 
that had become their trademark."
     I sort of knew what he meant. I felt it too. It was as we had moved backwards in time. 
Maybe time isn't the right term to use, with this being is an invalid concept and all in the way 
that Heisenberg understood things. Nonetheless the entire scene appeared as if it were like 
taken out of a page of Earth's history, re-edited into a galactic setting.
     By seeing the ship, by seeing it operate, I could only hope that we might be able to do 
something. Still, I could see no hope that the invasion of planet 'O' could be averted. There was 
no central control for anything that could cripple the whole ship. Each gunner was on his own, 
each had his own missiles and his own guidance system for them, all based on some crude 
computer assisted video feedback process. Every gun station that we inspected, looked the 
same. There was a certain beauty in building a battlewagon with this multiple redundancy 
that seemed to make it immune to sabotage. Our ship's power plant had a singular 
redundancy, compared to that, and that had failed on its own.

     "Can't these people see us?" I asked Heisenberg as we searched through the ship for a 
central weapons cache. "Are we invisible to them?"
     "Of course not!" he laughed. "You can see me, can't you. However, a person can align its 
perception only to a single subset of reality at one time. You can't be on both sides of the 
threshold and multiplex yourself into many different, sometimes opposite spheres of 
experience. It can't be done, at least not by any process that I am aware of."

     Since we couldn't find a central weapons cache, we kept looking around for a way to 
disable the ship altogether.
     "These guys need a holiday, anyway," I joked. The words a kind slipped from my lips as we 
entered into the common room that apparently doubled as a mess hall. "A week in Hawaii 
would do wonders for them," I said. Everyone we saw looked glum. They slouched in plastic 
seats at metal tables. Some were playing a game akin to checkers. Others just sat and stared. 
One person was asleep. He slept all in the same room, stretched out on the floor, making loud 
snuffing noises.
     The people we saw were without exception bald headed, with ears like ours, only smaller.
     "Hawaii!" Heisenberg repeated. His face lit up. "I know just such a place for them, where 
they would be delighted to be."
     I followed Heisenberg to the bridge.
     We were hardly on the bridge, certainly no more than a minute, when a great commotion 
broke out.
     A planet appeared in the distance, it grew larger rapidly, right in front of us.
     Heisenberg grinned.
     The person who appeared to be the captain turned into a fountain of short bursts of 
commands, bellowed into a microphone over his chair, as by some sports announcer during a 
last minute effort by an opposing team to swing a game to victory from a standoff. The old 



flying battle tank was racing towards the planet. A siren sounded. All personnel on the bridge 
scrambled to their seats. The call to battle stations was relayed throughout the ship. I could 
hear over its monotone wail the engines being ignited. With the most fearsome creaking noise 
coming from all joints of its hull the ship veered off barely above the blue haze of the planet's 
atmosphere.
     "Look!" shouted Heisenberg, pointing to the right.
     A small fighter craft had appeared from under the horizon.
     "That isn't small...." I replied.
     Whoosh it passed over us.
     Again our hull creaked as the ship turned up and ninety degrees to the left. The fighter craft 
came into sight again. It turned skyward. We were chasing it upside down, turning skyward 
all in the same maneuver. The fighter changed course immediately, executing a tight loop 
away from us, than back towards us as though he intended a midair collision. We went into a 
roll to avoid him. He just missed us by a hair.
     "They are playing a game!" Heisenberg commented.
     Moments later our ship repeated the same maneuver against the fighter craft.
     I glanced at the captain with one eye. He held his rudder, or control stick, or whatever it 
was, with both hands and played it with the agility of a teen aged youngster playing a fast 
moving video game. He practically jumped out of his seat for excitement.
     As a second fighter appeared from below the horizon, there appeared a fireball to the right 
of it. Our ship had scored the first hit! Cheers echoed through the hall behind us. Some of the 
ship personnel left their seats and embraced the captain, and each other, than ran back to their 
places as much as this was possible while the ship banked towards the oncoming fighters.
     A streak of light! A crash! The sound of twisting metal! The ship banked steeper. Then 
another flash of fire filled the sky. We had scored two to nothing. Ah, but not yet! The smoking 
fighter turned back, still burning, but veered off towards the planet as four others took his 
place.
     "Let's get out of here!" I urged Heisenberg.
     When I came to, we were watching the fight from the ground.
     I was amazed at the agility of those giant battlewagons. How could they do these 
maneuvers that our best jet fighters were barely able to do, and do them in space? Streaks of 
lightening filled the sky. Those people were capable of instant reactions. Then three more 
flashes could be seen, but no explosions. I could almost hear their cheers each time they scored.
     "The captain of the Gorans sure is good in outwitting them," said Heisenberg in a tone of 
honest admiration.
     Indeed he was good. Almost miraculously the black ship wound and twisted itself out of a 
triple pursuit, then turned steeply towards the pursuers in a power dive with all its guns 
blazing. Another flash, but this time the trail of smoke came from the left pod of our ship that 
carried one of the three stabilizer engines, mounted on gimbals veering off the ship. The black 
ship began to roll, twist, but couldn't pull itself out of the power dive. It glowed a bright red in 
the atmosphere, for nearly a second, than exploded on impact.
     The defending fighters, some trailing smoke themselves, wiggled their wings, dipped their 
noses; they were literally dancing for joy. Moments later, all of them drew together into a tight 



