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The series of novels
The Lodging for the RoseEpisode 1

Civilization's lag chance? The general welfare lh@some lost. Civilization is
hanging on a thread. We face the 'near’ return of the Ice Age, financial collapse,
terrorism, a potential nuclear war, and a mounting food crisis with the danger of
unleashing pandemic diseases. This isn't fiction.

In the shdow of this rising spectre of a New Dark Age the writer is digging deep to
the heart of the Principle of Universal Love that stood at the center of every renaissance
in history. Here, a fictional story begins that explores the great depth of thrstally
principle and its challenges from the grassroots level up, as seen in the novel by a junior
diplomat who gets caught up in a flow of events that span 12 novels. His widely open
loving envelops four women and two men in the opening novel, Discoverirgy Lothe
novel, as in the series as a whole, each love is unfolding with its own romance and sexual
dimension, or the lack thereof. A story of great freedoms unfolds from this background.

It all begins ironically behind the Iron Curtain in an imprisotaed! that the
Communist sector of Germany had been in the 18i80s. In this unconventional world a
wider social freedom stages a 'sunshine’ that far overpowers the conventional scene, but
in the end poses a challenge that suddenly becomes gigantic. ége Ipave dared to
cross the borders of this challenge and traveled its landscape. Nevertheless, without the
Principle of Universal Love we wouldn't have a civilization and may ultimately not
survive in a nucleaarmed world, much less in a world thatasihg a New Ice Age in 30
years, and all this with a collapsing global economy and starvation already happening.

Here the Principle of Universal Love, and the science of it, promise a New
Renaissance. But is there anyone willing to face the challengdshiyl step forward to
discover the light they offer? Who stands courageous to break the strong chains build
over centuries of sexual division and isolation? Who dares to counter the many myths and
trained emotions that have been forged over the agess/dbte to overrule them with
an honesty that embraces our humanity in truth? Here, romance becomes uplifted with a
brighter joy, and the erotic enriched with a passion for life that we all share as we enrich
our world and on@nother.



Part |- The Probund Dawning



Chapter 1 The Kaleidoscope

My thoughts had been focused on Nicolai when the submarine appeared in front of
our bay. | sensed that something had gone wrong in Murmansk. | could feel it. | had tried
to phone earlier. The lines veeblocked. When the Typhoon suddenly came into sight in
front of our bay, | felt a mixture of fear, excitement, and apprehension. It seemed illogical
that Nicolai should come to us at this time and in this manner. On the other hand, few
things were logidathat Nicolai had been involved in.

It was Tony who first noticed the sub. He said it was one of Nicolai's, to judge by
the bulge at the base of the sub's tower, one of the characteristic features of Russia's late
model Typhoon class nuclear missl#dmarines. The sub had surfaced while he strolled
on the beach. He came running up to the 'nest’, punched me into the side, and still out of
breath, pointed out to the water.

There it lay, the Typhoon, like a black monster of some ancient mythaahort
distance from shore. The sub lay motionless, as though it was grounded. No one could be
seen on deck. It had all the appearance of a ghost ship.

We watched the sub closely, magnified through Ross' video telescope system that
had stood idldor a year and a half. We all watched the screen. We could see every rivet,
every major weld seam that held the thing together as if it were some great iron
patchwork. But no life surrounded it, except for the seagulls. Every seagull in the vicinity
had cane to test its gangways. The ghostly scene created a tenseness among us that
instantly turned into a great relief when Nicolai opened the tower hatch. He was in the
uniform of a highranking officer. He climbed quickly out of the hatch and disappeared
behind the tower. He remerged on the sub's deck. Then, another officer climbed out of
the hatch and lowered an inflated raft to him that he readied and proceeded to row to
shore in.

"Why doesn't he use the motorized raft?" Tony asked in amazementwinid
he coming alone?"

All I could think of at this moment was, "Nicolai, Nicolai, that's not your way of
doing things." Moments later | came to my senses. This wasn't Nicolai. This was
someone else, someone who looked like him in the dark lfgheavening. Ross
rewound the tape for me to the point where the man had first appeared on top of the
tower, to study his face. No, that wasn't Nicolai. Something was missing, a familiar
expression, a faint smile?

Tony and | looked at each other. We both knew we had no option now, but to go
out and stop that man, whoever he was, before he set foot on our beach. No one was
allowed to set foot on our land unescorted. Tony and | agreed on this without
consultatio. As if driven by the same instinct, we rushed to the beach towards the shed
that housed the Zodiac. That's when Ross called on the radio. He suggested that we



should use the fishing boat instead that was less threatening and more equal to the
approachingraft.

Since the boat was already on the beach, as it always was, we were on our way in
seconds. We rowed harder that day than we had ever rowed. We both knew, that if
Nicolai was not there himself, he was behind this visit, and things being aseheyour
worst fears might have come true. There was no time to waste.

The Russian officer hadn't reached the midway point when we came within
shouting distance. He saluted us in a gesture of friendship that we immediately returned.
He introducedhimself as the captain of the sub, shouting in a mixture of broken English
and a heavy Russian dialect. | didn't understand much, but | did understand the name,
Nicolai. After we had drawn closer, he showed us a radiogram sent to us by Nicolai. "For
PeterVanDerMere" he said and pointed to the envelope.

Surprisingly, he knew our names, all of them. Nicolai must have briefed him well,
for only Nicolai knew all the details. The stranger also knew about my friendship with
Antonovna and my feelings for heand told me that she sent her regards. | guess this was
clearance enough. Only when | asked about further details concerning Nicolai himself,
did he hesitate and become tidipped. He pointed out that all my questions were
addressed in the letter.

From the way he refused to talk further about Nicolai, one could sense that a great
tragedy had occurred that the man couldn't fully comprehend himself.

Tony rowed us closer towards the Russian boat, so that our vessels could touch. |
stood up andaluted the Russian captain, as he saluted us. | nearly fell into the water,
doing so. Still standing, | received the letter from him. It was sealed in an official looking
envelope.

| thanked the man with a handshake.

He asked me not to unsehe letter until we were back on shore. This was at
Nicolai's request. Not that it mattered. It was too dark to read, anyway. After this, the
man wished us farewell, sat down, and rowed his dinghy back to the sub.

Oh, I could imagine what the letteontained, nothing pleasant to be sure. Was
Nicolai out of danger, anéintonina? | dared not to think of it, as the worst might be true.
Silently, we rowed back towards the shoreline.

The time since my last meeting with Nicolai had beeadilvith trials and agonies
for all of us. Still, thinking farther back brought to the surface sweet memories, like those



that a child may remember of imaginary worlds that exist only in the realm of stories,
which it may prefer over the real Universe filleith the pain of discipline and endless
hours struggling with school work. Indeed, our life had been a kaleidoscope turning, with
beautiful and surprising images appearing. Every turn had brought new patterns of life
and love, and often reality itself waurned upside down. What at times appeared
agonizingly real, turned out to be nothing more than fiction, and what appeared fictional
turned out to be totally real. Life is like that. When one steps beyond the borders of its
conventional sphere, fact, fion, and fantasy do indeed mingle so that one has to dig
deep and with a great honesty with oneself, to discover what actually is real. And even
then, the paradoxes continue.

What we faced in our rowboat with shadows fast falling around us, was one
those paradoxes. Our world had become a mixture of hope and a feeling of hopelessness.
The hopelessness was echoed in the landscape around us, a gray Universe of water and
fog, through which a light shone faintly from between some trees off a disggnbliif,
where our home was located. Still, my thoughts were focused more on Nicolai, the
submarine, and on what it all meant, than on this light.

Was Nicolai out of danger, or was he dead? | pondered. If so, then his struggles
were over, but this auld be a tragedy for the world. The thought brought on a certain
quiet anger, a feeling of loss. Still, it made the days we had shared more precious, more
golden, more secure, as secure as a fairy tale is in a child's mind.

It was important to me #t my memories of Nicolai and Antonovna remained
secure. | needed to protect what we had shared together, what we had worked for
together, and had agonized over, what we had established between us. It pertained to the
substance of my being. All this wellegh in my thoughts. It became as real and tangible
to me at this moment as the Typhoon was that lay like a dark shadow in the mist behind
us. What bright promises our days together had held!

How unaware | had been in those days of the gem thatdthatbled on when we
first met, especially when | m@intonina Sometimes a person stops in the course of a
day's labor, looks down, and finds a coin on the ground, or a twefigy bill. Things
like that do happen, though rarely. What happens much ramy ris that one picks up
an item on the beach that turns out to be a great treasure when one works on it, cutting the
rough edges. And sometimes far greater things than this can happen.

With these thoughts | was struggling against the water, giamd, with Tony at
my side. Maybe they were not dead, | thought, but why haven't they phoned instead of
sending us a letter? We had always worked well together on the phone. Oh, yes the
phones were down. But for how long had they been down? Nothingseade anymore.
Perhaps Nicolai had overstepped the line and was merely in trouble, needing my help. He
never knew how many steps more it would take for the balance to swing against him.
Even more agonizing than this thought was the thought that | maybatréouted,
unknowingly, to swinging that balance. Then the thought reoccurred that he had died in
the disaster together with Antonovna, and that his message in the letter was the beginning
of the end for us all.



The thought brought a painful feedina feeling that welled up deep inside with all
the power and emotions of Giuseppe Verdi's great requiem in which Verdi had
dramatized the interface between life and the paradox called death. It was as if Verdi had
written this piece for the unfolding ri@s of the giant steel hull of the Typhoon looming
ominously in the dark, and the more ominous foreboding of the contents of the letter. But
there was a note of hope contained in the requiem?

This hope and the dread of doom became intermingledsigh@background of
the requiem that | knew all too well. In writing this requiem, Verdi appears to have
decided that one must truly experiencethehorr and t he excitement of
t he ORhaed hkywadn, ke 6t, he peace, andimostbofall the oyofteer t or i 06
6Sanctusdé and t he uVeglienigbthave foundtitimperaiviethdt e r a me 6
one experiences these in order that one recognize the infinite scope of this overwhelming
process of life that culminates into thekaown. Even now, | found it hard to accept
doom as a final reality. We had achieved so much, come through great trials, won
momentous victories, we even changed the world a little for the better. Maybe we were
facing merely another challenge, a challerige tve could win and come out richer in the
end? This had happened before, even if it would take years for the resolution to unfold.
Where there is love, there is always a reason for hope. We had experienced that.

In the Russian tradition the wordatpetique, means passion, perhaps this was the
pathos in Verdi's music. | could feel that passion Verdi had set to music, a passion for life
that was suddenly put into the twilight. | experiencedsthee r r i di ng ur gency f o
m e @nd the hope thatiiepresented, but where was the peace, gmippeace of the
6Sanctus?56

Maybe | shouldn't puzzle over this, | thought, and lose myself in this sullen mood
driven by fear mixed with sekiccusation and hope, drawn with grief without knowing
the facts One thing was certain, and | realized this clearly, this wasn't the way our life
had been. Our days had unfolded, giag at first, but later rapturous like the sun. We
had had the world in our hands, had shaped its future. We had started tremendous
movements and Nicolai was strangely connected with them all. How could it now end
like this with the dreaded disintegration of sanity that we had already feared for decades,
the kind, which would unleash the final, unstoppable termination of human life?

This eventuality had been talked about for half a century, though it had never been
addressed in any meaningful way. We had made some strides in that direction? Had our
efforts been too slight, and our achievements too feeble?

Moments later when eold wind swept in from the north, | wondered if my self
surrender to grief was merely an echo of the nightfall, and nothing more than that. As the
darkness increased, it drew the ocean and sky together into one single featureless whole.
It darkened the 2d, even though a tiny part of the real world that we had struggled
through and had explored, had been golden with a sparkle that nothing in this world had
caused or could erase.



In order to shake the grasp of the night, | applied myself hardee watis,
wondering what Nicolai's letter mightcontam . Woul d it refl ect Verdi

Eventually, as if a page had turned, | remembered another letter, Heather's letter of
many years ago. It was from a time long before Nicolai came onta¢he.sHeather's
letter was one of those mementos that one treasures forever, which helps one to keep the
precious times alive, even if they were beset with great challenges that seemed
insurmountable at first. Indeed, can anything be truly insurmountadiiéstrooted in
love?

| needed the change in focus that the remembering of those happier times
promised. | clung to this promise.

As the mood changed the requiem of Verdi became supplanted with memories of a
beautiful and gentle world that westant now in time, but near; that had been beautiful
even in times of great trials. | could still see Heather's letter as if it lay before me, and
remember its contents.

"You were asleep when | kissed you," Heather had written. "I kissed you gently, so
as not to wake you. There might have been questions raised, followed by arguments. Or |
might not have said anything, and then suffered the consequences. That weubédra
unbearable. We would part in the middle of Pittsburgh, hurried by the traffic, a block
from your home where | would not be welcome. My life would have stopped, dearest,
while yours would have continued with your family and wife. Oh, what a crinoees
for which we have been condemned to live in isolation?

"l wish you could have shared this last kiss. If only there was a way that would
allow us all to stay together the way we were. We were beautiful together. At least you
were beautiful. | vas proud of you and still am. Oh that it were possible for us to part
with one last quiet embrace, gently, unhurried as our love had been. But even this seems
to be denied to us. Why on Earth is it, Pete, that the most precious is so hard to hold on
to?"

| could still remember how | felt when | had first read those words. How angry |
had been, not at her, but at myself for having been such a fool. | should have foreseen
this, done something, anything.... But there | was with all my yearsimhigaas a
diplomat, and with all the rich experiences | have had, and | could not move. | knew that
| had lacked whatever was needed for our love to continue, or even for that final embrace
to take place with joy, before parting.

| felt empty that dy. | had failed. | stood dumbfounded, speechless. | had failed
miserably. | cursed myself a thousand times afterwards, for this failing. Still, all of this
had happened a long time ago. | could smile about it now. One thing puzzled me,
however. Why did heletter come to mind at this time of trial, amidst a crisis that had the



potential to be the deepest crisis in history? How distant those beautiful days were now,
the days before Nicolai's letter, as we now faced the reality of the giant hulk of the
Typhoon that lay at anchor in front of our bay.

To say that our situation was critical was an understatement. Everyone was at risk.
The world had become radically different from what it had been in the days when
Heather's letter was written. My memoridgtos precious time seemed like a dream
now, of fairy tale worlds, where everything is bright and wonderful, as fairy tales ought
to be. And even in these fairy tale worlds, that we had convinced ourselves to be normal,
our world had indeed been compagatd that of a fairy tale. All this stood now in
contrast with the gray and black reality that the Typhoon represented, a different reality
that we had learned to comprehend over the years, and hadn't been able to escape from.

Maybe Heather's lett@ame to mind as a diversion for an escape from the reality
that was confronting us. | had come across the letter just recently, while ordering my
desk. | had felt good about reading it again, though; of course | knew its contents by
heart. Except now, irhe dark, in an atmosphere of crisis and apprehension the contents
of the letter was drawn together with everything else into a combination of fears, joys,
mixed together with the pain of my muscles being applied hard against the oars. And all
that was peraded by the puzzle of the Russian captain, who was no longer visible in the
distance against the dark hull of his ship that barely stood out against the black of the
enfolding night.

It was as though | could still feel my hands shaking, agditeso long ago when |
had first put Heather's letter down onto the bed beside me. It had been written in fine
handwriting on the sandblored stationery that the hotel had provided. Everything had
been sandolored there. Heather had been delighted thighplace. She had loved its
location, its atmosphere, and the way it blended into the background of the beach. She
had named it "The Sand Castle" and requested that we stay an extra day. Perhaps she had
intended this extra day to be satide for a finatelebration. Oh, how unaware | was of
that!

| had noticed the letter the moment | woke the next morning. | found it stuck
behind the telephone dial. Some tiny wildflowers protruded from the turned over flap of
the envelope and some heather. We hekiep those together the evening before, some
with tiny blue blossoms. | could still remember her shriek of delight when she found the
patch of heather. Perplexed, | held it in my hand with the envelope. The first paragraph
cut deep into my soul, but | cloim't cry that day. No tears came.

I looked at the wildflowers again, and the heather. | knew | would treasure those
tiny blossoms for the rest of my life. Eventually the tears came; bitter tears, but | felt no
remorse. We had done nothing wrong, aatted no crime, we had dared to jump ahead
farther than we could see, into an unknown world. That wasn't a crime. Nothing evil had
been done. No immoral act had been committed.



| reached over to her side of the bed to figure out how long she hadjtee. The
empty bed was cold. It was a quarter to ten. A streak of sunshine came into the room
through a space where the curtains didn't quite meet. | got up and opened them wide, and
the windows. Fresh air came flooding in. How often we had sat likgdbether, or in
bed propped up with pillows, looking out onto the world.

My hands were still trembling when | sat down by the open window with the
letter, holding it in my hands again. | closed my eyes. Only reluctantly did | open them
again to red on.

"By the time you read this, dearest, | may have reached my friend's cabin," she had
written. "It's not far from the Sand Castle. I'll be thinking of you. But, please, don't come
looking for me. | know my leaving will hurt. Forgive me for thishurts me, too. Forgive
me for having fallen in love with you. Try to understand that this pain is a small price to
pay, considering the alternative. | trust you agree.

"Before | kissed you," she wrote, "I kneeled at your bedside for a long tiche a
looked into your face. You smiled now and then. Were you dreaming? Were you
dreaming of me? | wished | could know some of your dreams, even though | have too
many dreams of my own to forget now."

| remembered putting the letter down, thinkingre# wonders we had shared. In
time the tears stopped. How could | have known then how much our lives would be
uplifted by her simple, down to Earth, uncomplicated kind of love? | suppose | should
have guessed this by the way our days had unfolded ptiioe tdand Castle. Our days
had been bright in the sunshine, carefree, exuberant, joyous, and filled with smiles,
laughter, kisses, and hugs. Tomorrow always seemed a long way off, too far to think
about, too unimportant to worry over.

Eventually | rad on.

"It is starting to get light outside,"” she had written. "The sky is still overcast. |
thought earlier that if | went jogging in the brisk morning air, some fresh new ideas might
emerge that would somehow make it possible for us to remaith&rgé is beautiful
outside in the stiliness of the morning. You should try jogging some day. | love breathing
the cold salty air, seeing the steam of my breath. | didn't run far, just to the tree where we
had picnic yesterday. | sat down to listen. @o know how loud the wind and the surf
can be when one is alone and desperate? But no new ideas came.

"If we had found gold together, the whole world would congratulate us, and be
envious. Instead we found each other, something better, but thepildedespises. It is
deemed treason. | can't change the way the world thinks.



"l took my shoes off on the way back. It's great fun splashing through the surf. The
water felt warm, warmer than the rain. Have you ever taken a moment to feel tharain r
down your face? | looked into the sky until its cold flow ran down my neck in refreshing
streams, and thought of you, of us, of our love that can't be, and of this terrible agony of
parting forever."

Oh, how fragile those things are that we thiegranted, | pondered, like the love
that we fail to nurture day by day. We safeguard our worldly goods with the greatest care,
in steel vaults, behind iron doors, locked by triple locks and bolts, but how do we
safeguard our heavenly riches, our lovethsat we will never loose them? Perhaps she
felt the same way, as stupid and impotent as | did.

"Every thought seemed to confirm what | feared," she had written, "that our paths
must part, and that the parting must take place here at The Sarel Bastl we are
equal. Here, | don't feel expendable as | would feel stepping out of your car and your life,
a mere block from your home, where | would not be welcome.

"Do you remember that you woke briefly when | returned from my jogging, all
drenched to the skin? You looked at me astonished and asked if | had had a good time.
But before | could answer, you went right back to sleep. Maybe | should envy you for the
simplicity of your style of living. To you the world is so uncomplicated, so luxuriously
peaceful, a series of dreams as it were, of luxury cruises crammed with the customary
social theatrics as people meet and touch briefly for some smiles and poliesebion,
only to part again like strangers on a city sidewalk. Or, maybe you ought to envy me.
Nothing ever came easily to me, except falling in love with you. I've heard it said that
diplomats are trained to 'manage’ their feelings, in order thataits won't stand in
the way on assignments. | wish you could at least for once be as troubled as | am, just for
a day, and feel as alive as | feel because of it, although I still feel | have lived far too little
and dreamed all too much. Still, I am mifely lucky to have lived these days we have
shared, and | will try to hold on to them now at all cost.

"Can you remember our first day, how it all began, me standing at the roadside,

dusty, burnt by the sun, thumbing a ride from you? What a sigbst have been! Still,

you made me feel welcome. You were the most perfect gentlemen, and still are. Who but
you would have cared during the drive later on that | was uncomfortable at being alone in
a car with a strange man? You seemed relieved whenayod'any by the wayside, the

clean cut Air Force officer, also thumbing a ride of you. To respond to my feelings
seemed important to you, so much so that yepaeked half of your luggage to make

room for his. This is how | shall always remember you, sanaitive and kind person.

"The rain has stopped now. | better be on my way. If | possessed something that is
of value, to give to you as a present, | would put it with this note for you to remember me
by. But | have nothing. All | have is this brdnof heather, whose name | happen to



share. Please remember me from time to time when you're alone. | wish you a happy life,
wherever it will take you."

The letter was signed, "With all my love, Heather S. W. Correll."

There was a postscript@ed: "Dearest, | had to take your canvas bag. | needed
something to put my rain soaked clothes in. | hope you can do without it."

I had put the letter down, ashamed of my stupidity. Now, many years later, |
treasured this letter. | treasured it as@mento belonging to the brighter times | had
seen. It was a part of the brightest epochs in my life. It opened the portal to a time when |
was beginning to love myself; a period in which | became sane; a precious period of a
gentle time; a time that hambt grown dim with the years of great challenges. Many
people had become a part of it. Heather, to some degree became intertwined with every
one of them, throughout all those years in which these times unfolded.

Some of the challenges appeared merere when they unfolded than even the
challenge that we seemed to be facing this time, and they had all been met, one by one,
on the strength of what we had discovered about ourselves arzohotiner. Heather's
letter was intertwined with the beginningtbht time, and the long string of little and big
victories that came out of it; that came out of the depth of our humanity. That's what
made her letter so precious.

Of course, | was unaware of that on the morning when | found the letter stuck
behindthe telephone dial. | was angry with myself for not having been able to foresee her
reaction, which in hindsight had been inevitable under the circumstances. We had both
been drunk with a newfound love, and in this drunkenness, had ignored the chalfenges
that New World we had stumbled into. We had been too overcome by the brightness of
that love to worry about those 'other’ things that we had pushed into the background.
Maybe we had realized deep in our soul that "Rome hadn't been built in a dag," as th
proverb reminds us. In our exuberance we had pretended that it had been the work of a
few days, because that was all the time we had had, and had pushed forward in that love
as if the world can be changed without effort.

The reality, though, hadway of reasserting itself when the impasse became
insurmountable. The world had remained the same. It hadn't changed. | had become
forced to face the cold hard fact that one can't change the world by dreaming. It changes
only when one labors to make theams come true. This lesson was drawn from the
rude awakening.

Oh what a fool | had been!

| had felt empty that day. There was nothing in my heart, or mind, or soul that
could have built that platform on which we could have remained together.



Now, in the dark, with the Typhoon barely a shadow, | felt the same emptiness
again. The sub's very existence represented the same impasse. The entire world seemed to
be moved by an insanity that created one impasse after another. Perhaps tres was th
reason why | felt the same emptiness again. Still, | could count myself fortunate that | at
least was richer than most, for having met Heather.

| actually began to smile now in the dark, remembering those exuberant days.

Oh, I hadn't smilethe day when | found her letter. My eyes were wet with tears.
Her address was on the envelope, but | also knew that | could never use it.

I had been angry with myself that day, and many days thereafter. What a klutz |
had been. She had judged me tiglknew the exact place in Pittsburgh where | would
have let her out of the car, the very corner near my house, where | would have stopped
the car just long enough. She had figured me right; it would have been a quick ending
with a hurried kiss.

Against the background of this pain, my own unfolding love for myself, in which
my love for Heather had been anchored, came to light more and more. It became a source
of strength, a strength that would eventually make it possible to establish a bags for th
freedom that we had claimed so briefly, and to make this a platform, over time, that
uplifted everyone.

It is more than ironic, of course, that the basis for this freedom had been
discovered in the world's largest prison, the walle8tate of Est Germany, with
borders guarded by tanks, lamines, and machingun towers that were put into place
to keep the people in. | didn't realize at the time what worlds upon worlds would become
intertwined with the fate of the two spies who had been caagatin New York, and
one in East Germany, whose exchange | had been assigned to arrange in this imprisoned
land behind the iron curtain. Heather came into my life as the direct result of that.

When | had finished reading her letter that day, my exgtsvith tears, | folded it
up again, carefully, placed it back into the envelope, and looked out of the window for a
long while. Heavy tears came in that moment of utter sadness, tears for Sylvia, my wife,
tears for the love that we shared that | haéeso long for granted and had allowed to
dim, rather than to be constantly enriched with new unfolding treasures of love.



It took a long time so it seemed, on that morning aSdmed Castlebefore | was
in any acceptable shape to go to the codtesp for breakfast, where | knew Tony would
be waiting. | saw Heather's footprints in the sand. What could | have done to prevent this
tragedy? If | had understood what Steve had been telling me in East Germany, the
impasse might have been resolved, aghthnot even have happened. But how could
anyone have comprehended so much in so short a space of time, as | had been confronted
with in the East?

My trip into the eastern part of Germany had been like a great unfolding mystery
to me that had been aspossible to see through as the Iron Curtain had been in a
political sense. Inside this militarily imprisoned land, | had found an oasis of freedom that
defied all imagination, which should never have been found there. It was built on a
platform as taland as grand as the most advanced breakthrough in mathematics. | had
grasped a few crumbs, nothing more. Still, these crumbs had been tremendous. The little
that | had comprehended of the freedom | had experienced there, had allowed me to open
my eyes jusfar enough to meet Heather. Still this brief experience in the East had not
been sufficiently deep and wide to provide a platform for Heather and me to see this thing
through. Nevertheless, the precious privilege of meeting her had made a differeade. It h
changed my life and would continue to do so. It had changed it even without me realizing
that it had.

| am certain that | would not have stopped the car for Heather, without the East
German experience being still fresh in the back of my mind. Nesshwould | have
dared to invite her into the car. | would have denied everything that | truly felt as, | had
done a thousand times before. Of course, had | continued in my accustomed manner there
would have been no agony, either. Would this have betterbe

My heart had been pounding that day, when | stopped the car for Heather. It was
mid afternoon. The heat had been intense, almost white. | was tired and pressed for time
by a deadline | had to meet. | had to be in Key West in four days withouttialwhs
the first day of my trip south from Pittsburgh. The sun had beat down from a cloudless
sky, making the Virginia landscape appear gray like a desert so that | squinted to cope
with the glare of it. The tires thumped over the cracks in the con@letanonotonous
sound would have made anyone sleepy.

Her sunburnt face had startled me.

I know that | would have passed her by, had it not been for the freedom | had
experienced in East Germany that flashed into my mind. | brought the caaltaddng
way beyond where she stood. She came running, short of breath, sweating. | opened the
passenger door. | had no idea then how lucky | was that | did.

Later that evening, after we had picked up Tony along the way, Tony noticed a
steak housegs we passed through Elizabeth City. He suggested that we should stop for
the night and go for dinner. We noticed a small motel, just down the road a block. It



appeared well kept, clean, with a small garden in front. Tony suggested that this was
heaven, ad that we should treat our lady to a formal steak dinner "with all the
trimmings."

"Yes! Let's do that," | had agreed. Heather had nodded her approval and had
smiled.

The air was still hot when we set out that evening. | realized that thvealid
likely remain warm all night. This set the stage for romance. Key West seemed so much
less important all of a sudden, compared to the new unfolding. | must have grinned from
ear to ear as | unloaded the luggage. Who in a situation like this waddtaieed about
the dumb Navy anyway?

| think we were both surprised when our lady stepped into the lobby after
freshening up. Could anyone have guessed that a backpack would contain an elegant
evening dress and a pair of delicate Higteled shoes?0ohy and | had argued, whether
or not we should wear suits. Luckily Tony had won. He looked dashing in his dress
uniform, his hair cut short, perfectly combed. My business suit was no match to his, and
my hair was a mess. It had dried in the wind, andvjstidn't stay in place. | would
normally have been ashamed to face someone like Heather the way | was, so elegant was
her appearance compared to mine, but those reservations where abruptly overruled the
moment she stepped out of the elevator into the lobby

By an imperative beyond my own doing | asked her to stop. | stepped back to
relish the scene that was unfolding before me.

"You are royal beyond the royalty of any queen,” | wanted to say to her in my
amazement, "and this without a crown @uyhead, and so much the better for it. You
are more brilliant than a star joy to behold and more elegantly dressed than anyone
I've ever seen." But all that | managed to get across my lips was a smalletteee
word: "Wow!" | offered her my hashand bowed.

No one could have been more beautiful in my sight. Her thin black dress matched
the dark of her hair. Her perfume blended with the aroma of thesamanemight
breeze. The dress was cut low. A tiny stone set in silver, a small diaradrapp,
hanging from a silver chain, graced its opening. | felt, as though | was in the presence of
an angel from God, as we left arm in arm, with Heather in the middle. She reflected a
quality that | had embraced deep within myself, a quality that waslrtary, which
existed on a higher level than the ordinary, a reflection not of dreams, but of my Soul. |
had fallen in love with her for the brightness of our humanity that was so beautifully
manifested in her.

The steak house wasn't more thanoglaway. | wished it had been ten blocks
distant. | felt like a prince going to a banquet at the court of the King of France, escorting



the loveliest of all the princesses of all the lands. This wonderful, crazy, beautiful feeling
somehow stayed with nreght through the dinner. It had burned itself deep into my

mind. As far as | can recall, it remained that way through the night and through much of
the next day.

According to popular legends, these feelings shouldn't be possible unless people
are mat intimately involved with on@another. Oh how the legends have cheated
mankind! In the car we had exchanged some quick glances with a few smiles, but now
those smiles seemed to last an eternity. God only knows why, against all logic, she even
bothered temile at me. Tony was the far more dashing of us. He was handsome, and
certainly more proper. He addressed the waiter as sir, and the hostess as ma'am.

| never asked Heather why she smiled at me. The important thing was that she did.
It felt wondeful. | felt alive. Living was rich. | was happy, exuberant! | felt infinitely
grateful for the misfortunes of the two spies that had been caught, and for the chain of
events that had brought me to East Germany to arrange for their exchange. If it hadn't
been for that, | would not have been sent to Key West for a debriefing, | would not have
met Heather and Tony along the way, nor experienced a dimension of life that | hadn't
known before, could exists, in which heaven is unfolding on Earth.



Chapter 2 AMission that Can't Falil

Before | even accepted the mission to the East, | had been told by my boss that one
of the spies, a certain Leroy Anderson, an American, had been in prison there for over six
months. He was to be exchanged for one of hrarcunist’ spies that had worked for
East German intelligence, who had been caught in New York. The exchange had already
been agreed to in principle by both governments. It was an easy mission. Nothing could
possibly go wrong, right? Of course | said yes.

Actually, | met Leroy Anderson only once in all that time, on the day he was
released. Leroy had chosen to spend his first night as a free man in a West Berlin 'night
club." I remembered the rhythm and wild music there, and a stripper who greatly
impressed him. | remarked to him, casually, that this particular stripper's act was the least
boring. To him such a suggestion was sacrilegious. So | said nothing more. After all, he
had just spent time in communist jails. Who was | to argue? And who wgeaan
compared to him? He was the hero, the spy whose life had been in a balance. | was only a
civil servant, a technician who had worked out the detailed steps for his release. Anyone
could have done that. Leroy had risked his life for his country. Diglsmion't get into
tough spots like that. Still, | wondered if he knew how little he had asked for himself in
return. There was nothing at that strip show for which | would have exchanged a single
one of the bright moments that | had experienced in theepsoof gaining his release.

The 'Strip Palace," as a neon sign bragged, was a pub off the main road going into
Berlin. The hotel's captain, who obviously had never been there, had praised it. None of
this, though, mattered to Leroy. He was the hegtpnan alive.

"Aren't they super!" he would say between bites of bratwurst or munching down
sauerkraut, followed by stein after stein of that heavy German beer. "You should come to
Pittsburgh,” he would add, when he noticed that | wasn't too extitesall right here,
but in Pittsburgh, the girls there, | mean, they're absolutely terrific! They've got girls
there, | tell you, better than anywhere."

I was glad he didn't know that | came from Pittsburgh, myself. There might have
been argumen that would have spoiled his evening.

"In Berlin, Rome, Paris, things are all right," he said, "but not like in Pittsburgh!"

Leroy was a playboy, no doubt, and a person not too keenly aware of the deeper
things. Still, in time | saw in him the very person that Heather had accused me of in her
letter. Oh, | had thought that | was so much better than he was. Later |ti#ietha
Foreign Service must have made the same mistake regarding me that the CIA had made
in hiring him. We were a match in that respect. | wondered if he had realized that.



Ursula Fleischer, from the Internal Security Service in East Germany, haatins
figured him out, as she told me after we met. She had been my contact in the East. She
had told me details about Leroy's personality that I'm sure he wasn't aware of himself. It's
too bad, | had thought at the moment, that she worked for the appioigt Fortunately
for me, | had come under more honorable circumstances than Leroy had. She had told me
that it was his insensitivity towards people's feelings that had caught her attention. She
said that he had behaved as though he was still weari@Aisadge pinned to his shirt.

"l just knew," she said.

Negotiating for Leroy's release had been my first real foreign assignment. | was
eager. Of course, | hadn't expected a mission of great importance. Still, the thought was a
tremendouslexciting one, to be sent alone behind the iron curtain. Nobody knew at this
time that the curtain would soon fall. Nobody even dared to hope. It appeared to be cast
in steel to remain forever.

According to my official careeplan | was to become assstant to the boss some
day soon. He was waiting to be transferred to some consulate in a far off little country.
He had been hoping it would be Spain. In preparation, | had taken Spanish courses for
three years. Top diplomatic positions in exotic plaesoften granted as political favors,
which made him a candidate. In those cases the responsibility for doing all the detailed
work falls on the trained assistants. It was more or less in the same capacity, as an
assistant temporarily assigned to thedd&sul in West Germany, that | was able to
qualify for the assignment to cross the line into the East.

"Man, don't worry; it's an easy mission," my boss had said. "We already have an
agreement. You simply have to arrange for the steps and execateltiage. Nothing
can go wrong, right?"

"Right!" | had agreed.

He had handed me the papers in an envelope. "You'll be leaving tomorrow," he
had said with a handshake.

Excited as | was, | hadn't checked the papers until | was on thetp&next day.
That's where | noticed the designation ‘junior,' added to my title, which was duly noted in
Bonn. | supposed it was customary, but the guy in charge at the embassy didn't like any
assistants meddling in his affairs, especially not a greanAmd on top of it, he hated to
see 'his' embassy involved with the Leroy Anderson affair. He disliked anything
connected with the CIA. He was adamant about it.

The mission that | had looked forward to, and was still proud to have been selected
for, suddenly unfolded like a badly written spy novel. "So they're sending a baby," the
guy in charge remarked acidly after he had given me a good looking over as though the
entire mission depended on the quality of my suit. What gall this man had! | knew he
wasn't the ambassador, but | wasn't quite clear on whether | outranked him, or he me. It



seemed wiser to let him go on until he had enough of it. All | wanted was some
transportation.

"So, you want a car?" he grunted and took a puff on his cigare'thektrain,” he
added, "they don't like shoewffs in the East.”

When he was finished giving his 'advice,' he abruptly walked out of the room. This
ended our chat.

Of course, as a freshman, | had expected to get a shocking introductioneal the r
world. The lesson | learned that day is that some people never grow up. | soon found out
that this happens to countries as well. Naturally it didn't occur to me that I, too, had a
great deal of growing up to do.

| decided not to take the man'sva@. Instead of going by train | leased a sHver
gray Nissan Micra, the smallest car on the road that | felt comfortable enough to give
someone a ride in. | leased it for a whole month. It was cheap enough for that. And so,
with a diplomatic identity stier pasted in the corner of the windshield | set out for East
Berlin, entering the walleth city of a country guarded with machine gun towers, land
mines and trip wires that set off shrapnel throwing machines.

All that I knew about my mission withitiis fortress, were the objective, to get
Leroy Anderson out, and the name of my contact with whom the arrangements were to be
made.

At the ministry in Berlin | was told that my contact person, Ursula Fleischer,
worked in Leipzig, a city some distagaway deep inside the fenaeccountry.
Miraculously, it only took the better part of a day to find this out.

In Leipzig, a city with a long cultural history, life was definitely more relaxed than
in the capital city. | was told that | had come tate. | was told that Ursula Fleischer was
on vacation for a month. It seemed the whole country was on vacation. When |
mentioned the Anderson exchange, only a few people knew anything about it and most of
them didn't care. | should just wait, | was todgheatedly. | argued at great length with the
people at her office, after all those hours of trying to find it, and gaining access to it. |
tried to give them a sense of the importance of the mission, almost pleading with them,
suggesting that someoneelmight handle the case. No, it wasn't possible. Nor would
they give me her home address. That was against the rules. They also assured me with a
'smile' that this wasn't an urgent case. They said | should be patient and wait, or come
back in a month.

As | left the office, an older man came rushing after me. He took me aside, quietly.
"I know how you can locate her, if you're up to it." He spoke in broken English, but
excitedly. He told me that on the outskirts of the city a large-made lake has ba
created, with sandy beaches. "One of its beaches is reserved for people who want to swim
without bathing suits. She often goes there on her days off." The man spoke with a smile.
He described her as though he had seen her there himself.



| shook myhead. This had all the appearance of a trap, perhaps to embarrass the
West.

"Trust me," the man said.

I smiled at him. This was fast becoming a comical situation. Still, | trusted him.
There we stood in the middle of a dimly lit corridor inaartient castle, the air reeking of
floor wax mixed with kerosene that kept the aging linoleum from drying out, and he
speaks of trust. Worst of all, | responded. What inspired this trust? Was it this foreign
place? Trust and diplomacy were opposites erstime scale. Still, the man's eyes
sparkled. His face was bright. He was smiling at the idea, as though he would love to
trade places. He promised something exciting, something beyond diplomacy. Perhaps
that, all by itself, inspired the trust.

| thanked the kind man and told him that | wasn't sure | could follow his advice. |
also wasn't sure whether | might yet do it, regardless. Something didn't add up. This was
a different kind of diplomacy, with a human touch. | knew one thing for certain, that
waiting for a month wasn't my style, nor would Washington be satisfied with this lack of
results.

| parked the Micra on a dirt road at the edge of a field of wheat, far away from the
entrance of the nudist beach. | pretended that | set out fromftherdike across the
country. If someone were to connect my diplomatic mission with the nudist beach, the
conseqguences could be unimaginable. They could spell the end of a career that had barely
begun. Naturally the camp was legal, and certainly the abtepted it. The police had
assured me of that. But how would it be regarded at the home office if a scandal
developed?

The approach | took appeared to be save enough. No one had followed me. No one
was anywhere near to be seen. | was quite alehevalked back along the dirt road
between the wire fence on one side and a field on the other, bathed in the brilliance of the
morning sunshine. | stole past the entrance gate like a bank robber preparing a heist. Still,
no one took notice. | quickly unelssed to merge with the crowd. Now what?

There | sat, stark naked in the sand at the beach, and no one took the least notice of
me. Actually, it was rather nice to feel the wind and the sand. Also, there was a certain
sense of honesty connected wbtking totally naked, an honesty with others and myself.
There was nothing covered up! And surprisingly, no one stared. Maybe the world should
have stared. Ages of tradition had been broken. The clock had been turned back to those
ancient times before thieee of knowledge was invented. The tradition of seeing
categorical differences in people is the result of false education, but it comes to a halt
when the last vestige of artificial identities is shed. There is nothing left to vell,
embellish, twist themagination, or invite hypocrisy! People seemed content to let
humanity be as it is: men, women, children, old people, some delicate and slender, some
robust, some fat, all together in one group. And they were all beautiful in their way,
though not alwaysaording to common perception.