diamond formation that stayed together through one and a half loops. Coming out of the loop, 
the formation shot skyward and bust apart into four different directions, trailing green smoke 
behind them. They were indeed ending their battle with a high precision Air Show.
     "Can you believe that?" I said to Heisenberg.
     He shook his head and grinned.
     The fighter craft re-appeared, seemingly out of nowhere, and did a four point cross over, 
then recombined into formation, and dove below the blue haze for a landing.
     "I must see this," said Heisenberg.
     We zipped to the runway. It was quite a sight watching them land; the whole lot still in 
tight formation; smoke pouring from so many trimming nozzles; tires screeching. Every one of 
the craft was several times larger than the largest airliner on Earth.
     On the taxiway, the formation stretched out and formed a single line. Eventually all four of 
these flying tanks turned simultaneously towards a field of grass and stopped in exact unison. 
Even their hatches opened at precisely at the same time. The men got out and walked a 
hundred yards forward, everyone in what looked like a formal drill step. They turned and 
saluted each other, and then saluted their officers who stood in the field.
     This seemed to have closed the formalities. Hats were flying. The men were embracing each 
other. They, too, looked amazingly similar to human beings. They were carrying some of their 
buddies on their shoulders, and in this fashion posed for pictures in front of their ships.
     One of the crews had brought out some red paint and marked the various entry and exit 
holes from missiles that had evidently not exploded, at least not until after they had passed 
through their ships.
     They passed the red paint pot from ship to ship. One of the ships ended up quite red when 
they were finished.
     "Indeed, the entire battle was a game to them!" said Heisenberg as though he responded to 
my earlier observation.
     "And a most exciting one!" I added.
     One of the battle tanks caught fire while pictures were being taken, but nobody bothered to 
put it out. The thing went up in flames while they marched off, happily, hooting and cheering. 
In time the second ship caught fire, and then the third.
     "I don't think we should have done this," I said to Heisenberg. "Five ships are destroyed, 
three crews dead."
     "Ah," he waved me off while we watched this incredible scene. "Just think of the fun they 
had! Did you watch the Gorans, how they came alive?"
     "Yes, for ten minutes."
     "No, they lived for this moment. This game was their life. It ended in ecstasy! Why must 
you insist on measuring life against time? I'm certain that countless people who have lived out 
their full lifetime have never been as alive as these fellows were, not even for a second. But 
those guys were as alive as they possibly could be, and they spent their life in a way they liked 
best, and went out of it in a blaze of glory like some super nova in the sky."
     "Still, I don't think we should have done it," I said.
     "We haven't created the battle," said Heisenberg. "They had the option to leave the scene. 
Both parties had that option."



     "No society can survive long on such a wasteful platform," I added.
     He didn't answer. Moments later, we re-joined the Gorans' fleet that appeared more and 
more like a parasite on a galactic scale.
     "One's gone!" Heisenberg joked.
     "Hey, we can't use all of them up that way," I replied.
     Heisenberg shrugged his shoulders and suggested that we should see what Alex would say.