Most people were darkly tanned, with a few among them as white as snow, and
some as pink, as | feared | would soon be. Unquestionably | belonged to the pink
category. Suddenly, | had to laugh. What a hypocrite | wastd'| was at it again,
dividing people into categories. The idea was oddly invalid there.

| stood up and went for a swim, as others did. There was a wide sandy beach at the
lake. The people | met were easy going, friendly. They joked, laughed, and greeted each
other. After my swim | simply stretched myself onto my blanket on the lawmdbéine
beach to dry off.

"Hello, Gertrude!" someone called.

One of the boys next to me sat up. | noticed a girl by the edge of the water; she
waved at him and came over for a chat. She stood in front of him and his friend and me,
naked as sheag. The boys didn't bother getting up. It didn't seem expected. They were
comfortable where they were, and she remained standing. The conversation strayed over
many topics, from university plans to the boy's parents, the weather, and the beach. The
girl sad that she came to the beach often and wished her mother would come, too. "I'm
sure she would love it here."

"Oh, if my mother saw me like this, looking at you," said one of the boys, "l can't
imagine what she would say!" He began to laugh.

"Y our parents would die worrying about what the public and their precious
scholars might think," said the other. "Can you imagine, the gossip, the great Emil
Schwarz and his wife coming here? Can you imagine what this would do to the
University and his illusious career?"

The girl smiled, "it would take all the starch out of it." She burst into laughter
before she had finished the sentence.

"Hey, it isn't fair to joke about that," said the older boy.

"No, what isn't fair is that people cae so smalminded, and cruel, and get away
with it," replied the other.

"And be so religious about it," added the girl.
The boys agreed.

She was a beautiful girl, exciting to look at. After a while she went on her way and
the boys put thir heads down and dozed as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.
To me, it was unbelievable that it had happened at all. It was honest, open, and
unpretentious.



| closed my eyes for a short snooze, comfortable and satisfied, enjoying the sun.
There was something healthy and natural about the way these kids relatedtmibres.

A while later | went swimming again and followed it up with a long walk around
the rest of the beach looking for Ursula Fleischer; someone tall, slenderawith h
"almost red" and breasts not too big, as the man had said. | could see at least a dozen
contenders. Since this was the holiday season, there was quite a crowd at the beach. |
wondered how best to begin my search. | couldn't just ask: "Verzeihent8jesinitl Sie
Ursula Fleischer?"

But what else could | do? There was no official etiquette established for such a
situation. Diplomacy covered only 'starched’ situations, the games where you operate
from known backgrounds and stereotyped behavioempegtithat you have studied in
depth. In a chess game you know exactly how the figures move. But there was no game
played at this beach, or at least not one which rules | understood. So | just sat there and
enjoyed the day, studying the game that wasréinaeg and swam, slept some, walked
around, enjoyed the view. After sunset | got dressed again, rolled up my blanket and
journeyed back to the Micra.

The day's entry in the log read: "Ten hour search at Kolkwitzer See, to locate
Ursula Fleischer. Unsagessful!”

The next day | tried again, with equally little success. By midday | must have
asked at least a dozen girls, from the far end of the beach all the way to the life guard
office, "Verzeihen Sie bitte, sind Sie Ursula Fleischer?"

It wasquite frustrating in a way. Also, | got more than one curious reaction.



Chapter 3 Erica's Flower Garden

Searching for Ursula Fleischer at the beach, with little to go by, may have been
frustrating in terms of the mission, but in real termgasn't a total waste of time. In
fact, it became rather interesting later that day.

One of the women shook her head and said that she was sorry for having to
disappoint me, "l am not Ursula Fleischer,” she said in near perfect English, "though |
wish | was," she added.

"How did you know | speak English?" | asked.
She pointed at the book in my hand.

"My name is Peter," | introduced myself. "I am supposed to meet someone here by
the name of Ursula Fleischer, someone | have never efatel’

"Ah, a blind date, is it?" she asked with a grin.

"No, it is not exactly a date," | replied and paused for a moment. "As a matter of
fact, | am not even sure that she is here. Also, she won't know that | am looking for her."

| wasn't quite sure if what | said made sense. She was a fascinating woman to look
at, which meant that everything else became secondary. There was something wonderful
in the way she smiled. She said something about wanting to help me. She asked me to
describehe person | was looking for.

"Someone tall," | said, "slender, with hair almost red, and breasts not too big." |
explained to her that this was the way the man at the Rathaus had described her.

"The description fits me perfectly," she said, "but it is also quite broad."
"Yes, it fits quite a few other people,” | added.

"Is this your first time here?" she asked while she scanned the shore. "By the way,
my name is Erica,"” she adile'l come here often.”

"I am from Pittsburgh, | came here yesterday for the first time," | replied
mechanically. All this seemed unimportant at the moment. | couldn't help looking at her,
drinking in her warm smile and her graceful, beautiful, fensélape. "l wish you were
Ursula Fleischer," | added, and began to grin now, too.

"You wouldn't say that if your wife was here," she replied, and smiled even more
now, "but | love you for saying it."

"Ah, but how did you know that | am marriéd?asked.



"You told me."
"Me? | never mentioned anything like that.”

"You told me with your eyes. The way you are fascinated by me seems to indicate
that you have been a happily married man for a dozen or more years and have never laid
eyes on another woman for all that time. You're like someone who has been locked up in
prison for a long time, and | am the first person to come your way."

"No, Erica, you are the most beautiful person here, that's why. And yes, | have
been maied for thirteen years. My wife's name is Sylvia."

"Would she be shocked if she saw us here?" she asked.
| nodded silently.
"But why should she be, Peter?"

"l think she would feel dishonored by it," | said, "or cheated. The comtept
marital fidelity is such a convoluted one. It can cause so much pain when it is perceived
to be violated. However, even the best husband is still a human being, with human needs,
like any other man. Forgive me please for being human, for staring.aYgauare right.
You fascinate me. You are a woman. Perhaps | shouldn't be looking at you, but to be
honest, | am deeply affected by your presence. It feels wonderful to look at someone as
beautifully female in every respect, as you are. | hope you'reffeoided."”

She shook her head, "Why don't we sit down? Let's talk for a while. | will tell you
how Kolkwitzer Lake came to be."

"Are you sure?" | asked, "I must warn you, | may not be able to take my eyes off

you.

She replied with a bedang smile. "I am honored by your desire to look at me," she
said.

"Oh?" | said.

"If you were an artist,” she said, "wouldn't | model for you? | would be honored if
you would choose me. You would create a painting that would capture the \amgeess
of me. It would tour all the great galleries of the world, and people would come and be
moved by what they saw. This would honor me. So, why should | feel less honored that
you want to look at me just for being myself?"

| didn't know what to rdp to this. | simply nodded. I invited her to sit down on
my blanket. We were facing each other and smiled. She asked whether | had been to
Sunday School as a child, and if so, if | remembered some of it? She said she



remembered a parable by Christ Jebas had stayed in her mind all these years. The
story was about inheriting a kingdom. The king addressed himself to two groups, one on
his right side, and one to his left. He praised those on the right and said that they would
inherit the kingdom. Then Igave his reasons, addressing those selected. Erica explained
that the king's reasons were profound. "I was hungry, and you gave me meat; | was
thirsty, and you gave me drink; | was a stranger, and you took me in; | was naked, and
you clothed me; | was sicland you visited me; | was in prison, and you came to me."

She asked me if | could remember that story.

| nodded. | replied, that as | recalled the story, the selected people said to the king
that they never did such a thing. "When did we ever saehyngry, or thirsty, naked,
sick, in prison, or as a stranger?"

"Yes," said Erica, "but the king replied that they did these things to him indeed, in
as much as they had done them to the least person in his kingdom. Then he condemned
those others to were not selected, because they had not done so." Erica added that the
story presents a principle, or law, that is rarely recognized, because it goes so totally
against the grain of the world's conventions.

She paused for a moment. "If only moeople would realize that the law is easily
fulfilled," she added, "and how richly rewarding it can be." Then she began to laugh, "All
that | have to do to fulfill the law, is to be myself. Nothing more is required, and look it
makes you so happy and | feelher and more precious at the same time. That's why |
said to you that | am honored. | really am. Something beautiful is going on between us,
don't you agree that this is so?"

I would have dared for a kiss, but then she started to talk aboustbeytof the
lake where the beach was located. She said that the lake was artificially created by
flooding a depleted open pit brovaoal mine. "It has become a resource for the soul
now," she commented.

We talked about many things that afternodqu Ursula Fleischer, my
diplomatic mission, Pittsburgh, my marriage. She said that she was married, too, and that
her husband was away on an out of town assignment. Then we talked about the meaning
of fidelity, and whether our being together at the beaidit be considered a breach of
trust, a loss of fidelity. We decided that it wasn't. She asked me to consider what Sylvia
and | had sworn to each other at our marriage ceremony: "to love, to respect, to honor,
and to support oranother. At least thatighat | and Fritz have sworn to each other," she
added. "So we never swore that we would not look at another man or woman as a sexual
being for the remainder of our life, right? This means that there is room in our marriage
agreements to also fulfill thewdne demand, which is a demand on each one of us to help
meet the human need in whatever form it may exist."

| fully agreed. Her reasoning amazed me. This beach was fast becoming one of the
most exciting, beautiful, and interesting places | had bh&dor a long time. We stayed
till sunset, then I invited her to join me for a dinner fit for the occasion, and to a dance



afterwards. | suggested that this, too, would fulfill a deeply seated human need. She
agreed.

We went to a fine restaurant in the middle of the city, right as we were coming
from the beach. It was daring. This was certainly not customary. | was probably the only
man there without a tie. But we didn't care. More important things ruled th&laayng
ideas was more important than obeying conventions. We talked about many things over
dinner, personal things, and sometimes intimate things. One of the things that had
puzzled me ever since we met at the beach was her accuracy in perceptiorhenoéh s
me that | had been married for a dozen years. "Was it just a lucky guess?" | asked her.

She shook her head and smiled. "You are like someone who lives in a beautiful
garden that has hundreds of types of flowers growing in it, but who is lbgts@me
code of ethics to look at only one single flower, and none other. Of course, living there,
you are aware of the rich profusion in the garden, all the colors and shades of colors, and
the delicate forms that have unfolded in the sunshine. Stilldgoe not to look at them,
because of your commitment to the one single flower. You tell yourself that there is no
need to look further, because, as the old saying goes, once one has seen one flower one
has seen them all. Ah, but out of the corner of yyar you notice that the saying is not
true. So, one day you protest against the code of ethics that had narrowed your vision to
only one single flower. You open your heart to the rich profusion there is all around you.
You kneel down where you stand, aadinire one of those other flowers that you had not
allowed yourself to look at before. Suddenly you find yourself immensely enriched by its
fragrance, its shape, and its hues of color. As a consequence of this experience you stop,
and take it all in, yourihk in that beautiful moment, you store it away as a memory for
all those other days."

She smiled more sweetly now, a smile brighter than the light at noon. "Most men,"
she said, "if they are honest with themselves, get to this point in a dozenSeae take
longer, and some never get there. Those who never get there, are usually blind to life.
They either don't live at all or tend to play cruel games, games that are focused on power,
wealth, prestige, rape, murder, crime. Also, there are some&wsy get married at all,
who may be totally blind to the garden, or who, in the other extreme, are so deeply aware
of it that they can never shut out anything of the beauty of life. So they remain unmarried,
because they can't meet what the conventiensathd. But those are few, and few of
them are truly happy."

She reached across the table at this point and put her hand on mine. "You are one
of those honest married men, who after a dozen years, or so, recognize the paradox that
they have gaen themselves into, who then struggle to resolve it, courageously. It is a
beautiful and exciting experience to be able to witness this awakening in another person,
and to be a part of it, to experience the unfolding appreciation of the beauty of ikfe. Th
is much more rewarding than struggling alone. And, Peter, | am honored that you chose
me to be involved in your awakening."



| don't know what touched me the most about her. Her speech, her tone of voice,
her smile, the way her hair hung saby, the way it complemented her complexion and
the dark yellow of her dress. They all added to the magic of the moment, the kind of
magic that one hopes will never end. But mostly it was what she said that made the
moment special. She had said that giehionored by me sharing my awakening with
her. Wow!

"| feel honored likewise that you have taken the time to be here with me," | said to
her somewhat bewildered. | took hold of her hand, "Yes," | said quietly, "our life should
be like living in a @rden; your life and mine."

"Of course it takes a lot of effort to cultivate a garden," she replied.

"This also means that we can have a great life ahead of us in our individual worlds
if we take care to tend that garden well, provided we aw@keanore fully," | added
with a smile.

Perhaps it was the vase with three small roses on our table that inspired the
analogy.

| said that all of this was like a fairy tale coming true. Except, fairy tales don't exist
in the real world.

"l would like to suggest to you that you've got the world upside down," said Erica
with a smile. "What you call the real world is a world of fairy tales, and they don't come
true, as you have admitted yourself."

| just nodded in agreement.

"Tell me," she said, "if you can figure out an answer, why it is that most married
men dream about having an intimate relationship with other women, and women with
men?"

"The answer is obvious, isn't it?" | replied, "but why don't we accept the oBvious
suppose the reason is that we have become slaves to a mythology that has nothing to do
with reality. We think like slaves. We behave like slaves. We dream of freedom, but we
live like slaves to that mythology."

"Welcome to Disneyland," said EricANVelcome to our fairy tale world, where
nothing is real and never will be." Then she stood up and kissed me right across the table.
"That was real," she added, "it reflects my love for you."



We had soup that evening, Wiener Schnitzel, and latackB-orest cake, the
finest in German tradition, but none of that measured up to the feast for the heart that she
provided with her smiles, with the grandeur of her ideas, and the love of her sharing.

"l find everything extraordinarily beautiful thes happening tonight. Do you feel
the same way?" | asked her.

She nodded. "It is beautiful, yes," she agreed, "but the sad part about it is that this
beautiful happening is perceived to be extraordinary. It shouldn't be that way. It should be
happeaing all the time. It should be commonplace. We have learned to travel to the moon
and back. We have done this in an almost routine fashion, but we haven't yet learned to
freely cross the bridge between two human hearts except on extraordinary occasions.
Also, we find it easier to sit at our radio telescopes and study galaxies that are billions of
light years away, than to look at each other across the barriers we have created between
us. In a sense, we're hypocrites, Peter. We have made all these advances
understanding, even to understand the inner spaces of atomic physics and microbiology,
but we haven't taken a significant step in almost two thousand years towards
understanding the strengths, the beauty, and the needs of our human Soul. In fact, we
hawe become more and more isolated from-anether. Only on extraordinarily rare
occasions, as this one, do we dare to take a tiny step in the right direction, if we dare at
all. This is a paradox that must be resolved, but how is one to do that?"

| shook my head. | had no idea. | had never made these comparisons that she had
so easily presented, and with such clear and simple logic. "You are a genius," | said in
utter amazement. "Where do you get these ideas from? What do you do for a living?
How...."

"I work at the university," she cut me off. "I do advanced research in organic
chemistry for microbiological engineering and bacteriological processing, that sort of
thing. | think this is the most exciting field that is on the move today. It isiagnazhat
one can do by rearranging the long carbon chains of organic molecules. And what is more
amazing, Peter, we can create bacteria that will do this rearranging work for us. This is
more exciting than nuclear physics that | lost interest in some ggaysvhen the
funding was canceled for the necessary labs. My new research is inexpensive compared
to that, and is highly promising. There is even evidence coming to the surface now that
the gasoline in your car had its origin in a bacteriological prabesgoes on naturally
deep inside the Earth. It has been noticed by some of our researchers that several big oll
fields in the world are actually getting bigger, even while the oil is being pumped out.
Also, they have found that the new oil is from arieabiological age than the original
pools. It may well be that oil is a renewable resource, created by bacteria deep inside the
Earth.”

As she spoke | nearly 'melted' away. This didn't seem real. This couldn't happen.
Here | was, an insignificapanior diplomat, sitting across an exquisitely beautiful
woman with two doctoral degrees who is engaged in leading edge research, and this
woman has chosen to take some time out for me! | felt so tiny, so infinitesimally small,
and yet so deeply honoredasked cautiously if she was working at the leading edge of



this rich new frontier. She answered that she was. She said that her favorite field in
organic engineering was more advanced than nuclear physics, although nuclear physics
has also a great potealtfor benefiting all mankind. She pointed out that nuclear power is
the energy resource for mankind's future. "Nuclear physics and its branch of engineering
haven't even begun to be developed,” she added, "but when it takes off, watch out! Here
mankind'senaissance begins."

"Aren't you a bit archaic using the term mankind?" | interjected. "The modern term
is humankind. We are no longer a male oriented society. We are ndtimauve are
human."

Erica just laughed. "Your newspeak is all bacldy&teter. It is an insult to us
women. We are not whuman. We are women. We are part of the species of man. Man
is a generic term than men and women share. Don't deny our birthright please. We are
more than just a human species. We are a spiritual spéties humanity that reflects
the Sublime to some degree. But we are man. We represent the Sublime. We are bigger
than anything, even than whaewave so far discovered of ourselves. Man is an infinite
term. Don't ever shy away from using the term mashkifeter, but use it with it with the
awe and reverence it disserves. Of course, that's a challenge. Take up that challenge.
Regard mankind as an infinite species with infinite resources at its feet, and the power in
itself to develop them. That is whaniieans to be man from the standpoint of a scientist.
Gender is something of lesser importance.”

While talking about these things, and the vast potential of mankind's science, Erica
asked me if | knew that the entire mantle of the Earth is made up of metallic silicates of
magnesium and iron, and that these silicates constitute a body ajrhitghore for two
of the most useful metals known to us. She pointed out that this resource is unimaginably
huge, as it extends right around the Earth in a layer that is 2900 Km thick at any given
place.

| had to admit that | had no awareness of this.

She suggested that with a few advances in nuclear engineering these metals could
be snapped out off their molecular bonds with the silicates and be utilized to develop the
world. "We have riches at our feet that we have never dreamed of," she atldbdhi's
infinite resource of materials, we can easily build anything we can imagine. We can
create fifty story buildings thousands of acres wide, and grow our food indoors in totally
controlled environments, safely, without the use of pesticides th#téimicrobes in the
soil. Soil microbes are crucial to human health, you know. They make our food rich in
minerals and make it nutritious...."

"Wait," | interrupted, "I thought that the research funds for this kind of research
has been cut, togetheith the funding cuts for nucleanergyrelated development
work."



"Of course, they have been cut,” said Erica. This time she didn't smile. "Funding
for this has been cut all over the world, especially in the West, where you live. They want
to stave humanity to death. It's the same old story all over again. They want us to focus
our gaze onto the most primitive energy resources, and onto the most limited mineral
resources for our economy and for our nutrition."

She paused as if she was sharg for an answer. "l see the same narrow kind of
thinking in the field of science, Peter, which | see also restricting the focus of a married
person onto only one single flower amidst the rich profusion of fragrance and color and
delicate shapes that ab@d in the garden of life. | see an enforcement of poverty in both
cases. They want humanity to close its eyes and minds to the infinite riches that lie at its
feet in the physical world. Nuclear fission, all by itself, can power the world with existing
resources for as long as the Earth exists, not to mention nuclear fusion power, which
promises to be two magnitudes greater and more efficient. But we aren't even allowed to
think about that. The people who rule the minds of humanity want to shut down this
notion, and get us to focus on the smallest and the most primitive energy resource, like
windmills."

Erica sighed. "Unfortunately, these people have a great deal of political power to
pursue their destructive demands," she said. "It's become rigkgmotalk about nuclear
power development. They want to steal humanity's future. It is more desirable for them to
rule a poverty stricken world, than to exist in an advanced and developing world in which
they would have no power over society. They neesptead poverty in order to be able
to continue their game of looting the world. Nuclear power would put an end to that chain
of poverty. That's why they aim to shut it down forever. They know that nuclear power is
humanity's future. They just don't wanttashave a future, and most of all, they don't
want the public to know that. Every advance in civilization depends on expanding energy
production. If nuclear energy is fully developed, we have a resource for energy
production that will last us a billion ges. This estimate doesn't even take under
consideration the vastly greater potential that nuclear fusion power opens up."

| just stared at her in disbelief. It was beautiful to see her so intensely excited about
the brightness of a human future tetod like a beacon in the darkness of a-twan
world. She spoke of a world that seemed like a beautiful dream, but which had the
potential of becoming reality if....

"Peter, we stand at the threshold, today, to the brightest future imaginakle," s
interrupted my dreamscape that | had begun to build up in my mind. "This future needs
not to be a dream," she said emphatically, "we have this truly infinite potential within us,
but we refuse it. We have our eyes trained onto poverty. We cling totyowés are
forced to accept it. And what is worse, people are prepared to sacrifice their life for it."

"Are you saying that this is the same type of paradox that limits a person's focus?"
| asked. "Are you saying this is the same kind of paradaxttiet, which puts out of
reach all, but one single flower, in the garden of life, as you had put it?"



"Yes, but is this really true?" she asked. "It seems that a lot of people are not
inclined to play this game as it has been designed. Some becakpbsed rules, Peter.
Sexually, countless people look across the fence and dream. Some people even make that
dream, reality. Most married people do so. Only the dreams for human development are
still rigidly shut down. Those dreams have been killed. &lled@bout conservation
instead of development. We talk about poverty, even recycling garbage, to conserve,
rather than about creating new resources."

"If we can protest socially, we should also be protesting scientifically,” |
suggested.

She ageed with me and smiled, but then she shook her head. "Love is fast
becoming unfashionable, too," she added. "The protests are being ruled out."

She predicted that if this paradoxical trend weren't resolved soon, humanity would
collapse itself into &lew Dark Age, even while it has infinite resources at its feet, with
which to create the brightest future imaginable.

"Nevertheless, this commitment to poverty doesn't take anything away from the
potential that exists," | suggested to her. "This msethat the bright future can be
initiated at any time during the present cycles of collapse."

She smiled again, but shook her head slightly. "No, Peter, this won't likely
happen,” she countered, gently. "Vast economic infrastructures are requlsae:kop
those infinite resources. If civilization collapses into a New Dark Age, which is more
likely than not, these infrastructures will not be built and the existing ones will be
destroyed."

She suggested that this doesn't have to happen, slairgelves, were proof
that a change can be brought about. "We delivered the proof today," said Erica, "that it is
possible to abandon a platform of poverty, and embrace the riches that are literally lying
at our feet. All it took was a grain of love aad honest response.”

| agreed with her, fully.

We went to a different place after our dinner, to a place for dancing. A small band
provided the music. No disco music could be heard there. The mood was romantic, and
guiet enough for corersations. We spoke about different things now.

One of the more urgent topics that came to the forefront as the night wore on, was
related to the problem of parting. The question arose what the next logical step would be,
in the unfolding of our affia

"l should invite you to my home for the night,” said Erica, "or we should go to
your hotel and spend the night there. This would certainly meet one more deeply seated
human need. This would also make our affair complete, but | can't go tHgugr.



can't,"” she added. "The foundation for this next step has not been built. You must forgive
me for having to disappoint you."

"My God, how can you say such a thing?" | replied. "Our getting together has been
a miracle, every last bit of it. i something that shouldn't have been possible at all, but it
happened. It should have stopped right after the first few minutes when we were speaking
to each other, but your love has allowed it to go on. My day has been so rich, Erica, that
if it ends hee, this day remains a miracle. | am not disappointed. Does one need more
than one miracle a day?"

She began to laugh. "I think you will agree, though, that a part of it remains
incomplete,” she replied.

As the sad expression turned into laughdee added. "It must be that way, Peter,
because neither of us is prepared to deal with the consequences, if we allow the next steps
to unfold. The foundation has not been built upon which we can justify to our spouses
what the next logical steps involw&/e would both face agonies that would overshadow
what we have shared. That's why we must stop here. Don't you think we owe that much
consideration to our spouses, and to each other? We cannot force our spouses to accept,
what they are not able to compesidl. It would devastate my husband. His name is Fritz.

He is a proud, selfish, and possessive man."

"We will hold back for his sake," | answered, "but | can't see Sylvia in this light. |
think, if | were to explain the principle of being honest vatteself, which brought us
together, and the imperative of that principle in the context of your flower garden
metaphor, | believe Sylvia would understand the logic involved, and its logical
conclusion. It maybe difficult, but | believe she would see oingomgether as a
response to this principle of being honest with oneself, rather than as an act of dishonesty
towards her. | think | can trust her to reach up that high in perception, even when others
might not."

"You really mean this, or are jusaygng this because it's hypothetical anyway,"
she interrupted me surprised.

"Maybe, it being hypothetical takes the pressure off," | answered quietly. "Still, |
honestly think | might dishonor her more by assuming that she is incapable of thi$ kind o
principle-oriented perception. Look, Erica, even | can understand the principle behind
your metaphor, and I'm not a great genius by any means."

"In this case, we are responding to two different situations. As for me, this has
something to do with accepting responsibility,” she replied. "Do you know what my
definition for responsibility is?" she asked. "Taking responsibility means: To bless a
and to injure none. | cannot cause injury to Fritz, even if this means that | have to stand
before the Lord and confess that | could not fully comply with the divine demand to meet
the human need of my fellow man."

"I think you are speaking for eptoo," | answered. "I never had to think about
taking responsibility for such a thing, because it had never been required of me. Forgive



me, because | have only considered Sylvia in this equation, and not its impact on your
husband, Fritz. | had beentfsul all my life to the boundaries that the narrow focus had
imposed, according to our social codes. But now that the flower garden opens up a new
territory for us, new responsibilities come to light with the new territory. We have to be
careful not to tead on anything in the garden. This means that the Lord will have to
pardon us both for not being able to achieve the ultimate,” | suggested.

"No, a pardon won't be possible," she said, sadly. "Someone told me, 'Divine Love
never pardons our sins urthey are corrected.' This means, there will be no reprieve
until the work is complete. And so it should be, because we cannot benefit from the
riches that we do not create. The simple fact is, Peter, we won't experience the riches that
these final stepsight have brought into our lives. We will never be able to experience
the wonders of these steps unfolding, until they actually unfold, and our love becomes
complete. Only then will the last of the human needs be met and the task of love become
fulfilled. But until that is possible we have a long road still to travel, discoveries to make,
complexities to understand, infrastructures to build. Of course, when we finally take the
last step, it won't be anything extraordinary, but will then be just anothatifu
expression of our humanity."

"Perhaps this will happen some day," | suggested.

"But it has not happened, yet," she said. "We are not ready for this new land. We
can't survive there until we are ready. This is why we must draw a limefgrwhy we
must close the gate as it were, beyond which we cannot go. This means that the single
flower in our garden still controls the dimensions of our existence. This also means to me
that the goal of freedom has not yet been won, though it musbieTle point is, Peter,
that the freedom that we must seek, must be won on a responsible basis. Freedom must
never be destructive, but be enriching; it must never be imposing, but be uplifting; it must
never be irresponsible, but be a blessing to all."

"You are asking a lot, Erica," | said quietly. Deep down inside, | knew that she was
right.

"No, to the contrary, Peter, | am not asking for much. This is the most minimal
request that | must make. Anything less than this won't do. There canfleedom
without responsibility. Each increment of freedom that we allow ourselves to experience
requires more than its equivalent in taking responsibility, and in scientifically
understanding the truth on which that freedom rests. It has to be thaMeaye not in a
war where freedom must be won by the sword. We are in love where freedom must be
won by our scientific understanding of the truth of our humanity. This understanding
needs yet to be developed.”

| wanted to shake my head, but who w&s argue. She was the scientist. Who
was | compared to that? | was like somebody who had just been shaken out of a long
sleep, still drowsy from the night. Nevertheless, | also realized that | was a human being
with the same scientific capacity that slaelhas a human being.



"Let me illustrate the point,” she said patiently. "For many years there had been no
speed limit on the autobahn. The drivers had total freedom, but they lacked responsibility.
Speeds of 200 Km/hr, and greater, were observedorahine, sometimes even in fog.

Many times 50 to 80 cars would pile into each other when an accident occurred. This
freedom to embrace insanity, had to be curtailed to protect the public. Limits had to be
imposed, because people hadn't cared enouglt aheanother to act responsibly. Now,
the autobahn is safer. It is rare now, that more than ten cars pile into each other."

With this said, she expanded the illustration into all kinds of areas where people
claimed more and more freedoms withow tightest care about the consequences. She
spoke of children becoming engaged in violence against each other, as they see it acted
out on TV, even to the point of committing murder. She further expanded the scope,
speaking of wars being rushed into fatipical goals, without the slightest thought by
anyone about the dimension of human suffering. She expanded the scope even further
than that, speaking about the world's financial games of speculative profiteering, without
anyone having the slightest reddor who foots the bill for the profits that are demanded.
She was adamant that the shuffling of paper, from one hand to another, doesn't produce
anything tangible in real terms that could be counted as profit, which means that the
profits that are takemre actually stolen. She was also adamant that the real economy, the
physical economy that alone produces things that profit society in real terms, is being
collapsed by this process of irresponsibility, by which the investment funds are channeled
into the dream world of financial profiteering. The end result is that the societies suffer,
which tolerate such insanity. She said, "It is irresponsible for people to steal froem one
another and from the industries that support society. But people do it tothéhpod
these industries are being collapsed thereby."

Of course she blamed America for this utter irresponsibility and insanity. But the
worst example, she said, was the depopulation game that the old British Empire, and its
modern stooges arouniget world, were pushing on humanity. "They want to cut the
world population back to the two billion mark, or less. They want to rid the world of four
thousand million people,” she said, "by which, they say the Earth is overpopulated. And
you better believéhat they've got plans for carrying out whatever their policies call for."
She said that the principle of taking responsibility goes very deep, and should not be
thrown out of the window for any reason.

Once Erica got going she spoke like a crus#ugrfinally caught up with a patient
listener, someone who understood her, who didn't disagree. And, how could | disagree?
She was right on every point. The most despicable act of irresponsibility that | have ever
recognized is humanity's own lack of taggiresponsibility for its continued existence, in
the face of the most terrible attacks against it, such as the threat of a nuclear war,
economic disintegration, and those calls for depopulation. | told Erica that | totally agreed
with her. "It's ironic tlat nobody gives a damn while humanity is facing what may be the
greatest crisis in its history, even as all these threats are coming together," | said to her.

"You mean things can still get worse?" she answered perplexed.



I nodded my head. "Evgthing that our existence depends on is falling apart. It
doesn't take a genius to figure out what the end result will be."

| told her that | was quite aware of the need for living responsibly. "I just hadn't
seen it in the social context,” | addé8omeone like you had to draw these realms
together for me."

| paused and smiled at her. For what seemed like a long time, | searched for how |
might continue this train of thought. "I mean to tell you that | agree with you totally,” |
said in a seous tone of voice. "Fritz will not be hurt by us. However, does this not
conflict with the still greater responsibility that we all have for being honest with
ourselves? This kind of responsibility imposes no limits, but imposes the demand to
overcome allimits. Therefore, there should be no limits between us. Do you agree?"

She blushed in response, searched for words. "This takes time," she said quietly.
"What you suggest is correct, but it also makes a very strong demand on Fritz that he
grow up.Of course, this is ultimately his responsibility. Still, my task is to help him.

Taking responsibility means that we find a way by which we will all end up richer. Fritz

is not a rich man when it comes to love. If he saw us together, as we are now, dhe woul
explode with anger. | am like a trophy to him that he owns, a specimen of his private zoo.
He proudly shows me off to his friends, as though he was saying, see what | bagged in
the hunt! He treats himself like a trophy, too. His status is a trophy taH@rbrags to

people about where he was able to go on vacation, with his higher salary, and mine added
to it, to places that most people can only dream about. That's not love, Peter. It deepens
the separation. | wish | could get him to understand th&ndst hate vacations, because

of that. But you are not like that. You must have been all over the world, and done many
great things, but you said nothing. You probably have a beautiful house and a beautiful
wife, and a job that many would envy you for, pat said not a word that would make

me feel small. That's love, Peter. At least | think that's what love is."

| blushed, but deep inside | had to agree with her. | felt proud of myself that |
could agree with her on that. | also was ashamed of fripsell wasn't more nicely
dressed. Being touched by her love had made me more proud of myself. This had raised
the standard. | was ashamed to meet her so shabbily dressed. | should have worn a
spiffier shirt, rather than the raggedy drsksgt that | waoe, which had a stained color.
The stain hadn't bothered me before. Now it did. It wasn't that | would have loved to
impress her. It was more that | wanted to honor her for the pride she had inspired in me
for taking time out of her life to talk with meh& had made me more proud of myself,
which had set a new standard for me, against which | would judge myself from this time
on, and | couldn't live up to that new standard. | wanted to honor her properly for her
love, but couldn't in my ragged beaclothes. | had to find another way.

"What makes us so special as human beings," | said her a while later, when we
danced once again, "is our ability to do all these things that we have talked about. We
have the power to take daring steps, and we haveothiergo draw a line when we can
go no further. We can go to the moon, and we can also dare to reach out a hand across the
table. We have the ability to test all limits, even those we draw as a line in the sand. We



can, and we will, redraw those lines wteehigher perception unfolds. We are not

computers that derive at predictable results. | see us human beings as explorers, Erica.
We grow with the discoveries we make. We have the power to look at the world with as
wide a vision as we dare, and enrich aved and our world by it, and enrich ene

another. We can also be so sensitive at the same time that not a blade of grass be harmed
as we forge ahead."

| added that these qualities are some of the many fine qualities that make us special
as human bes, especially her. "You are exceedingly precious to me, because of that," |
said. "Did you know that? Humanity is a miracle, Erica, and you and | are a part of that
miracle. With wonderful people like you around, | think we are beginning to become
aware 6the miracle that we truly are. At least | am. Being touched by your kindness and
openness creates a wonderful feeling. Have you ever felt such a feeling as when the
whole sky becomes pink? If you have, won't you agree?"

She said that she didn't agrfully, because so little of our human capacity is
actually being utilized. She confessed that the entire day had been a profound experiment
for her from the moment we met. She said that she had never before allowed herself to
test the waters, as | hadtpt, of this wider vision. It was a mixture of daring and of
taking responsibility, a daring to push back the limits to freedom, and a taking
responsibility to cause no harm to anyone. So, in a way, she said, she did agree with me.

We left the dane floor happy and satisfied. The sadness for having to part soon,
without ever seeing each other again, had vanished. Also, as | had suggested that we
human beings could, she did redraw the line in the sand. She allowed me to drive her
home.

Earliershe had insisted that she would go home by streetcar, as she was used to.
She had felt that | shouldn't know where she lived. She had said that the temptation
would be too great for me to restart our affair the next day, and that we then might go
beyond tle line that we agreed should not be crossed. But all this changed. Our dancing
had changed things. It had become possible for her to accept my offer to drive her home.

It felt strange having another woman in the car bedside me in the dark of night,
coming from a dance. It also felt strangely exciting. For a moment | wished | had rented a
more respectable car instead of the smallest thing on four wheels that | could find.

"Was your day satisfactory?" | asked cautiously. This was meant as sialiver
draw the focus away from this obviously too primitive form of transport for such an
occasion.

Her answer startled me. "Are you asking me as a researcher, or as a woman?"

"A researcher of what?" | heard myself say in this moment of sanfu

"A researcher of love," she replied. She explained, as though it was an excuse, that
love is the most essential force in the Universe.



Here | was startled again. She didn't say it was the most powerful force, or the
most enriching force. She called it the most essential force. What made it that?

"What do you mean?" | asked cautiously. "Why is it essential?"

"It's actualy more than essential,” she said with a smile. "It's absolutely essential.
It took me a long time to realize that." She said that she started out studying nuclear
physics, because she wanted to help build a rich future for us all, which she said, won't be
possible without nuclear power. Later, when nuclear research became virtually
eliminated, she said that she realized that humanity needs richer food resources almost
more urgently than it needs nuclear power, since our foods had become nutritionally
hollow. This prompted her to make the tremendous shift from nuclear physics to
microbiology. Then, while working in this arena, she said that she realized one day that
there is something still more fundamental to our civilization and to human life. "This,"
she sid, "is love."

She paused, and looked at me to judge my reactions. "I have begun to research
love," she added most earnestly. "Nothing is more crucial to human life. Our civilization,
as primitive as it still is, and riddled with turmoil, would madst without love, and as a
consequence, neither would we. At least not many of us would be living."

"You are serious about that," | said astonished. | couldn't argue her point. It struck
me that she could be right about this, too. The apartmeldirms that lined the street,
the street lantern at the corner, the stores that faced the sidewalk, the pub on the other
side of the street, all were manifests of people working together in some fashion to enrich
oneanother's life. The driving force wakearly an element of love, though it is barely
ever defined as such. Perhaps she was correct in calling it that. | asked her about it.

"Actually, Peter, | have taken it deeper than that,” was her answer. "At the absolute
level | recognize love to beefundamental standard, to be God's standard, if you will
accept that. God is Love. If you take away love, there is very little left that defines our
humanity. | am concerned that if love dies in the human heart, civilization disintegrates,
and most of uslie with it. That is why | must research love more than anything else, and
yes, in this respect, this day has been a grand day."

She smiled at me while she waited for a reaction.

| pondered what she said. "God's standard is Love!" What dicheha by that?
Eventually | nodded.

"It has also been a grand day for me as a woman," she added moments later, as in
response to my uncertainty. "But that is not so important,” she said, "even though the two
aspects go hand in hand."”

"Why would you say that?" | asked.



"l think, Peter, love is more important at the universal level than at the personal
level," said Erica. "If love unfolds at the universal level it pervades all, including our
personal lives."

"I can see that, Erica."

"Can you really, Peter? Take AIDS, for instance. AIDS would not exist if the kind
of research that | am doing had been done sooner, and by the global society."

"AIDS?" | replied. | stopped the car. "You are not talking about yourself?" | asked.

"No, Peter! It's not that." She began to laugh momentarily at my reaction. "AIDS is
the outcome of artificially created poverty. They wanted to destroy the population of
Africa to a large degree. So they did...."

"Who did what?" | interrupted.

"Your people did that, your own government, Peter. They created the conditions
for the kind of poverty that virtually assured a biological holocaust. They are not stupid,
you know. The interrelationship between poverty and the potential for a balogic
holocaust is well understood. Poverty is the most potent mass killer there is. AIDS is your
people's creation, Peter, by means of policy. Your government may not have financed
biological labs to create the AIDS virus, as some people insist. Theyltade'to do
that. They did it by policy, gradually, step by step. On the other, loaedmustn't forget
that the whole world stood idly by and did nothing while the holocaust was set up and
finally unfolded on schedule. Nobody gave a damn, as if love weedyl dead in the
human heart."

| shook my head. "How did you come to know all that? You couldn't possibly have
had access to US National Security Memorandum 200 that had laid the groundwork for
what you just described. Are your secret service shatsgood?"

Almost before | had those words spoken, she put her hand over my mouth. "Do
you want to have a beer?" she asked.

| nodded, since | couldn't speak. She was right. If my car was bugged, this could
mean trouble. As she withdrew her Hanautiously, | started the car up to go back to the
pub | had seen earlier, the one at the corner across the street. | made no more attempts at
speaking, except to ask if they still made that famous malt beer that | had heard so much
about from an exGl who had served in Germany after the war.

The pub was mostly dark, noisy, with a few still darker corners where we could be
more private.

"What was your reaction in the car about?" | asked, as we sat down facing each
other.



"Your car migh have been wired by our state security people. It is routinely done
when diplomatic visitors arrive. | didn't want you to get into trouble revealing your
national security secrets."

"You mean you didn't know about NSSM200? The way you were talkiogtdhe
development of AIDS, you spoke with such confidence? How else could you have
known?"

"I have seen the results, Peter. You were merely confirming that my extrapolation
was correct."”

"You were more on the mark than you may realize. @hument, that | won't
mention again, calls for policies of depopulation, targeting Africa and other third world
nations. It calls for controlled depopulation for the purpose of conserving the natural
resources of these countries. These people were sebekilled by policy so that they
won't use up the natural resources of their own countries, which the USA might require
for itself in the future. That is what the document states, in essence. It doesn't say it
directly, but it spells it out clearly enghi across a hundreédienty pages.”

"Oh my God! You saw this spelled out in black and white?" she replied, putting
her hands over her face. "Couldn't you have...?"

"No," l interrupted her. "I didn't know anything about this document until recently,
when it became declassified. It's part of history now. Only a few people knew of its
existence at the time it became the centerpiece of our foreign policy fronod975
Unfortunately, the document is very real. It's not an imaginary document ofgp07
fantasy tale. | saw the document."

"You are telling me that it became the official policy of the most powerful country
on the planet, to setup conditions foe tilepopulation of an entire continent for imperial
reasons? That's monstrous."

She buried her face again in her hands.

"l told you about the document, because | thought you already knew and
understood the reason why these things happened thiheyahappened. It seemed right
to tell you, because of your research in biology."

She didn't reply anything for a long time. When her hands came down, | saw her
smile again. "Thank you my friend," she said quietly, "I am honored by your courage,
and the risk you have taken to reveal a secret that was not known to me. It will remain
safe with me."

| reached out my hands. "It was for your research, Erica. | also know that | have
risked nothing. | know you won't abuse the information. Besidémdywould believe
you anyway. | can barely believe it myself that human beings can stoop so low, but | saw
the evidence with my own eyes."



"I have seen the evidence, too, in Kenya and Tanzania," she added quietly. "l have
also seen a different kiraf evidence today, tonight. | have seen evidence of an unfolding
love. That evidence is more important. It pertains to our future."



Chapter 4 A Dream About Love.

"The past cannot be altered, but the future can be determined," said Ericas "This
the reason why | have taken up the research of love."

"Really?" | asked. "Or was a part of the reason the potential it holds for wonderful
things to happen? Maybe | should take up the study myself."

"l would have recommended that you doyolu hadn't started that research
already," she answered, and laughed. "Once you have started, you cannot break away
from it; and believe me, you really have started, possibly for that reason. | took up the
study of love for a different reason. An incidéaippened some months ago, which
literally forced me into it. It wasn't the kind of incident you might suspect. Peter, | came
close to being raped.”

| shook my head in disbelief. It took a long time to absorb that shock. "l am
terribly sorry," | saidquietly when the shock wore off. "There shouldn't be men like that."

Erica agreed. "But don't be sorry for me," she added. "l am not sorry that it
happened. It was an eppener for me."

She told me that she was on her way home, walking frenmiathematics
building to the streetcastop. It was late. It was dark. She said that she suddenly realized
that there was someone behind her. She turned around. It was a man. She walked faster.
So did he. She told me that as he was about to pass, edtaér, and held her mouth
shut from behind. He said he needed her. He pushed her towards a doorway. Once inside
the building, he told her not to make a sound, then slowly pulled his hand away from her
face. She said that he turned her around, towardsinhield her tight. She said she felt
like screaming, but was too scared. "Then, as if someone spoke to me," she added, "the
idea came: Don't struggle. Don't resist. If he wants sex, give it to him. That way you
won't get hurt." So, instead of waiting fioim to force the issue, | kissed the man quickly.
It wasn't easy to do that. Still, | even allowed him to kiss me back. | was resigned to let it
happen for as long as he needed it. But it only lasted for a few seconds, then the man
exploded into his pantdloments later he sighed and apologized.”

Erica said that he apologized profusely, saying again and again that he didn't know
what had come over him. She said that he even asked her for a date at the end, in a very
quiet tone of voice. She said sinened him down, of course. She told him that
friendships couldn't be established by force, but by kindness and by enriching one
another's life. She told him that he looked like an intelligent person, and that he therefore
should be able to establish a peo relationship with someone. She said that she told him
that he didn't need her. She paused, and looked at me with a sad expression. "He replied
to me, 'l know, | know, but | find all the doors closed. For people on the outside, life is
difficult, lonely, and often desperate. You don't know how lucky you married folks are, to
have someone to be with.™



Erica told me that she felt sorry for the man afterwards, when she was in the
streetcar, and that she felt also sorry for her that she hadn't geverah a chance to
have a date with her. She said, "emotionally, he was like a beggar who hadn't eaten for a
month, who needed something, anything, even if it was just a kiss."

"You felt compassion for the man who attacked you," | said quietly,'sthat
remarkable, Erica. Not many people would be able to do that. He tried to force himself on
you to commit rape. | know only one person in the world who would feel sorry for such a
man, with an honest compassion, and that's you. It shows what a rempekable you
really are."

"Thanks for the flattery, Peter,"” she said and smiled. "To me, that incident tells me
what a rotten society we have become. What a world have we created in which such
beggars are commonplace among such riches as we holdeivas? The man spoke of
closed doors, Peter, and he said please, and | answered him with a harsh, no! Why
couldn't | respond to his need, and say yes?"

She asked me what it would have cost her to give the man a date in a public place,
for a chat, fo a kiss, or even a date at the beach. "It would have cost me nothing," she
said. "In fact | would have gained a little sedspect, by being able to help someone in
need."

She told me that if a student had asked her for a date to discuss migigbiolo
engineering, she would have gladly helped. But the man had asked for so much less and
needed help badly. "What a person am I that | closed the door in the man's face, as
probably everyone else had done before me? Was he not a human being? That's when |
began my research of Love, Peter. That's what prompted it."

"But you couldn't have responded to the man's need, being a married woman," |
said to her. "If anyone had seen you kissing, all hell might have broken loose between
you and your husband. @tis probably why you couldn't respond as you now feel you
should have. | also would venture to guess that you never had a boyfriend, much less a
close boyfriend for all the years since you were married."

"Of course not," she replied. "That's not gibe. Obviously, neither did you ever
have a girl friend, much less one that you could be closectose enough for sex. That's
plain to see. But why haven't you, Peter? What crime have you committed that you may
never in your entire life be permitteéal call another woman a friend, and have a close
association with that woman, meeting also each other's sexual needs, as would be natural
for human beings? You people in the West cry like hell about the Iron Curtain that
divides the East and West, and be# me we do this too, while each of us impose a
much more impregnable division against-@m®ther in our private worlds. We impose a
division in our own life that goes deeper and is wider than all the political and religious
divisions. For this we trasbur humanity and our civilization, without batting an eye. In
fact, we do it in the name of love. We are a bunch of hypocrites, really. Are we not?"



"Have you ever hoped," | asked her, "that it was possible for you to have a man, or
several men, asevy close friends that you might go out with once in a while to the
movies, or for a dinner, or for a chat and a dance, someone to share your innermost
thoughts with, even a smile with a kiss and a sexual embrace?"

"You must be dreaming," she saidddmegan to grin. "You obviously had similar
dreams. This too, is plain to see, but is the grass really greener on the opposite side of the
fence?"

"That's an invalid question,” | interrupted her. "As a scientist studying love, you
should have asked, do we love arether more as human beings by creating an
institution that radically prevents us from loving esreother on a wider scale? Does th
separation and isolation that we practice make us richer as a society, or does it make us
very much poorer? Do we even know how to love unconditionally and universally? |
would say that we don't. Yes, Erica, | have been dreaming such dreams as you sugges
would love to have a few girl friends. | have far too few friends as it is, except on a
superficial basis. The only basis on which those dreams could ever be fulfilled, would be
on a basis of concealing, hiding, scheming, and plain lying taanothe. | haven't
succumbed to that yet, and never will, Erica. Still, the tragedy cannot be ignored that we
call this tragedy, which we have created, civilized living. And it is a tragedy. The man
that you spoke of, who was desperate enough that he neadiyy@pewvas caught up in
this tragedy. But whose was the more honest reaction, his or yours?"

"You cannot quantify dishonesty," said Erica. "Dishonesty is absolute. We are all
champions of it. | would have loved to give that man a chance to turifehésdund, but
| didn't respond to that love. You did the same thing for most of your life in a different
manner. You would have loved to have a close, intelligent association with a few women
in your life, the very thing that | have accused that mawomondt being able to establish.
We all have the same need, so it seems. We merely respond differently in our individual
dishonesty. He tried to rape me; you tried to rape yourself; and | saw the man's need and
didn't respond, as | wanted to. Which of thésee would you say is worse?"

"l think we should form a club,” | said to her, and began to laugh. "But what shall
we call it? We can't call it the Flat Earth Society. That name has already been taken,
though it would fit. I'm also certain that tlakib would have a wider membership today,
under this parameter, than the original Flat Earth Society had in the past.”

"Indeed it would," said Erica and began to grin. "That membership would include
every man who dreams about honest, close, anliigetd associations with women, and
women with men, the kind that we are not allowed to have. But who really prevents us
from fulfilling our hopes, except ourselves? No one, | think. Still, we do it, Peter, and so
we built more and more iron curtains. Heilly of us! Except, is this process of isolating
and dividing ourselves from oraother just silly, or is it infinitely tragic? Tell me Peter,
will you ever be able to quit your membership in that club, and build for you an honest
and close friendshigetationship with other women?"



I just shook my head. "I don't know Erica," | replied in an uncertain tone. "I may
die dreaming that dream, trying to find a solution for it, without ever finding one. Of
course, | am also a hypocrite, as you said Waral If | ever had an honest to goodness
real girlfriend with a close, even intimate relationship, |1 wouldn't know what to do. | have
so little time left after work as it is, which | owe to my family."

"Thus, love becomes a duty for us all, doe$P'tsaid Erica. "But don't we have a
paradox here? Love and duty negate each other. If you think in terms of duty, love is
already put out of your sight. Also why does everything have to be quantified? Do you
have any idea of how little time it takesléwe a person? | fell in love once with a man in
less than a minute. This minute gave me a fuzzy warm feeling that lasted for days. It
brightened my life. Whenever we spoke afterwards, this fuzzy feeling was renewed. |
think we were both affected that waye were both in a tizzy."

"But it did stop, | take it. Didn't it, Erica?"
Erica nodded silently.

"That's what | am afraid would inevitably happen in my case too," | said. "The
truth is, | don't have the financial resources for a famtasiolvement with another
person, like dinners, movies, theaters. | barely have enough left to take my own family to
the movies, not to mention dinners and theaters. A junior diplomat is a gopher. That puts
me at the lowest rank on the pay scale. I'miéfiEzica, love as we have defined it, will
likely always remain a dream for this very reason, even if it might magically become a
possibility."

"And that is why it remains a dream," she interrupted me. "But why do you have to
guantify everything?" shalmost scolded me. "How much does it cost, Peter, to share a
cup of coffee? And who says that you have to foot the bill? What about sharing the cost?
What about accepting a gift, if another is better provided for, financially, than you are? In
my love afair with that man, | paid for the coffee. | always did. | was the big income
earner. It was natural to do that. Apart from that, it simply wasn't important who paid the
bill. And what about going for walks? That costs absolutely nothing at all. Or whatt ab
spending an hour at the beach? That's what we did now and then. We were close enough
to oneanother that this was enough. This wonderful relationship lasted for almost two
years. It wouldn't have ended if he hadn't been sent to the other end of lthavdodied
there in one of those wars our country got dragged into, to support. Of course, this was in
the days before Fritz came along. Nothing of that sort would be possible anymore."

"But suppose it were possible, Erica. Wouldn't it enrich yoairiage?" | said
quietly. "If only obligation and duty rules, which take the place of love, as you say,
wouldn't your rediscovery of love outside of your marriage bring a new light and life into
it, by flooding it with a new sense of love that apparentlgds to be always renewed?"

Erica nodded and grinned. "You got me on this one," she said. "You are totally
right. We do the absolute worst to ourselves. We prevent love by all possible means. And
then we are glum, because life isn't as bright anym®ieonce was. Of course we blame



each other for it in our marriage, and so we should, because we both play this game that
has isolated us from the universal principle of Love. It should be embraced, rather than be
diminished. Our marriages should be Yaiat with love, instead of being glum and filled

with want, tensions, expectations, fears, jealousy, frustrations, to the point that most of
them fall apart. We seem to be doing better politically, in spite of our tens of thousands of
nuclear bombs and ourany wars, and threats, and laggale looting."

I nodded. "Considering what we do to each other in our private world, it's probably
amazing that we haven't blown up the world yet, militarily. However, don't hold your
breath, this may yet happen Said. "But what about you? How do you deal with that?

You are an intelligent person. You live in a world that seems to be more open than ours.
Are you able to follow your own advice?"

Erica just laughed. "We are more open to the truth, politicallihis country, than
you are in the West. Our system is so rotten that its stench cannot be concealed anymore
with brainwashing tricks. But socially, Peter, we share a common mythology with you
that started long before the East/West division began.ddegter mythology was born in
distant ages and probably for much more sinister purposes. It has kept us divided against
oneanother ever since, and was probably meant to do that. The tragedy is that we are not
even allowed to talk about the paradox thatisaolation and division represents. That's
already deemed treason. We shouldn't even be talking tarmtker, you and I, as two
unrelated married persons of the opposite sex. That is why studying love is so difficult,
Peter. It's easier to study nucl@tuysics. Everybody respects me for that. Nuclear
physics is good for society. Bridging social isolation and sexual division, that's bad,
unless it is a part of the officially sanctioned game that gets us isolated more deeply than
any other form of divisiothat we've come up with. And it's all done in the name of
Love."

She explained that nuclear physics is an important field of research for society, and
so is microbiology, but she added that Love is the one field that makes us most human,
which shold therefore be deemed far more important. "What do all these other fields
matter, if we can't treat each other like human beings, with respect and loving, and
compassion? Why would we have industries if it wasn't for the purpose of enriching one
another?'She paused, and looked at me as if she was about to say something that may
sound silly. "I realize now before my research in physics and biology can have any
meaning to me," she said, "l must first research how to become a human being."

"I rememberma lesson from my Sunday school days," | replied to Erica, "a parable,
actually.” A man had entered a temple to offer gifts for atonement, but the priest asked
him if he had a brother in need of reconciliation. Since the man answered affirmatively,
the priest told him to take his gift and reconcile with his brother first. Afterwards he
could come and present gifts, for only then would the gift be acceptable. "Maybe you are
following that advice," | said to Erica. "Are you?"

She nodded. "But what aboygdurself?" she asked.



"Maybe | am at the stage at which the man stares at the priest in amazement,
asking, ‘what did you just say?™ | told her that | realized that there is a whole world out
there that needs to be uplifted, but | also told herltbiatply didn't know how to begin.

"That is why we go to peace marches and protest the stupid policies of governments that
lead to war, so that we can blame someone for our own failure. That makes us feel good.
| think the parable relates to that. | see phiest in the parable say to the peaxchers,

'go home and don't come back until you can come with peace in your heart.' And he
would be right in saying this, Erica. We go to peace marches, but privately we treat each
other like enemies, except forrse narrowly defined circumstances. | think we don't

know what Love is, because we don't allow ourselves to experience it. We raise barriers
upon barriers, obediently as we have been told to do, and for reasons we have long
forgotten, or never understoodthme first place. My point is that the way we treat each

other makes no sense. Why can't we treat each other as human beings with respect,
generosity, and loving?

"So you agree that Love is the most important subject we can study?" Erica
answered. "believe, all the rest that we do gains its value from that."

| agreed. "But now | must give you an exam question," | added. "If your previous
rape incident happened today, how would you respond to it?"

"No, Peter, you tell me," she repliedt & similar thing happened to you, how
would you react?"

| said that would be like a blind leading the blind. | said that | would allow a date,
but that would be to explore together of how to open those doors that are closed, and how
to do it in a maner by which everyone becomes uplifted and enriched.

"That would be quite an experience," said Erica.

"I think this is a terribly hard thing to do," | said. "That may be the reason why we
have not achieved anything along this line in five gaond years. I'm afraid that | would
probably end up to be the learner in this case, which really isn't all that hypothetical,” |
suggested and laughed.

"You would probably have the kind of conversation that we are having right now,
Peter."

"I should be so lucky," | replied, "but that's unlikely to happen.”

"How do you know that, Peter? We can't know that. You can never know what
will happen in such a situation, unless you close the door on it as | had done, and say, no!
That's what | didda myself. | closed the door to myself. But if it happened again, | think |
would be wiser, this time. | really owe this to myself."

"So, how would you respond today, Erica?" | interjected. "Take this as a scientific
guestion. How would a pioneer resml, who is exploring and studying Love?"



"You are asking a tough question," she said and began to smile. "You may be
asking the impossible. If one is exploring Love, then one is exploring the future, and in
exploring the future the conventional yardsticks no longer apply for points oémeeerlf
one is exploring the future the only points of reference that apply are those rooted in
aspects of Principle that scientific thinking brings to light. Here the marriage boundary no
longer applies. Christ Jesus said this rather plainly. The sdxigibn of society, and its
isolation from one another along this line, doesn't apply anymore either. But it doesn't
stop there, does it? Even the age barrier can no longer be supported on the platform of
Principle. People are just as deeply divided by agwadays, than they are divided by
sex. To answer your question as to how | would respond today to the man asking for a
date, | would answer him with a yes, without hesitation. | would invite him to a place
where we could talk and explore together thigima of the age barrier with a focus on
sex. What would come out of this exploration would likely widen his horizon five fold, in
addition to putting the marriage boundary out of the way."

"By invalidating the age barrier for sex, wouldn't you bpasing children to
abuse?" | interjected. "Isn't sex with children already allowed or even promoted in
Judaism, with tragic consequences? | believe the practice is based on the assumption that
children under a certain age have not yet developed a coriceapt, @and that it is
therefore OK for adults to have sex with them, to abuse them. This opens up dangerous
territory for social interaction."”

"The danger is intentional, Peter," said Erica. "You are standing at the portal of
another trap here that essentially the same trap in a different color. Religions are easily
perverted into instruments for creating social division and isolation in the service of the
goals of empire. Don't fall into this trap. Sex with children doesn't define the face of
Judasm anymore than the bestial Spanish Inquisition, or the murderous medieval
Crusades, define the face of Christianity. The Golden Renaissance presents a much
clearer image of the substance of Christianity. In like measure did the Yiddish
Renaissance in Eope present a clearer image of the substance of Judaism,, in taet
light of an unfolding renaissance the religious division and isolation drifts deep into the
background and falls away. That is what Hitler had feared as an obstacle to his fascist
empre. He persecuted the Jews as a means to eliminate their renaissance potential. That's
the game of empire. This is how empire defends itself by the destroying the humanist
cultures in society, and with it the creative and productive power that flowglirsm
potential. There exists no natural basis for religious division and isolation, any more than
there exists a natural basis for every other form of division. Sex, of course, is easily, and
often deeply abused, for these games, to erode and besmiroshghadvanced cultures.

In real terms, the case of sex with children that you have brought up, is not possible

anyway."
"But it is being done, isn't it?" | interjected.

"No Peter, what is being done isn't intimate sexual sharing. It's rapeg" Er
interjected. "If sex with children happens, that's rape. When sex is not a process with the
intention to enrich both partners and to fulfill both partners' needs in the intimacy of
sharing, then the intention is to rape. The barrier against sex widhechis not



fundamentally an age barrier then, but is a developmental factor that falls away at a
certain stage of development. The developmental factor excludes children from the
sexual scene. Love provides the protection that allows children to remigiren and

become adults only by the natural factors of their development. From a certain stage on,
of course, we all have sexual needs as human beings, which our development brings to
the scene of human living, and those needs and the processesllioigftitiem, may be

as wide as the seashore. The man who attacked me was my age, Peter. He complained
that his doors are all closed. But did he ever consider establishing relationships with older
women, or younger women? | should have invited him to jernnmrexploring the

avenues that he himself had evidently closed to him by a too narrowly confined focus. |
am sure that there are many older women in the world sitting lonely at home, who would
love to have a relationship with a young man like him, indgepeed as he may be.

Likewise, there might be younger women out there who would love to have a relationship
with older men, who tend to be more mature in some regards. Rather than being isolated
from oneanother, shouldn't society be closer with one amdthbenefit each other with
gualities of experience and character, and with whatever special attributes individuals
may have to bring to the celebration of Love. Why shouldn't this wider scene not also
include sex?"

"Wow! You are reaching far intdne future indeed," | said to her, "I love this
future already."

"The future is now, Peter," said Erica with a smile. "Principle is now. It is the same
now as it is in the future. In faate are already practicing the principle that operates
withoutan age barrier in many different ways. The elders pass on their discoveries in the
classrooms of the schools and in life, and the younger challenge them with their
innocence and trust and sense of wonder as new worlds of discovery open up before
them. Whik the world is drifting away from that in the schoolrooms, some of it is still
happening. However, why should sex be exempted from this expression of an aspect of
Principle? Each dimension of age has its own riches to offer. Taking the age barriers
down wauld then enrich the scene, wouldn't it? Why should these barriers exist, that
make the wider sharing inaccessible, as we have it today? If we explore the future we
really need to let go of our old yardsticks, many of which arose from perversions and
artificial limits and divisions. Instead, in exploring the future we really must explore the
aspects of Principle that we know to be real. And there is one thing that we know to be
real and timeless. This is Love, and is reflected in the fact that we are alhaimgs
together and have it in our nature to respond to the movements of Love. | see no basis in
Principle for sexual and age divisions, and social isolation based on these imagined
divisions."

"By what you are saying, religion isn't the enemynainkind, but has merely been
abused for creating divisions and evermore isolation,” | interjected.

Erica nodded. "Empire is the enemy of mankind," she said quietly as if it was too
dangerous to say this too loudly. "Empire is the only enemy manksdand its nature
is absolute fascism," she added. "The entire world is now living under the fascist boot of
empire, and finds itself impotent to get away from it, from its looting. Even the Soviet



Union isn't free of this boot bearing down on it. It Vikely be crushed by it, if the

Soviet leaders don't wake up. But this waking up is hard to do, and not just for the
Soviets. The entire world is trapped in the same way. Soon the whole world will be too
small to satisfy the insatiable thirst of empire éwermore looting. Then the nations will

be collapsing unless the people rouse themselves to get out from under the boot.
Tragically, | see no signs of this happening, because fascism has blurred the boundary
between its madness and Love. Empire exists\asrid-force by looting society, and by
society allowing itself to be looted. | see no reversal for these interlocked trends. Instead |
see them being intensified. We live in a world where rape has become normal, instead of
Love. Society has been taugbtenjoy being raped, which in turn enables empire to
perpetuate the looting it needs to keep itself alive. To facilitate this process society is
being kept small, impotent, divided, and compliant. It has been discovered long ago by
the masters of empirbdt the best way to accomplish its goal, is to promote the
destruction of society's very core, by the people themselves, by causing division and
isolation in society at the home gate, demolishing even the sexual scene where intimacy
is normally developedf one wants to destroy a great building, the best way to do this, is
to demolish the foundation. The rest falls as a consequence. It is not possible, therefore,
to heal society from the top down, beginning at the political level, to prevent the fall. The
healing has to begin at the bottom, at the sexual grassroots level, where the intimacy in
society has been under attack for millennia already. This hidden attack is now also being
intensified. As a result of a lack of healing there, the world has becayudezhin an
everdeepening mess. If you want to heal the world, you have to do this from the bottom
up. Without a serious effort for healing the world that starts a buildup of civilization from
the bottom upwards, we will loose whatever civilization wiklsave, and we loose most

of mankind with it. Those are the goals of empire as they have been stated many times.
The masters are clearly pursuing their goal of destroying society from the bottom up.
This means that we must heal ourselves and our wolikkimanner, staring the process

by healing and strengthening the foundation, by bringing Love to the foreground there
and putting it at the center of the stage. This involves a scientific process. Nothing can be
haphazard there, or proceed from any obfasis. One cannot build a house from the top
down, Peter. Any attempt to do this will fail. To do this, the humanist building from the
bottom up invariably begins with aspects of Principle whose Spirit is Love. That's what |
have discovered in studying . | discovered that Love is the universal foundation, and
that one cannot exclude sex from it, as an element of it. Human intimacy is an element of
Love, and this trail takes us all the way back to sex as a closely linked aspect of it. It puts
sex ontolie universal scale. On this scale the scene is so wide and rich that rape won't
even be considered then, whether it be sexual, economic, or political. Unfortunately
modern society is far from that. We live in a world that is raped by empire at all levels
simultaneously, when Love is blocked and society is divided into confetti. All we can do
at the present time is dream of a future where Love is embraced, wheremnwve op

ourselves to let it unfold more fully in our heart, where we will celebrate what we
presently block of the colors of Love in our life. And so, Peter, | dream of a future where
Love is more fully reflected, where the barriers against it are so deephished that

they fall away. This, in essence, is what | would discuss now with the man who had
aimed to rape me, to help him to gain a wider sense of Love, and of sex as an element of



it. If I had invited him to meet me for a discussion on these subjketsgsult would
have been rather interesting."”

"Your exploration that covers such a wide field, must result into some rather
beautiful dreaming along the way," | said, and began to grin, "especially with a lot of it
being reflected also in the dim&on of sex."”

"The study of love has become important to me," said Erica with a smile.
"Naturally, | like to banish the barriers that stand in the way of its unfolding, and this
includes also what stands in the way of sex, but the implementatibis dfanishment is
almost impossible to even contemplate in the present social scene, isn't it? Still, you are
right, | do dream about it. | have seen images of an unfolding of Love in my dreams, of a
type that one can only find in dreams."

"Did you have many dreams about love, deeply intimate dreams?" | asked, with
some hesitation while speaking.

She didn't answer. Her expression changed as if something suddenly troubled her.
| could see tension arising. Instead of answering, she noddedysligittually it was the
other way around," she added moments later. "My research of love became rather
interesting, because of one of those dreams, but | am not sure if | should tell you about
it."

"l understand, Erica," was my reply. "Dreams arepersonal.”

She shook her head. "Sometimes our deehave a higher source than ouwn
conscience. | will tell you the dream if you promise not to judge me by it."

| raised my hand, "l swear | won't. How can | judge you by something younloave
control over? Who knows were dreams come from? We collect information that gets
stored away and gets compiled into the strangest constructs."

"The dream was strange and profound, Peter. | was visiting an oriental village
located in a valley betwadwo canyons. The village was isolated from the outside world
by steep mountains surrounding it, and by tall cliffs rising out of the depth of a fast
flowing river that flowed through the canyons. The village that | found myself in was
built on a hillside | found it to be a beautiful place of flowers, lush vegetation, and
terraced gardens everywhere that cascaded right down to the river. On a rocky
outcropping near the village, overlooking the river, was a temple.

"I saw one of the villagers comiray. | asked the villager to whom the temple was
dedicated. He didn't understand the question. He looked puzzled. Then he began to smile.
He asked me to sit down with him on the nearby rocky ledge overlooking the river.
Evidently, he felt that my questiomuald not be answered without me first understanding
the history of the village. He said that the original builders of the village had arrived a
long time ago. They had escaped when their land became surrounded by war. Hastily
they had put together a fldalof makeshift rafts, piled their belongings onto them, and
set out into an uncertain future. That's how they survived the war. The valley became



their place of refuge. Unable to go back, the valley became their new home, a place
where they could live ipeace. But it presented challenges."

Here, Erica paused, as though she was searching for a way to continue the story.
Suddenly she smiled and went on.

"My dream about the village became a series of fragments of those earlier times
that the vilager was relating to me. The settlers found life hard when they arrived, but
they had each other. They also understood that if they supporteshotier to the fullest
extent possible, they would survive, and prosper once again. In order to assuie that th
would happen, they developed a code of honor that they all committed themselves to. The
code required that the whole community should meet the individuals' most basic needs,
with everyone supporting and enriching eavther to the fullest extent podsibThe
goal wasn't to support a community as an entity in itself, which then would dominate
everybody. Instead, their goal was to develop a commitment to suppehotier, and
thereby enrich onanother's life, and the life of the community as a comsece. The
code of honor that they all had committed themselves to, assured that not a single person
would be left out, and no one ever ruled over them."

Here Erica paused once more, then continued softly, "To my surprise, the
requirement of the c&dwas understood to also apply to the villager's sexual needs.
Under this code no one owned another person. Neither did any lord or king own their life,
as the royal rulers had before. They had escaped this scourge. It had become repulsive to
them on anydvel. Still the human need had to be met. In celebration of their newfound
freedom they wowed to purge from their conscience every last vestige of the old notion
of the ownership of a person by another person. They continued to honor the bonds they
had estblished before, but not the ownership notion, which had created boundaries. So,
they made a commitment to eradicate the boundaries, and to extend the principle of their
bonds, so that these bonds would embrace everyone in whatever form that appeared
appr@riate according to the individual needs. This code of honor was their commitment
to assure that there would be no abuse within the framework of their newly established
freedom. They felt that this would result in a higher form of civilized living, adivinilt
on principles rather than on duty expressed in the enforcement of formal boundaries.”

She explained that the villagers appeared to have recognized a principle that is
rarely recognized today. "They seem to have recognized that the soluignaiolem
must always be sought on a higher level platform, than the platform on which the
problem is defined. They extended this recognition even into the sexual domain and
found a principle that elevated the entire sexual scene to a higher levelegtimercthan
the one that had prevailed before."”

Erica said that she found their approach revolutionary, because it enabled them to
approach the sexual question in a human manner. She explained that there exists only one



major aspect that sets therhan being apart from the world of animals and other forms

of life. "We call this element our cognitive powers. We have the ability to see with the
mind what the physical eyes cannot see," said Erica. "This gives us the ability to discover
principles. Thaliscovering of principles, in turn, raises our platform of living to a higher
level. For example, in very early times, someone may have observed that it is easier to
move a heavy object by placing something round beneath it, over which it can roll.
Evidenty the human mind extended that idea by 'seeing' the operating principle that was
involved, which became the foundation for the technology of building wheels. That
technology uplifted the entire civilization of mankind. That process of seeing with the
mind, of 'seeing’ the principles of the Universe that no eye can see, is a uniquely human
guality. No animal has yet created the technology for building wheels. Humanity alone
has this ability to uplift its platform of living to a higher level, by discoveend

utilizing universal principles. The highestvel principle, of course, is Love, and its

highest expression is in universal loving."

Erica paused as if she was searching for words. " In my dream the villagers
approached the sexual dimension witthis framework," she said. "In the animal world,
sex is for procreation, period. But we are human beings. We can uplift any idea to a
higher level, by recognizing associated principles that the eye cannot see. We see a
unique beauty in our diversity, @ of which is sexually defined. We cherish the special
beauty we find there. We enrich it and embrace it, and in this framework of enriching and
embracing, our loving becomes defined. With this discovered principle of enriching and
embracing the elementd beauty that define our world, we enrich our life. And with it,
we enrich the world in which we live. In this context the human dimension of sex is no
longer just an element for procreation, but pertains to principles that enrich our existence.
You saidas much yourself on the beach, when you warned me that you wouldn't be able
to keep your eyes of me. This really was an acknowledgment of that principle. It appears
that the villagers in my dream understood this. They made sure that this higher level
aspetof embracing their humanity, which defines them as human beings, would not be
hindered, but be advanced by honoring-anether. They made sure that this principle
would be acknowledged by all possible means."

| leaned back, and 'drank’ it all in. Her beautiful dream was about a world akin to a
spiritual Eldorado, but it was real as far as | could tell. It was obviously an image of her
discoveries in scientific research. It also seemed to be somethiadibigrdaring for her
to commit to, and yet, it was also the safest position from a scientific standpoint. She said
that once the commitment was made in her dream, by the villagers to enrahather's
life, individual safety would be assured as a mait@hat principle, or by the still higher
principles built on that principle. The code of honor that she spoke of, became essentially
a commitment to those higher principles, a commitment to integrity and so on, without
which the basic principle of Loveannot be implemented. Yes, | loved her beautiful
dream. It was a scientific dream.



| said to Erica that her dream was an incredibly beautiful dream, because of those
higher dimensions. | also agreed that these higher dimensions cannot be fiwend in t
animal world, but are uniquely human. | suggested that we should celebrate all those
higher dimensions in which our humanity is defined.

She smiled and continued her story. "The villagers did that. They were bound
together by this code of honoshe said. "I found it reflected in many small ways, but
also in profound happenings, especially in their sexual sharing afraber. It appears
that on many occasions, before their sexual needs were satisfied, the individual partners
would conduct a pvate ritual, in which they exchanged gifts. In my dream | saw gifts of
food presented, or gifts they made for each other, useful items to horanather with,
and to honor the unfolding bond. As far as | remember my dream, there was no age
barrier evient. It didn't seem to exist. The focus was on people enriching one another in
the process of meeting each other's needs. Nothing else seemed important. There were no
closed doors evident either. Everyone seemed to be concerned with making the process
work, as it was deemed fundamental to their human culture.

"l was so amazed in my dream, that this worked," said Erica at one point, "that |
found myself to be one of them. | met a young man in my dream. He said gently that he
knew what my needs wereyghe offered to fulfill them.

"l am searching to discover what Love is," | said to him.

"He put a finger over my lips and said, 'l knew can tell that you don't live here.
You come from a different world where Love is an enigma.’

"l responded to him. | followed him, and everything that unfolded from this, did so
magically as in a dream, but it seemed real. Nothing was forced. It all happened so freely.
We became engaged, intertwined, and became one. And when the world became 'normal’
again he showed me around the village. He showed me the gardens and the fields, and
explained how they had been built with rocks carried up from the edge of the river to
hold the earth in place mixed with silt and mud. He also showed me the irrigatiam syste
they had built, an artificial lake that had been built far up on the high end of the valley.

"Everything that you see," he said, 'has been built by us as a gift fanotieer.
We give each other gifts that keep on giving, and the blessingbtingykeep on getting
bigger year after year,' he said. 'Our gifts are so rich that we have more than we can use,’
he added.

"He showed me the sheep pasture. He explained that a few sheep had been caught
up in the flood waters of the river in the lgatays, and had been rescued, and had
become a fine herd, providing milk and cheese, and meat. He told me that all the villagers



knew that if they should ever stop giving gifts to each other of the kind that | saw before
me and all around, that then thehes, which they now have, would vanish, and their life
would become so poor as a consequence that they would all die. Thetefprgere all
careful to never let this happen. He said that if Love would ever be turned off in their
heart, their civilizabn would collapse and they with them.

"l cried in my dream when he said this," said Erica, "because | could understand
suddenly the world that | had come from, where Love is blocked by barriers upon
barriers. But in their world, there were no basié

She told me a story next, that wasn't a part of her dream, but was related to it. The
story happened long before the dream. "One of the delivery men that regularly came to
the university offices, had noticed me," she said. "It appears thall relbve with me
for nothing more than just seeing me there. One day he brought me a chocolate bar, just a
small one, but real chocolate nevertheless. Then a week later, he brought me another one.
He was an older man, and could have been my father.ayéave treated me as if | was
one of his kids. I think I fell in love with him too, simply for his kindness. | even hugged
him for it on occasions, which once earned me kiss on the cheek. It just all happened
spontaneously. He always seemed to know whegetled an uplift, when | was down in
the dumps, or had an exceptionally tough day. Then one day, he even had a note attached
to the little chocolate bar, saying to me, 'Thank you for being in the world." Can you
imagine what it feels like to be so hondretind | can tell you, | really needed this just
then. However, the affair never progressed past this point. | didn't realize then that life is
dynamic, that one either moves ahead with it, or one steps out of its way and lets go of it.
He invited me to sha a coffee with him. | said maybe, but it never came to that. | didn't
let it happen. It just didn't seem possible. He never asked again. Eventually the time
between the chocolate bars became longer, with intervals stretching into many months,
and more, ad then the process stopped. That's what | remembered in my dream, and had
cried over. | had cried, because | would have gladly given him the sex that he never asked
for, but might have loved if it had been possible, which the other man, who had come to
rape me, had intended to take by force. | had cried in my dream, because what we find so
impossible in our real world, had happened so freely in the beautiful world of that dream.
| had cried for all of us in that dream, because we have made our precitdiswebra
small world, laced with barriers that block even these little things that then eventually
fizz out into nothing."

"Are you saying with this that your story of the flower garden is really your own
story?" | interjected. "It is you then, wiooltivates but one single flower and lets the rest
wither away?"

She nodded slightly. "The flower garden that | spoke of is also the experience of
the world, Peter, where nothing is being tended anymore, and everything withers into
dust and gets blowaway with the wind. That's the world of today, in which we find
ourselves crowded in from all sides by tens of thousands of atom besrmugh to
eradicate the whole of mankind in the space of a morning, between breakfast and lunch.



Everything that wasnce precious in our civilization, even in our own life, is now wilted

and gone. No care remains to keep the precious alive. We live in a world without Love, a
world that is collapsing and is wired for automated destruction, which, when it begins, no
onecan stop. | had cried in my dream, because our world seemed so hopeless while their
world seemed so free. They didn't even have a formal system established to assure
fairness in their fredlowing world of gifts, and of complex interrelationships that the

people had with each other. Nor did it appear that any such formal system was needed, as
no one was ever left out in the cold, wanting."

"How else could this have worked other than the way you have described it?" was
my reaction. "One obviously dagsneed a formal institution established that assures
something that is happing anyway as a matter of Principle. Besides, who would
administer such a formal system? Who would choose for another what is fair? Would it
be the one who honors the others thestf In this case one would attempt to quantify the
absolute, by which the weight of Principle becomes put out of sight. As you said yourself,
such things as fairness inspired by Love, cannot be quantified. But in our world we
guantify everything, and thely we create barriers against ourselves and what is
precious. We have no choice, so it seems, for as long as the barriers rule our life."

"Isn't this why we were drawing a line in the sand?" said Erica.
"How did the people in your dream deatwsuch situations?" | asked.

"As in the case of you inviting me to your room, which didn't happen anyway, and
me saying that | couldn't do this if you had invited me, or the same happening the other
way around? Nothing would have blocked this i@ World of my dream, Peter, nor
would anything have been happening, as the result of it, for which it should have been
blocked. But things appear to be different in our little world. With our line drawn in the
sand, as a blocking factor, we seem to bengptg each other that we have to dig deeper
to the principle involved for enriching oramother's experience, before this can happen.

If what we seek in our little ways involves causing harm, then it wouldn't reflect the
principle of enriching on@anothes life, would it? Unfortunately, not all cases are as

clear cut as this. That's when we are prone to make mistakes and are tormented by the
outcome. That's also when we need-anether's support the most. Doors can open in
surprising ways, Peter, when werk at it, and sometimes this may happen only vial way
of a long detour. In my dreams | saw no such struggles. | only saw the end results. |
couldn't even imagine what struggles might have led up to some of the freedoms that |
have witnessed. Dreams tetodbe somewhat superficial that way. And even the details
that | do remember are no longer as clear in my memory, as they were then. | do
remember, however, that the details were all extraordinary. This aspect may have been
the only real element in my dm@abecause meeting a deeply seated human need, when
we manage to actually do this, can be extraordinarily beautiful.”

"Was this the effect on the village in your dream? Where the founder's
expectations realized? Did the village prosper?" | asked.



She nodded and smiled as if this was an answer in itself. "In its closely knit
environment the village was constructed into a virtual paradise,” she said. "Everyone was
committed to the building for the good that they all shared. The hillsides had been
terraced into gardens that the whole village cared for. Silt, that accumulated where the
river had widened its course across the valley was dredged up and used as soil, as the
man had told me. Some of their former fgadnts had been found at the edg¢hef
river. Apparently upstreaffiooding had uprooted the plants. This bounty became their
planting stock. Obviously, they all shared in the harvest. The entire village economy
appeared to operate on the platform of honor and integrity that everyone batkbec
committed to. Evidently, the village was maintained that way.