Part 2 - Victory without Shame

     We found Alex in the middle of preparing for a planet wide education broadcast when we 
returned.
     Heisenberg briefed him about our adventure.
     "It didn't seem right," I added.
     "But neither does it seem right to let them come here and destroy those people's world, said 
Heisenberg."
     Alex grinned again. "Let them come. They won't destroy anything. I guarantee that they 
will cause almost no damage. When they find the entire planet a ghost town, what will they do 
with it? They are obviously too stupid to operate its complex transportation networks and 
factories. They may steal some food, a bit of fuel maybe. Eventually they will get bored and 
leave. A lifeless planet is quite useless to them."
     Alex looked at me and smiled. "You see, technology is something quite personal. It's an 
extension of a people. The technology of one civilization, rarely fits the mentality or the needs 
of another."
     "If this is so, why have we come here to learn from them?" Heisenberg remarked.
     Alex shrugged his shoulders and threw his hands up in disgust. "I don't have all the 
answers either!" he said sharply. "So leave me alone, please!"
     He went back to his broadcast. One could see the stress he was under.
     "Let's talk to Mahesh about it," I suggested. In the last moment, however, we decided not to. 
We went back to the battle cruisers.
     "Maybe if we transposed them all to some virgin planet in space," Heisenberg suggested. 
"They wouldn't be harmed there. They would be forced to build a new life for themselves, 
which would keep them too busy to harm others."
     "Let's try it!" suggested.
     Well, we gave it a try. Heisenberg plugged three more of the metal colossuses out of the 
fleet and transposed them to the vast grassland of a still developing planet in a different 
galaxy. We watched them climb out of their ships, walk around them in a dazed 
bewilderment, wondering what had happened. I felt rather sorry for the poor Gorans. They 
looked so terribly helpless, so totally lost, so hopelessly out of place in this vast empty land. It 
certainly was an odd sight, seeing the three giant gun ships grounded on a sea of grass and 
gentle winds. What good were missiles for hunting grasshoppers and gophers, which they 
soon would have to catch in order to stay alive? I told Heisenberg that it wasn't right to do this 
to them.
     He looked at me surprised. "You didn't approve of what happened last time, how they 
ended up dead. This time I'm saving their lives!"
     "Sure you are!" I said in a sad tone of voice.
     "No I really mean it!" he defended himself. "Did you ever think of what could happen if 



Alex's project won't work, and the 'O' people would really have to defend themselves after all?"
     "I never thought of that," I said.
     "We do what we can," he said.
     "Yes, but would we still respond in the same way if the Gorans had asked for our assistance, 
rather than the 'O' people?"
     Well, I had Heisenberg stumped on this one.

     We left the Gorans' ships on the planet and returned for one last visit with the fleet. The 
bridge of the first ship we visited was alive with excitement. Apparently they had just noticed 
that some of their ships had vanished. They were furious, puzzled, and frightened, all at same 
time. They didn't exactly know how to react to such a disaster. And to make matters worse, 
they were drawing close to attack range. They must have been doubly uncertain and scared, 
wondering if this was a form of counter attack or a warning.

     We went back to Alex. We found him still with the 'O' people, overseeing the broadcasting 
of his lecture. He remained there until our own ship would have to be withdrawn to get it out 
of the way of the attacking fleet of the Gorans. Heisenberg and I traded places with him at this 
point. By then, his lecture on the Bohr/Miller Effect had been translated by the ship's 
translation facilities and was being continuously repeated over every station on the planet.

     I don't know if all the 'O' people got off the planet before the Gorans arrived. The TV studio 
certainly was empty. The whole city was like a ghost town. We looked out of the window and 
watched for the Gorans. It was gray, misty and dark outside. Most of the lights of the city had 
been turned off by the people that left. From the studio, we had a view of the airport where 
everything that used to move had come to a standstill.
     The first of their gun ships arrived within the hour. It must have seemed weird to the great 
attacking fleet that no one defended the city. Three times the lead ship approached, and then 
five other ships joined in attack formation, all guns blazing. They blew some of the airliners up 
that were parked at the gates and than veered off.
     Seconds later, they came again and repeated the process. They circled back three times 
more. Finally, as they still hadn't drawn fire, one of the ships landed.