"When the temple reappeared in my dream, | understood its significance. | also
understood why my earlier question couldn't be answered. My newfound friend had told
me that the villagerhad built the temple as a monument to the commitment on which
their forbears' existence had depended, which they still understood and remained
committed to. In this sense the entire valley had become a temple, a Temple of living
Love. | saw the little teaple that had been built on top of a ledge overlooking the river, as
it being but a symbol of this greater temple that their world had become. This is why my
earlier question about the temple could not have been answered. As a symbol it served as
a formalmeeting place for village events, and as an informal place for quiet
contemplation. But even as a symbol, the small temple incorporated the wider scene of
their world. The small temple had no walls in its structure, only a delicately crafted roof
supportedy carved pillars. Without walls, it was open on all sides from where one could
behold the beauty of the gardens that surrounded it, and the river below.

While | pondered in the temple, in order to fully comprehend its significance, |
awoke."

"What you have witnessed was a deeply honest commitment to the General
Welfare Principle," | said in response to her magical story.

She shook her head and grinned. "l would say, it was much more than that. It was
far more advanced than what you hamshrined in your American Constitution. It was
something deeper, something that should be enshrined in our very life."

"You were referring to the Preamble of our Federal Constitution,” | corrected her.
"A preamble sets the stage for a beginning. It doesn't create a commitment. The
commitment has to come from within. There were a few isolated periods in American
histary when the principle in the Preamble meant something to the people and caused a
commitment. Those were the great periods of prosperity when America became the envy
of the world."

"Would you also say that those were periods of Love being reflectbd?dsked.
"Do you realize, that what | saw in my dream is a perfect platform for exploring the roots
of our loving in Love? Love isn't a shallow abstraction that one trots out in a parade of



emotions. There is a great Principle standing behind it, am$sinhe understands this
all-embracing Principle, one doesn't understand what Love is. Herein do we find its
mystery."

"And the magic of it,” | added.

Erica agreed. She agreed with me on many things. Also she was a fascinating
person to listemo.

We exchanged thoughts for almost an hour on this subject, and on the worlds upon
worlds that it encompasses.

It all seemed magical to me, what went on between us, what we said to each other,
and what came out of our conversation that il®st unbelievable. What we shared
totally defied our surroundings. We were in a dark corner of a dark pub, but with
perceptions unfolding that made this ending of our day into a brighter event than we
ourselves could have imagined. The evidence for thedrine apparent when we stood up
to leave. We suddenly realized to our surprise that we had forgotten to order anything
from the bar.

"Who needs beer in times like these?" was my comment.

We left happy that night, far happier even than we wiee aur dancing.
Naturally, she allowed me to drive her all the way to her house.

It was near midnight when we left the pub.

When we arrived, she asked me to stop as we came to the block where she lived.
The street was empty, the nigdireeze still warm. It was quiet, now. We, too, had
become quiet. We got out of the car. She pointed to her house, down the middle of the
block, but asked me not to follow her there. She said that she needed this space to
become herself again. After ourdinrembrace and a kisshe turned away without either
of us saying another word. Those words would have been too difficult to say. | watched
her silently. She never turned back until she reached her house.

| felt sad for this ‘failed' ending to sualbrilliant day as it had been. | felt sad,

because | felt that deep in her heart she had wanted this ending to be different. She drew
the line in the sand to prevent the sexual intimacy that she spoke of and evidently wanted,
but couldn't allow. If she ltacommented that sex isn't such a big thing in comparison to

this day of light that had unfolded between us, | would have accepted her answer with

joy. It would have reflected the truth. Our day together had been pervaded with a most
wondrous glow of joyrfom beginning to end. This glow had lasted for hours upon hours.

No sexual intimacy that | remembered, except from distant times, or elation, excitation,

or whatever my life had been of late, measured up to the splendor of our ‘endless’ day that



we had sheed, and the memories of it that were now lodged in my heart. She had denied
herself the experience that very little would have been added by sexual sharing to what
we had already established. | was sad to see her walk away, realizing for what little thing
she forced herself to close the door to the brighter things that also mattered.

| watched her silently until she reached her house. Only then did she turn around.
She turned back to me, and waved, happily so it seemed. Now we spoke those words that
had been impossible to say for either of us, earlier. Those words rang loud and clear for
all the world to hear them. "Have a wonderful life, Peter,” she called back. Her words cut
through the stillness and echoed in thought.

"I love you, Erica," | alled back to her and waved. "Have a great life, too."

"l love you likewise, dearest," she replied in a happy voice and disappeared into
her house.

It seemed that those happy sounding words were also the hardest words that were
spoken that nigh They even caused me to have some bitter regrets. |, too, have had the
urge to call her, dearest. This would have been honest. Except, a deep lying fear stood in
the way, that it would be misunderstood. This fear had blocked the admission.
Consequentlythe admission was not made. Now the opportunity to do so was gone,
possibly forever. | shuddered, realizing how sadly we had both failed to treat each other
as human beings, even though we had moved so far, and so daringly. | felt a great sense
of compassin at this moment for the whole of mankind that faced still greater challenges
and greater obstacles. | felt this compassion, because two of mankind's most promising
soldiers in its struggle for freedom and humanity had suddenly quit and thrown in the
towd for the sake of one little thing.

The street suddenly felt emptier as | turned back to the car. It was emptier by one
person. The world had become silent. | felt chilly in the nigkeze, though in my
thoughts her warmth was still with me. | ¢ddeel the warmth of our last kiss and of our
final embrace, and my desire to call her, dearest, which would now never be fulfilled.

| stepped back into the car and started to drive away. | drove away sadly. | should
have been happy for thigonderful day that we had had together. That's when |
shuddered at the thought that the most advanced thinker that | had encountered, with
whom | had made a daring step forward into the realm of love, had found it nevertheless
impossible to take the lagep that would have challenged the world's conventions more
fully and dethroned their poverty. | shuddered for realizing that if this daring pioneer and
scientist, and | who had become rather daring myself, who were aware of the word's self
imposed poveytand its implications, couldn't free ourselves from its stranglehold, what
chance did poor humanity have to do this with a much lesser scientific background? |
realized that we had both succumbed to the world's ingrained poverty, to its near
universal disonesty, so that we both couldn't move honestly in respect to the truth in the



final moments when it really counted for taking that one last radical step. Some heroes
we were! She was right. Humanity is more than ignorant of its own focus on poverty, and
| had to admit that | wasn't much farther out of that hole than she was, or everyone else.

That's why humanity doesn't see the riches that lie at its feet, | reasoned. Indeed,
no one can see what lies outside one's field of vision? Erica was rigtdgtgoint. She
was right about so many things. | felt grateful eventually, as | drove back into town, for
the miracle to have met her at all. | felt grateful for her sharing, and for the wondrous day
that we have had together. In this way, graduallyhtdppiness that | had felt earlier, was
finally breaking through again. | knew that the love she had shared would likely remain
as an echo in my thoughts, and would slowly change my life. Higher perceptions do tend
to have this effect. Yesndeed, | welcmed this effect. | was looking forward to its
unfolding.

| drove back to the hotel. | parked the car. There was no way | could sleep now.
Too much had happened. | didn't even bother to go to my room. | went for a walk instead.
| walked the dimly li streets of the inner city. My thoughts were on that lovely woman
called Erica, on her love, her smiles, the wonders of her ideas, and her dreams for
humanity. Especially the paradox that prevented both of us from moving further, was on
my mind. It camed light with all the perplexing demands for our honesty with ourselves.

As the night wore on, however, the other worléeneerged, with new questions
about my mission, about my loyalty to my country, my wife, and our goals and
aspirations.



Partll - Sex and Sacrament



Chapter 5 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 agnst 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 stiliness though, wasn't productive. No answers emerged to
the qustions that | 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. | passed it by,
but then stopped and went back. The smell was vented to the outsidebgle asiall fan
in the wall next to a window. | 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.riest@atural to join
them, to sit down with a beer, or two, and watch the world fade from view.

By the time the beer was delivered, and most of it was gulped down as if | wanted
to drown myself in it, | noticed an elderly man on a stool not far framhhe had just
received a fresh beer. He smiled and motioned me to join him. He, too, was alone.

He nodded slightly, as | joined him. "Love pains bring you here, no doubt," he said
quietly, and put his beer down and looked at me as if he couldrfindswer in my
expression, or by analyzing my clothing.

| nodded back. "Yes, and much more," | answered. | didn't care whether or not he
understood what | meant.

"Most people who come here at this hour have love pains,” he said. "They come
herewhen 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."

| shook my head. Everything that troubled me was ultimately intertwined with the
mission, andhat was classified. "I feel | am being abused,” | said quietly, just to say
something. That much I could reveal. "l think | can understand what women must go
through when they're being abused. It creates a deep gulf between people.”

"l 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 | have
heard about are artificial. In fact, | haven't heard about any that aren't.”

"Eh, you must be a psychiat,” | replied in a somewhat cynical tone, and then
emptied the last dregs of beer that were left.

He shrugged. "No, | am a professor of literature and history," he replied in a proud
tone of voice. "I've been retired. | can tell you things aboairéal world that no
psychiatrist knows. | can tell you about the separation of the sexes, and the separation of
the world. Those two have caused all the wars in history." He paused. "The separation



has been artificially created by people pursuing seffigiposes,” he continued. "You can
rely on that. | may not be a genius, as you probably surmise, but this one thing | know,
and this, my friend, is already too much for anyone to hear."

"What are you saying?" | asked.

He shook his head slightlyl cannot tell you more. If you knew what | 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?" | said, probing.

A great burst of laughter was his respen"This place IS my home. | live here.
Here | do not need to lye to myself. The biggest mistake I've ever made, my friend, was
to study literature and history."

"So what?" | replied. "Many people study history and literature.”

The man put hibeer down. "Yes, they do. They read the textbooks and study lies.
They don't study the literature that lays bare a poet's soul. When | studied Schiller, | knew
| also had to study history in order to understand Schiller, because that man was deeply
awareof the universal history of mankind. The two are one. And this, my friend, is the
reason why | am here."

"History?" | repeated. | must have stared at him, perplexed by the paradox of a
professor of history clutching his beer mug in this stinking hrotee wall, at one o'clock
in the morning.

"Ah, | have you puzzled," he said smiling. He spoke English now. He spoke it
well. He must have noticed my accent. "You are American, aren't you?"

| nodded cautiously. "I'm not here as an enemyoltna diplomatic mission."

"Of course you are an enemy, a bigger enemy that you can imagine." He raised his
beer mug. "You are a traitor to your country and an enemy to all mankind." He raised his
mug higher. "Didn't | tell you that you don't wanthtear what | know?" He raised his
mug higher still. "Here is one for you!" he said and lowered the mug again, and turned to
the bar tender, saying in German, "bring my brother another beer."

"Are you American, too?" | asked.

"No | am not!" he s proudly. "But we are both fellow traitors. We are both
fighting on the wrong side in the war of empire versus civilization."

"The war of empire versus civilization?" | repeated. "We are not at war. World
War Il has ended decades ago."



"Yes it has," he said and smiled, as if speaking to a child. "But the real war that
threads through all history, the war of empire versus civilization, has never ended. It
began in ancient times and has been maintained by every empire that e\Rlatoas.
understood this. The war of empire versus civilization had destroyed the Greek Classical
Culture. Athens has had its own Thirty Years War, by which it lost everything. Plato
discovered that the war of empire versus civilization is designed to dmtireshuman
being, to make the human being small, weak, dumb, and dasgdgsibleso that society
will never become a threat to empire. Understanding this, Plato struggled to bring the lost
Greek culture back, by promoting a profound recognition ogtkatness of the human
being. Some call him the precursor to the unfolding of Christianity. He was a great man,
but the war of empire versus civilization continued. After Persia destroyed itself with its
madness, Rome carried the torch of empire and pdede® burn down civilization. It
nearly succeeded in destroying it, before it destroyed itself. Islam rose out of the ashes,
and brought the dignity of the human being back into view. With it, it brought back the
development of science, and of coursed?|Btato in turn rescued Europe when the war
of the Lombard banking empire versus civilization had created a disaster in the 14th
Century that had wiped out half the population. The revival of Plato by the Islamic
Renaissance, brought the perception ofvillae of the human being back to Europe, and
set the stage for the Golden Renaissance. The Renaissance nearly succeeded in closing
the door to empire, possibly forever, but the Pope intervened and kept the door open. The
Venetian Empire survived and s&ta subversive religious war to destroy the
Renaissance that had threatened its existence. It took more than a hundred years to
destroy the Renaissance completely. The devastation was so great that Europe lost a third
of its population, especially in thatter part of it, in the Thirty Years War. But a spark of
the Renaissance Spirit survived. It was brought back to the foreground where it caused a
renewed recognition of the value of the human being. Out of it came the greatest peace
treaty in history, th Treaty of Westphalia. While the Peace of Westphalia didn't last, the
little renaissance that had created it, gave rise to the founding of the USA astgg&lato
republic in which the human being was recognized as of great value. The USA became
the guidng star of the world, and the hope of mankind. It was the most darinesleatpe
breakout ever attempted by society, from the rule of empire. By this it posed the most
serious threat to the existence of empire itself. Thus the war of empire versuateiviliz
was put into high gear, in order to destroy the USA, and to also destroy all the intellectual
elements in Europe that had stood behind the American republic and had helped bring it
about. The empire's French Revolution, the war of empire that Napaee from,
accomplished the desired intellectual destruction all across France, and then across
Europe. While Napoleon failed in his biggest task, to take Russia down, the empire
succeeded through the back door. The empire created communism as a dnsgathdt
succeeded subversively in what Napoleon had been unable to do with force. But the
biggest thrust in the war of empire versus civilization has always been directed against
America, as the chief threat to empire. The empire failed on the badklefietcapture
America, it also failed on the high sees to defeat America there, but it nearly succeeded in
destroying America by way of a civil war. Still it failed. It failed on all of these fronts,
until it eventually succeeded subversively. This hapdesn the day before Christmas in
1913.0n this day America was destroyed by traitors, traitors like you my friend. America



betrayed the whole of mankind." The man raised his beer mug and smiled, waiting for a
response.

"I'm not a traitor," | said, iging my hands with a gesture of protest.

"Oh yes you are a traitor to your country, and the thereby the enemy of mankind,"
he said and almost grinned. "And | can proof it to you?" he added.

| took my beer that the bar tender had brought. "Ehgoing to be interesting,” |
said.

The man shook his head. "That's easy! Can you name the one fundamental
difference that set the USA apart from any other nation on the planet, when it was
founded? And | mean something as distinctly differentaskband white, and something
so profound that it became known in many parts of the world as the American system. |
bet you can't tell me what this is." The man raised his mug. "I think | got you on this
one," he added with a smile.

| looked down ord my beer mug as if an answer could be found there. "What do
you mean with, the American System? In today's world America is the world leader in
many types of systems."

"Your ignorance proves that you are a traitor," said the man and smiled. "Téere a
two types of economic systems in the world. Both are central to the war of empire versus
civilization. There is the monetarist system of empire that every empire must defend as it
is the very core of its existence. The monetarist system is a libeteinsgs private
money estates. The system is the bastion of the modern empire's liberal, unrestrained
power to loot. Everyone who has the power to do so is free to reap profit by any means
possible. It's done on a similar basis as the landed feudalisnfusrati®ned. Liberal
monetarism is essentially a private system of looting. It is a private method of stealing
from society in clever schemes. The process expresses the dictum of empire that aims to
diminish the value of the human being. It causes somegut value on money, while
this process takes more than the equivalent in value away from humanity itself. It says
that human productivity has little value. It says that only money invested for making
money makes society rich. So be greedy, it says, pexlate. Of course the empire runs
all the 'casinos' and only the empire gets rich in the process, flush with stolen loot, while
society foots the bill, and becomes poor and diminished, though it is actually the creator
of all the real wealth there is. &whole monetarist system is built on a lye that enables
the looting of society. The American system is the opposite. It is not a system of private
banks and private money estates. It is a system of banks owned by the nation for the
benefit of the nationThus the national bank utters financial credits specifically directed
to such enterprises that improve the general welfare, like productive industries, national
infrastructures such as railways and power systems. Here the wealth that is produced by
the prauctive processes that improve the living of society and uplift civilization, gives a
nation's currency its value. That's the American system of economy. It is a focused credit
system that functions specifically to improve the general welfare. That'siikadan
System of Political Economy. It doesn't diminish the human being, but develops the value



that is inherent in our common humanity. On this platform the USA stood as a pioneer
for all of humanity. Of course you wouldn't know anything about that,usecthis

system was destroyed on the day before Christmas in 1913, long before you were born,
and was replaced on this day with the old private monetarist system of empire. The old
private monetarist system of empire is obviously the only system that/golreew.

And that is why | must call you a traitor,” said the man and raised his beer mug again.

| shook my head. "You are crazy," | said to him. "How can you accuse me of
something that happened long before | was born?"

"You are a traitor, bsause you didn't make it your business to discover what your
country represents. It was the hope of mankind. It gave value to the human being. It
raised the general welfare. It defended mankind in the war of empire versus civilization.
It was the light orthe hill that mankind looked up to. But America gave all that away. It
intentionally joined the empire, by accepting the rule of private imperial monetarism in
America. America became a traitor against its own birthright. It literally joined the enemy
of mankind. Is it any wonder then that World War | broke out less than a year later? You
are a traitor to your country, my friend, by not fighting for your country's birthright, and
by quietly abetting the enemy of mankind that diminishes the value of thentheiray,
and is now evermore demanding the rrdeysopulation of the planet. If that doesn't make
you a traitor, what would? With traitors like you in the world, what hope is there left for
mankind? What hope does anyone have?"

| shook my head again disbelief. He was right. | didn't want to hear this.

"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 haveeen at war with each other for the last six hundred years,"
said the man. "Before that time the war of empire versus civilization was virtually
unopposed. But will you ever discover that you are right in the middle of that war, and
oppose it once again, foee it destroys America totally?"

He explained that "the war of empire versus civilization" as he called it, is rooted
in the oligarchic, feudal tradition that maintains a privately directed system of
government, which enables the rich to stealrtbpulent living from the labors of
humanity. "They do it by clever games and special privileges," he said.

"The other force that | spoke of," he said, "the one opposing them, is the republican
spirit of humanity, which promotes the sdévelopmenof individuals and nations. The
founding of America was mankind's proudest achievement on this front. Before it was
destroyed, the American System had uplifted all of Europe, especially Germany. The
great Bismarck reforms that had buijp Germany and haalt it on the map of progress,
had been an expression of your achievements. But who remembers any of it? Who is
fighting to bring sanity back? And that makes me a traitor too, because | don't know how
to fight to get the kind of Germany back that had oéfld your republican ideals of
uplifting the value of the human being. We got Hitler instead, another Trojan Horse
uttered in the war of empire versus civilization."



The man said that the greatest development period in history was the Golden
Renaissace. Its focus was on the dignity of man, and on 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 majgir outpo
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 Venetian Empire not persuaded the Pope as the head of another
empire, to intervene. His intervention 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
outcorre 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 the war of empire to
defeat the Renaissance spirit, that is, to defeat thelsefflopment of humanity.”

The man 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. "Marx
was a willing student who was ideologically guided by a man named David Urquhard, a
British Aristocrat and specialist in the art of psychological warfare, under the direction of
Lord Palmerston set up by the second Earl of Shelburne. This means that communism
was the concoction of the aristocrats. The script was written in London. djeetwas
directed from the highest levels of the British Empire. Now | want to hear you tell me
that this game was invented to elevate humanity. The goal was to destroy the industrial
machine of continental Europe and Russia, which had become powedfhlacthereby
become a threat to the British Empire."

The man had emptied his glass before the bar tender came by again, then ordered
another one, though he didn't drink of it. He explained that a feudal empire exists entirely
from the proceeds of taing. "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 the rise
of a 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 tolargeteale
poverty is to cause wars, especially ideological wars, and internally subversive wars that
destroy industries and populations. Of course, in our modern world, the feudal powers
conduct these wars mainly financially, and in a hidden way, idealibgarranged, in
order to instigate division and universal chaos."

The man 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 tren closed it again. "That's why the British Empire has been such a vocal advocate
for world-depopulation, and still is," he said, "by whatever means this can be achieved.

It's part of the war of empire versus civilization."

He put the book down anduttered 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 worlghopulaton reduction. "Can you see the connection?" the man

asked. "The prince uses this ploy to achieve by means of mass murder what he knows his
empire must achieve to maintain its power. In real terms the world isn't too full by any
means. In comparison to wtha required for humanity's proper sdivelopment, our

world is dramatically undepopulated. There aren't enough people in the world to fulfill

the human mission, to prepare this planet for the next Ice Age. We are the eighth human
species. The sevenher species have all become extinct, probably in one of the many ice
ages."

It was hard to make out precisely what he was saying. Was he seriously speaking
of another Ice Age hitting this planet, or was he just 'dreaming?’ 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 aspmmrlation?” He
paused, and took another sip, as though he needed it to be able to announce the answer.
"They mean that two thirds of humanity must be culled like a bloated heard of cattle." He
spoke angrily now. No longer mentioning the Ice Age. His words were carefakgsp
so that there would be no misunderstanding about the scale of the promoted genocide. "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 pulled himself together and spoke clearly now. "The arms race will
destroy the Soviet economy," he said. "Then the empire's royals will come in with an
olive branch in hand, while their sharks will loot Russia through the back door to the
point that many millions of people can no longer maintain their existence. Russia is not
excluded from the war of empire versus civilization, my friend. The goal of enspire i
and always has been, to destroy any competition. Theyéfierpolicy targets Russia and
its population. This particular goal has been pursued for two hundred years already. At
the present stage in the war of empire versus civilization, they will @bete is nothing
that can be done to stop them."” The man put his mug down and sighed.

The old professor now spoke about Schiller again. He asked whether | 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
smallminded 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 glso wh
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 iheyopén.
Mark my word, it won't happen. And that is why the world is domed. If we were to stand
together, all of us, all nations, determined to put an end to the war of empire against
civilization, and redevelop the world with real economics, unfoldirmgah sovereign
nations, then we might have a chance. Otherwise doom awaits mankind. In the wake of
this doom no nation will survive when the next Ice Age transition begins, and our
agriculture fails. We have wasted fifty centuries being strangled in Higfxempire



versus civilization, by which progress had been reduced to a snail's pace. We might only
have two centuries left, my friend, or one, if that. Don't even think about global warming,
that's thedeadliespolitical farce ever unleashed in the whiempire versus civilization.

The return of the Ice Age is real. Galactic clockworks run its schedule. We know that ice
age cycles have hit us for the last two million years in roughly 100,00éntearals

without fail. The next one is now before usai®ling together as human beings we can
survive that threat, but we won't with the war of empire constantly killing us, bit by bit."

"Why then don't we stand together as one and end the war of empire against us?" |
interjected.

"Because Americg a nation of traitors, as | pointed out before,” said the man.
"We are all traitors on that count, and enemies of mankind, and thereby enemies of
ourselves. First, we have to learn to stop being traitors."

He reached for his glass again and engjpti¢o 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 | was able to ask him, how any of this could possibly be related
to love pains, as he had suggested irbgnning.

"That is for you to figure out," he said slowly, and began to grin. He wasn't too
steady on his feet. "For this you have to go much farther back into history,” he added, and
tapped his fingers on my shoulder as he stood beside me.d# you, | wouldn't
concern myself with it," he reversed himself. "Concern yourself with the real world." He
emphasized, "real.” "Respond to it honestly," he added. "Stop being a traitor. Maybe
people will respect you for the gesture. They certainly degfigct you if you tell them
the truth. That's why | am not teaching anymore. That's why | am here in this hellhole.
Our society has become a society of liars as well as traitors. People lye to their
governments, they lye to each other, to their friendéheaw spouses, but most of all they
lye to themselves. And this, my friend, is destroying your chance to free yourself from
being a traitor. Think about that. "In Li¥ge Trust!" This is the modern watchword. One
of the biggest lies in modern times is the you Americans believe in, that you live in an
era of prosperity. The fact is, that the entire watdnomy 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 @sible once in America, a few decades ago. | 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 lye 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 @sn'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 uy 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 people blieyean do. They
have become enslaved to empire. They accumulate financial wealth, and destroy by this
process the foundation for the economy that alone produces things of value. They are
traitors to themselves. They have joined the war of empire veikslization on the side
of empire, fighting against their own welfare and existence."

He pointed out that over the last several decades the financial values have
increased twentjold, especially in America, while at the same time the economic output
has collapsed to half of what it was. 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.

| shook my head in disbelief.

"Don't blame me," he said. "Blame the amtiEgyptians. Blame the Pharaohs.
They started the insanity of building empires on slavery. To be able to do this they
prevented the development of love in sexual intimacies. They sexually mutilated their
slaves in order to take that away from them. Thesilated them to make them better
slaves. They circumcised the men. They infibulated the women. The masters that the
Pharaohs set over the slaves took away the very heart of what holds a society together.
On this empty platform the masters of the slaveated one of the greatest slavery
empires. But it was precisely this success that destroyed Egypt. The slavery process
eventually destroyed all the cultural advances that the ancient Egyptians had developed.
No my friend, Egypt wasn't built on slavery,rasst people think. It was destroyed by it
from within. It was collapsed by it. Now the world is following the same path. Almost a
third of the entire male population of our planet is living as victims of the circumcision.
Without even realizing it, the midted victims are swelling the ranks of the modern
slaves in the service of empire. Nothing has changed, my friend, since the Pharaohs ruled,
except perhaps the face of it. So you have come here with love pains. You are probably
here, because of somethitigit the Pharaohs had set in motion almost five millennia ago,
that no one has so far dealt with, which has festered over time and grown worse. This
means, my friend, that you are not alone. The whole world is presently caught in the
same trap. The wholeorld should have love pains for reasons of what the Pharaohs had
started. It would, if it hadn't become desensitized, as slaves do become. Nevertheless
what the Pharaohs have started is now destroying our world as surely as it once destroyed
theirs fromwithin, and | see no way to stop the outcome that will end civilization."



The man paused, then added quietly that this is the future of humanity and the we
were getting close to the end of it. "Right now," he said, "the real value of the world's
morey is worth 50 times less than what it used to be in the mid sixties. The collapse is
that fast and is accelerating. On this axis of poverty, everything is already in the process
of collapsing. With the process escalating exponentially, the outcomekeiil be open
universal war, unless the process is reversed, and the war that results when the process is
not reverse will be a nuclear war, because that is the only type of warfare that remains
economically feasible in a physically collapsing world."”

He then paused once more, and fumbled for something in his pockets. Eventually
he gave up searching. "This is the truth,"” he said, "except you can't tell it to anyone.
People want to hear lies. 'In Lies We Trust!' That's the motto. People want to hear tha
they are rich, even though the world is collapsing under their feet. Nothing is real
anymore, my friend. What people believe in is artificial, even that which separates the
sexes. Nobody believes anymore in what is real, including the riches mankindsbkas
Those are being shunned. We have become a society of perfect slaves, my friend. We
certainly behave like slaves."

With this said, the man walked away. He turned around at the door and smiled
with a wicked kind of look. "There, my friend, isyr 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? Can
you solve that paradox? You can't, can you? That islexey/pains are good for the pubs.
They will never run out of customers for that reason."

| remained at the bar after he was gone. The man seemed to know something about
the deep things Erica and | had explored, though we had explored them imemtliffe
context. Nowhere in the world could | have listened to a more powerful lecture on this
subject, than in this hole in the wall in the middle of the night. In the context of what
Erica and | had explored all day in different ways, | knew the old p@fesss right in
his perception of the present world. That meant that all the political lectures and lectures
on economics and history that | had listened to before were totally built on fakery,
distortions of fact, and possibly deliberate lies. Perpleixextiered another beer. | could
see why the professor had called this hellhole his home. It had become a trap away from
the real trap.

| didn't finish the beer. | barely drank any of it. | left it sitting on the counter and
walked out.

On theway to the hotel | wished that | had never set foot in this damn, dark place,
where my illusions about the world had been so cruelly overturned with his blunt
exposition of what seemed to be the truth. The overturning of my perception of the world,
included the scope of my mission. Yes, he had answered some of my questions that | had



struggled to come to terms with, which I had tried to avoid in the hope of finding peace. |
had been clinging to answers that provided comfortable illusions, rather thagtieq

truth that was becoming evident everywhere. | also realized that | had found no peace in
the pub on this ground, only more pain. Something had been spiritually missing.
Strangely, | found myself being grateful for the rare opportunity that | haddeen, to

be confronted with all the darkness that was obviously the state of the world. For me, his
blunt demand to face an ugly dimension, outweighed all the comforts that one imagines
to derive from comfortable lies.

| promised myself to be mersensitive to the truth in the future, and to be more
honest with myself. Except, | 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, neet go right back to the fundamentals and begm eodrs
research of the dimensions of love as Erica had found this necessary as a means for
dealing with the larger dimension.

| hadn't gone more than a hundred yards, towards the hotel,avkeman called
out to me. | glanced back. | saw her standing in front of the pub, waving. "Please walit,"
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 se@ek" she said and reached her hand
out. "Am I right? | can help you to find that," she added, still holding her hand out. "My
name is Helen."

I introduced myself and said that | was a diplomat. | told her that | had actually
found more in the pub &m what | came for. "The professor explained a lot to me that |
knew little about,” | said. "Now | understand a great deal more. At least | understand
something that | didn't understand before."

"Except Love," she added. "You don't understand whaelis. 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. | overheard some of your conversation. | also tiwakwhat you talked about
wasn't what you came to the pub for. | think that something went sour in your private
loving, or it didn't go far enough, or it has you puzzled. That's why you came to the pub,
right? You came to figure things out. Unfortunajéhe professor couldn't help you. He
couldn't, because he doesn't understand what Love is. | know this, because I tried to teach
him. Eventually, | realized that the subject is too difficult for him."

"You taught the professor?"

"Not really. Itaught him history. | tried to teach him the real history of humanity,
not that which empire teaches, but real history. Empire twists history to project a
humanity that is fractured and divided. It needs these distortions to promote its long



standing gamef divide and conquer. Are you willing to learn a bit of the Truth that the
professor knows nothing about?"

"l found the professor amazingly knowledgeable," | countered her.

"He appears that way, but appearances can be misleading if one Baoksdissary
points of reference," she said. She began to smile.

| loved her smile. Her face sparkled as she spoke. "You say, empire twists history,"
| repeated.

She nodded quietly. "It aids their game of divide and conquer. But it also has much
wider consequences. It divides us, sexually, you and me, and the whole of mankind,
causing love pains."

"You say, for this goal of divide to conquer, the official concepts of history are
twisted?" | said, to keep the conversation going. She intrigedunddenly. She was
older than Erica, but just as exciting to look at.

"It is archeology that has been twisted under the control of the British Empire,” she
said. "It has been done for spreading the notion that the dawn of civilization has begun
independently in the great river valleys of the wolikle in Mesopotamiathe Nile
Valley, or the Indus Valley, and produdethdamentally different races of people, and so
forth. This is a gross distortion of history."

This wasn't the answer | had expected. Also the timing was odd. It was past
midnight.Neverthelesst seemed important to let her go on. | nodded.

"What the professor doesn't understand is simple,” said Helen. "The dawn of
civilization began along the seashores, because living is easier there, especially where the
fish are plentiful. With the developmeeof fishing, began the development of
shipbuilding, and out of that flowed an amazing mobility for people. With discoveries of
navigation, increasingly longer voyages became possible. As the result, the people began
to intermingle, sometimes across ladigtances. In real terms the entirety of mankind is
made up of one single people with the same innate human quality and the same capacity
for reason. The settlements along the river valleys, and the development of agriculture,
began much later in time. Miind, the species called the homosapien, has been around
for roughly 200,000 years, spreading and intermingling. In real terms the whole of
mankind is one, like one universal family. Nothing fundamentally divides us. The
division became superimposed whba periods of empire begahgriculture, isonly
10,000 years old, and empire far less than that. Mankind has been one people, reflecting a
single fundamental humanity right across the planet. This happened long before the
regional developments began. Nl the regional developments change our native
character as a people, and diminish our common humanity. The vast racial divisions that
we now have in the world, and the religious divisions, and economic divisions, are all
games built on lies. They are tlies of empire. Real history therefore comes to the
foreground by putting the lies aside, by stepping away from the games of empire, and by
recognizing ourselves as human beings, universally, undivided, unfettered. Love is



deeply intertwined with that. #tands at the core of it. Are you interested to learn
history?"

"History and Love, in the middle of the night?" | repeated. "Are you saying that
Love threads through all history?"

" This is what | had tried to teach the professor," she ski€lt'he should know
about that, if he wants to teach others. He understands some of it, but he doesn't
understand enough of it to understand what Love is. Love is anchored in Truth. It begins
with discovering aspects of Truth. In recent years | triggetdhe professor to relive the
discoveries of the great pioneers of humanity, especially in terms of the discovery of
Love. | had many a long discussion with him on that point, however, it has become too
much of a challenge for him, especially the discg\w# Love. And so, he couldn't really
answer your question, and help you with your love pain.”

"The discovery of Love?" | repeated.

"We all need to replicate in our own mind the great discoveries that have come to
light and have created ouwdization," said Helen. "We need to get to the core of what
the greatest pioneers of humanity have discovered in cultural and scientific terms to uplift
one another and enrich each other's life, which can be summed up as the discovery of
Love."

"Love is as ancient as the hills, Helen," | reminded her.

"That it is, but it wasn't put onto the map, formally for a very long time, actually
not until the early 1400s. Are you willing to learn? If so, I'll present to you a world that
the professor neveainderstood, and probably never will. It may change your life."

Since her offer sounded intriguing, and she was already leading the way, | nodded,
and simply continued on following her. Also | loved her voice and her exciting
appearance as a woman.

But was she leading me into a trap? Was she a prostitute? "Don't do this! Don't
follow her! You are a married man," | heard a voice say within me, urging me. The voice
was quickly suppressed as if its warning was not applicable this time. | rehlatet
that kind of warning had occurred earlier, | might not have allowed myself to meet Erica
at all. What a tragic loss that would have been in terms of the riches that we had shared?
Nor had my being open and honest with Erica, and with myself, @lonbarm. "Why
should there be any danger now?" | replied and hushed the voice.

"Don't be stupid. Go with her and embrace the wisdom that she may share," | heard
another voice saying within, a quieter and gentler voice.



| told the woman that leit deeply honored by her offer to help me. | loved the
sound of her name, Helen. The name seemed related to hope. | hadn't actually accepted
that the professor was totally right. Also she was correct about figuring me out. | had
been struggling with lovpains, 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 talk about. She was right about that, too.

"Let me ask you one important question,” Helenrmigted my pondering after a
while of silence. "Why are you allowing me so freely to invite you? What would your
wife say? | bet you are feeling deep in your heart that you shouldn't be here with me. Am
| correct? So, why are you?"

"I think | shouldask you that question first,” | 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 sayyou want to teach me what Love is. You are inviting me into your home. If you
want to talk about Love, the pub would have been fine. Of course you are right, that is
what | 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. "l am not putting myself at risk. | think | can
trust you, and you can trust me. I'm not trying to corrupt a foreign diplomat." She
intertwined her arm with mine asevwwalked. "l watched you, and the professor. |
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 | think. You listened to his entire
story. | know his story bydart. Nor were you the first to leave, as other men might have
out of disgust. The professor left first.”

"So you feel the same way about that, that his story isn't totally true," | said. "It
made sense to me to a point, Helen."

"Oh it's techngally correct,” she replied, "but too much is missing. There is no
reference to Love in what he says. There is something spiritually lacking. | could sense
that you understood this. | could sense your sadness." She laughed. "But now it is your
turn to answr 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 {paas?"

| nodded. "The answer is both yes and no. There shouldn't be any love pain,"” |
replied. 'l have been all day with a most wonderful woman. | met her at the Kolkwitzer
Lake beach. We had dinner together. We had danced. We also loepiesteaching
conversations. In the end, however, she couldn't bring herself to take that final step in
beingclose 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 this impasse. That's why she won't allow me to meet her again. She is afrgartgat
further might hurt her husband. That's the very thing that puzzled you about me. And to



be honest, | 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 atogiplir 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 the flowers in the garden of life, as i€lfeeds to be narrow, confined, without

the liberty to love fully. | think my love pain is more her pain. Can you understand what |
am saying? Do | make sense?"

Helen stopped and kissed me briefly, as if to make up for that pain, and she did so
with the most 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, | didn't ask you about your friend. | asked yait abo
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," | said quietly. "I think what | am doing is
right."

"Why Peter? Why is it right?"

| didn't know how to answer that. "Why shouldn't it be right?" | said in a small
tone of voice. "You are a human being as much as | am. You look the same, except you're
more beautiful than I. You speak the same language h#wee the same wonderful
human concerns, the same feelings as a person, and the same intelligence that | admire,
which makes us both rather special as human beings. Why shouldn't | embrace that? Also
you talk about Love, a subject that is dear to my h&hs.fact is, Helen, it appears to me
now that you make me look deep into myself. You force me to acknowledge 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 wotiddlate us. Why should | 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 are who reghainselves merely biologically related. So why
shouldn't | respond to my sister when she offers to share a few insights about the nature
of Love? | think what you are offering is the most natural thing in the world.
Nevertheless, the voice within keepggmg, saying this is wrong. To hell with this
chattering! What | am doing is right. The truth is the truth. We are two human beings, and
| admire you in this context. That is the truth. Maybe that is where loving begins, Helen.
Anyway, does that answer yoguestion?"

She didn't answer, as if no answer was needed. The air didn't feel as cold anymore
as we walked, and the streets, as eerily empty. "My friend's name is Erica. She is
studying Love," | added moments later before Helen could answer esyiqu

"But your friend doesn't understand what Love is," Helen replied. "She doesn't
understand it, according to the way that you have just described your affair with her. |



think, that is why she can't acknowledge that she is in Love. | sense, thatvgaihda

same problem. | sense a conflict in you. In fact, you said so yourself. You are scared to
accept the truth that you know to be true. You are scared that you will hurt your wife, if
you come with me to my apartment. On the otierd,you are also aéid that you will

hurt yourself, by denying yourself the chance to explore what you have closed your mind
to for almost your entire life, which is a truth that you have always known, and never
allowed yourself to acknowledge. But why should there be #icc@Most people that |

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 beiitilp 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 humity? 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. In a way you are a criminal. You are denying
yourself and me, and the wholelafmanity, as human beings. That's a paradox, isn't it? |
think your friend Erica doesn't understand a lot about that either, just like you. That is
why you're both glad that you didn't get any closer. You couldn't move further. You were
stuck. You didn't hve a platform worked out, where Love can reign more freely. Of
course, 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 canon humanity? Why couldn't you treat each other as

brother and sister, as you really are in the most profound sense? | think, that is what your
friend doesn't understand. Neither do you understand this."

I nodded, but then shook my head. "I think shderstands a lot about Love," |
said. "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 that is writtelh in sma
letters. But in life Love isn't a small thing. She said no, to life! She said no, no, no, to
living in the realm of truth. She literally preferred clinging to a lye. That's not living,
Peter, is it? So, what is missing, Peter? Tell me!"

| couldn'tanswer. | let us fall silent again. | hated that.

"You accepted a great responsibility with that ring," Helen continued, "and | am
sure you're fulfilling it. But that shouldn't become so overbearing that it isolates you from
the rest of humanity anfdom 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 younave been running backwards. You have been running away from Love,
and from your responsibility to be loving in ever brighter ways. But running away from
Love doesn't accord with the principle of life and of our humanity. Life isn't a-ca¢ch
if-you canrace, in which a person becomes another's trophy. Life is wide, profound,
beautiful, rich and exciting, and it will be that if you allow it to unfold. We've got to



become responsive to its principles, Peter. Every lye hurts us. A lye is corrosive.
Embracirmg the truth, to as far as you can see it, brings stability and substance to living.