     The ship came to a halt at the end of the runway. It just stood there. It remained motionless 
for the longest time; its engines still powered. Finally the engines were powered off. Fifteen 
more ships joined it to claim victory.
     In time the boarding ramps were lowered. The lead ship was first. Out marched the Gorans 
gun in had, wearing shiny green helmets. Then they swarmed out of the rest of the ships. They 
spread out like swarms of little green ants. Within minutes they had spread over the entire 
airport. I watched a couple of them, attempting to get a supply service vehicle moving, with no 
results. They were arguing with each other, then traded places, and eventually started to fight 
each other before they gave up and walked off.
     It was quite a lot of fun, watching them. They had a great time. As it was, they didn't need 
the 'O' people's trucks. They brought their own vehicles out of their ships, which carried them, 
load after load, to the nearby city to conquer it!



     Heisenberg and I left the studio at this point. We watched them as they scurried through 
shops, made a mess of things, stole everything they could to their heart's delight. But there was 
only so much that they could carry away.
     The funniest scene we witnessed was in a hotel. One of the Gorans had decided that he 
would take a bath, or a shower. He was undressed but couldn't get any water to come on. He 
tried every knob, lever, and fixture; pulled, pushed, kicked the bathtub twice, and got 
exceedingly furious. Finally he had enough, pulled his gun from his clothes on the floor and 
shot the bathtub out of sheer frustration then walked off, his clothes in hand.

     Heisenberg and I returned to planet 'O' a week later. The entire fleet had moved on by then. 
The damage they had caused was minimal, especially when considering the destruction a full-
scale war might have caused. Most of what they had looted was left behind on the way, or in 
piles at the airport. Some of the 'O' people had also returned, clearing the runway of furniture, 
computers, blankets, bicycles, canned food, anything you care to name that they couldn't find 
space for on their ships.

     In time, most of the 'O' people moved back to their beloved planet, as Alex had assured us 
they would. Some, obviously stayed behind at their new places, even if there weren't any hot 
oceans and none of those nice clammy, cloudy, gray days that they seemed to love. Some 
people, probably also moved on, in search of still other new planets, possibly founding whole 
new civilizations throughout the universe. We wished all of them well.
     In the end, we had no way of knowing what exactly the final result was, of Alex's 
conducting an interplanetary war. But what did it matter? We were satisfied that the 'O' people 
could be relied upon not to misuse the Bohr/Miller technology that had saved their 
civilization. Alex and I felt that we could trust them, since the basis for it had already been 
contained in their own culture. We were also satisfied that the Gorans' fleet had been too 
primitively equipped to have monitored Alex's lecture. And even if they had seen it they 
wouldn't have been able to make any use of it, not knowing the language for one part, nor 
understanding anything of the underlying principle. Thus the galaxies remained safe.
     One thing appeared to be certain, the galaxies would never have been safe had the Bohr/
Miller technology fallen into the Gorans' hands.
     But what about me, I thought. I had seen Alex's lecture at the studio. I had watched it three 
times from beginning to end, before the war started. Could I be trusted? Would I carry this 
volatile knowledge back to the Earth in a weak moment? In fact, could anyone of the ship who 
has been on this voyage return to Earth and not sow the seeds in the minds of humanity 
towards the ultimate destruction of the universe? I suggested to Alex, if this were the case, we 
could never allow the ship to return. Its effect would be worse than if it carried a deadly virus. 
How much more lethal than the most deadly disease would be a technology that provides total 
freedom of movement, if it fell into the hands of a decaying, fascist civilization? This question 
was widely discussed on Bohr's planet.
     The discussion generated a growing respect for the natural order of the universe that we felt 
should never be tempered with. As a decaying civilization collapses within itself, it looses its 
technological capabilities. The result is that its range of influence becomes progressively 



restricted to the point where it completely isolates itself from the universe. In this way, no 
damage can be done outside itself. The process of collapse assures that the insanity that led to 
it becomes self-quarantined.
     "But if this quarantine were to be broken," I said during the discussions.
     "God help the universe!" Odessa replied.
     We all agreed with her.
     "To let this happen, would be insanity itself," Jill suggested.
     Heisenberg suggested that such a thing might at one point have happened to the 
civilization of the Gorans.
     As it was, we all had something to say on the issue, though none of us dared to address 
what really lay at our hearts, what we were thinking about every waking moment from the 
time this question was raised. Would there ever be a chance for us to get together again, with 
our families? Would it be possible to start a new life on Earth, perhaps under a new name, in a 
new country where one would never ever be tempted to even once take advantage of the 
technology we had learned to use? If one person found out about us, the whole secret could 
become unraveled.
     Cira and Mahesh swore they would never go back to Gamma .8.
     Another question was frequently asked. "Could mankind benefit at all from the new 
knowledge that we have gained?"
     "Suppose we would return to planet 'O' and continue our in-depth investigation," said Alex, 
"would anyone on Earth be able to use this knowledge? Certainly we could tell them about the 
vast networks of nuclear power plants we have seen, which breed their own fuel, and about 
hydrogen fusion applications in mineral reduction plants that use nothing but ordinary rock as 
feed-stock to produce any base element one cares to name. We could also tell them about the 
'O' people's advances in nuclear biology and medicine, and laser applications in surgery that 
we have seen. We could tell humanity also about the 'o' people's bacteriological technologies, 
and their engineering technologies for the construction of special viruses for healing. We could 
tell them about all these things, even about their political systems of local democracies that are 
operating without coercion and bickering, and about their moral attitudes in which dignity, 
the protection and the respect for the needs of individual people are of central importance."
     He turned to me, "You could tell them wondrous tales back home, but would you tell them 
anything they didn't already know? The fact is, every technology the 'O' people have is known 
on Earth. The difference is that on Earth most technologies have been filed away as 
impractical, too costly, or too dangerous.
     "What could they profit if we gave them what they already have?" Alex asked. Even if we 
told them that those technologies had been profitably applied, they would laugh at us. They 
might tell us that you can't compare planet 'O' with the Earth, and they would be right!"

     Alex had a special talent for leaving one speechless.
     When asked to explain why such a comparison would be illogical, he shrugged his 
shoulders and answered; "You tell me!"

     His comment that these things wouldn't work on Earth caused a great deal of speculation 



among us.
     Mahesh came closest to a useful answer. He spoke about distorted points of reference. He 
said he had seen lots of examples on his planet. At the height of its prosperity, everything 
began to be measured by cost rather than by its potential value, or its significance in 
promoting the race. On this basis, the very best a people has to offer out of the depth of its 
immense soul, must necessarily appear as too expensive. "If you look for the cheapest," he said, 
"you certainly don't look for the best, and the cheapest is what you will get. By this measure, 
you'll invest into poverty! Poverty always looks cheap, while in reality it is the most potent 
drain on wealth ever invented. The logic behind this is, that you don't measure correctly if you 
don't measure the right thing."
     Mahesh said that when society measures cost, it doesn't measure the substance of life; it 
doesn't measure its technologies that open doors: it doesn't measure its strengths that push 
back frontiers or its dynamics that open new horizons. "How can you talk about costs," he 
asked, "when it comes to investing into life itself, without which you are dead, out of which 
wealth is derived in the first place?"
     Here, he began to laugh. I far as I recalled, I had never heard Mahesh laugh before. "In 
measuring costs, you measure poverty," he said, "and poverty is always cost effective! It is 
highly effective in costing a lot. Its cheapness can collapse whole civilizations," he joked. He 
suggested that this seems to be a fundamental law, which he suspects sets the Earth apart from 
planet 'O' as it had been the case on his own planet.

     We decided to let the ship return home. Alex said that he didn't need it anymore. The 'O' 
people's language had been decoded. Also he wouldn't want to keep it any longer if humanity 
couldn't profit by him keeping the ship utilized, which seemed to be the case. Nor was there a 
safety exposure in letting it go. None of its crew had been exposed to Alex's lecture on the 
BME, while the ship's archives of films and broadcasts were rich with information that could 
aid mankind to end its struggle against itself.
     So it was, that one of the last orders issued by Captain Natalia Ostropovitch, was a call to 
the crew to return to the ship. Her last official entry in the captain's log contained the names of 
those who were staying behind, and their reasons for staying. Her final duty was to appoint a 
successor, after which she withdrew herself from the ship. Moments later the ship was 
transposed into a close to earth, homeward bound trajectory, at a velocity of 82% of light 
speed. Its relative position was such that it allowed the crew a month to prepare the ship for 
another gravity change and whatever else was required for the deceleration phase to begin.
     Natalia was most affected by this farewell to a place that had been our home where so much 
development had gone on. She also felt it was a shame to send the ship back so empty handed.
     "I wouldn't exactly call it that," I countered. "The ship has had a successful mission. It had 
reached its destination. The researchers had a first hand look of what a civilization can become 
when a society fails to maintain it development. Then they have had a chance to explore a 
highly developed society at a period of time when it was fighting for its existence. Also, they 
have explored Bohr's planet. Now, this is infinitely more than what we had hoped for when 
the ship was launched. We would have been happy if Gamma .8 would have been at a 
primitive plant-life stage, with nothing bigger inhabiting it than frogs. Instead, the ship is 