Helen paused and sighed. "Why couldn't you and Erica do that? What principle
that you know as a truth, didn't you understand, Peter, so that you got stuck?"

"l think Erica was afraid of committing adultery,” | replied, just to say something.
"She still is. | think she would have loved to embrace living and loving more fully, even
as fully as possible, but she couldn't, and still can't. In a way we are alika ltiitat. It
seems to me, that Erica doesn't own herself. She doesn't respect her sovereignty as a
human being. If she did, she wouldn't have hesitated to allow us to embreaaaotiner
fully, to the fullest extend that our loving would have urged wgotd

"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, both she and you, as two human beings bound in 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. Many ugly things
seem to be allowed in marriage. Especially a lot of cruel things are allowed iagearri
People tare each other down, instead of aiding each other in building up thestseth.
| think thistearingdown happens especially in marriage, because the currently narrow
marriage institution literally prevents the development of Love. It s\gkeple enemies
of oneanother. It shuts down the process of embracingamagher on the basis of what
is really true. That's sad, isn't it? So, Peter, | am offering you a chance to breathe freely
again as a human being. | am offering you a chance ¢owdis Love, not to learn about
it. But isn't this what you really had hoped to accomplisyour association with Erica?

Be honest about it."

| nodded slightly.

"Would there have been any danger involved for her, or you, if you had allowed
yourself to accomplish that?" said Helen. "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
anyhing to happen that either of you would afterwards have to be ashamed about in real
terms? | think the answer is obvious, you wouldn't have. You were more inclined to err
on the side of caution. You did this even if this meant closing the door to beillg tot
truthful with yourself. Isn't this what you did? You avoided the dimensions that you
couldn't fully understand. Am | correct?"

| squeezed her hand in reply. "You know me better than | know myself," | replied
moments later. "You are amazing!"

"There is no magic involved, Peter. | just see us from a higher level standpoint, as
human beings. That's all | do. That's all I can do. And what results from that often amazes
me to0o0."



| shook my head again. "You are right. Nothing would haveéapd between
Erica and I, that either of us would have had to be ashamed about. This wouldn't have
been possible. | was too grateful for having met her, for having had the conversations
with her that we had, and for the beautiful kind of person thatssioiv could | have
possibly hurt her or done anything degrading? | was so grateful just to be with her."

"Can you say then that you were grateful that she exists?" Helen asked.

"I still am, Helen. This grateful feeling has never gone awagyer will," |
replied. "She is still in my heart. Indeed, | am grateful that she exists, wherever she may
be, even if | will never see her again. She has found a place in my thoughts. | am grateful
for that. Do | make any sense?"

Helen didn't answarmo, or yes. She said something to the effect that gratitude
enables sovereignty to be. "But did you tell her that? 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 humanityWithout gratitude our lives become barren. People talk about Love, but
they cannot conceal the ingratitude that causes those barren lives. | think your friend
understands this, though she doesn't want to admit it. That is also why she doesn't see the
flower garden correctly. | remember a verse of an old hymn, Peter, which | 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," | said. | was tempted to kiss her spontaneously for it. | 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 earother," Helen cut off my dreaming. "‘C€gou
imagine how much brighter the world would be, if people would be honestly grateful for
oneanother's existence? | think most people are grateful foanather, although they
rarely realize that. When | confront them with it, they are shocked, Whila 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 brighthit 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-adagh
apartment, not a hotel. A hotel would have beercigight next to the Railway Station
Plaza. As we came to it, the building appeared to be new. It had a biigéetiyrance. It
reflected the same air of elegance that she did.

She pointed out proudly that she lives on the top floor.



Her dace wasn't as large as | had expected, but more beautiful than | 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 piamo)der model. The
window in the main room extended nearly across the entire wall. It offered a sweeping
view of the railway plaza below, a sea of glittering lights, backed by a darkikakrea
in the distance.

On the wall next to the piano wadaokshelf located with birthday cards set up
among glass ornaments. She told me that | should make myself feel at home, while she
put the coffee on.

My attention was drawn to the birthday cards. One of them was apparently custom
made. The creatingtest had wished her a happy "forexday" celebration, as he had
called her birthday. Inside the card he had written, "To my precious Love, and my
beautiful lover."

The care with which the apartment was arranged, testified to that great Love that
the artist spoke of in the card, which was evident everywhere. It evidently extended also
to her friends.

Since she hadn't returned from the kitchen, | venttogain her there. The
kitchen was located off to the side of the dining nook, where the oak table stood. She had
left the sliding door to the kitchen partially open.

Almost in the last moment, just as | was about to enter, | 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. She didn't notice me. Her head was bent low. Her hands
partially covered her face. A crumpled paper napkin lay on the table. | thackdnd
looked out of the window again, waiting for her to deal with what was troubling her,
giving her time.

Money troubles? | pondered. What else would she be in the bar for so late at night?
Maybe somebody owed her and didn't pay her back. Mglybdad been waiting for this
person in the pub, who stood her up, for which she was now in a state of crisis. Or maybe
someone close whom she had trusted, had betrayed her. It usually hurts twice as bad,
when trust is betrayed. Or, maybe she just losjdieand 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. | had been there myself. | felt almost ashamed
for how well | was being paid now in the diphatic service, compared to most people
who struggle every day to make ends meet. | had to laugh at myself as | remembered a
time long ago, when | had been so broke that all I could afford to eat was a stick of
cheese and some dry buns, that both had tatlmned out for a week, till the next



payday came around. | had been too proud then to ask for help. It seemed easier to go
hungry for a week.

| was startled out of my dreaming when | felt her touch on my shoulder. | turned
around. | almost stareat her in surprise. She was a totally different person than the one |
had seen just minutes earlier in the kitchen. She stood beside me, her head held high, no
trace of tears, and her long hair neatly combed. She smiled and offered me some home
made cookis on a plate.

"So you have come to learn what Love is," she said, still smiling.

She didn't talk about money, or made any requests for money, or even hinted that
she was in trouble, as it appeared that she was.

| talked with her about kra some more. | repeated 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 luky 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. That's when the real dark ages
began. Peopleere obedient slaves, lesser beings, humble and stupid, but this suddenly
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 the "good room" to talk about this. She placed
the cookies on a small side table next to the sofa where she asked me to sit. "Would you
like a glass of port?" she asked. She didn't wait for an answer. She went to a nearby wall
mounted miniature buffetnd brought two glasses out.

Helen stood tall on higheeled shoes. Her long dark hair covered the top of her
dress even though the top of the dress ended way below her shoulders. Her dress was
black. She wore black sheer stockings. The stockirege wot seamless by design. An
artificial seam extended from her shoes all the way up as far as one could see, carefully
set into a perfectly straight line.

She put the glasses down and smiled. As if nothing had happened, she looked
away from me. Shieoked away quietly and smiled. No torrent of words flowed from her
lips in protesting my incursion into the privacy of her world. She went back into the
kitchen. Before she did, she turned around momentarily at the door, still smiling.

"Do you like Portuguese port?" she called back from the kitchen, as if this was an
important question.



She brought out a large bottle of Portuguese port. The bottle was still sealed. She
showed it to me. | simply nodded and smiled. The port wasn't importamd; &he was
the gem that paled everything.

"I think this particular brand will do great for a special occasion like this," she
said, and took the bottle back. "I brought it back with me from a cultural exchange event.
We can learn from thBortuguesethey know how to celebrate. | think we give ourselves
far too few occasions when we feel it is appropriate to celebrate,” she said. She opened
the bottle with a high tech corkscrew, and filled the glasses herself. As she did this, she
crouched down besidae, but carefully avoided eye contact, as if the resulting eye
connection would pose a danger to the mental portal that was beginning to open with the
unfolding intimacy of her closeness. However, her smile remained.

"It's a nice color, this one,’he commented when she was finished filling the
glasses. She handed one of the glasses to me.

The color of the port was as dark as port is, almost as dark as her stockings were
that appeared even more prominent in the crouched position in whictstdtettee 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 this time, brief as it was. It was a contact with her
Soul so it seemed. It was a glimpse of a world thatexiseyond the portal. It
strengthened the view; it widened it.

The whole process of this voiceless communication became rather richly erotic,
like an exciting ceremony of a distant culture that one barely understands, but that one
can identify withas 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 been kept hidden so deep in the background that it appeared almost foreign now as its
presence wafelt again. What unfolded 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 | had long secretly challenged, thdtdh'taleny
its unfolding, or wanted to deny. | relished its promise. | was falling in Love again with
still another woman. Wow! Two times on the same day! Wow!

I mentally slapped my face as if | needed to wake up. "Peter, don't do that!" said a
voice from within. But the voice was overruled.

"What you are about to do, Peter, cheapens the closeness that you have felt
towards Erica just a few hours ago, that you have treasured and still do, and probably will
treasure forever," said the voice withThe voice seemed strong, but its argument
hollow.

"Will the promising new eruption of Love cheapen anything?" | argued back at
myself. "How can one aspect of Love, unfolding on top of another, cheapen and dilute



anything? Should it not rather éfr both aspects, and this in a manner that the end result
is greater than the sum of both parts?”

| began to smile to myself that | had won this argument. But had | really won?

| wondered what Erica might have said, beinglévelheadedscientist that she
was, or what the professor might have said in the pub. | reasoned that the professor would
likely have ordered a glass of soda water with ice and poured an ounce of Whisky into it.
That would have been his style. "Now taste that!" | heardday to me in my mind. And
| would have tasted it. Then he would have poured another ounce of Whisky into it.
"Now taste it again!" | heard him say. "Has the addition diluted the first taste? Or has the
taste become more powerful?"

"And what would Erica, the scientist, have said?" | questioned myself.

Ah, that one was easy to answer. "How can Love be a poison to itself?" | heard her
ask me in return. "How can the restricting of Love help us with learning to be more
loving, to love more fully, as we all should?" That's what Erica might have said. She
might have added, "Does increasing our austerity make the gold more precious that we
have, or does increasing our austerity merely enhance the resulting poverty?" | heard her
say to me in my mind, that we should be in Love more fully in order that we would love
ourselves more fully. "Don't we have ample reasons to do this for the wondrous humanity
that we have and all its rich dimensions that we share?"

| heard her say tme, "Peter, embrace Love at every chance that life presents, by
which loving becomes more diffusive, and by which the darkness of our days goes
away."

| heard Erica in my mind, add as if it were a comment to my expanding loving, "I
envy you, Peter."

"What do you wish for the most in your life?" Helen broke the silence that I drifted
into.

| was startled. | hesitated. "I really don't know what | wish for the most?" | said
finally. "Do | wish for a house, or a better one? No! | don't vigstthat. | have a house
that is perfectly adequate. Do | wish for an interesting job that provides sufficient
income? No! | have that too. Do | wish for a loving wife? | have that already. Do | wish
for romance? | had that also. | had a beautifully romatay."

| shook my head. "Isn't this silly? You asked me a simple question, what do you
want most in life, and | can't answer. | could say that | wished for sex, but if | did, | could
have had plenty of that for a twerdyllar bill or whatever thgoing price is. So, | really
don't know what the answer is to your question."



"There was something that you deeply wanted in the pub and couldn't find there,
something that brought you to the pub in the first place,” she said. "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."

| nodded. "Sure, soething had been missing, Heldmat wonderfully bright day
that | had shared with Erica had ended with a siutégl’ | 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 lirenach in the sand. In a way | was clad
at the time that the line was laid down. 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 tivelhat the whole world is doing? | think 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 for the occasion."

Helen just laughed. "You are right on this onee 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 tens of thousands of nuclear bombs to blow ourselves up with. You
are saying then that you are wishing for somethingtttgatvhole world is wishing for,
that the problems would simply go away, or that somebody else would solve them for
you. How noble of you!" said Helen and began to grin.

"l can't deny that sex was an element. It always is an element of what | wshld wi
to be involved in," | replied, "though in the case with Erica it probably wouldn't have
been a big thing in comparison with what we already had. Still | had been hoping till the
last moment that our joining hands would include a sexual touch and yieaidbié
something greater than mere sex would emerge. | was hoping for a kind of intimacy that
makes our sexual embracing something special that only human beings have the capacity
to develop, something in which we are uniquely human. It would then haystantial
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? Maybe that is what | should be wishing\érat really defines us as
human beings takes us beyond what we can find in any other form of life, in the known
Universe. As human beings we are defined by a great profusion of 'miracles," unfolding
as art, science, music, literature, beauty, creatiwggpassion, loving, generosity,
honesty, to mention just a few. | suspect that sex also has this kind of a higher dimension,
if only we could find it. I think we should look at sex as a unique human dimension that
lies far above the level of the animal @insion of it as a means for procreation.
Unfortunately, the lower form of sex, is what society is commonly focusing on. | suspect,
that this is what Erica had felt impelled to close the door to. Maybe she had to do this
because the higher dimension habde®n built where sex becomes meaningful in a
constructive way. | also suspect that we will never experience that higher dimension, for
as long as we find it easier to close the door to it, than to take up the challenge to explore
this higher level dimensioand its advanced principles. The professor suggested that sex
has a profound purpose in the higher human dimension, to bring us into the realm of the
Principle of the General Welfare. | think | was in the pub to ponder where the boundary



lies between thpossible and the miraculous,” | addedsupposel was dreaming a
dream that might 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 kindnifersal closeness. The
reality is that you were hoping for something that is easily fulfilled. Still, we find it
terribly hard to help onanother to take those simple steps across the barriers that we
have built up over centuries against the fulfillmehour needs. | find this so often,
Peter,” she added quietly. She almost sighed.

"Perhaps it is fear," | 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 tloat he m
desired, 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 public opinion says, don't cross
that line. We even teach this to our children. We tell them; don't craiskny; don't go
into the forest; be aware of the wolf; be careful Little Red Ridiiogd."

Helen was sitting next to me on the sofa when we spoke about Hamlet and Little
Red RidingHood. After a while we said nothing more to each other. Evidehgy
allowed me time to sort myself out. She may have realized that those movements in
thought that the unfolding of this new situation inspired, could have far reaching
consequences for good, if they were allowed to unfold and thereby provide a basis that
we could build on. Indeed, we could build on the riches of that wider world that Erica has
already opened up and that Helen now provided an even larger horizon for, that beckoned
me to move forward. What could come from that building might even prevent my
regression back into the old and narrow world of thinking, or even a deeper regression
into its poverty, with harsher limits than those that | had been struggling to break away
from.

Helen explained after a long period of silence, that after the fgneacial crash in
1345, and the Black Death plague had had ravished Europe two years later and killed a
third of its population, some people began to focus more and more on the value of the
human being. This value was discerned more and more agaieshpii@ess of chaos. It
was found as something precious, reflecting a wondrous light that pervades the nature of
our humanity, which became recognized as the real nature of mankind. Especially some
of the younger people could recognize this light withiales told me that some young
boys who had been taught in the monasteries to read and write, in order to help the monks
to copy ancient manuscripts, had thereby become familiar with the humanist discoveries
of Plato and with Plato's scientific method ofadigery. Thereby they grew up to become
accomplished independent thinkers of their own. Out of this background the first
'teaching' institution emerged, the famous teaching order called the Brotherhood of the
Common Life. It encouraged students to replicaténeir own mind the discoveries of
the pioneers of humanity. It focused on the process of learning the process of discovery
itself.



"With this process a new perception of the human being emerged,” Helen
continued. "The learning of the art of madsidiscoveries even revolutionized religion.
The Platonic thinking process challenged the old notion that the Holy Spirit flows from
God to humanity, via the Son, as an intermediary. People began to see this hierarchical
model as a model that justified ime rule. In the unfolding GoldeRenaissance new
perception came to light that had its root in the original Christian perception, where
humanity was seen as being directly the reflected image of God and thereby of great
worth, with the Christ not begnan intermediary, but being the Exemplar of it. This
perception attributed enormous value to each individual human being. It changed the
world. It was this elevated perception that became synonymous with the Renaissance. It
created the foundation for agfeseated selfoving in humanity. People became more
aware of their capability as thinkers and creators. They also became more respectful of
each other, and thereby became closer to each other, and more cooperative with each
other. Out of this revolutiomg development the Principle of the General Welfare was
born, and with it the concept of the natistate, in which this principle would be
expressed. The imperiatate didn't allow such an expression. A new type of state was
required, in which Love wasorionger recognized as a hierarchical flow from a superior
being to a lesser being, but was recognized as a lateral flow between equals that
combined God and mankind as one, and mankind with each other. With this new view
unfolded the people's sdtiving, their loving of the truth of the humanity that they all
shared and were a part of. By this kind of 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 unfals 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?"

| reached for the port. | looked at her face, into her eyes, drank in ier ¥gs, |
understood some of it. "I love your definition of Love as a lateral flow." | said with a
smile.

"You love it because it is true," she added. "That's what | think."

"l can sense that it is true," | said and smiled back. "This meams have a solid
basis for loving you. There is something wonderful about you that | appreciate deep in
my heart, and it isn't all sexual.”

"But some of it is sexual,” she replied. "Be honest!"

"Oh, alot of it is. What you are as a woman, arigkautiful woman at that, seems
to be a part of my humanity too, otherwise | wouldn't have this warm cuddly feeling just
looking at you. What motivates this response is already located in me. In responding to it,
| can't help feeling amazed. | am amaaéthe great Intelligence that organized the
Universe, and this fantastic phenomenon of Life that now includes human living. It's
phenomenal, isn't it, considering how perfect it all is in its wondrous complexity. The
Intelligence that is reflected in obeing gave us two legs to walk with, two eyes to see
with, and two sexes to develop intimacies with each other. Each aspect seems to have an
equally amazing purpose. Obviously the Intelligence of the Universe didn't give us sex



merely for procreation. Sugex is an ideal means for genetically enhancing the diversity
of our species. But | think there is far more to it. There is something about it that affects
also the social and universal realm. The professor pointed out that in cultures were sex
has been nttilated, whereby its higher functions were diminished, the development of
civilization stopped and was reversed. It appears to me therefore that the great
Intelligence that is reflected in this wonder of human living, that we are a part of, has
given us he dimension of sex as a kind of foundation for developing a sense of closeness
with oneanother that more and more reflects the lateral model that you spoke of, which
has started to come into light with the Renaissance. It appears to me even that this
deweloping sense of social and national intimacies, and their unfolding economic
potential for civilization to prosper, might be the greater purpose for the sexual intimacies
that are built into the human system. These private intimacies are expandingsottsal

of larger intimacies, like family intimacies, neighborhood intimacies, cooperative
economic intimacies, and even national and political intimacies. We see this expanding
pattern reflected in people's sense of a nation and a world of cooperagngigov
nationstates. So | don't think we are dealing with anything trivial when the subject of sex
comes to the forefront. As for me, | find its demands as powerful imperatives, otherwise |
wouldn't be here and be looking at you with a smile and feeidallg inside, and this so

much so that | don't want to take my eyes off you."

| paused and began to laugh suddenly.
She waved a finger at me, apparently in jest, and began to laugh likewise.

"It's true, what | said, and | couldn't keepy Byes off Erica either, as | come to
think of it," | said to her. "But this really isn't a laughing matter, is it? | feel so cuddly just
looking at you. That's built into the human system. Some purpose impels this. But what is
it? | think something great¢han us is involved here that impels this. Maybe the purpose
behind this is far greater than we can imagine. It seems to me that life is a great
unexplored country that promises as yet unseen blessing with sex being a part of it."

Helen just smiled

"What | said is all evident as far as | can tell, because nothing else makes sense," |
said.

"If sex existed exclusively for procreation, a lot of nations would have died out by
now, especially those whose culture demands the physical removal of their people's
sexual sensitivity in both men and women," said Helen. "The victims of thoseesultu
have nothing left of their genitalia that generates the supposedly necessary sexual drive
for procreationNeverthelesghose nations still exist, the procreation continues in spite
of the mutilations, and this has continued down this road for thdss#dryears. Only
civilization has been collapsing in this background."

"This perplexed the professor too," | said to her.



"The simple fact that this perplexing thing happens,” said Helen, "tells us that the
human sexual sensitivity has a mugkater purpose than procreation, a purpose that has
not yet been recognized. What this purpose is, may be found in the factor that sets the
victimized nations apart from normal nations. In my estimation this factor is not
surprising. Nor is it hidden. Ifact, it is universally apparent. All the victimized nations
have one thing in common. They have functionally become nations of slaves.
Economically they are radically underdeveloped. Socially they are torn by strive,
violence, and often civil war. And potally they are easily manipulated as if they had
no sense of being a part of a nation. They are prone to bow to whoever would be king
over them. So, Helen, if that is the evidence that we see associated with a nation or
culture that has excised the saksensitivity out of its people, by which that human
intimacy is prevented from becoming a factor, | am wondering what powerful factor the
sexual sensitivity and resulting intimacy really serve in the natural system of our
humanity."

"If sexual seniivity isn't required for procreation, and procreation continues
without it," I interjected, "then we need to look for what we loose when the sexual
sensitivity is removed. The professor says that the lack of it causes a decrepit society in
the most crual respects. Since he is apparently right, the factor of sexual sensitivity,
developing intimacy, comes to light as an immensely vital one for the very existence of
civilization. This factor might ultimately prove to be more crucial than procreation itself
for mankind's existence as a whole. In this case all the world's problems, as far as | can
tell, from nuclear war to economic chaos, appear to be all forms of derivatives of
society's insanity in trashing this vital factor.”

Helen leaned over andsksed me. "Congratulations!" she said to me holding her
hand out.

| returned the gesture.

"Do you realize that you have recognized and articulated in ten minutes what |
have tried for years to get the professor to understand?" said Helewe 'puehed this
subject so extensively that it has become the talk of the university. Most people there
don't know me, but they do know the professor who now speaks of these things.
Unfortunately, with his reputation, the people at the university think hats, when he
speaks about the circumcision as a danger to civilization."

"l think he is too bitter to understand the connection this has with Love, that is
reflected therein,” | replied. "Maybe he is a victim of the circumcision himself."

"l don't think so," said Helen. "However, | think he is too scared of what he
already knows of the consequences that he sees unfolding, to trust Love as a sufficient
element of Principle to get us out of that mess. He is scared of the Truth that he sees
fading from sight, because with it comes the responsibility of facing up to it, truthfully,
and reversing the trend. That, Peter, can be terribly scary. And in that respect he is a
coward. His cowardice is eating him on the inside. It is gnawing on the soul."



"l think that what he said to me is true,” | answered quietly. "This, all by itself,
means that he has every right to be scared. We all should be scared about what today's
society is doing to itself."

Helen shook her head. "This kind of thingiis a trap,” she said. "It implies that
we don't have the capacity to change the world. The Renaissance once overturned this
kind of thinking. Just look at us, we are an example that the world can change. We were
both despondent less than one hour agtmgiin that pub, both for our own reason.
Now, look at us. We are both smiling. You feel cuddly inside. You even say you are in
Love. | have a warm feeling for you too. Hasn't our world changed?"

"You are a genius," | said and leaned over and &ikge back. "You are totally
right. One idea can change the world. Maybe sex has a lot more to do with that than we
dare to acknowledge. Mbgwe are all cowards in this sense. But we are waking up and
are becoming a bit more daring, you and I. It apptabe natural that an honest
responding to sex inspires a lot of loving. Shouldn't we recognize sex then as also being a
profound aspect of Love?"

Helen didn't answer. She got up and brought the letter from the kitchen that | had
seen earlier. "This another proof that a single idea can change a person’s life."

"Is this the reason you were in the pub?" | asked. "I saw you cry over that letter," |
said, and put my arm around her.

She bent her head down again. "Yes," she said quietlg. [€fter says that a day
ago a close friend of mine had three fingers chopped off his right hand.”

"That's barbaric,” | muttered. "What kind of a country is this where such a thing
can happen?"

She began to laugh. "You are thinking of Islannistice. This doesn't happen here.
My friend was injured in an industrial accident in a book binding shop. He was brushing
some cuttings away at the edge trimmer to get rid of some trimmings that the vacuum
system hadn't picked up. The interlocks must hmeen disabled. We don't know what
had tripped the switch.”

"No wonder you were shook up," | said quietly. "What will happen to him now?"

Helen explained that he was extremely lucky. "He lost mostly the fingertips. The
cuts were clean and werepairable. Nothing had to be amputated.” She said that he
would be well cared for by the state and wouldn't loose his job either, as this might have
happened in the West. She said, she couldn't help crying though, because the man was
also a concert pianisly profession. "Music is his life, Peter." She said that he would
probably never be able to play the piano again as a concert pianist. "Nevertheless
something happened tonight in my thinking about the tragedy,” she added. "The idea
came that my friend wad likely be able to play the violin in concert. He had talked



about playing the violin some day, except he had never been able to get enough money
together to buy a goeenough instrument for concert work. | don't have enough money
myself to buy him oneyut | have a little that | can spare. It won't amount to anything
more than just a gesture. Still, that gesture will mean a great deal to him in this critical
time. | cried, because | realized that | am able to do this for him, which might change his
life. Can you see now how one idea can radically change a person's life, and all life on
the planet if it unfolds evermore fully?"

"We can change the world that way," | added some moments later. "Yaghdre
the professor's dire predictions don't heweome true. If we can solve this little problem
with an advanced idea, why can't we solve the great problems of the world by applying
the principle of the idea further? Maybe we can solve the deep problems that disable
entire nations."

Helen didrt answer. She took the letter back to the kitchen. | heard her filling the
kettle. When she returned | handed her three thousand East German marks in cash, all in
five hundred mark notes. "This should help a bit," | added.

"No, | can't accept thatshe said and handed the money back.

| didn't take it back. | told her that | really didn't need it. | explained that all foreign
agents were required by the state to exchange a fixed amount of money each day. The
amount that is required is roughlyetkquivalent to what one would spend dive-star
hotel in New York, meals included. | assured her that | wouldn't mind living in a low cost
motel by the highway for the duration of my stay, if doing so would put the money to use
where it can really maka difference for someone in a crisis, like that of her friend. | also
told her that a rule had come to mind that | had loved as a child. | 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. "l was delighted as a child when | was able to say to myself before going to
bed at night, that | had made a difference in making the world a lovelier placento be i
That's lateral loving, isn't it?" | added.

| explained that | didn't really need to stay in a fstar hotel. | urged her to keep
the money for her friend. "l would rather stay in a cheap place and eat with ordinary
people in an ordinary restautd' | said to her, "and live like ordinary people do, and take
the money that | won't have to spend that way, to help someone in need with it. That's the
kind of stuff | had always been proud of when | was a kid. It seems I've been brought up
that way. Its time to get back to being proud for embracing what is good. It's not a
sacrifice then for me to do this. It's a nice thing to do that | will probably always cherish
when | think of it in future years. Isn't that how we brighten the world?"

Helen boked at the money, then looked at me, and began to cry again. "Thank
you," she said. She said it with new tears in her eyes. "Thank you from the bottom of my
heart." She took the money and placed it in an envelope together with a note that said



somethingabout 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.

| signed it gladly. | signed my full name, Peter A. VanDerMere. | encircled my
first name.

"Maybe if it wasn't for the closeness that comes with people's intimacy that flows
from sex, your response and mine might have been quite different,” she said.

"It might not have opened the door to the next stage of responding, such as his
respase that will now give him his life back,"” | said to her. "Isn't it amazing how
powerfully effective and uplifting an honest response to sex can become?"

"l can agree with you on that,” she said. "Sex is an expression of Love, a gift of the
Universe,and a vital one for civilization." She began to laugh with the tears still flowing.

We embraced each other for a long time after saying this. Something wonderful
had happened to our world that inspired this embrace. Our embrace lasted untilsour tear
stopped and the water kettle was whistling in the kitchen.

Helen returned to the kitchen. "And here, | thought | would be teaching you about
Love," she called back to me from the kitchen. "Instead you taught me."

"But you have started it alVith your history lesson, and by being your wonderful
self," | said to her as, | followed her into the kitchen to be closer to her. "I hope you don't
mind me invading your kitchen," | said, as | entered. "l am still in awe of what you have
said. | am in Lee with the wonderful person that you are. | amazed at the good that you
have already brought out in me. If anyone had predicted this back at the pub, | would
have laughed. What is happening here is revolutionary," | added. "It is as revolutionary,
as youare beautiful. I am in Love with you for something that seems to be greater than
all of us, which is wonderfully reflected in you." | ventured for another kiss.

She didn't answer me. She merely smiled. She got the tea started and began to
prepare usome sandwiches for a latéght snack. She put jars of olives on the counter,
three types, and butter, several types of sausage, and rye bread.

"Loving means more," she said while making the sandwiches, unwrapping the
butter. "Loving begins with ing oneself as a human being," she said. "Your friend
Erica hadn't discovered that yet, because she didn't know a thing abut the deep connection
between sex and Love. Our loving begins when we discover in ourselves the wonders of
our humanity. Then we disver beauty in our Soul. We discover joy, art, wisdom, and
scientific awareness. Human loving begins when we discover ourselves as being creators
in a 'divine’ Universe, and the brightest stars of life that has developed out of Life's long
history on thigplanet. We begin to be in Love with ourselves, when we see in us the
image of God. When this happens we cannot help, but to be in Love witinotteer,
and to be truly loving. People speak of loving, but this is often a front as they have



something elsen mind. They say to a person, | love you, but they really should say, | am
compelled to be near you because | want you to brighten my life; | want you to give me
what | have not found in myself; | want you to fill my emptiness. This isn't Love, Peter.
This is a game of exploitation. This is crude selfishness that has nothing to do with Love.

"But you are not like that, Peter," she continued. "Still, you say you love me. You
say it with your eyes. You say with your eyes that you want to touch méhangbu
want to touch me as a woman, intimately. And so you should. When we begin to be in
Love, Peter, we find ourselves to be compelled to uplift the world around us. We are
compelled to uplift on@nother to a higher level of joy, to a higher appremiafor who
and what we are, and to a greater honesty and openness, where we eraitbtiogeout
of the depth of our humanity that we all share. When we begin to do this, then loving is
no longer a game, but something that flows heart to heart, sogéthinthreads through
history, something that has shaped history and even darkened it when it was prevented.
Without understanding Love, one cannot understand history. You have already hinted at
this. In Love there is joy, and sex is a factor. And theghogether are one, with sex
being a vital factor by which we enrich eanother in Love. Of course we embrace-one
another then, even as we embrace ourselves. Do you agree that this is what loving is?"

| didn't know how to answer. | agreed! Butddhnever lived in that dimension. To
say, yes, would have been dishonest. It would not have been born out of my own
experiences. | answered with a nod instead. | said that | was just beginning to fall in Love
again. | proved it with a kiss. | said, "Thayéu for helping me." | 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 wapeppermint tea. The sandwiches were made of darkreed 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, including in
the way shalressed; the way she kept her hair; and the way she made me feel
comfortable.

"You said that sex is a vital factor in history,” | said to her to get the conversation
redirected back to it.

"Don't you agree with what | said about history?" s, after she had sliced the
last pickle. She turned around and leaned against the counter.

"Did you know that Hitler is reported to have said in private circles that a fascist
state must never teach real history, because when real historygddagyht, a fascist



state would have a revolution on its hand? | think this statement shows Hitler's real color
as a wise, but also a despicable person, the worst kind that one can imagine. But he was
not alone in that. He feared a society understandstgry, because real history gives

people a vision of the great achievements of mankind and also of the consequences of its
failures. Every empire fears this awareness in society. The masters of empire know that a
society understanding universal historynishes an open door for it to discover the

native freedom of the human being and the tragedy that flows from denying it. But where
does one begin the exploration of that freedom? In order to understand the universal
history of mankind, one needs to stdrthee beginning of civilization. This, Peter, takes

us far back in time all the way to the dynasties of the Pharaohs in Egypt where the

freedom of mankind was brutally denied. Ancient Egypt might have been the first of the
largescale slavery empires. Sksvare human beings of course, and human beings will
naturally react when their humanity is massively violated. It appears therefore that this
natural reaction became a problem for the Pharaohs that they responded to overcome. The
problem was that a sedfert society doesn't lend itself easily to slavery. The Pharaohs

were likely 'intensely' scared of the slaves, but they also needed the slaves. So, Peter, how
do you think they solved their problem?"

"I think | know where this is leading," | said. GBI can't be sure. This has
something to do with sex, since you are responding to my question that is focused on sex.
Also the professor had a sense of such a connection existing."

Helen nodded and smiled. "Actually, we can only guess at the desaild Helen.
"But we do have historic pictographs inscribed in stone going as far back as 2,500 BC,
that suggest that the Egyptian masters had performed the circumcision on their male
slaves. The masters of the slaves had cut away the male slavessesiiality and
thereby prevented the natural intimacy from maturing that they would otherwise have had
with their women. The Egyptian masters thereby prevented the consequent closeness of
the slaves with one another, both individually and as a commiitynishing the
slaves' sexual sensitivity thereby gave the slaves more time to do their assigned work. But
as you might guess, improving the waaHiciency of the slaves wasn't the dynasty's real
interest in this case. They had a different purpose inlndihey had a different target.
The real target that the masters of Egypt had evidently been aiming at was the Principle
of the General Welfare that flows from the natural social intimacy that is rooted in sexual
intimacy. The rulers evidently knew, perlsdpom bitter experience, that whenever this
principle is allowed to develop in a society, the process of slavery ends. The Pharaohs
couldn't allow this. They addressed the problem in the only manner that it could have
been addressed, by intervening atrihwt. That, apparently is how the circumcision
began 4,500 years ago. Of course what the Pharaoh's had recognized then is still being
recognized today by the modern masters of empire. The Principle of the General Welfare
is still being regarded as the gtest poison to any process of slavery anywhere.
Consequentlythe circumcision is still being performed, and for the original reason."

"This was probably also the reason why they mutilated the slave's women as well,"
| interjected. "According to thprofessor, that's what the Pharaohs had done. Improving
the slavewomen's work efficiency obviously hadn't been a big factor in early Egypt, but
inhibiting the sexual intimacy that opens the gates to the Principle of the General



Welfare, was evidently aidpfactor. | think they waged a war against this principle in

order to shut it down, thereby shutting down a dangerous factor that any empire fears.
Evidently that had been a big factor for the Pharaohs. For what other reason would the
Pharaohs have infiltated their slave women? From an economic standpoint, it makes no
sense to do that. The procedure is too brutal, and the outcome too debilitating, and
probably often deadly as well."

"Oh yes, the infibulation of women stands among the most brutaésrihat were
ever dreamed up against humanity. It may be the worst torture that one can imagine," said
Helen quietly. "It tare® n ehéast just to think of it. Those were primitive times, and the
methods were primitive. The operators ripped, cut, arapsdrout the women's clitoris
in which a woman's sexual sensitivity is located. But the Pharaohs didn't leave it with
that, because the 'danger’ for sexual intimacy might have still remained to some degree.
Consequentlythey cut away the women's entirdexal vulva. They evidently saw
themselves impelled to do this, because as you know yourself, the very sight of a
woman's vulva inspires intimate sexual feelings in men. The Pharaohs evidently felt that
this 'danger’ had to be stopped for the protectfdheir empire."

"I wonder if you know how right you are," | interjected. "Just go to any strip joint
and look at the men's faces. Their smiles become brighter when the vulva appears on the
scene. They literally come to see the vulva. They starsmiid. | have yet to meet a
man who isn't moved with a fuzzy feeling in some fashion at the sight of a vulva.”

"That is why the Pharaohs had to remove it as a 'threat,’ by cutting and scraping
every bit of the vulva away. They cut it all off and sdwehat remained of the outer lips
together with thorns. Evidently this brutal procedure effectively ended all intimacies, and
any potential for the development of the Principle of the General Welfare among the
slaves. Thus the slaves were conditioned itaaia slaves, even to become 'better’ slaves.
The Pharaoh's empire proved to be safe after that. Obviously, a mutually isolated society
never causes a revolt of the kind that the Pharaohs might have experienced at an earlier
point. They probably respondealthe logic of experience to prevent this from happening
again. It appears, perhaps, that as a measure for breaking down even the remotest social
connection, the masters e@pire havdorced the slavevomen to perform the torturous
infibulation on each dker. At least this became a tradition that is still being practiced to
the present day. For centuries the mutilation of women, that had been demanded by the
imperial system, and had been mostly carried out by the women on each other, had
assured the sunval of the power of dynasties, which were all built to some degree on the
slavery system."

"This horror story then is what the glory of ancient Egypt was built on!" |
commended. "Evidently they didn't just capture people as meadie slaves since
naural slaves don't exist. They captured people and modified them to become slaves
through and through."”

Helen nodded. "As | said, the process still continues to the present day." Helen
spoke quietly now as if the soften the impact thereby. "A hundiidn women are
victims of these kinds of sexual mutilation worldwide. Not all of the mutilations are as



extreme as the infibulation, but the extreme procedure that the Pharaohs started, still
continues. It remains the major part of the tragedy, anBhheaohs as the source of it is

still being acknowledged. The infibulation of women is still being referred to as the
pharaonic procedure. And so, the brutality continues, because nothing has fundamentally
changed. We still have that old political systeamaining in the world that the Pharaohs
have created. It is still here in spite of the liberation of mankind that started with the
Golden Renaissance. We have two systems now. One is called the Stat®system.

Under this system people live free antfifling lives. This system is squarely built on the
Principle of the General Welfare. That's what the NaBtate becomes the very

expression of. The other system is the old system of empire. It's the slavery system. The
NationState system is under atkatoday all around the world, by the masters of empire.
Consequentlythe slavecreating process still continues, Peter. Few nations exist today as
sovereign NatiofStates. The masters of empire are still fighting against the same

principle that the Phaohs fought against, and the are just as scared today of it today, as
the Pharaohs were then. The masters of empire are determined to prevent the Principle of
the General Welfare from coming to life. They are fighting to squash it at all cost, just as
the fharaoh's had done. Only a few minor aspects have changed, between then and now.
The infibulation has given way to the far more powerful modern forms of sexual

isolation. The modern forms are specifically designed to prevent a new sense of social
intimacy from unfolding, which would create a new renaissance through the eruption of
the Principle of the General Welfare. But as | understand the principle involved, the
empire's war against this principle is all for naught. The platform that empire is built on is
becoming increasingly setfefeating. Empire is a political system that reaches out to

steal from its neighbors. It does this in ewadening circles now. It is obvious that when

it has depleted what it is feeding on, it dies. It is important to urashetshis, because this

part of history is common to all forms of empire, and the trend isn't over yet. In fact, the
insanity that makes the system of empire-defieating, is intensifying."

"Oh, but empire still rules,” | interjected. "I wish it wasn't. But instead of
diminishing, it is getting bigger."

"History warns us that when nothing remains for the empire to loot, the empire
dies, but before it dies, it becomes increasirigbgist and takes society down with it,"
said Helen. "The death of empire is near, Peter. It cannot be avoided. But society is in
greater danger than ever, because of its being linked into it. Society is in danger, because
it is still a society of slavedt has lost its selinterest and remains slavishly locked to the
system of empire. Modern western society defends the system of empire even at the cost
of loosing its civilization. That's the mark of a slave society, Peter. Sure, the infibulation
is fadirg, but the circumcision is on the rise, especially in America. Seventy percent of
the US mail population has already been victimized by it and turned into better slaves.
Most of that happened in the postwar period. The effect this had is astoundingedust o
your eyes, Peter, and look at how America has changed during the postwar period. The
circumcision has turned America from being the giant that it was at the end of the war,
into a slave to the empire, that it sells its heart and soul to support. Arhasdecome
doomed thereby. That's the effect when the foundation is being destroyed that sex
provides as a starting platform for social intimacies, reflected in national and cultural
intimacies. All of today's empires are now built on the circumcisiod they are



insanely fighting each other and are threatening everyone on the planet in the course of it.
Neverthelesghe system of empire is in the process of disintegrating. The consequences
of the collapse are truly enormous, because the empire ansaitsty have become

enormous. My point is that the scope of the consequences that we now face, gives us a
sense of how important the sexual intimacies truly are to civilization."