going home richly loaded, with treasures that no one earth ever imagined to even exist. The 
very fact that the people on the ship have witnessed and experienced the Bohr/Miller effect 
should make the mission a success."
     "Still, there remains so much more to explore and to see," she sighed.
     "Maybe, some day they will do all this," I replied.
     We let it be with that.

     For the time being, Martin and Odessa made room for us in their home, until we had a 
chance to build our own. They simply extended it a bit for this purpose. They said it wouldn't 
take long until we had our own castles built.
     Mahesh had always wanted to live in the mountains. The mountains reminded him of his 
childhood home. He built a fine place at a most spectacular spot, on top a tall cliff by the sea, 
where he could observe the sea birds. His place was also easy to find. He told us that he had 
plans to devote himself to his music again, and to set up a practice for healing on the principle 
he had discovered on planet 'O,' where he himself was healed. He felt that if health were an 
idea that belongs to a different subset of reality, then he would certainly be qualified for such a 
practice. He felt we were in error by regarding health as a condition of material reality, subject 
to material manipulation. He could see it in the context of the Bohr/Miller Effect, in which 
distance in time is also invalid. He said that he could see health is an idea that reflects the 
harmony and perfection of the universe. He suggested that he had possibly gained a more 
thorough understanding of the concept of the Bohr/Miller Effect, by applying it to healing, 
than the people had on planet 'O' had. Thus he understood the phenomenon of healing better 
than they could themselves, that had long been highly efficient healers.
     I, on the other hand, wanted a spot at the sea by a beach, or rather Natalia and I did. I felt 
closer to her than to anyone else, Jill and Cira included. Still there remained such a tight bond 
between Jill, Cira, and myself, that it caused us to all to share the same home, just as we had 
come to share our life. Considering the deep changes that we all had experienced, few people 
had more in common than the four of us had. I, certainly, was delighted that we would go on 
living together, and so were the others.
     We immediately sat down and made plans for our house. It was to be the finest that could 
possibly be build; made out of the best materials, furnished with the richest furnishings the 
universe could provide. For it's structure, nothing less than Martin's Metal would do, and for 
its design, nothing would suffice but a price winning creation by the most renowned architects 
known to us.
     Three firms were chosen as contenders, one in New York, one in Tel Aviv, and one in 
Singapore.
     "But how will you pay them?" asked Alex, surprised. Naturally we told him about our plans.
     "We'll pay then with diamonds, of course," Jill snickered.
     "We've located, what used to be a white dwarf," I said to Alex with great excitement. "The 
entire planet is one gigantic diamond. All we had to do is look for a good-sized meteor crater. 
We've brought back diamonds as big as a house," I said.
     "Actually, we won't need more than a few clean rocks the size of a fist," said Natalia and 
grinned. "Surely you remember how the people on earth sell their soul for a few diamonds."



     "Indeed," Alex grinned. He didn't attempt to talk us into changing our minds.

     Our house was built like a temple. Sixteen pillars supported it. "Four times four!" the 
architect had explained that they were "representing four states of consciousness: Night, 
Evening, Morning, and Day; or from a different perspective: the Word, Christ, Christianity, 
and its science." He had pointed to the book of Nehemiah, explaining his design. He was 
especially interested in the story of the re-building of the walls of Jerusalem, which was done 
against great opposition and conspiracy to hinder the work.
     "This struggle to re-build, symbolizes mankind's warfare with itself, and its determination 
to win. And when the building was done, the prophet made a degree that the gates of the city 
be not opened until the sun is hot. This is for the protection of the human family, the architect 
told us. For this symbolism, we had loved his design. For a home isn't a home unless it 
embraces all that humanity is," Natalia had remarked while we selected his plan.
     "We need a focus that makes us proud to be human beings," Jill had said when supporting 
our choice.
     "We need something that makes us proud to be alive and free," had been Cira's reason.
     The house fitted perfectly into its surroundings. It beauty mirrored the sea, the gentle air of 
Bohr's planet, and the flowering trees alive with birds. It fulfilled everyone's dream. All 
aspects blended into one design that supported the reality on which the Bohr/Miller Effect 
was founded. That reality contains no basis for separation between people, nor time split apart 
into a past, present, and future; nor distance that would let the Earth recede from our view, or 
Gamma .8 from remaining imbedded in Cira's being.
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Selected stories from the series of novels
The Lodging for the Rose