"What we see happening now makes the modern master of empire fartiars
the Pharaohs had been," | interjected.

Helen nodded. "In the modern world, empire is a slime mould," said Helen. "It has
spread itself across the globe under the heading of globalization and cultural freedom.
This means it has given itself tireedom to mutilate almost the entire human landscape
as far as its tentacles can reach. From what | see happening, the masters of empire and
their slaves didn't just loot everything in sight, which is bad enough, but they also cut
deep into the very heaof the human system and have destroyed its integrity. Now the
whole world is in danger, because of that."

"We are now facing World War Ill coming out of the Middle East," | said quietly.
"The clash is not about religion. We have three mutilategses brought together there,
which are presently being setup against each other, facing each other with rage. That's the
mark of insanity. That's the old British Empire strategy on a larger scale. I'm afraid my
own country is the worst of that triad ofsanity that grew out of the circumcision that is
coming together there in the Middle East, which the British Empire wants to activate to
blow the world apart. The war cries are already heard, shrill voices reflecting the sheer
insanity of a disconnecteapple fighting each other in arenas, where nothing has any
connection at all with human living. | am afraid that you may be right, that our people in
America are being set up as slaves to be fighting other slaves in a Rtyleatircus.
What is now unfolahg in the Middle East is not a battle between human beings. It is a
battle between the slaves of circumcised cultures who had their humanity mutilated, and
made ineffective. But | fail to see how we can win the world back and prevent this
madness from pigressing to its final stage that no one will likely survive. Without a
profound sense of history, which the modern people in America lack, people have
nothing to fall back on that would rescue them from their impending doom. As you
pointed out, almost owntire nation has become slaves in the hands of empire. Don't we
have any hope left? If we have, | don't see it. The professor saw no hope either."

"l would say you already know the answer, because as you said yourself,
America's survival rests witits people's understanding the universal history of
mankind," said Helen. She didn't smile this time. "The universal history of mankind is
also the universal history of Love coming to light," she said moments later. "That's the
key element that breaks theadlock, Peter."

She paused to let me digest the idea.



"In the early times of the Pharaohs, history was not important,” Helen continued.
"The people that were taken to become slaves had no great humanist achievements in
their past that woulthspire them to rebuild their natural tendency towards the Principle
of the General Welfare. This development was just beginning to unfold. The early slaves
probably didn't even know what a great treasure had been ripped away from them as a
means for therbecoming subjective slaves. The sexual mutilation was likely imposed
shortly after birth, or at an early age. In this way most of them never knew what they lost.
They never knew what the potential of a normal human being is, living in a normal
society. Ofcourse this argument doesn't hold water anymore in today's age, especially for
America, that has had a proud history as the bastion of freedom and the beacon of liberty,
as it was once known in many parts of the world."

"In this case | would say théhe history of America should apply to mankind as a
whole, as that of an exemplar of the freedoms that can be gleamed by stepping away from
the sphere of empire,” | interjected. "Mankind as a whole has gone through incredibly
bright periods that were duilt on the Principle of the General Welfare. America was
founded on the intellectual shoulders of the great humanist giants that stood at the center
of those bright periods. These were mostly located in Europe. In this sense the USA is
essentially a leding edge European creation. America is the end result of two periods of
renaissance happening in Europe. America's founding is these renaissance pioneers' gift
to mankind, with the attached responsibility, to maintain this gift."

"That is why undestanding universal history is an absolutely vital resource for
mankind in today's troubled world, as a means for pulling itself out of its present trap,
and for getting back on track," said Helen. "By looking at universal history, one
invariably becomes world-historic participant, Peter, rather than a bystander. One
becomes inspired to recognize the trap that has disabled the world, and to break it open.
That's Love coming to light. Sexual intimacy is evidently designed to play a part in it,
perhaps evea major part. To be in Love means that one is a wadtbric person
fighting for the Principle of the General Welfare, by promoting all aspects that promote
it. Nothing less will do, Peter. This means that we all need to explore history and let its
logic guide our actions. In doing so we need to look at the great developments in the
world towards ever greater freedoms, and the development of the real riches of mankind,
and then note what had been done by the hired traitors to destroy those grand
achievemats for the sake of protecting empires. In this context, society will discover that
America has been invaded by the circumcision, for the sake of empire. In that case, the
invasion of America started at the end of World War 1l. The world of Islam has been
invaded in the same manner some time earlier. The original Islam doesn't require the
circumcision, and so forth. The poison has been injected into the Islamic world quietly
over time, apparently by the masters of empire, whose tentacles reach far arahdide,
cover much of the world. The males of the new American generations, and of the new
Islamic generations, were given the exact same treatment that the slaves of the Pharaohs
were subjected to. That is how America has lost its focus on the Principke General
Welfare, the very principle that historically had been its hart and soul, without which the
USA wouldn't even exist. And Islam too, has lost thereby some of its most precious
elements. It might have lost all of what it had once been."



"Don't you think that it would be surprising if the masters of empire hadn't done
this?" | Interjected. "I would be surprised if they hadn't done this especially to their arch
enemy, America, that has been established as the world's foremost renaissance nation
built on the Principle of the General Welfare. | think that is what we once were, at least
by design. That's also what we lost. But it was taken away from us so gradually that
nobody had any sense of the loss. Now, surprise, surprise, the Principlé&eiiral
Welfare is dead in America."

"The masters of empire must have studied the Pharaohs' methods well," said Helen.
"Now that America has fallen, the evidence that | see is that the forces of empire have
free reign almost across the whole worldarind's precious symbol for freedom, which
the USA was, no longer exists, except by name. America is hated now for what it has
come to represent.”

"That is why | see no hope for the world now," | interjected. "With America having
been betrayed to beme a traitor against itself, and to become the world's foremost
fighter against the Principle of the General Welfare, | am afraid that China, Russia, and
India, even if they all banded together, wouldn't have the strength to turn back the rising
tide of anpire. Nor could they isolate themselves against it. They need America. They
need it to become again, what it was once was. The key for rescuing mankind evidently
lies in rescuing America from the trap of its slavery. But, Helen, | don't think this can be
done with Love alone. If the circumcision, which as you say underlies the entire
enslaving process, cannot be physically undone, what hope do we have? The
circumcision is permanent. Once a person's sexual sensitivity is cut away, the intimacy no
longer hapens, and as the result over time, the sense of the people's intimacy as a nation
does no longer exist. And that is where we are. The Principle of the General Welfare is
now laughed at, even in America. The entire American culture has become enslaved to
the empire's money, since America isn't sovereign even over its currency anymore."

Helen nodded as | spoke. "Indeed there would be no hope for mankind if mankind
were mere apes as many 'scientists’ suggest it is,” said Helen, and than began to laugh.
"But we are human beings. This puts a whole new dimension on things. No matter how
deeply the mutilation of America has cut into the biological integrity that is designed to
enhance the sexual, and thereby social, economic, and political intimacy iy,sacie
mutilated society can still lift itself to a higher level of se#frception, where the
biological factors for intimacy can be superseded with more powerful factors. So it
doesn't really matter whether the biological mutilation is permanent or aohutnanity
doesn't end at the threshold of the biological factors. It extends beyond that threshold,
where the spiritual dimension of our humanity unfolds. This doesn't mean that we should
scrap sex altogether. It merely means that we need to develojdiarsipiritual
dimension, that is richer and more secure than anything, that cannot be mutilated. To do
this we only have to step into the realm of Love, the greatest source for intimacy there is,
and also find our sex in its coming to light in countliesms of expression. Sex is no
longer a tool then, or a means to an end, but stands as a symbol for something that
biology merely hints at, and which we can embrace directly in a scientific manner and



honor in celebration. This process and its celebrdtamthe potential to shape the world.
Even in a completely circumcised world, the sexual celebration remains a possibility. The
vulva is still there, though it is increasingly blocked by the numerous machination
conjured up by the empire's sewer rats. Blfting sex to a level of spiritual celebration,
that the rats cannot reach up to, the redevelopment of the Principle of the General
Welfare on its original platform of intimacy, which biology merely builds a stage for, is
still possible through the scigiic process that builds the higher spiritual stage. So
nothing is ultimately lost with the circumcision. We merely have to become more
scientifically human to gain the higher levels of freedom. This means falling in Love with
our amazingly wondrous andde-ranging humanity. Most of that is located in the

spiritual realm anyway, that science opens a pathway to, and in the realm of Love
reflecting the qualities of the Universe and its underlying Intelligence."”

"Are you saying that pursuing this pashwhat it means to become a werld
historic person?" | interjected. "Are you saying that an uplifted sense of sex becomes the
death knell of empire? Are you saying to sex, 'l love your promise and your power, and |
love your assurance that the expressioime Principle of the General Welfare has not
ended on this planet, but is just beginning to be raised up with effects never envisioned
before?' If this is what we are saying when we speak of Love, Peter, which sex is just an
aspect of, then the night bbrrors has begun to be drawing to a close."

"Isn't this the promise that we find when we begin to understand universal
history?" said Helen. "The more a person recognizes what mankind has accomplished
from time to time, in pulling itself out of tharivate zoo of empire, by refusing to play
the role of zoo animals or slaves, the more a person stands in awe of the unfolding
spiritual journey that still lays before us all. Of course the stooges of empire scream that
life isn't spiritual, but is materigand Love and Intelligence are irrelevant. They scream
this, because without that kind of arrogant screaming, the zoo animals, or the slaves,
would break out of their confinement. But do we heed the screaming? Many people do
heed it. But don't we rath&rok at the achievements in history when society has claimed
its humanity back? In a sense we are still fighting the effects of what the Pharaohs had
begun, which are now strangling the whole world. But we have also discovered the
historically proven resaaes to win our freedom back, by recognizing the Principle of the
General Welfare as an aspect of Love, which is itself an aspect of the Principle of the
Universe. If Love is not becoming manifest in a new renaissance of the Principle of the
General Welfag, at least in some form, then our sense of Love is far too small to be
counted. It's an empty shell then, a gong without a tone, a tale of dreams. That's a call
then to go back to the drawing board, back to history."

"l guess this is the reason wimy friend Erica was stuck, and | was despondent
about it," | interjected. "She is a scientist, but she didn't know history. Neither did I. We
didn't know what a historically motivated individual is, as you have defined it. You say
that being in Love with ar humanity opens up a frontier, but this is a demanding frontier.
It demands corresponding action that rebuilds, what has been lost to slavery. Of course
you are right. Without the motivation that brings the universal history of mankind into the
sphere otove, the stumbling blocks appear insurmountable. Without the larger
dimension coming into view, our sense of Love tends to be too small. It tends to be too



encumbered and impotent. | think this is why Erica was afraid to let the intimacy of her
loving urfold fully. She was still playing the Pharaoh's game, but she does so
voluntarily."

"I don't know where the motivation comes from that limits the natural intimacy
between people,” said Helen. "The Renaissance should have ended this trek to hell."

"Maybe Hobbes and the other philosophers like him have done this, who promoted
such ideas," | said to Helen. "Hobbes proclaimed in essence that a human being is
incapable of loving, and therefore the human being is his own worst enemy, so that the
handof authoritarian power must control the human being as a protection from itself.
Hobbes suggested that the very notion of Love as a legitimate benign force in human
affairs must be deemed a notion of treason and be punished accordingly, even with the
deathpenalty if need be."

"l think Thomas Hobbes tried to break the last vestiges of the Golden Renaissance
that society had still in their hearts, after an entire century of psychological warfare
against it," said Helen. "Without Hobbes and other steajempire like him, the Thirty
Years War might have been completely avoided. Instead it became the most brutal
escapade of authoritarian madness prior to World War 1. Thomas Hobbes, the
Englishman who with his pen helped to destroy Europe, was of doomseed for his
achievement in the service of empire. He became the chosen 'philosopher of empire' and
is still being honored as such, except by those who can see his real face as the king of all
liars. 'In LiesWe Trust!" was his hidden policy that enatlhim to serve his masters well,
and to voluntarily take on the role of a slave for it. For playing this role, even to earn the
privilege to enter the palaces of his masters, Hobbes had to foreswear Love and the
natural intimacy of human beings that séis stage for the Principle of the General
Welfare that the rulers of empire had feared like the plague. But | don't think that is
where today's limiting of the natural intimacy in society originated. | think our searching
for this takes us back much fagthin time to the very early ages, where it might have
grown out directly out of the Pharaohs' slavery system. The rulers of other empires might
have recognized that the same effect that the Pharaohs had generated in the slave
population with the rather bral circumcision and infibulation, which stopped all
intimacies, could be more easily achieved with the devices of religion. A religious dogma
had become imposed that literally prevented people from being in Love with one another.
In that religious dogmd,ove was confined to the smallest possible form, the marriage of
only two people. The doctrine also rendered a man and a woman as a form of property,
governed by property laws, that define Love itself as subjected to these laws, so that its
universal Prigiple almost fades out of sight. In this way the masters of religion have
achieved the same effect that the Pharaohs had achieved by cutting away the foreskin of
men and ripping out the clitoris of women together with scraping away the entire external
vulva and sowing the large lips together with thorns. The inherent torture of this
horrendous butchery is still unimaginable to me, Peter. In this sense religion may have
offered a welcome compromise. Pious lifelong-ssdfation was demanded from society
by religion. And that had the same effect. In this way the masters of society created an
effective alternative to sexual mutilation. In order to make the religiously created social
mutilation of society enforceable, the rulers imposed the death penaltsufegtessions.



Hobbes didn't invent anything new, really. In sarasesthe death penalty still applies,

just as it did under Hobbes, when people fail to bow to dogma. And of course the religion
continues to the present day. The dogma became tradition, called moral tradition. And
where the dogma still rules, to the very dangn and woman are still being stoned to

death for violating dogma. And of course, the dogma is still designed to protect empires.
It almost seems that in order to protect the dogma, the circumcision-ivaociced,

which creates willing slaves."

"Hasn't religion made matters worse?" | interjected. "Seeing that the circumcision
takes away so much of a man's sexual sensitivity and thereby inhibits the natural cross
sexual intimacies, wouldn't the blocking of it open the door to homosexual practices.
When the natural system is mutilated, so that the men's door to the women becomes
closed, wouldn't this open the door wider between the men themselves, especially those
who share the predicament? But religion slanders this ‘emergency’ response by so many
men. Indeed, society itself calls them queer. Thus the victimized men in this trap, become
doubly mutilated, often without realizing that they are in this trap. Honest religion would
open the door towards healing the result of the first mutilation. Instelagon has
become an enemy of the victim and adds to the mutilation. No wonder many of the
victims commit suicide."

"I think it is more complex than that, Peter," said Helen. "l think the human being
is basically homosexual in nature. It is natdioa us all to be at peace with ourselves as
fully complete human beings, and to experience ourselves as being fully complete. We
don't hate ourselves for that. We love our-selinpleteness for the riches it includes.

That is our homosexuality. With thae can stand on the mountaintop and enrich one
another in the celebration of the riches we have and are able to bring to one another.
That's the natural outflow in the celebration of our completeness. The physical form of
the celebration doesn't really ttea, dos it, though the heterosexual form, is the most
common form as it adds yet another dimension to the sense-obsghleteness? If the
female dimension weren't in your heart, Peter, why would you fall in love with it, as you
do?Neverthelessye ae not merely male and female. We are spiritual beings with a vast
range of still other spiritual qualities. These 'higher qualities' make us producers, creators,
discoverers, and builders of civilizations. Here we stand not as male and female beside
each ¢her, but also with a third sex so to speak, that comes to light above the biological
sphere, and the religions that would mutilate it. At the higher level of our third sex,
nothing is mutable. The biologically mutilated can still reach that level oftthigirsex

and embrace it fully, as we all must in the process of building our civilization. From this
level we can also reach down and pull the lower levels up. We bring Science to insanity
and create a sane world. The circumcision is insanity, Peteit, @t be left behind in

the landscape of an ever brighter loving of ourselves and others and the truthful scientific
platform.”

"You are saying that religion was abused to isolate people, to prevent the
development of intimacy and thus to keepPRmimciple of the General Welfare far out of
sight?" | said quietly.



"For this objective the masters of religion have made the development of the
Principle of Universal Love, a crime of God against humanity,” said Helen. "People were
taught to fear Ga, and to condemn Love in areas where it begins to unfold this
principle.”

"It appears that this old crime is still in effect,” | said. "Are you saying that our
modern society still lives in essentially the same environment that which the Pharaohs
had pioneered for creating better slaves and controlling the slaves? It appears to me that
in the case of the modern slavery, the enslaving environment goes deeper than what is
visible at the surface. | suppose that this might be the reason why Ericatoceikelrate
her intimacy in Love, and ran away from it, when she found herself facing the deep
barriers that she had learned to fear."

"What she couldn't deal with, is nothing more than a cleverly engineered factor
that makes Hobbes look like an amatin comparison,” said Helen. "She couldn't deal
with it, because what she tried to deal with doesn't pertain to anything natural. It doesn't
even exist as a factor in the complex domain. It is nothing more in real terms than a fog.
This fog is currentlypervading almost all cultures, turning societies into sléee
subjects. Some societies have added the circumcision, to intensify the fog, and to further
blot out any chance for a developing intimacy that leads to the Principle of the General
Welfare. t is because of this treachery that empire still rules the world, and that society
bends to the will of its masters like a bunch of dancing slaves."

"Then the most valuable gift that Erica gave me is her honesty in illustrating how
dense that fog really is that the whole world is now facing," | said to Helen. "If she
couldn't cut through this fog as a scientist with two high academic degrebsiagd
woman who is engaged in studying Love, the fog must be incredibly dense. How then
can anyone cut through it?"

"l would say that your friend Erica failed, because she does not yet see herself as a
world-historic person,” Helen interjected. '&toesn't see the deep black void that all
insanity is, standing behind the fog. Nor does she recognize yet the sanity of Science.
Science is sanity. Science focuses for us the light of Intelligence. Insanity is a black void
in which nobody can really move

"I think Erica has some inkling about what the Principle of the General Welfare is.
Maybe she merely lacks the historic examples of mankind's power in fighting for its
development. She seems to lack an understanding of the foundation thahexisie t
could build onNeverthelessher sense of the sanity of Science gave her a lot of power
already. She has turned an experience of rape into a higher sense of loving."

"l see you are beginning to recognize what a wbtdoric person is," sdiHelen,
and began to smile. "You gave a wonderful gift today, to help a person in great need by
contributing a large sum for a violin that will give my friend his life back. But is your
heart aching just the same to uplift all mankind? Is your sensevefdtdl relatively
small and limited, or has it grown to be as wide as the world of Love really is? The
question is: are you still cheating yourself?"



"Maybe | am still caught in the same trap with her," | said quietly. "But I'm also
struggling to @t out of it."

"Ah, then you want to fulfill the natural role of a human being, by moving deeper
into Love and struggling to become a wehidtoric person with the power to lighten the
world with the Principle of the General Welfare," said Helen.

"Maybe the transition has already begun without me knowing it,” | said. "I
remember coming across a literature table of the LaRouche organization at the Chicago
airport. The organization was in a political mobilization drive to save mankind from the
potential of a nuclear holocaust. A proposal was put forward to bring the great nations of
the world together in a cooperative effort to create a missile defense system that would be
ten times more powerful in intercepting an attack than the attackingrsy&ts at the
time. The proposed system would be based on new physical principles, to meet this kind
of requirement, and that would require a cooperative development effort of many nations.
The proposal was logical, as this combined effort would be madiesf@mommon benefit
of all mankind. And more than that, the vast development effort would establish a
network of cooperative relationships between the feuding nations. The outcome would
have guaranteed peace in a world standing at the precipice, becthesgrafving
isolation of people and nations from one another. What the LaRouche people offered was
a great proposal, for building an active peace in a time when the doomsday clock was
standing at just minutes to midnight.”

"So what happened to itPelen interjected.

"What do you think happened?" | said this with a wicked kind of smile. "The
LaRouche people had a large display poster set up by their table, and the table was set up
at the most prominent spot at the airport, where most of therédfic comes together.
Thousands of people must have walked by their table in the morning, before | saw them.
Let me tell you what happened. | came by there at around noon. | asked one of the
fellows during my conversation with them, for the sake aredt, how much money
they had collected this morning in support of their fight to save civilization against the
threat of those 65,000 nuclear bombs that had been deployed around the world.
Remember that the life of every person on the planet was in diantpés timeframe.

The fellow | spoke with showed me the collection box. It contained a singteldiler

bill and a few coins. The entire donation added up to just over ten dollars. And that,
Helen, was all that those thousands, who saw the postedlekated civilization to be
worth, and their own existence with it. That's what happened. And that is why the
proposal died."

"What you saw was not a normal society, Peter. You saw the face of a
disconnected and isolated society,” said Helen. "It dibalve been surprising if your
experience had been any different, considering that America has been smothered under
the mantle of the circumcision that has been thrown across America in the postwar
period. By this single act the American society lost wetgense of intimacy with one
another, and with the nation, it might have had. | bet no one remembered the days when



the Principle of the General Welfare still meant something. You experienced a tragedy.
But you didn't answer my question, Peter. Are yowodd-historic individual?"

"Well, | personally added a fifty to the collection can. Does this count for
something?" | said to Helen in defending myself. "Maybe | should have stood behind the
table with them and promoted an awareness of the Penaffgthe General Welfare.

Maybe this would have been better."

"That would have been a more active form of involvement," said Helen, and
nodded.

"l didn't dothis; | regret to say. Maybe others did," | said. "Somehow the world
survived by the dbrts of those others, and continues to do so. Still, I think | didn't fail
totally. | contributed something to the resources these people needed for them to raise the
issue of universal defense, and become successful in their fight of changing thal politic
landscape towards that. fisct, the landscape has changed after that, Helen. A gradual
trend of nuclear disarmament began. The global nuclear stockpile has been reduced by
10,000 since those days. Of course | could have done more, like being aciilietyam
on the front line. That's where | failed. And maybe, because of that failure, some of what
should have been accomplished was not accomplished, for which the nuclear insanity
now festers on in the background, enabling worse tragedies to happehidioithe
world's children and their children may curse me one day in the future.”

"So, Peter, all this considered, is it worth putting yourself on the line, when so
much is at stake?" said Helen. "The more that people stay away from activelydfifginti
their humanity and their civilization, the more precarious the world becomes. Can we
really afford that risk? In fact, can we even afford to sweep sex under the rug, as the
religions would have us do, as something to be shunned, when so muchaisstake?"

I shook my head. "You said yourself that the religions have merely convoluted the
process that the Pharaohs had started. The Pharaohs were more honest in their approach,
though. The religions were used to hide the process. Of coursetivs dbl the time in
politics now at home," | said to Helen.

"Are you surprised, Peter?" said Helen. "When the goal is to enslave society to the
masters of empire, all methods become acceptable.”

"Oh yes, we do it by hook and by crook, and teakh now," | said to her. "For
example, if the empirerowd that owns our President, wants something, they activate
their stooge in chief, and the stooge sends-p&ge request of his master's demands to
Congress to act on it. A tggage request, howex, tends to be too clear, so that the
demands that come down from the empire wouldn't gather enough votes to have a chance
to be accepted. When this happens, the request goes to committee. There it becomes
convoluted into a 10Page document in which thmeal intention behind the bill becomes
obscured with fancy formulations. If the resulting bill gets voted down in spite of all this,
the stooge in chief will go to the Senate that will take theddife document and expand
it into a 508page document, int&@oven with a bunch of trivial perks that the shalow



minded congress men would like to vote for. In this even deeper hidden form, the
empire's bill goes back to Congress, wrapped up with glowing promises and pleas that it
is all necessary. But which ofdltongressmen has the time and the capacity to read a
500-page document and understand the finely hidden points, and vote on it the next day?
The result is that nobody reads the thing, and so it gets passed. In my book the entire
process is one giganticaind. The congressmen that vote the bill up under those
circumstances, commit treason by default. And of course society gets robbed in the
process, and the masters of empire get fatter. That's how we make history in America
now. We do it with treason. Stéals treason."

"Are you surprised?" Helen interjected. "l would see it as a sign of a culturally
defeated nation. The black mark is on the nation. You should see it as a warning. And
what the stealth is all about is of the same category. Don'ns@ethe congressmen.

The cause goes deeper and farther back, all the way to the Pharaohs."

"What this is all about is usually money, money conjured up as debt to the
empire," | sad to Helen. "Of course we are a defeated nation, especially firyaridiall
whole world is in that trap. No tgxaying society in the world really knows how big its
debt really is, which is obviously so large that it can never be repaid. Nor is it intended to
be repaid. The intention is to cause debttind servitude, and nmaain it forever. Except
that destroys the productive economy. So, the scheme can't possibly work. The whole
pyramid of empire monetarism is bound to collapse. That's the horrid face of the so
called glory of the western world, my dear. It's a mgsdortunately,nobody pays any
heed to the stinking mess behind the gilded front. | would say the whole world has been
defeated, without exception.”

"Isn't that what | said, Peter," said Helen.
"But what does it take to get this squared away?"

"That's what | meant when | said to you that it takes a wudtbric person to see
through the smokescreen before solutions can be found,” said Helen. "You've got to
understand the problem to find the solution. A wanistoric person has no difficulse
with that. Such a person, and there might be a few of them out there, would instantly see
the connection between the currently ongoing scam, and what the Pharaohs had set up
ages ago. So, | would say that the way in which you had reacted at the Clnpago a
doesn't measure up to the level of competence that would have been required then for the
seriousness of the occasion."”

"l did what | could, Helen."

"But were your actions any better in what you did, than the actions of those
congressmewho routinely commit treason by default? Indeed, where your actions in
Chicago significantly different than those of the thousands who walked by the LaRouche
table without giving a damn? | would say that what you saw, and unwittingly became a
part of, wasot the response of a normal people. It was the response of a culturally
defeated people. Maybe it should have been called treason too. That's where the actual



tragedy lies that you encountered in Chicago. America is a defeated nation, Peter. You
said ths yourself. America has been culturally defeated. Don't tell me that America won
World War Il and saved the world. World War 1l was nothing in comparison to a cultural
warfare attack. World War Il only killed 50 million people, and when it was over Europe
recovered and a decade later it was rebuilt. No nation was really defeated by that war. But
how does one really destroy a nation? How does one defeat a society more completely
than with the nuclear bomb? How does one defeat a nation so deeply thatevean n
recover, possibly for centuries? How does one do this? One does it culturally. And that is
being done almost globally. The masters of empire who are greedy, mean, and insane do
this with intention. The process of the inner destruction is already ad¥anced, Peter,

that even you have become too blind to recognize that it is happening.”

"Are you saying that America has already been defeated that way?" | interjected.
"l can't accept that?"

"When a nation is in mortal danger and doesn& gi damn to protect itself, that
nation is a culturally defeated nation," said Helen. "It happens rarely in history. The last
time this happened was in the 14th Century, and that was a mild case in comparison with
what is happening today. Both the profesand | told you about the great Lombard
bankingcollapse in 1345. The Lombard banks had looted all of Europe and put Europe
into an insane stranglehold of debt slavery. When the English king defaulted, and he
wasn't the only one who couldn't pay the iies of the debt, the entire ddimund
system collapsed. But this collapse didn't free Europe from its stranglehold. When the
financial system collapsed, the economy collapsed with it. In this chaos all of Europe
collapsed. Two years later the weakenegypation was hit with the black plague. The
plague spread like wildfire. How do you think Europe recovered from the resulting
disintegration of its civilization? Well, it took Europe a hundred years to recover. Before
that happened, however, Europe lo#tied of its population. The important thing nasy
how did it recover? Europe recovered through cultural development. It recovered through
the kind of cultural development that, for example, Dante Alighieri had already started
sometime earlier in Italj.ong before the collapse occurred and brought the house down,
Dante had warned the society of his time of the insanity in the financial system, and of
the dire consequences that would result on this path. He was exiled for his outspoken
opposition. He wabanished for life from his beloved Florence. But Dante didn't
capitulate. He started to build up a cultural foundation for the recovery of society, that
was needed, whether the crash occurred or not. Fguuhp®seDante traveled through
the whole of laly and 'collected’ the most expressive, and most beautifully sounding
dialects, and constructed with them a high level language that could express complex
ideas, which then would bring all of Italy together on those ideas, as an intimate and
culturally coanected nation. He promoted his new language with his own poetry that
carried the kind of developmental ideas for which such alenxgtl language was needed.
This enormous task, which took a lifetime, laid the basis in part, for Europe's recovery
after its economy disintegrated, which he had predicted long before it happened. In the
recovery process, his higavel language became the foundation for the Golden
Renaissance in Italy. The same kind of language development was happening all over
Europe, as a gans for cultural rebuilding, especially in England, in Spain, and in a few
other places. As | said earlier, a profound widespread scientific development was also a



part of the recovery process. This started with the rediscovery of Plato and his scientific
method for making discoveries, which later became institutionalized, in the teaching
order called the Brotherhood of the Common Life. Of course the scientific education also
took time to mature, but it was an essential component for the cultural recbvery

Europe. Scientific thinking is actually so vital in this context, that it is in fact a form of
spiritual development.”

| raised my hand to interrupt her.

"No Peter, let me finish," said Helen. "I know what | am talking about. Let me
give youan example. | had a scientific experiment built for a friend of mine who taught
science in an elementary school. | had a cycloid experiment designed for her that
illustrated the Least Action Principle. The experiment illustrated that the shortest path
betveen to points is not always the quickest. The experiment used two steel balls, both
were released simultaneously, one to roll down a striilghtamp, and the other to roll
down the steep curve of a cycloid ramp. The two ramps came together at tBaand.
time the experiment was run, the steel ball that rolled down the longer path of the cycloid
ramp, came to the endpoint before the one that rolled down the sthaggpath, that
was shorter. This amazed the kids. Of course they wanted to explotaisshgppened.
[, in turn, was amazed by their dynamic involvement. They were in competition with
each other, in asking question. And, Peter, you should have seen their smiles and felt
their excitement in the process of making discoveries. It gave tlsemse of identity.
They were all participating. The hands went up and up. Before | knew it, the hour that |
had been given had passed. This was a great hour. One of the kids even wiped the
blackboard for me. Of course this amazing happening wasn't atmayl tredit. That it
wasn't became apparent during the next hour. | had been asked to present the same
experiment to another class of similar age, taught by a different teacher. This time the
class was a dead scene. No hands were raised. No questiorskeetel was done in ten
minutes. | asked a few questions to encourage a response, but nobody was willing to
answer. Most surprising was the lack of connection in this class between the kids. The
difference between the two classes was that the primaryetieatthe first class was a
seventyyearold teacher, who had been grounded in classical science, who had evidently
inspired the kids in the art of making fundamental discoveries, whereas the other teacher
was a product of the neage teaching. The firstacher's background in classical science
had awakened a part of thkel chwm@anity, which in turn had forged a link between
them."

"So you learned from the kids," | interjected.

"I did indeed, Peter. That day | began to discover how a renaissance is created. It
was an amazing discovery. Whoever wants to destroy a nation, Peter, has to take these
kinds of cultural aspects away that really create a nation. Taking that amayes
destructive than war. And that is what the masters of empire have done to America, and
likewise all over the world. That is what you have seen theest of in Chicago. The
cultural destruction of America began with the erosion of educationasgichl science,
of the English language itself, by narrowing down their use. The cultural warfare then
added to this the erosion of music, and the erosion of sex, into an ‘entertainment’ pursuit.



And all of this happened in parallel, and is still happgnithen this happens to an entire
nation, and to the whole world, culture disappears, civilization ends, and nothing of
substance remains in society to rebuild a nation with. There remains only an empty shell.
That is the kind of war that has already defdaAmerica. Without a profound culture,
society looses its connection to one another, to its past, to its posterity, even to the future
of mankind. The focus becomes narrowed down to nothing greater than ones isolated
little self focused on the present ment. The rest falls out of sight as irrelevant. That's

why nobody could give a dam at the Chicago airport. Who in such a defeated state would
care, whether the nation be defended against an impending doom or not? That question
literally had become irrelent. That's the current outcome of the imperial project for
cultural freedom, meaning freedom from culture. And this affects you, my friend, too.
You said you were surprised by what you saw, but you didn't ask the question of what it
takes to get out of hdeath stupor that you saw. | can tell you from history that in Europe
it took the defeated society a hundred years of development to get itself out of its mess of
a collapsed civilization and to rebuild what was lost. When the modern financial system
disintegrates, which it will, because the current debtl can never be repaid but eats up
progressively all that is of value, then the sheer weight of the created debt will cause the
entire system to setfollapse. It may take America and the world a hutgesars or

more to rebuild itself out of the resulting economic and cultural black hole. And this,
Peter, will happen all across the world. What happened in Europe in the 14th Century, is
now staged for the entire world. This time far more people willyigerish than merely

a third of the population, because in the modern world everything is financially
interconnected. When the financial system falls, nobody eats. If the collapse happens in
winter, few will have heated houses. God only knows how manyredze to death

then, of those who don't starve to death first, or become victims of the 200 million
handguns that society is carrying. And as | said, this collapse will be global, because the
collapsing financial system is global, but the hardest hit&i America. The collapse is
actually already ongoing, because the focus has long ago been shifted away from
producing for oneanother as a society, to stealing from-anether, and from cultural
development to cultural decay and cultural rape. Thatisrica's mark in this age. Also

there might also be war in the near future. The war will likely be nuclear, biological, or
radiological, as if war could make matters worse in an already collapsed society. It will
likely take more than a hundred years tiige, for society to recover from this kind of
collapse. This means that mankind cannot afford to go that route. But who will cause a
change in direction? Who will reverse the cultural defeat that has already gripped
America so deeply that nobody careslédend it? America is set in the direction of a
defeated nation in which the defeat is far advanced. At the present stage it takes nothing
less than a workldhistoric person to recognize the danger that America is in, and more so
to develop the kind of agpitions of Love in society that restores culture, that develops
intimacy in society, that develops science, literacy, even music, and develops a nobler
sense of sex. All of these steps are needed to cause a cultural, and then an economic,
recovery. Econongiprosperity is a cultural thing, Peter. It is not a monetary thing. The
production of goods is a cultural process. The foundation for this will not be restored,
however, until society becomes wohdstorically oriented. That's the only way in which

the $ourge of empire can be vacated from this planet. Right now no one is interested.
This shows how great a task lies now before us, Peter. Also the cultural restoration has to



be achieved on every level, beginning with the Pharaoh's circumcision andjitsueeli
derivatives, extending from there all the way to the cultural mutilation that the western
society has been increasingly subjected to in the postwar period. The reversal can be
achieved, Peter, but the longer society remains asleep on the job,woddtkistoric

task is not taken up, the more revolutionary will the recovery have to become to avert
total chaos. A culturally defeated nation is a collapsing nation. Right now the growing
insanity is making the recovery increasingly more difficult. 8igcseems to be intent to
wait until its house falls down over its head. The injuries sustained thereby will make the
task of rebuilding more difficult and evermore dangerous. | for one would rather have us
repair our house to prevent its collapse. MayamItoo idealistic to fight for that. What

do you think, Peter? Am [?"

"Who can be too idealistic in the crisis you described, which you say we are in?" |
said in my dazzled amazement. "Compared with you, | am an idiot. My reactions in
Chicago amoumd to nothing, really. | can recognize this now. | am a traitor then."

"Don't say this," said Ushi gently. "You are not a traitor, Peter. You were asleep.
You are waking up. That's something to celebrate. What you did and didn't do when you
were aslep is water gone under the bridge. The important question is, will you join these
people's cultural restoration team today and lend a helping hand? Will you fight alongside
with those who devote their life to the protection of mankind as an aspect ofrtbipl@
of the General Welfare? Doing that, is real living, Peter. You gave me three thousand
marks for a violin to help a single man. Would you give fifty thousand for the survival of
mankind if you had the money?"

I nodded quietly, but uncertainlyMaybe | am still too much of a coward for
that,” | added.

"Ah, at least you are honest," said Helen and smiled. "That's a start. In this case
you should awake yourself more completely to your native quality as a-histtitic
person, and step oaf your dark house into the sunshine. History isn't just defined by
what has happened in the past. History is made now. The more important part of it is how
our unfolding sense of universal humanity shapes the present in order to determine the
future. Thais how we shape the flow of future history. If you are not concerned with
mankind's future history, the best knowledge of the past has no meaning and your
humanity remains an empty shell. The questions that you should ask yourself therefore
each night, bfore you go to bed, are strikingly similar to what you had once asked
yourself as a kid. You should ask yourself daily if our actions of the day have mattered to
mankind? You should ask yourself if it was worthwhile for the world that you have lived
in it. A positive answer would be good. It would be good for you, because then you
would see your living as having a tangible value and a real immortality? This means that
your evaluating yourself daily, must also include your asking if you see yourself activel
as an immortal person? Most people don't consider this question. That is why the world
remains just as poor as if its people had not lived at all, because they had contributed
nothing of value to the wealth of its culture. | suspect that this is therredsy the
world has become so incredibly poor and society has become so deeply defeated by the
masters of empire. With this in mind, | personally keep asking myself what the purpose



of living is, if it isn't for bringing out the colors of Love? This questbrings to the
forefront wonderful answers, and opens the door to actively making history. Shaping the
world by acting from within the sphere of Love, is all that really counts in the end."

"Those thousands of people that | know must have pagsattie LaRouche
table at the O'Hare airport that day, who couldn't give a penny towards saving
civilization, were then essentially dead as human beings," | said. "As you said, they were
already culturally defeated. It is really not surprising then tiey didn't give a penny,” |
added quietly. "The dead won't give a penny. The dead have lost their will to live, and
have buried their heart in a coffin."



Chapter 6 Forbidden Stories

Helen burst into laughter. "That's funny and tragic," she Sakthow a lot of those
kinds of people too. But I'm not letting them sleep in peace in their coffin, | can tell you
that. | make it too costly for them to sleep, because the outcome of their sleeping is too
costly for us all. Also | would be cruel notwake them. Most of human history, as least
for the last five millennia, has been shaped by the slime molds of empire, that like a
narcotic have put people to sleep in order that they become better slaves. It's cruel
towards mankind to let this continue.fact, it is a crime against humanity to sleep in
this crisis, when the very future of mankind is at stake. My question is, are you willing to
join me in waking people up from the slumber of their slavery, by helping them to
discover their native life? Angou willing to do this as an active expression of the
Principle of the General Welfare, which is an active aspect of their being in Love with
their humanity and the common universal humanity of mankind? You will be able to
recognize the spark of it wheowy are doing this, by the intensity of your own
celebration of the wonders of our humanity. This path involves discovering Love. If you
find great value in it, you invariably celebrate it by defending mankind and by organizing
the general development of nidnd as an aspect of being in Love in the widest sense
possible. Also, if you celebrate the value of humanity in the truest sense as Love
demands, you will thereby celebrate the doom of empire, because empire, like the fabled
vampire, cannot exist in theunshine. In the case of the unfolding light of universal Love,
the sunshine unfolds in the form of the Principle of the General Welfare. For five
thousand years the masters of the world have seen this principle on the horizon and seen
it as a poison to #ir existence. Now it finally may be raised taller, and be brought home
to become their doom. The unfolding of Love is on the horizon, Peter. Its dawn cannot
forever be held back."

Helen stopped talking after saying this. She quietly resumed mtdéng
sandwiches. She sliced the olives in half, removing the stone. She sliced the pickles
diagonally, and arranged everything on a clear glass platter, with four pickled onions
placed at the center.

"May | touch your hair?" | said quietly, while sheade the final arrangements.

She turned to me and smiled. "You may touch anything you are in Love with about
me, because your loving is honest."

"Honest?" | repeated.

"Of course, honest," she affirmed. "If loving is lustful, that's diglstrbecause it
means rape. In that case, you wouldn't have asked, but forged ahead. But you couldn't
have done that, because you are a world historic person. And so you have asked. You
have asked with a respect for sovereignty in year heart, and yoastaaalso for the
sheer joy of it. That's obvious. This is honest, Peter, and it will make us both richer.