 and from other novels by Rolf A. F. Witzsche 

 
  

A selection of love stories and stories about 
love

The primary focus is on the Principle of Universal Love in 
social relationships.

Stories focused on healing

The focus for healing is wide-ranging, from bodily 
healing to the healing of perceptions, limitations, small-
minded thinking, etc..
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War Stories

There are many types of wars being fought with the 
ferocity of lightning  that flashes brilliantly until the 
driving energy is spent. Then peace resumes.

Stories about sex

While the focus if on sex, the explorations focus on a 
passion for love in a higher sense than erotica, opening to 
the Principle of Universal Soul reflected in the 
brotherhood of all mankind as human beings.

 

Oh, to be King for a day!

If we had the power to change the world, how would we 
change it? But don't we have that power already in our 
hand?

Political exploration
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  The Lord of the Rings' Metaphors  
 
It is a rare thing in literature that one finds a tale written a 
long time ago that is reflected in the present to such an 
extent, that it seems the writer had created a script for the 
future and the future has obeyed. Such a thing can be 
said about the story of J.R.R. Tolkien's mythical tale, The 
Lord of the Rings. 

    

Novels

  Flight Without Limits   
(science fiction) 

The novel is a science fiction work with a touch of reality. 
It is about a space voyage to Alpha Centauri, the nearest 
solar system to our own.  But in metaphor, the novel is 
rally about being able to move mentally without limits. 
Physically we may never be able to overcome all limits, 
but what would hinder us to break all limits mentally?

  Brighter than the Sun
(playing with nuclear matches) 

This novel has two opposite centers. One reflects the 
tragic domain of our nuclear armed world, and the 
second the domain of spiritual freedom where old axioms 
become discredited and fall away while love unfolds its 
universal face. Will the latter prevail? 

  

The Lodging for the Rose  
a series of nine novels 
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 * Episode 1 - Discovering Love 

Here begins an epic story that spans eight novels. The 
subject is freedom powered by universal love, the largely 
unexplored 'country.' Few people have dared to cross its 
borders and travel its landscape.

 * Episode 2A - The Ice Age Challenge  

"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 
to build the vast facilities that will be needed to feed the 
world from indoor agriculture. But is our love big enough 
that we can achieve the physically near impossible in 
order to assure a future for mankind beyond the space of 
our time? What limits would we put on the dimension of 
universal love? It appears we are in a triple race to meet 
all of these challenges. The big question is, do we have 
the skills to stay the course?

  * Episode 2B - Roses at Dawn in an Ice Age 
World 

With the Ice Age resuming 100 to 150 years from now we 
are challenged to embrace the still rejected renaissance 
principle, the Principle of Universal Love, without which 
mankind may not survive. But will we able to upgrade 
our human dimension sufficiently to accept the Principle 
of Universal Love and to reflect it in our daily living? 
God is Love, universal divine Principle. Do we dare to 
love universally in the social domain? Or do we pretend 
that the divine Principle of Universal Love doesn't apply 
there, especially when it comes to our personal loved 
ones and friends? 
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Spirituality and Healing - research, 
exploration, pedagogicals

  Universal Divine Science - Spiritual 
Pedagogicals 

Unknown to the world, Mary Baker Eddy created a 
scientific monument in the form of a vast pedagogical 
structure for the advance of universal Divine Science. The 
pedagogical structure is so large that she made all of her 
major works a part of it, and so far-reaching that it may 
have been a contributor to the rare period of nearly 50 
years of peace in the world between 1866 and 1914

  Science and Health with Key to the Scriptures 
in Divine Science  

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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