Intimacy is one of the pillars of civilization, if not the central pillar, but it is only possible
in celebration. When you enter the temple foebehtion, then you recognize that being
honest means that you are in Love with me, and with yourself, primarily as a human
being. No lust enters there. Anything else would be dishonest.”

"l see you first and foremost as both a human being and a wbhiaterjected.
"Forget about all the other roles people play, hierarchical roles, like brother, sister, lover,
wife. We are much more closely related as human beings. Does that count?"

"Of course it counts. That's all what counts," said Helenef{vertical
relationship adds a touch of isolation. Hierarchical relationships create a vertical world.
They isolate people. They always have. But as human beings we stand side by side as
equals. Can you think of a closer relationship than that? Touofenan that platform is
honest, because that platform is true."

"Is this the zerdalistance platform of the lateral world where Love is the Light of
Life?" | said and grinned.

She said that it was.

In this environment her hair felt beautito touch, as beautiful as it looked,
smooth, in flowing lines. There was a great sense of joy unfolding from this growing
intimacy.

| asked her moments later, "What did you mean, when you said, for the sheer joy
of it? Did you mean the joy that kes the very air sparkle?"

She didn't answer. She couldn't. | prevented the answer with a kiss. For a brief
moment | even dared to touch her breasts, but within seconds | pulled my hands back and
let them slide away along her side, down to her dkiseemed all too daring. "Popular
opinion says that one mustn't touch a woman if one is a man and is not married to her," |
said in a small voice.

"That's slavery, Peter," she replied. "Don't be a slave to that opinion. That's
Pharaoh speaking, djsised as morality, but with the original effect. Respond to Truth
instead of to Pharaoh. Be truthful. Respond to Love. Respond to your humanity, the
humanity that we all share.”

She turned around with a smile. "The clasp for my skirt is at the bstod 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. Sheok hold of the plate of sandwiches and complements
and carried them into the good room. | carried the tea and the cups.

As it turned out her skirt wasn't too restrictive. Nevertheless, she excused herself
after a few moments and changed into stingt"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. It was almost transparent. Being
with her became a sexual delight.efé 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 are in Love witbhaut me.’'

| 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 has become an SOS type of a day for both of us,” | said and joined her
laughter.

"I think we both needed to be rescued," she added.

| agreed. Still, | shook my head in disbelief, as she stood before me like a beautiful
white angé | 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 are in Love with yourself,
you simply are in Love with all. There is mwlation rational in this sphere, since we all
share the same humanity. | don't exist apart from it as someone different. That is the
truth. That's what Love acknowledges. That's what freedom is all about. Nicholas of
Cusa, a dear friend of mine, onetloé creators of the Renaissance, championed the idea
of natural and universal freedom and unity."

"Heh, Cusa has lived 600 years ago," | reminded her.

"Of course he has," but he is still my friend. "I feel close to him, because of what
he repreents."

| enjoyed listening to Helen. She was right about so many things. Certainly she
was right about me. | had not known before | met her, what Love is. | had never seen it as
an universal impetus that needs to be understood in its universakt;amtelse it can't
be understood at all. Helen had opened up a whole New World to me with vast new
implications that | now had to face. But did | understand any of it? Probably not.
Obviously, that was the reason why | had let my hands fall away frofréast.

At one point in our conversation, with our drinks and snacks in hand, Helen
showed me the rest of the apartment. The apartment had a balcony, accessible through the
kitchen. It offered a view of a small park as | could make out. The lmathroowever,
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 in the apartment
was large in comparison. The bedroom furnitwessmodern, painted whitéder bed was
huge, king sized, if not bigger. A flodo-ceiling mirror graced one wall.

Shortly after we entered the bedroom Helen turned the main lights off. She shed
her gown and crawled into bed. "Come, Peter," she said gently.

My reaction nust have seemed like that of an idiot. | just stood there, and couldn't
move. | wanted to respond. | wanted this above anything | could think of, just to be with
her, but | couldn't move.

"Do | make you feel uncomfortable?" she asked. "But why shynudeel that
way? How many times a week do you go to bed with your wife? Every night, usually.
Am | right? So, why not now? Am | not a woman, just like your wife is? Or am | a lesser
woman?"

"No Helen, you are a great woman and a great personaioa dream to be
with."

"Ah, that's not it then,” she said and smiled. "Are you saying 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 | lave had sexual intimacies with a woman before, on countless
occasions, with my wife," | answered.

| remember that | had begun to laugh as | said this. | had sounded so stupid, so
silly. It was obvious what this was leading towards, but it was atber beautiful what
was unfolding, because it brought to light what the principle of truthfulness with oneself
really is. What was unfolding came to light as something far greater than | had thought it
would be. | could think of no principle to supporétharrow concept that | had clung to
for so long. Still, I had let the old train of thinking continue that night in order to discover
what else | had not discovered before.

"Then you are saying to me that | am not as much a human being as yosfife
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," | 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 bed, at this very minute?"



"I would love nothing better," answered. "It would be the greatest joy. | have
dreamed about a situation like this, for so long, like you wouldn't believe, and here |
stand and find it difficult to take that one last simple step. | am an idiot, right? | am
untruthful with myself and vtih 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 | can't move. It's anchored in time!"

Helen began to laugh. "If you could only hear yg®lit But what is time? That's a
tough one to break, Peter, isn't it?" She continued gently. "It is the toughest challenge that
| have encountered. It prevents us from accepting our universal humanity. Living as
slaves to time and tradition has becomeadtiefailure in civilization, Peter. What the
Pharaohs created also became a tradition. Do you know what the social name for the
infibulation of women is? The name is tradition! Do we need to honor tradition? Millions
of women are mutilated for the saketiadition every year. Or do we need to honor
Truth? That is my imperative.”

"We recognize the principle of the universality that supports our unity as human
beings, in which we are all one," | said to her.

"Oh yes, we even say we understaritsaid Helen. "But do we understand it? We
have proof of it, as your dream illustrates, and still we deny ourselves, and doubt what
our scientific mind has already acknowledged as Truth. What a paradox! We have lived
like that for a very long time, Petér.

"The Truth is,” | replied to her, and the laughter faded as | said this, "you are as
much a star in the heaverfsoar humanity, as a woman, By wife is as a woman, or
any other woman | have ever met. At this level we are truly all one. We reflect and share
a common humanity. As you say, there is no difference at the leading edge."

"l didn't say, there is no difference,"” Helen repliednediately. "You said this.
But | can tell you this; we are both more profoundly and deeply married to each other,
you and [, as human beings, than the marriage division isolates us that you are putting so
much emphasis on. Our universal marriage as humiagbis rooted in Truth. It is a part
of the reality of our being. What isolates us, in comparison with that, is artificial."

| was stunned. | didn't know what to reply. | had said almost the same thing to
Erica earlier, but that had been theomgticspoken then. Helen suggested that | be
honest with myself now and acknowledge what the Truth is that | had long recognized to
be true. This became a challenge | hadn't expected, or hadn't prepared myself for.

"l like to agree with you that yoare right,” | said in reply. "We are all married to
each other as human beings. We are this by the countless wonders that we share as
members of the human family. That's what we find reflected in our common humanity. |
suppose you are right also that thagural marriage goes deeper, and is more profound,



than anything we have come up with to artificially symbolize the principle that unites us.
| suppose the truth is, that we are brothers and sisters then, of the family of man, and
should treat each oth#rat way."

| began to laugh as | said this. It seemed silly now to consider how badly we
respond to what is obviously true. "Isn't it silly," | said to her, "that we find it so hard to
accept what is so evidently anchored in the Truth? Isn't istisdtywe are more inclined
to see each other as enemies, and treat each other that way, than to be in Love with 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 haveimed in the name of making 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 that is artificial? Shouldn't it
be the other way around? Shouldh# artificial be elevated to reflect the reality of our
being, 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 this time. Her face lit up with something
brighter than a smile. "This is what | mean, Peter, and it starts here. | can also tell you
this," she added, "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 iadp. dlbis
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 vibede | s
But immediately she reversed the process, got out of bed, and put her gown back on.
"The air is still too heavy," she said. "More healing is needed. You face a barrier that you
don't even know of. Except this cannot be dealt with in bed."

Without another explanation she went into the kitchen and refilled the kettle. She
placed it on the stove, silently.

"What barrier?" | said cautiously. "Another tradition?"

"It's a tradition that was never understood, Peter," she said and brdaaghof
cookies to the table. She motioned me to join her there. "Would you like one?" she said.

"Does the tradition have a name?" | asked, as | reached for the cookie bag.

"The name is sacrament. That's what it is officially called. It is aemnin
Christian religion as a kind of celebration that celebrates mankind's oneness with the
divine. It celebrates a sacred purpose. Too much of what is real about sex has been
rendered shameful, rather than it being recognized as a divine idea wstiec sa
purpose.”

She stood up and went to her bookshelf and returned with an old book that had a
bookmarker placed into. She opened it at the place of the marker. "This is very old text,"
she said. It is attributed to one of the early Upanishadsghtrhiave come from the time



before Hinduism became perverted by the Brahmins and later the Muslims and the
Buddhists. The Upanishad says about woman:

Her lap is the sacrificial altar,

Her hair the sacrificial grass,

Her skin within the aggan a lighted fire,

Her two labia of the vulva are the two stones of the soma.

He who, knowing all this, practices sexual intercourse, assuredly wins as great a
world as would be won through the Vajapeya sacrifice.

"The Vajapeya sacrifices a ritual thanksgiving 'sacrifice’ for richer crops and for
cleansing the soul," said Helen. "The soma is a ritualistic holy drink believed to promote
the immortality of the soul. It is pressed from the soma plant, betsterasThis means
that honomg the vulva has a multifaceted sacred root, related to a sacred purpose, similar
in purpose to what the Christian call, the sacrament.”

"Don't say this too loud, the Churéstablishment will have you arrested for
defaming one of their most sacrezhcepts,” | interjected.

"I am not defaming anything," said Helen and laughed. "I am merely applying a
term that fits. They can't arrest me for that. What | am saying would stand up in court.
You know this yourself to be true. Just go to any pubighaliso a strip joint, and you
will find the place crowded with men with happy faces and a smile from ear to ear. It's
the vulva they have come to see, and women's breasts, and whatever sexually defines a
woman. | have yet to meet a man who is alive psraon and is not affected by the sight
of the vulva. And this reaction doesn't render them to be scum. It is a reaction that has
developed over the past three million years, without which we probably wouldn't be here.
A man's reaction to the vulva devedmpinto a powerful thing, because it evidently
needed to be that, as a power that advances human development. Deep sexual intimacies
create social attachments and bonding on which the Principle of the General Welfare
unfolds, and beyond that, the PrincipleUniversal Love. And this is precisely the power
that civilization is built on. An intelligent species requires a social environment with
wide-reaching cooperation. The technological processes that a species like mankind
depends on, are too big for sie@gndividuals to operate, including fishing and navigation
for fishing. It was widespread intelligent cooperation, probably more than any other
factor, which made mankind successful, and it was the bonding process that flowed from
sexual intimacies thatifnished the foundation for cooperation.”

"Aren't you pushing this a bit too far?" | interjected.

"Not at all,” Helen replied strongly. "Sexual intimacies are a powerful factor. You
can't deny this Peter. Just go to a strip bar and watch this faees there and watch
them respond to sexual displays, especially when the vulva is ‘dished up.' What you see
there, is a people responding to a conditioning that has become a part of their design over



a development period spanning several million ye@he early Hindu appear to have had

a sense of this. We don't know how this conditioning developed. But we do know that it
made us an amazingly successful species. In a very real sense, you can witness the design
of the Universe unfolding in the strip Ipavhen the men smile, and they all do smile.

Without them being aware of it, they are celebrating something that has a profound
purpose, something that is rooted in their heart and soul. For this profound celebration,

the term, sacrament, is not out ofgdaThe people there are experiencing something
profound and amazingly real, which is built into the design of the Universe and
themselves."

"So0, you are saying that all the roadblocks that the religions have put up against
this power, are the penson?" | interjected.

Helen nodded. "l am saying that the people in the strip pub are the least perverted,
and the most honest to themselves. This is tragic Peter, because they are so few in
numbers, which actually isn't surprising if you understieddestructive dynamics of
empire. In today's age, empire rules the world, which had its beginning almost 7,000
years ago. Empire is a political arrangement in which thieves rule the world. Nothing is
built by empire. All of its conspicuous wealth is stolloot. It's the new form of what is
called economics. The problem is that by looting society the masters of empire collapse
the real economy that they are feeding on. The masters know that such crashes are
inevitable. Their greatest fear, therefore hattsociety will recognize the nature of the
process and will consequently shut it down. It is here where the greatest danger to society
begins, which is generally overlooked."

"Let me guess," | interjected. "Most people see the war of empire agang&ind
only happening at the political level. They think they can heal the situation by instigating
laws that will bankrupt the empire and thereby shut it down. But it isn't that simple, is it?"

"No it isn't," said Helen quietly. "The masters know that their case is hopeless.
Consequentlythey are focusing on every support structure that mankind has for its self
development, to undermine it and destroy it. They attacked society with ataeyal of
weapons. One such weapon is, dope. The Opium Wars against China are perfect
examples. They nearly destroyed China as a nation. The erosion of education, culture,
and science, towards the general destruction of society is a similar weaporedttke
same purpose. Huge wars are fought on these platforms against mankind, with society
experiencing itself as impotent to halt the process. But they don't stop there. They take
their war against mankind to the deepest levels where it becomes aaivest due
sacrament. Here the war is being fought against the very design of mankind that
developed over millions of years by the euefolding Intelligence of the Universe, or
the design of God, if you will. If the sexual sacrament is so importantéarabperative
development of society, which became later recognized as the Principle of the General
Welfare, why wouldn't they fight against this very foundation? As an intelligent species
mankind cannot survive without this principle, because we livdaifopmns that depend
on wideranging cooperation in all key aspects, in the sciences, technological systems,
social environments, economic processes, energy systems, farming, transportation, and so
on. We depend on one another in all of these areas. TWersal sexual sacrament is the



powerhouse behind the bonding process that unfolds the Principle of the General Welfare
from the individual level all the way to the tribal and national and universal level. The
sexual sacrament is the most powerful engievevgot for drawing us together as a

society. It's one of the grand divine ideas. Our intellect would be useless without it, as we
are beginning to recognize in modern times where the sacrament is being slandered,
cheapened, and intentionally inhibitedthg masters of empire.”

"Wow! | had no idea," | said in tone of utter amazement. "How did you figure this
out?"

"l figured this out when one of my male friends invited me to his favorite pub that
also served as a strip theatre every Wednesdal Helen. "It was an eye opener in
more ways than one. When | watched the people's faces it was rather evident that
something moved them that wasn't cheap or artificial, and it heightened towards the vulva
appearing on the scene. And this reaction Wasme and there isolated to a few
individuals, but was generally universal, and obviously honest. What | saw was evidently
a natural reaction that was built into their innermost design as men, something that all the
empires men and empires stooges hatédaen able to squash for 7,000 years, or for
howeverlong empires existed."

"That's a long time, 7,000 years," | interjected.

"We know that in very early times the masters of Egypt circumcised their slaves.
They amputated the men's foreskihese a large portion of a man's sexual sensitivity
resides, as you well know. A petroglyph that illustrates the process was found in a cave
near the Nile. Scholars have dated the origin back to about 4,500 years ago. Obviously
the process itself originatea much earlier times, possibly in the very earliest imperial
cultures. The Egyptians apparently, merely applied the process. And they didn't apply it
just to men. The Pharaoh's became famous for also 'excavating' the women's clitoris. The
procedure is dked the present day, thigharaonicut. But it's mostly the male
circumcision that survived. The ratio is about seven to one, with the male circumcision
having victimized roughly 30% to 35% of the male population of the world. This all
means that the waf empire against the sexual sacrament in society has spread far and
wide, with as much as all of the men being affected in some cultures. This has been going
on for thousands of years. What | found so amazing therefore, when | watched the men's
faces inhat pub, is that this huge warfare that has been going on for so long, had not
been able to eradicate the sexual sacrament. It may have diminished it somewhat, but not
eradicated it."

"And so it became plain to you that what you have witnessedtsd@othe very
design of mankind that developed over millions of years and has enabled us to become a
remarkably successful species," | interjected. "If this is what the masters of empire have
been fighting against throughout this long period, as youhsgyhave, then | can see
why they would have unleashed their AIDS project that directly targets the sexual
sacrament in a big way. It makes perfect sense now, Helen. Even the timing makes now
sense. AIDS erupted in precisely the period when the mas$tenspire, as you call
them, where loosing their grip on the world. Their looting practice was running into



problems then, wasn't it? They needed something to change the tide in their favor. It all
makes sense now."

"AIDS is a small thing," said Heleand waved me off. "It evidently didn't have the
expected effect on the sacrament, to shut it down. That's why the masters are reactivating
their old weapons in a big way again, both their dape weapon and their war against
science. The dopear processs a two edged sword. Dope destroys a people and causes
huge damage to society, which they want to see as it lessens society's power to oppose
empire. And the huge profits that flow from dope are used to finance terrorism.
Whenever you see terrorism anapé problems, you see the empire at work, pursuing
their war against mankind. And their secdrdgest weapon against mankind is their war
against science. This form of warfare was developed by the Venetian Empire, primarily
by Paolo Sarpi, and was latexwetloped in a big way by H. G. Wells. Wells understood
that if the scientific development of society is allowed to proceed at its maximum
potential, then the age of empire will be over, in short order. He literally ordered the
masters to wake up and inhibkcientific and technological progress with all means
possible."

"Isn't this what the church has done for centuries?" | interjected. "Hasn't it
inhibited the sexual sacrament, as you are calling it, from it being recognized as a valid
factor, muchess a powerful factor? Hasn't the church inhibited the recognition of it by
all means possible, even to the point of imposing the death penalty against it? Isn't the
church a powerful warfare agent against scientific recognition? Maybe it was invented for
this purpose. Isn't the church also the biggest power standing behind the circumcision and
against the sacrament?"

Helen nodded. "This applies to many churches, Peter, and from this background
the traditions emerged that have prevented you frorngimie in bed. Am [ not right?
The church has become the biggest force against the real sacrament in society, by
superimposing an artificial sacrament centered on a mythical concept. This perversion
became tradition, and it's become a powerful traditionttha become so deep reaching
and dense that it is hard to look past its bugitfacade. You were petrified by the
challenge, and deep down you still are, aren't you? You have become an agent in a war
against the innermost design of mankind, and | wodt aren't we all? It is hard to
break out of this trap."”

"I think this will become easier in proportion to which one understands the nature
of the trap," | said.

"But do you really understand the nature of the trap, Peter? Do you understand th
dimension of the real sacrament outside the trap?"

| nodded.

"In this case, Peter, would you share with me to what extent you have carried your
own celebration of the sacrament? Are you honest with yourself about the beauty, power,
and endung quality of our wondrous humanity, even in the sexual dimension, and to



make your sacrament a celebration of it? Or do you write off the concept as outdated, and
sex more a nuisance that causes problems? After all, the term sacrament is an archaic
term,or at least it seems so as hardly anyone uses it anymore."

"Being honest with myself at this level?" | sort of repeated. "I thought the term
sacrament has something to do with being honest with God, in celebration of what God is
and has created.”

"Is there a difference, Peter? Isn't my concept of the sacrament the same? Isn't sex
a wise provision, produced by the Intelligence of the Universe that has created our design
and has developed it over the ages, which is now reflected in you and nreadrd
us? There is nothing trashy about anything that defines us as men and women. Sex has a
huge purpose with an underlying intelligent intention. One part is procreation. This isn't a
big factor anymore. The other part is far more profound. Itpsessed in sex bringing us
closer together as a society, unfolding into social bonding and a growing sense of the
general welfare. However, there are also dangers involved, such as in the form of
sexually transmitted diseases. In this context the sacranovudes factors of care and
honoring to the point that no one is put at risk, not to mention being injured or deeply
harmed."

"Oh, oh, I think I know where this is leading to," | interjected. "Is this what you
had in mind when you brought the factd 'being honest' up, about loving, when |
touched your hair and so on, earlier in the kitchen?"

Helen nodded. "Tell me, what did you notice about me in your celebration? What
caused you to risk going to bed with me that you had eventually committeself to?"

"Oh | see," | said quietly. "What did | notice in the context of the sacrament? |
noticed that you were wearing loose cotton underpants, rather than those tight nylon ones
that cling to the body like a glove and seal everything ofiighit. According to what |
know about the female anatomy, the vulva needs air around it to dry off the antibacterial
excretion that keeps bacteria out of the vagina and keeps it healthy, and so on. | have read
that most women are not sensitive to the rattequirements, and close it all off, and let
the bacteria develop in the increased moisture, rather than die in a dry environment, as
would be natural. You seem to be sensitive to this, and careful, like an alert person would
be. That's what | discoveteYou are therefore fundamentally not someone risky to be
with."

Helen answered with a grin.
"But what about you?" | said. "What have you discovered about me?"

She raised a finger. "I noticed that you didn't have a condom in your hamdiwh
pulled the sheets back."

"Oh | see," | said. "The reason is that | never had an opportunity where | would
need one, nor have a desire for what | would need one for."



"That's interesting," said Helen.

"l have to confess something Berl replied. "You may think that | am someone
weird, but vaginal intercourse doesn't interest me. It never has. The way | see it, if | want
my penis massaged | can do this myself, and do so quite often to meet a certain need. |
don't have to involve anloér person for this. Why would | involve a woman to do
something for me that | can do for myself? | find the same problem with in science
fiction novels where space pioneers want to terraform other planets. Why would they go
to all this effort to create swething in far off places that would be identical to what they
already have on Earth? Shouldn't they build something greater with a more powerful
environment than we have on Earth? Then all the effort would be worthwhile. What |
value in being with a womas what | can't have without her, such as her breasts, her
vulva, and all the other nice female sexual things. Then the joining up sexually becomes a
celebration, something profound, something extraordinary. What | am trying to say is that
that | like toappreciate a woman in a way that makes sense, visually, by touch, for the
purpose of intimately and sexual excitement that sets a whole range of processes into
motion. To be honest, | have no interest in what | would need a condom for, and | guess
neitherdo you, or else you would have offered me one for your protection. | have seen
survey results from women that indicate that 88% of the respondents prefer sexthe non
vaginal way. The Intelligence of the Universe that designed the human system seems to
conaur, and designed it that way. | understand that most of the vagina, except for the
outer rim, does not have any erogenous sensitivity, or extremely little of it. The vulva
becomes more sensitive the further one gets from the vagina. Doesn't this tell us
samething? | think men have followed this design for as long as mankind exists. In
Chinese Taoism it is even believed that oral sex with a woman is a profound spiritual act
that assures longevity. | like to agree with them in principle, though in pracatice th
opposite appears to be the case. In a world with more than 20 different Sexually
Transmitted Diseases, and more than 300 million new infections every year worldwide,
even oral sex has become a higdk process so that great care is required to cause no
harm."

"So what's the answer then, Peter, for achieving 100%rdrgex," said Helen.
"Tell me what your answer is."

"The answer is theoretically simple, Helen. It involves latex gloves for the touch,
and a quality latex type barrier for tbeal option."

"Would you use those in bed with me, and without cheating?" said Helen and
began to grin.

"Whatever is precious is worth protecting, Helen, and you definitely are of that
category. Sure, it would be more pleasant without thaidsay but choosing the safe
option adds a spiritual dimension to the process that reflects the worth of the other. I am
not so cheap as the nations are that let the most precious they have go to waste by not
providing quality healthcare for one anothey. &lowing this to happen society
demonstrates how lowly it regards its own value, like in the case of Hitler's T4 program
of healthcare that did away with the useless eaters. Engaging in unprotected sex is not



much different. It would demonstrate howlé&tbne cares for the other. | would choose

the opposite extreme for the opposite reason. My take on this is that it would add to the
power of the intercourse. It wouldn't be a demonstration that | don't trust you, but rather

be a demonstration that | valyeu. Maybe the day will come when this becomes

obsolete, when the zero risk environment can be guaranteed by medical tests and years of
closeness as | enjoy with my wife. But here, this level of trust needs first to be built with
unfailing respect."

"So where are you gloves then, Peter, and your protective barriers for oral
engagement? | didn't see you bring any, and you were ready to join me when | invited
you."

"Oh | see, you are testing me again," | said and began to smile. "I haddtone
bring any. You had several already laid out on the side table behind the dresser."

"Ah, so you noticed them," said Helen. "That's what | was really asking you when
| asked you what you had noticed about me. But let me ask you one more qigkaon.
do you beligeis the reason why the s@kay phase is so short duration?As you may
know, it rarely lasts more than twenty minutes to half an hour. Why might this be so?"

"Isn't it obvious, Helen. The sex play is short in duration, bedaisset an end in
itself, but is merely the starting phase of a larger process. Once the start has been made
and the ball is rolling, the start phase has met its objective so that the rest of the day, or
whatever, can be devoted to social bonding, angexadive efforts, social development,
cultural achievements, and so on. In real terms the sex play doesn't end in twenty
minutes, but goes on for a whole day or days in different phases and different
dimensions. Of course it needs to be restarted frequemthat the resulting process that
enriches all of our living is always new and never goes stale. However, if those twenty
minutes don't happen, like them being blocked for some reason, then what it would
enable subsequently doesn't happen either."

"This is where the tragedy begins when the sexual system is ignored," said Helen.
"The 'sterility’ that would block the vital twenty minutes starting phase, would lead to a
dangerous failing in society and in individual living that could then have raibtler
conseqguences. So, let's not play this 'sterility' game. Let's celebrate the sacrament
instead."

"And what specifically are you saying with that?" | asked.

She began to grin again. "l am suggesting that it is safe for you and me to let the
gloves and the barrier sheet remain where they are. You have proved to me sufficiently
that we don't need them. How many years have you been exclusively with your wife, a
quarter century perhaps? All your reactions tonight and reluctance were focused on on
thing, to cause no harm to this relationship. You went to great extremes with this. What |
saw and heard tells me that | can trust you to be not a risk in coming to bed with me.
Your loving is honest. | need to honor that. Honesty is so precious tothena@e so
because it is so rare that our world is collapsing under the weight of lies, especially in the



politics, in the sciences, and also socially. There is almost no honesty left in the climate
sciences, in the energy sciences, in cosmology, anditit@loand economic science.

What is projected there, is determined by tenure, salary, prestige, outright bribery, threats,
political power, and so on, except by the face of truth.”

"The world is ruled by lies," | interjected. "In lies we trusthe modern motto.
And the motto is spreading.”

"Global warming is a lye," said Helen. "Nucle€asion power is a lye; the Big
Bang Cosmology is a lye; the fusipowered Sun is a lye; the insistence that there is no
electricity in space is a lye; tm®tion that one can make money from money with
speculative ‘investment' is a lye, because that's stealing. The cries that the Earth is
running out of resources is a lye too; that deindustrialization leads to prosperity is a lye;
that depopulation createtability is a lye; that private capital can power an economy is a
lye; that austerity creates a richer world is a lye; that disinvestment in the physical
economy leads to a stronger civilization is a lye; that nuclear bombs give us security is a
lye; thatmankind is the offshoot from monkeys is a lye."

"In lies we trust, has become a huge banner strung around the world," | interjected.
"Monstrous consequences have flown from these lies. The DDT ban is based on a lye, but
has killed millions with theonsequences. The list goes on and on."

"Another lye is that the coming ice age is still another thousand years away," said
Helen. The insistence that it is not possible to provide quality housing for everyone to
live in, and for free, is a lye tothat men and women must be isolated in life so they
won't destroy one another is a monstrous lye; that vice creates wealth is a lye of the worst
imaginable sort; and that stealing creates riches is no less a lye; that killing creates
security is another st lye; that there are not enough resources within reach for mankind
in the world is another lye that is designed to destroy us all; the insistence that we cannot
build floating bridges between Africa and America and Asia is another carefully crafted
lye in this direction; that we cannot produce enough food for ten billion people in an ice
age world is a lye too; and that the world doesn't have enough energy available is also a
lye."

"And where does it all end?" | interjected.

"It ends here, Rer. It ends in this house. It ends with valuing honesty. We step
away from lies to ourselves and to esmeother. In the world nobody honors honesty
anymore, or very few, but in my house of healing it needs to be honored. There is no
sacrament possible wibut it, and without the sacrament nothing can be healed. So,

Peter, | have no option but to trust your honesty. | have screened your reasons that would
block this trust, and found none. My bedroom is therefore open to you. The invitation
stands. You are ast perfectly welcome. But, let's take this in reverse now. Can you,

Peter, trust my honesty with you? For the answer | invite you to open my bedroom closet.
Go, Peter, do it!"



"Wow!" Both walls on either side were papered over with certificateebgral
different doctors, certifying her to be free of any diseases, with the emphasis on sexually
transmittable ones. "Wow!" | repeated.

"The kind doctors in their generosity enable me to be honest with myself and
others, and be certain that | dgoi't anyone at risk," said Helen. "Most of my friends
have done the same."”

"Do they show the certificates to you? Do you ask them to, Helen?"

"There is no need for that, Peter. | know they have them. They value me too much
not to have them. Tlyedon't risk becoming a danger to me, and to themselves. Some
have a sort of hinted at this. | value the care that stands in the background. It means more
to me than seeing their certificates would. | also know that they keep them in their closet
as | do,as a reminder of the principle to allow no harm to happen. My motto is to bless
all mankind and injure none. A great lady created this motto in 1908 for her newspaper
that she founded at the age of 87 in response to her understanding of the dynamics of the
Profound Sacrament. Her motto has become our motto now. It sets up a tall challenge,
but also a workable one."

"Do | qualify for the challenge?" | interjected.

"Oh you have already qualified on a higher level. You were already celebrating
the sacrament to some degree before we met. You honor almost scientifically what is
most precious, and this clearly includes sex, too."

"When [ kiss the vulva, Helen, | kiss a part of the greatest creation in the Universe
that may some day be recogeiizas the keystone of civilization on which a majestic
structure is rising with limits yet unseen."

"When | have my vulva kissed, Peter, | see vistas of relationships in my mind,
wide, rich, gentle, and beautifuprecious relationships, and healmgationships.”

"In this case, let's go to bed now and celebrate the sacrament together,” | said to
Helen, "and let's discover together what wonderful happenings can unfold from it.

Helen stood up with a smile while | was still speaking andtwewvards the
bedroom.

My response to her invitation was immediate this time, and swift, and what came
out of it did make the air sparkle, even in the dark.

"You had come to the pub earlier, because there had been something incomplete in
your experience of loving," said Helen after a long while of vocal silence. She began to
smile as she said this. "Let me help you to fulfill what you had needed and had not been
fulfilled.”



"You already have," | replied.

“"No I haven't. Why shoulchere be even the faintest trace of poverty in the realm
of Love, instead of the greatest fullness? Indeed, why should there be any poverty at all,
including in any other realm? Poverty is invalid. Love is the Spirit of universal Principle.
There is no reas why Love's color shouldn't unfold to the full and come to light
completely in your experience. Love is that wide, Peter. It certainly cannot be found in
isolation as tradition demands. What is real unfolds through all of us, pervading all of our
humanit/, and this is Love. The sacrament and Love are one. Love is the cause. The
sacrament is an effect of it. Love flows through all human relationships. It urges us to
cooperate with oranother for the common good, and to build each other up, to nourish
andto protect oneanother. Love is the divine element that makes us human, that
emanates in 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" or "outside," as
related to Love appeared totally invalid. Oh, God, why wasn't | surprised that | drifted so
deeply into Love with this beautiful woman, who was evidently quite a bit dider|?

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.Ubve 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?IW&ein 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, | could think of countless problems with marriage boundaries
in society, and ownershijghts, flowing from ageold axioms, and so forth. | asked
Helen how she dealt with these. "Have you experienced any of these types of problems in
your efforts of bringing some scientific honesty into the social domain?" | asked.

She nodded, and sighe'You have no idea. | have faced problems that you can't
imagine: jealousy, stupidity, obstinacy, and sheer insanity at times. People squabble over
whose friend a person is, or more correctly, whose trophy a person is. Yes, people treat
each other likehat, like cattle that they utilize, like property that they own, and like a
trophy that they put on a shelf. It is surprising they don't use branding irons to stake their
claim. The possessiveness is often worse in close circles of friends. You opeartae do
little to give universal loving 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 notions about their own little world is beintjectgeed. You
probably have noticed some of this by now. So, how does one react to that?"

"There is an old saying," | 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 déathe said, and laughed. "This means,
| must fight on,” she added. "I must fight on, for the simple reason that none of those
problems have any relevance to the universality of Love. The problems don't alter what
Love is. After all, what do the problemsueato do with anything? Do they change the
principle involved, the Principle of Universal Love?"

"That's a courageous stand to take," | said.

"No Peter, that's an easy stand to take when you know you're right. When your
stand is rooted in theriAciple of Universal Love, then you suddenly know that you are
right, Peter, and you are empowered by this knowing to move forward."

"But how do you know, Helen,..."

She interrupted me before | finished the sentence. "Why do people treatleaich
as property?" she said in a serious tone of voice. "Why do they privatize each other's
reflection of Love? Only their poverty would cause this. So, how should one respond to
that? Shouldn't one respond with following Love as a model? The very wétion
privatization and property runs contrary the Principle of the General Welfare that is an
expression of Love. Privatization means taking society's wealth and locking it up in the
private domain, where it becomes useless and is lost to society. A peosdond be
treated that way."

Helen gradually began to laugh at her own silly questions. "The Pharaohs couldn't
have privatized their slaves sex, as this is done in modern times under doctrines of
religion that have become traditions. The Phar#alusno such option open to them. So
they resorted to cutting the people's sex off in order to make them real slaves that
wouldn't threaten the empire. In the modern world privatization accomplishes the same
thing without any force being used at all, anchétkes people belief they are happy.
However, this grassroots privatization appears to be only symbolic for the ultimate
privatization of everything else that society depends on. The game is still on, Peter, to
promote what inhibits the Principle of the rigeal Welfare."

"The masters of empire have privatized our money," | interjected, "and our
American central bank, also some of our railroads; now they want to privatize our
bridges, highways, canals, and so on. There is even talk being heard aladizimpy our
nation's water. Next they'll privatize the athey would do this if they could apply it for
looting society. In the system of empire, everything is privatized. The privatized
institutions operate like a wrecking ball in society, wreckingiety from within, without
anyone having any way of stopping the wrecking ball. Whatever is privatized in the
world of empire, is taken outside the Principle of the General Welfare. On this course
entire industries can be trashed for making profit, aaot thorkers be thrown onto the
street, because what is private is deemed to be an empire unto itself, and out of reach for
being accountable to society. Even our great Democratic Party in America, is deemed to
be a private club that is not accountablehow its votes are counted, provided that the



votes are counted at all. The party has become a privately owned empire, owned by
foreign interests. And as you might have guessed, the entire conglomeration of empire is
scared of the Principle of the Genera¢Nere that would necessarily scrap all this

privatized insanity. That is why the masters of empire are fighting this principle at every
turn and chance that comes along. Like the Pharaohs were scared of it, so the modern
masters are scared of it and ae¢edmined to wreck it globally at all cost, even to the

point of imposing genocide and the most massive population 'reduction’ like you can't
imagine, which has been on the drawing board for some time. The stated policy of
intention is to eliminate four tbve billion people from the face of the planet.”

"All of that is already being prepared?” said Helen with a sense of horror reflected
in her face. "You are saying they are prepared to go that far in order to prevent a new
renaissance from develog®"

"That is what the evidence is telling me, and what their own speeches indicate
rather openly and proudly. And who would prevent them, when everything and everyone
is privatized, and the people of society are but slaves?" | said quietly. "Tivatepr
empire that rules America already, owns the entire political process. It owns the parties. It
owns the Congress and Senate. It owns the White House. It owns the entire nation as
slaves. It has developed a form of slavery that is more gghing tn anything the
Pharaohs had developed."

"Let me tell you a story," said Helen quietly. "This happened a long time ago in
distant history where the practice of privatization was already well established. It is the
story of a man named Jacob who hhdated his brother badly and consequently had to
flee as his brother aimed to kill him for his treachery. He escaped to a distant place, the
home of his mother's brother, who had two daughters. He fell in love with the younger of
the two, a beautiful girland offered to work for his broth&r-law for seven years in
order to obtain her to be his wife. On the day of his wedding, however, he found that he
had married the older daughter instead, which had to be married first according to
custom. Since the yoger one was the girl of his dreams, he offered to work for another
seven years to obtain her also. Here a problem arose in that the younger girl, Rachel by
name, turned out to be barren, while the older one, named Leah, bore him children. With
this a grearivalry began between the two wives, each struggling for Jacob's love, and
much of that rivalry was focused on having children. In early tribal societies, having lots
of children was an economic necessity. Jacob was given twelve children altogethrer. Thei
names were chosen by the wives to reflect their mentality in their struggling for Jacob's
affection. An American woman that | count among my friends, gave definitions to these
names.

"With the birth of her firstborn, Leah felt that her afflictionsld been lifted,
because she bore a son. For taassonshe named the child Reuben. But my friend
called this sense of relief a delusion that rests on sensuality and corporeality instead of on
a foundation in universal Principle. This assessment seepesdorrect, because Leah
became evermore deeply trapped by this mentality. My friend said that instead of
rejoicing in the fullness of God's creation Leah stood in denial of it. As if gripped by
some form of ecclesiastical despotism, she called her néxtL&vi, the meaning of it



being attached, of it being a possession. It appears that Leah woke up some time after
that, because she called her fourth child, Judah, ‘object of praise." My friend commented
that Leah gave up a lot of her corporal or ‘ownigtsdtitachments in her spiritual

awakening and was gaining a profound sense of value in herself, in her standing in unity
with God as an expression of divine Principle and divine Love.

"Of course Rachel envied Leah," Helen continued. "In despe@tachel gave her
closest helper, Bilhah to Jacob to have children through her. As this process worked out
productively, Rachel suggested that God had judged her worthy. So she called the child
that came out of it, correspondingly, Dan, which is relatedidgé.' But my friend
suggested that this is not a foundation for building a civilization on, but is animal
magnetism that is tearing down the status of man to such a low level, where one mind
preys on another, one belief on another, so that the whole sobapses into a
convolution of errors.

"When Leah became barren after her fourth child,” said Helen as she continued,
"Leah followed in Rachel's footsteps, and gave her own closest friend, Zilpah, to Jacob to
have children with her too. Howevérah pursued this course from a much higher
standpoint than Rachel had done. Leah offered Zilpah to Jacob on the saiexdligh
platform of detachment on which she had gained her freedom from Jacob with the birth
of Judah, while still being able to coiuite to the welfare of the whole family or tribe.

When Zilpah's child was born, we are told that Leah rejoiced and named the child, Gad,
which means, 'a troop is coming.' My American friend suggests that Leah's position was a
position of science, of spital being understood, of hastening towards harmony."

Helen paused. "Can you imagine that, Peter?" she said quietly moments later.
"Most women today would go into a rage if they saw their husband having sex with
another woman, and more so if the otweman was her own closest friend, and even
more so if they were aiming to have children together. Against this background it is
unimaginable that a wife would ever condone such a process, much less suggest it, and
even less suggest it out of her lovinchef family. According to our modern perceptions,
Leah had done everything wrong that a wife could possibly do wrong, but my friend gave
her high praise for it. Evidently that praise was due to her loving of family, and her
loving of Jacob, and also hewiag of herself as a human being, seeing her highest
interest in promoting the common good, the general welfare, the development of the
family. That Peter was love, reflecting Love. Love begins when it doesn't end at the tip of
one's nose, so to speak. fignd calls this expression, science. Which means that Love
and Science are really one, and both are expressed in the general welfare."

"Is this why you have asked me here tonight?" | asked. "Did you invite me perhaps
for the sake of the general visgle?"

"Maybe | have," she said with a grin. "In the modern world the general welfare is
no longer dependent on adding children. Our physical security and welfare is more secure
now than ever, as the result of efficient industries and infrastrueodeadvanced
processes in farming. Still we have desated individual needs that are critical for the
whole. We have different needs than in the early ages, and those are just as profoundly



important for the general welfare. One of these is the nead twut the crap of our

mutual isolation in society, the divisions, and the smallness in thinking. We need to bring
the Principle of Universal Love to bear onto all of these now critical problem areas. Sex
plays a role in this, Peter, because the whotearikind is now deeply sexually divided,
instead of being sexually united. Society says that sex is dirty and must be avoided, but
we all know that this makes us hypocrites. None of us would exist on this planet, if it
weren't for people getting together &ex, and civilization wouldn't exist if the intimacy
wouldn't extend farther and farther. We should celebrate sex then, which stands in the
center, as something extraordinary, instead of hiding it in the secrecy afmeabker

spheres of engagement. Sexs not only invented by the Universe as an aspect of
Principle that assures the greatest possible genetic diversity in procreation, but also serve
as a motivator for breaking down barriers that created social isolation. And so, Peter, sex
serves very mucthe general welfare of society. Of course, there are also biological
needs attached in the sexual sphere that assure the widest possible genetic proliferation.
Seltisolation is not accommodating those needs, even the psychological needs. Would
you wishto live in a world of selstarvation? | think, the act of rebelling against the long
train of selfisolation is a step of science. Leah took a step out of the confinement of
human isolation towards meeting the human need, graciously opening the daobto Ja
inviting him to fulfill his own needs in that respect.”

"And where does this amazing development end, in Leah's story? How did it end
for Leah herself?" | asked.

"It ended in tragedy, Peter. A higgwvel scientific position is hard to hbbn to.
You of all people should know this. | heard the professor telling you that America had
once the most advanced scientific system of economics ever created, built on the proudest
achievements in the development of mankind. It should be seen aswimeng legacy of
the genius of humanity spanning the ages. America was built on |leadijjegscience,
Peter.Unfortunately, America didn't remain living at the leading edge. It turned its back
to it and let it all go. It allowed itself to be defeated. fhahat happened to Leah. The
regression began slowly. With the birth of Zilpah's second son Leah said, | am happy, |
feel blessed. She named the child Asher, which simply means, blessed. My friend
commented that her happiness was located in the wefféine whole, which she knew
Leah had not been directly involved in, but had enabled, and encouraged. My friend
called this happiness a type of spiritual compensation. That sort of thing is also rather
hard to hold onto, Peter. Then, suddenly, a black cigpeared over this happiness.
Leah's first son had found mandrakes in the field that were deemed to aid conception.
With them Leah was able to bear children once mdnéortunately this also got her
back into the old environment again, of envy, corglieind manipulation. She finally
ended where she started. She ended her life on the same platform of bitterness that she
started out with, still trying to manipulate Jacob into loving her. She called her sixth child
Zebulum, saying: 'now will my husband diwith me, because | have given him six
sons.' If only she could have held onto her high-estiéem that had been reflected in
Gad. If America had held on to the Lincoln platform and later to the Franklin Roosevelt
platform, the reign of empire mightVmended long ago. Instead, America allowed itself
to be defeated by it."



"I know," | said. | nodded. "We should have done in America what no one has
done before. The Renaissance was defeated. The Peace of Westphalia was defeated.
Society allowed itslf to be defeated time and time again. That's what we did in America.
We fools let go of the brightest we had and joined the empire in its war against our own
country. Now the empire is winning, mostly by our own hands. That's what the professor
said. Hecalled me a traitor. He is right. But why is it that mankind can't hold on to its
brightest achievements? Why can't it remain at the pinnacle of its achievements and move
forward with them?"

"It can't hold on to its achievements, because it nevergbitdhem full home to
the grassroots level. The Principle of Universal Love was never welcomed there. That is
why it is important for you to discover the science of Love, and its light, and to bring its
light where it is most needed,” Helen interrupted me

Helen told me that the concern | raised against my being in bed with her also had
another important aspect standing behind it, namely the conflict of popular opinion
versus the Truth. "It's a facet of the cultural war that defeated society,'idh8lsatold
me that popular opinion dictates that | 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
opinions represent the Truth or do the discovered and propenta®f universal
Principle represent the Truth? Which one is it, Peter?"

Instead of waiting for an answer she answered that question herself, with a
paradox.

"Consider the idea of democracy," she said. "A democracy without constitutional
principles is formally a type of government that is controlled by popular opinion. It
reflects popular opinion and empowers popular opinion. The process and its outcome
have nothing to do with the Truth about anything. Pure democracy empowers the cupidity
of smaltminded thinking. It contains no element that invariably ennobles society with
truthful perceptions. In fact, it often prevents them. That is why we have ctinsstu
created that establish some minimal standards based on discovered aspects of universal
Principle that are acknowledged as paramount. These limit the arbitration of opinions,
and make the democratic process somewhat workable. They act like firayaatista
empire. Unfortunately, the constitutional principles don't mean anything without the
scientific foundation in society's thinking that makes them imperative to be honored. The
dynamism for good lies in the scientifically understood ideas, and thes$gpecally
reflecting the Spirit of the Universe, which is Love. That is what a friend of mine pointed
out to me rather strongly recently.”

"Are you having your own personal constitution then?" | interjected. "Was my
invitation tonight impelled byts imperatives?"

"l have invited you here tonight in order to help you to understand and
acknowledge the opposite,” she said and began to smile. "You were lost in a world that
has longignored almost all aspects of universal Principle, especiallyithleelements of
Truth, pertaining to our humanity, namely that we are all primarily human beings with



universal human needs, and strengths, and profound qualities as human beings," she said.
"You were drowning in a sea of fresh water, without knowirag the water is fresh and
wonderfully drinkable. Knowing the Truth is crucial in the world today. So | was

impelled to surprise you? Have | succeeded?”

| didn't think that an answer was needed. | just smiled and then began to grin.

"Didn't I bring the Spirit of Love all the way down to the grassroots level?" she
said. "Isn't that all we need to do? Our already established unity in Truth should stand as
our universal constitution that should never be violated by anyone, especially by us.
Everything else is secondary, and needs to be built around the center of Love and reflect
it, such as our universal loving for our humanity. But that center is not an easy idea to
take hold of and to experience its dynamism. | am still in the discovery phaseiland
likely remains so for a long time. Love is too wide and too exciting to be wrapped up
with limits and doctrines and opinions. Popular opinion should never rule over a spiritual
idea and its unfolding. Like any idea, the spiritual idea that reflectensal Love,
should be channeled by the science that underlies it, where its principles are discovered
and have been discovered for centuries to enrich and brighten our existence, even to the
greatest possible extent. Our loving for @mther as humaremgs reflects a grand
aspect of universal Principle that we can't get away from, Peter, but which will always
surprise us. | invited you here to surprise you, and look, | was the one that ended up being
surprised. | like to call this the Principle of Uangal Love. But to feel its dynamism
we've got to live the idea that it represents. That is why you are here, Peter. That is what
you are responding to. Public opinion says that this is treachery. Your heart and soul and
mind tell you that it isn't. Thatthe paradox that shouldn't be, right? So, we dissolve it.
What else 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 aay from, or should you respond to popular opinions and deny
what's in your heart?"

She paused, to give me time to think. "I personally must respond to what is evident
in the Truth, based on my highest scientific perception where opinions have @o plac
This means that | have to say about contrary popular opinions, including your initial
opinions, what have they got to do with anything? Do they change the principles
involved? | must make a clear choice, Peter, for the Truth, which in this casedetkefle
in the Principle of Universal Love that comes to light everywhere as the foundation of
our civilization. | am offering you a chance to take a stand for one of the greatest aspects
of universal Principle, which sadly the whole world denies. Isn't tiigome amazing? |
offered you a rare opportunity that you might not have again. Yes, acknowledging this
aspect of Principle creates a lot of problems with people who value popular opinion, such
as yourself. But | also trusted that you value the TruthP8tgr, was I right in fighting
for your breakthrough to what is true, and in inviting you to join me?"

"You can't imagine how right you were and still are," | responded. That answer
was truthfully given. It reflected the amazing joy that she hachlvaddy 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 ateld, convicted, and murdered by popular
opinion, under a system of democracy without profound constitutional principles?" | said
to her. "Popular opinion had already ruled supreme in 400 BC, and | believe that the
indictment of Socrates was for ‘impietylé died for his stand for principle in defense of
the Truth. | 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, wheteey not? But he could not betray what he stood for to
save his life. That would have been s#hial and suicide on a higher order. The Truth
was his life."

"Yes, Peter, it was smathinded popular opinion, empowered by an unrestrained
democracy tat killed Socrates. Theeventyyearold genius and philosopher, who still
inspires humanity after more than tweifibyir 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 that Athens once stood for. So, Peter, nothing has changed. The
rule of democracy still has the same effect in a defeated society, existing without
Principle. The fact that we have over fifty thousand nuclear bombs hanging oveadur he
tells 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 as simple as
that."

Helen told me that the rule of unprincipled democracy isdirilling entire
nations with smalminded thinking and disrespect for the imperatives of its humanity,
that have likewise been defeated. Helen suggested that it has been historically a rather
rare occurrence when a nation was destroyed by forces ehttern&he said that in
most cases the destruction originates from within by the cupidity of-snivadled
popular opinion that society defends, often viciously. She suggested that under the rule of
such pure democracy, society is more likely to defetasdms rather than the truth.

She said about her own fight. "Like Socrates did, | fight for the Truth, and this
fight is not a fight against society, but a fight to uplift it. Yes, this puts me at odds with
society and causes me great problems migimy people. But what about those problems?
Who cares? Isn't the outcome worth fighting for? | am a healer at heart. | enjoy being a
healer. God is natural good. | want to experience the true design of humanity, which is
the greatest good that one can fingbressed in the Universe. Nothing is greater in
expression. If it takes some healing to get one there, | have no choice but to become a
healer. Isn't that what healing is all about? | want to discover and experience the
principles on which mankind is foded, and not bow to the perversions that have been
superimposed during mankind's long night of imperialism, even though the night needs to
be recognized for what it is. While this night has lasted for millennia already and has
extended through most of tperiod that we call civilization, on the larger stage of time it
was but the blink of an eye. | would like to experience the human world in its daylight
glory, as it was before the age of empire."



"This opens up some rather exciting prospects, vpids far into the dust what
most people regard as exciting and spent fortunes to seek and often in vain,” | said and
began to laugh.

"Of course we don't know yet exactly what to expect when we enter the sacrament,
except that whatever we find thdras something real and profound standing behind it,"
said Helen. "Of course we won't find anything there along the line of the sexual self
amputation that removes the sengiyifrom the penis, and the sexual excavation that
removes the clitoris as wenfl under the rule of imperial traditions. But what existed
before all of that? The setfebilitation of society, and seiolation of it from one
another, is not natural, Peter. These things are all purely artificial and drive us away from
the sacramentnal into imperial holocausts of underdevelopment, impotence, and
poverty. But what is natural, Peter? What existed before all of this crap began? | want to
get back to this and build on it."

"Aren't you aiming a bit too high?" | said to her quietlctmunter my earlier
laughter.

"No Peter, we need to do this research to heal both ourselves and our world. We
can't run away from this task. Running away doesn't provide the solution. You of all
people should know this. This is the history of yowirdoy. The USA was founded by
people who have aimed to build a New World far from the heart of empire, as far away as
one can get from Europe on this planet. But youriselation didn't solve the problem,

did it? The empire caught up with you, and péradhall your institutions and destroyed

you from within. It only took a small effort by the masters to turn the USA upside down,
from being the most respected and envied nation on the planet to becoming the most
hated fascist nation that became famousMar, looting, destruction, even the atom

bomb. Running away didn't help you, nor can it help you now. This problem can only be
solved with a healing process that rebuilds what is real, but has become hidden. The
healing process requires us to rebuild therament. Ironically, the greatest sermon that |
ever found where the sacrament is expressed to some degtieer than being preached

- | found expressed in stApubs, at least in some of them that haven't become cheap yet."

"Don't hold your breth, this too won't last," | said, still speaking quietly. "The
masters of empire will catch up with that too, and lower the platform of society to such a
low level that even this won't be happening anymore, soon. 'Sterility' is fast becoming the
norm by wihch the isolation of society from one another is becoming total in theanot
distant future. That's what we are heading towards."

"That's why | find the strip pubs so amazing that I find still operating in a few
places,"” said Helen with a seriougpeassion. "They give us a glimpse into the world of a
sacrament that gave mankind the enormous power and inner resources that enabled it to
survive more than twenty ice age cycles."

"Right now, survival isn't even on the agenda anymore,” | intedetiis is
fairly obvious, isn'it? The masters of empire have been blowing the depopulation
trumpet for centuries and are blowing it louder now than ever before. As you may know,



by their own saying, they want the human presence on this planet redwaedtodess
than two billion people in an environment of deep poverty in which empires tend to
thrive for a season."

"I'm well aware of this," said Helen. "This is why they are promoting the
mythological idea of an enerdgan world that is inherentla starvatiorrich world, a
genocidal world. Sadly, and tragically, the whole world is singing the master's song
today. | like to hear the real song from a time when mankind was till whole and free. I'm
increasingly certain as | look at what became of kimath) that the only way that is open
to us to rescue ourselves from this fate mankind has allowed to come upon it, which the
world is driven deeper and deeper into, is the platform of the sacrament. It is something
so powerful that it survived all of thesepositions against it."

"Right now society is as far from even considering this option as is the Earth from
the Moon," | said to her. "Society has been diligently taught by the masters and their
stooges, especially in the religions. So don't holdrypreath."

Helen nodded, but then shook her head. "Sure most religions have become
counterhumanist operations of empire, a kind of power tool for preventing the
awakening of society to its humanity and its divine design. For this rghasowesis
becoming saturated with a strong influx of Islam that is as distant from the sacrament as
one can get. Only the burka hasn't broken into the western culture yet. And this too will
happen if we don't heal the underlying process. If we falil, the strip quuth the nudist
beaches won't long survive the 'sterility’ that Islam demands, and the burka won't be far
off. Islam is being abused for this effect, and strategically deployed by the masters of
empire for this specific effect. It has become a tool fdeeply dark cultural warfare
effort.”

"Islam has been no more abused for this than the Jewish religion has been abused
in distant times to proliferate the circumcision, and is still being used that way," |
interjected.

"That is why | must alwag/pull back to a safe platform that rests on what is real,
which is the platform of the sacrament,” said Helen. "The sacrament came to me as a
platform that developed over millions of years and has remained so strong against all this
opposition that it stads still intact as a counter force against those millennia of imperial
attacks on mankind, especially the blatantly open ones that are attacking the sacrament
directly. This is what | want to focus on and develop further and further and heal
mankind withit, and built a New World on. Sure, countless traditions and religions that
promote social 'sterility’ and isolation stand in the way. But so what? What have the
challenges got to do with anything real? | don't bow to the challenges. | bow to what's
real. This way | have a platform that | can build on that has substance and unlocks
potentials, which being true, are powerful. So what if | am walking this path alone. The
pioneer is always alone. The sacrament is not a-mgssissue, but an individual, ore t
one issue."



"So, how do you weigh the famous rock, drug, sex counterculture that erupted in
the shadow of the Vietnam War?" | interjected. "Does it weigh in with the sacrament or
against it?"

"Who created this movement, Peter? This shouldvangour question. What
purpose did it serve? What human quality did it promote that weighs in on the side of a
sacrament with all that is intrinsically human, and powerful, and beautiful, and immortal.
From the results that | have seen, the countercultioreement was an imperial operation
that was organized by the same forces that had organized the war, which in turn had been
set up to start the destruction of America. Kennedy didn't' want to hear of it. He had
ordered the withdrawal of the American invement there, and was shot for this reason.
Thus the war began, and did destroy America economically, just as it had been intended
to do, and destroy it also morally, and culturally. The counterculture movement was an
element of this process. America wasgtinate in that a lot of good people were drawn
into this process and spoiled the worst of the destructive intention. They brought the
sacrament into it to some degree, but it was never intended to strengthen it. When the
movement fizzed out after the wamded, it didn't leave the scene richer. For the masters
of empire, however, it was a failure. It was organized along the old Venetian tradition by
which Venice had brought the Renaissance down. The masters of Venice had organized
both a rebellious religus reformation and a deeptting countereformation, creating
two opposing forces that tore each other down and set the stage for the utter inhumanity
that wrecked Europe in what became the Thirty Years War. The counterculture was
evidently intended téollow this path. My guess is that the sacramental culture was still
too strong in America for the desired effect to happen. Still, America came out much
'smaller' in the end. This loss has not been reversed, as far as | can tell, but has become a
deepenig trend, both culturally and economically, from which America may never
recover. When its sacrament is torn down, a nation becomes empty. It then finds itself on
a train to hell without knowing that it is on it."

| shuttered at the thought, but haa argument against it. The whole West was on
this train. The music reflected this intentional trend in a loss of depth and quality that set
the stage of a culture that became artificial and sterile and hollow. The family scene
suffered. It reflected the@s$s of the sense of sacrament in the adult society, which the
children naturally responded to. If | had argued against that, Helen would have simply
pointed out that one can't expect the children to stand on a higher platform than that
which the parentsye on. She might have added that the politicians delude themselves by
dreaming that their sinking ship can be rescued with governmental laws that curb the
practices of the masters of empire without the healing of society beginning deep within
that raiseshte cultural platform to that higher level where the sacrament rules. Unless this
healing happens, the politicians won't have a leg to stand on. For as long as the masters of
empire remain on the scene, they will abuse society's own platform to engineer new
avenues against it to debilitate and loot it, and murder it, or 'sterilize' it into impotence.
And so, the healing of the world demands more than anyone can yet imagine, but Helen
seems to say that we won't get to the top of Mount Everest if we dorthé&akest step



and then the next and learn to move ahead against all the weight of gravity and laugh at
it.

"There is so much that needs to be healed, Peter," said Helen. "But how can we
even hope to succeed if we don't start? And that's not easy, because the sacrament is the
only platform that we can take those steps on to win this goal. The sacrame micdveer
that withstood the greatest attacks against it that one can possibly imagine. Herein lies
our hope, Peter, to achieve the seemingly impossible, and let's not forget the fact that the
sacrament is an expression of Love, which has rightfully bdlrtddhe greatest force in
the Universe, because the Universe would not exist without it. On this ground Love and
the sacrament are one. Don't you agree?"

Oh yes, | agreed. Our bedtime conversations had once again unfolded into a
healing process. &we profound healing had indeed begun."

"Love demands us to heal till there is nothing left to heal," said Helen when |
nodded my agreement. "And when this is all done, then Love truly comes into its own."

This too, | could accept fully.

"Still, one thing puzzles me," | said after a long while. "How does the principle of
the sacrament that became a power that withstood seven millennia of attacks against it,
apply to an element of Love being expressed that didn't even exist seven matgmnia
such as the marriage doctrine and the social isolation it imposes? Under this doctrine | am
committing treason by being here with you. We should be isolated with an iron fence
between us, instead of reaching upwards to adistance relationship. Vétis real? Can
we really know with certainty that the iron fence isn't a part of the sacrament that
developed with us over millions of years? What is truth? Is truth really knowable, or is it
just opinion?"

"Truth is knowable," said Helen firmly. "Ht's what the term implies. But what is
truth? And is truth fixed if the universe is constantly developing? Two plus two will
always be four. But this does not apply to life and to the highest aspect of it in intelligent
development as we see it reflectednankind. What is in our heart and soul has
developed with it. Thus truth becomes defined by what is, not by what was. There exists
no such thing as a natural universal marriage doctrine, short of the recognition that we are
all children of a common humday and are 'married’ by it to one another more deeply
than by any other artificial form that we superimpose upon it by developed customs that
are as numerous and changing as the grains of the sand on the seashore. Thus the
guestion of what is truth beca® a question of what best promotes the happiness of the
individual, the stability of society, the quality of its civilization, and the power of its
economy. If all human beings were stamped from the same mold, one might be able to



develop a universal angwto your question. But this isn't the way mankind is. Thus, the
answer to your question must be one that is weighed by these four factors. However, one
can superimpose on those four a fifth factor, which applies to all four, which is the factor,
to injure no one. These are all intelligent factors. And being intelligent, they must
incorporate this sixth factor of builh sexual needs that have developed over those

millions of years and represent principles that promote the bonding of individuals into
socil unions for the greater general welfare by which mankind has developed the power
to become the successful species it became, that survived nearly two dozen ice ages,
which is no small feat. So, what is the patent answer, Peter? The answer that ysu seek i
not possible. But there is a process possible.”

"A process?" | repeated.

"Yes, a process of weighing all six factors honestly, which tends to lead to the
term, sacrament. In this weighing you cannot ignore the sexual needs, nor would it be
wise to do so, because by the fulfilling of this need the critical bonding happened that
furnished the social power by which mankind survived and progressed. Nor can this
really be ignored, because it is powered by something greater than ourselves. It can be
denied for countless reasons, which leads to empty and explosive social unions and
correspondingly failing marriages. What | see in the strip pubs tells me that we, that is
society, are earning ourselves a failing grade. That's not new of course. Thgci@ion
might have been partially imposed to circumvent having to solve the underlying
challenge. But if this is so, the running away from the challenge, rather facing it, has in
turn caused vastly greater failures. And so, the healing here becomescnigadat
between not denying our human needs, and causing no injury, assuring happiness,
stability, a rich civilization, and universal development. How this balancing act is to be
achieved cannot be written into the law books. If you stereotype it, psa the spirit of
it, and with it you loose all that is good and beautiful and richly human in being alive,
which alone are elements that are enduring and immortal.

"The best that | can do in this regard,” continued Helen, "is to give you my sense
of the ideal that draws together all the factors that are valuable. The basic factor is the
social bonding that supports the general welfare in which the intimacy pfaesuch a
powerful role that it endured seven millennia of attacks of all sortssigaiMen and
women are evidently not alike on this platform. Each have different physical biological
cycles to contend with that modulate the sexual needs. Your prostrate, for example,
accumulates a lot of heavy metals and stuff to provide the tramspdia for the sperm
and its nourishment, and it needs to be always ready for the task, literally at a moments
notice, with a sufficient supply that is always fresh. When the stuff gets stale it needs to
be ejaculated so that the supply can be renewedlgtffaquent cycles. This natural
requirement determines your sexual needs and sensitivities to a large degree. If you cheat
yourself on that score, you suffer psychological problems, and health problems such as
prostrate cancerthe numbeione killer dsease for men."

"Don't worry, Helen, it's hard to cheat nature on this score. It makes its own
demands and rather often, at least every three to seven days. Maybe that's where the
sevenday week really came from." | began to laugh.



"Maybe it dd, and maybe it didn't,” said Helen. "In order to mesh with a woman's
cycle that offers a typical fertility window of only six to seven days in its monthly cycle,
the male sensitivity cycle should be frequent enough so as not to miss this window. A
threeday spermrenewal cycle would therefore be the natural ideal. An egg typically
lives only for a day, and the sperm for no more than six days, providing ad@yen
window. The natural system would then be such as to assure argpewal frequency
that fals well within this window."

"Where are you going with this reasoning?" | interrupted her.

"Isn't it obvious, Peter? If your sevelay cycle was dominant if no other factors
were added, it would likely miss the beat, but it wouldn't missnitiltiple partners were
involved, which in addition would increase the genetic proliferation. My guess is, by
considering all of these factors, that the natural system is built on thepawdiier
dimension with various types of bonds unfolding from theg treated family
relationships that became centers for caring and affections without becoming boundaries
that would thereby create sterile social environments as we find them established in the
modern marriage systems. That the modern marriage systaitimig on this count is
evident by the wide proliferation of extramarital relationships, of various types, and at a
rate that researchers have discovered is way past the 50% mark. Most of it is carried on in
secret for fear of the consequences, and @tgneat risk for the individuals involved.

The fear is based on the dogmatic reaction that has all too often led to devastating
‘explosions' that have blown many once clksi families apart. The cry in those cases

is about accusations of cheating, \&hit real terms the opposite is the case as in the
sterile fencedn marriage system society is cheating itself of the power of the natural
foundation it grew up on. That's the foundation | want to get back to aaxpegience as

a part of our human saecn@nt. While procreation isn't a critical factor anymore, the
foundation that once assured it, is still a powerful factor for civilization that hasn't blown
away over the short space of the last few millennia. | think this factor that has served us
well for the long periods of our development is not obsolete, but has a lot to offer that is
valuable, good, enduring, and enriching to all. My experience has been that this is true,
though a lot may still remain hidden and blocked. Evidently, all of this hasneeco

critical now. Our need for it has become critical. We have a critical need of an ordering,
and inner advancing power, in our disintegrating world. That's what | am aiming for
without ignoring the rudimental aspects. Maybe | am crazy in doing this augathat

far."

"l wouldn't say so," | interjected. "You are merely more open with it, especially at
the core issue. The phenomenon of mistresses, for example, as a platform of escape from
the sterility of closedn marriages, is as ancient as the'mage system itself. Many great
men of history, which are definitely not rotten in character, had open affairs with
mistresses. It takes more likely a stronger character and intellect, like yours, to muster the
honesty to buck the general system, thathallittle people have that do it in secrecy or
not at all four countless reasons of s#dhial- and those are many."”

"l think you are beginning to recognize my point, and where healing is needed,"
said Helen. "I think ideally marriage is a pripl@ that supports an upwards oriented



trend developing a center for affection that promotes honesty and mutual support,
meeting the human need for all involved, thereby creating stability in society and
promoting human development and a rich civilizatidnd this is not an unreasonable

goal, which may have even have been the standard in human society, and this for far
longer periods than we care to acknowledge as a possibility, because this is were all the
trails and threads lead to that we find interwowda the fabric of social history. While |
want to experience more of this and heal the world of its blocking factors, my overriding
key concern that stands at the center, is to cause no harm.

"And so, Peter, in terms of this question that you Iposed that has no direct
answer, | have asked you my central question right from the beginning. | asked you if
anyone would be injured by you being with me. If you had answered yes, or had
answered in an uncertain manner, my door would not have beenoogan &s it hasn't
in far too many cases, sadly. In this manner, my friend, we develop the sacrament step by
step to the best of our ability, without adding to the problems. Thus we leave as much as
we are able, of the world of poverty behind us, and comeicher, stronger, more
secure, and more developed with a platform for living that enables us ultimately to laugh
at the next ice age and say: where is your sting? We have the power to this. We have the
power to deal with anything the ice age can puiur way. Right now we cannot say this.
We are too screwed up in so many ways. But some day we will be able to say this, and
this hopefully before the next glaciation cycle begins that isn't far off anymore."

"Those deep problems," added Heleoragl while 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 absolute and greater than us, of which the grandest kind of
our individual loving is but a reflecth. What | am aiming for in these deep waters is
something new, something daring, something honest, and something quite wonderful, and
as some might say is also extreme. Just because we have denied the universality of Love
for centuries, as we have beemdaded to do by the lords of the empires, doesn't mean
that we have to continue with the silly little games forever that they have devised. We can
stop these little games at any time, and focus on something that is real and profound, and
take it as far ind the extreme as we are able to, in order to test is for its truth. How else
can we step out of the chokehold of mediocrity? We have the potential to richly benefit
each other by moving with the greatest universal principles in existence that according to
all evidence is designed to enrich and strengthen and secure human existence. In the
world of mediocrity, no one is really secure. So my friend, when you encounter problems
ask yourself, "What do the challenges have to do with anything?"

"Compared tavhat we have right now, right this minute?" | asked.

"Yes_"



"In this case | agree, the challenges don't seem to be a part of the equation at all," |
said.

"The secret is in keeping things that way," said Helen, "and to advance, and to
widen, our channels for universal Love."

"You are a wise woman," | said in response and kissed her.

"Wise?" she repeated and laughed. "No, | am not wise. | learned a bit of history.
From that | learned to be happy. We are both happy being lysthéo, are we not?"

| answered that the word, happy, was too small a word. | said that | was delighted,
and more than thalhdeed,| was. Nor did we talk all of our time in bed. The talking
became interspersed with periods of voiceless ‘convemnsatievermore intimate levels.

"It is essential that we are together," she said at one point. "You evidently needed a
healing. You needed to complete something that hadn't been completed. Love demands
us that we allow it to unfold as completely as possible, so that this healiggcty
come true. This is to say, that Love needs to unfold as universally as possible.”

"Erica couldn't do this," | said to Helen. "She said, it was irresponsible for her to
do this. | even convinced myself that her response was a legitimatasespo

"Oh, have you changed your mind?" asked Helen. "Are you ready to say now,
'What has this got to do with anything?™

| told her that | was coming around to that. "But it isn't easy, is it?" | said. | was
going to say that it is "damn hatdExcept that kind of language, | felt, didn't fit into the
supportive atmosphere that Helen had established. | explained that Erica appeared to have
made a valid point by wanting to act responsibly.

"That's where the problem is rooted, Peter. Wpaears 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 right now?"

There is only one word valid," | said, "the wlas, yes!"

Helen 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 head.
She suggested that our life was hanging on a thread so thin, [th#tia single madman
in a rage of insanity could push the world over the edge.

Helen reminded me that a culturally defeated society is breeding those madmen
like crazy, as we could see in modern times, and is elevating them to high positions of
power. "That is what | define as irresponsibility,” she added. "This is a valid example of
what irresponsibility is. But loving or@nother at the leading edge, that's not
irresponsible. While it has its risks, it has enormous potentials for good."



Helen suggested that in real terms Erica had 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 subsumed to this absolute
requirement. Nothing is inconsequential anymore. Helen suggested that whatever Erica
had been trying to protect by acting 'responsibly,’ was actually supporting the very same
mentality of not facing the underlying problem that has become a mortal dangealto u

"The nuclear paradox can only be resolved,"” said Helen, "by developing a platform
of universal Love in our humanity. We need to fall in Love with our humanity, the
humanity that we all share. That is how | understand our sacrament that woifiolds
humanity. We need to become intimate with what 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 as Erica did, is the wrong response. 'Enesponse was
an invalid response on this higHewel platform. It involved an invalid approach to
taking responsibility. It became an avoidance of responsibility. Life and civilization are
not passive. They are active. It was invalid for her to beygsesponsible, because by
pursuing such a course, one would be working against oneself by leaving the underlying
problem to fester on. Running away from the difficulty simply is not a valid response for
a human being in the current critical world sitaa in terms of what needs to be done
when so much is at stake."

I didn't know how to answer. | didn't know anymore what the question was. Was
she expecting me to agree?

"l am trying to make a point,” said Helen. "The point is, we ask oweseéhvalid
guestions 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, or dancing around it?"

I nodded. "We can't see it, Helérhat's why we dance without an aim. 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?"

| nodded in agreement.

Being in bed with Helen was educational in marays, 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 oranother in which nothing stal in the way. There was a need
for that openness, and the need was fulfilled.

In-between the needed steps, we would 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 isues of sex all night long, the very issue that | was hoping to find a higher
dimension for. The tragedy then would have been that we would not have reached high
enough to explore the larger issues. That's where Erica and | had failed. The barriers had
bemme terminators.

Helen suggested to 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 consezgjemithout closing the door
on the unfolding colors of Love. 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 that we are all humiag$ with a uniting spirit. She
defended a social structure that divided her against herself."

| suggested to Helen that the kind of society that she scientifically expected to find
in the world, didn't really exist. | suggested to Helen that steeliavas a rare
phenomenon, an exception.

"That is why the world is so dark," said Helen and smiled. "That is why our
collective survival hangs in the balance. If the kind of society that is required to make our
culture secure, and our world brigind secure, does not exist out there to the extent that
is necessary. In this case it becomes our task to make sure that it will, so that there won't
be any exceptions like me." She began to laugh. "And so | must say to you, welcome to
my laboratory. If tlere is a paradox, let's solve it!"

"You have already solved the paradox for me," | interjected.

"Then let's move on to the greater paradox of the nuclear challenge, to avoid
nuclear war and create nuclear power instead," Helen continued hed.sig/e human
beings have become divided against ourselves. We want life, but we create ourselves
doomsday traps and defend the mentality that has created them. We need to resolve that
paradox too. That's what we need to do. Would you say we can dm tthie basis we
have already established? I think this is possible, because the two paradoxes are related
and actually the same in principle. Our growing intimacy with-amether can bridge the
isolation that is further reflected in cultural isolation."

"Are you suggesting that we can free the world from its defeat on the platform of
rebuilding the now defeated culture, and do this by more intimate loving built on more
intimate science," | said to her. "It sounds totally unconventional, what yoogaoput |
agree. Then the remaining steps on that platform will become natural footsteps that
require no miracles and exotic defense technologies that may not work anyway."

Helen grinned and suggested that | should have challenged Erica's impotence
scientifically, and provided a cultural foundation for the breakthrough to be possible. She
told me in an authoritative kind of voice, the kind that teachers sometimes use, that when
Erica began to talk about drawing that line in the sand for the sasking t
responsibility, | should have said to her, 'What has this got to do with anything?'



Helen added, "You should have pointed out to Erica that scientifically speaking,
she had troubled herself with an invalid concern, and that it was time tHfatelddhe
Truth that all mankind shares a wondrous common universal humanity that shouldn't be
divided, barred, and hidden behind traditions that are but excuses for imperial intentions
which blot out the riches we have. You should have told Erica thattitle is, that Love
is universal Principle that is not expressed in separating ourselves freamatier for
the sake of denying it, or denying it for somebody else's sake. You should have told her
that the Truth is imperative regardless of the diffieslin 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 of mankind, which is the only factor in that
equation that really matters, whichgreater than everything that society has come up
with artificially.”

"Had she dared to take this stand,” | said, "her husband would have exploded with
rage."

"Now you see, Peter, why democracy doesn't work? A constitution should have
been established in her household that would have raised the bar high enough to allow
her the freedom to live more fully in the light of Love, and in an-ewder landscapdf
this constitution had been set up more universally, the same higher platform would then
become reflected in the processes of government and the freedom of the nations.
Government by stealth, by deception, by lies, by hook, and by crook, and by the ever
growing denial of the human needs in society, would quickly fade into oblivion and
become forgotten. You don't seem to realize, Peter, that we, society, set the stage for
government. The respect for Truth that we all pioneer in our social living atabsrgots
level, invariably becomes mirrored in government. Of course, if we keep the bar low, the
government too will keep the bar low. Erica should have raised the bar."

"l think she thought she did this," | interjected. "Most of mankind would agree
with her that closing the door is raising the bar."

"She raised a barrier, not a challenge that can be met," said Helen. "When an
Olympic athlete raises the bar, he raises the challenge, knowing in his heart and soul that
it is possible to meet thahallenge. Culture isn't made by couch potatoes, Peter. It is
made by living at the leading edge, by reaching for the challenges of the principles that
offer freedom. It's easy to be a slave, and easier still to be a perfect slave, but living lies
in freedom. Reaching out for freedom, for oneself and for mankind, is living responsibly.
It is not always easy, but it is wonderful, and massively exciting. It is so, because our
universal natural marriage is founded on what is fundamentally real about human
existence, as real as Love. You should have challenged Erica with the fact that she is
therefore also married to you, unavoidably so, by our common humanity, and by our
common universal Soul that moves us all. You should have suggested that you two have
everyright to embrace each other as human beings, as your being in Love may inspire
you to do. You should have told her that this right is rooted in the reality of our being, in
our profound humanity. She might have said that she wasn't ready for the net step
would have preferred not to explore that avenue as a matter of choice. That would have



been different. But she drew the line against her innermost wishes, out of fear. That's the
critical point."

| 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 if you had presented it scientifically," said Helen. "Science takes us
beyond our barriers, physically, economically, emotionally, and spigtuadl a scientist
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 woaltehunderstood that the
artificial needs to be uplifted into the context of what is real, rather than the real
becoming smothered with the artificial, as the whole world presently is doing. She would
have understood that what happens on the intimate Eselhappens in the larger
context at the cultural level. This is the reason why we have unemployment on a vast
scale, and homelessness, crime, violence, war, and so on. Homelessness is the hallmark
of a culturally defeated society, because it is so asglve the problem as a
technological society, while the real cost to society of not responding, is immensely
great."

| shook my head. "Are you sure that it is actually possible to meet the kind of
challenge that you put to Erica here?" | integelct'Maybe her husband Fritz wasn't her
only concern." | 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 would likely have caasan Earthquake.

"What has this got to do with anything?" answered Helen sharply. Helen suggested
that in such a case, Erica would have had to tell her church and relatives that their
standpoint is invalid, that their standpoint is criminally daagsiin 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 existadh it should not be
allowed to exist for religious reason either, beea@sed is Love, and how is it possible
then to justify limiting Love's universal expression for the sake of civility? Civilization is
built on Love, and collapses when Love is barred. But why should Love be barred at all.
Why would anyone bar the sunshin@Mat is what she might have said in this case.

Helen added a few moments later that in this case Erica would have had to
confront not only her church people, but also her own beliefs. She would have to ask then
what is more important, the defensenafmnan existence and civilization on the basis of
what is true, or the defense of an ancient doctrine that is upheld by decree, rather than
from the heart and by what is rooted in universal Truth. "Erica would have had to ask
herself bluntly and unmistakigb Which of the two approaches is a valid option for us to
follow for assuring a rich life and a rich civilization. The bar should be raised far higher
than the mere survival of mankind? The bar should be raised to let the brilliance of Love
become our sishine."



"We all must face that challenge,” | said to Helen, "but we don't even consider
going as far as asking ourselves what is valid, and what is invalid.”

Helen simply nodded and smiled, suggesting that another point had been made,
and andter victory towards freedom been won.

"Let me tell you a story from one of the Gospels," said Helen a while later after an
interval of silence. "A man had died," she said, "and according to the law of the land, his
brother had married the diseasengon's wife. But in time he died al€@onsequently,
the woman was married again to the next brother in line, 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 resaction? They all have had her?"

Helen told me that Christ Jesus' answer was that they had asked him an invalid
guestion, because in heaven, at a higher state of perception, they would neither marry nor
be given into marriage as their concept of mage would have become perfect and
universal and alembracing like that of the angels, anchored in Truth. "He should have
added perhaps, that all humanity is really already married tawother as children of a
common humanity and a common human Sawd| that we should make an effort to
recognize this ultimately undeniable reality. Helen suggested that Jesus might also have
added to his answer that the concept of marriage itself isn't invalid, but is symbolic of a
great Truth and that as a human insiiin it needs to become elevated towards that
higher platform that brings us closer to the Truth where Love is universal Principle.
"Only the invalid aspects that divide and isolate us, that create barriers against one
another, and against our being inveowith oneanother, will thereby fall away," said
Helen.

Helen explained that in real terms, marriage is nothing more than what the world
implies. It is a process of coming closer together, of embracinguoother; of
overcoming division and isolan. "Sure we start out small,” she said, "but we go on
from there, and reach for the greater, and acknowledge it in life."

Helen sighed. "We are a sad people the way we go on, day after day, in the old
trodden ways. We starve ourselves, and dowitts a bright future at our grasp. Maybe
some day this sad scene will have some sunshine brought into it. 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, dsi other worlds, like the potential worlds
in the Alpha Centauri system for example, which is only slightly over fourYigats
distant. In the process, we will enrich our own planet and ourselves as we draw ever more
riches out of our humanity. linte we will enrich the Universe with the light that we
have within us. "That's what the term, marriage, means. We bring Truth into our living,"
she added moments later. "Our living and loving should be outward focused to bring light
to the world. It should't be inward focused. Can you imagine the Sun being inward
focused? This process isn't reflected anywhere itJtheerse;so why should it be
reflected in us. We are married to one another universally as human beings, to love and to



honor, to support an cherish, to uplift and enrich our universal living, until the next

Ice Age poses no longer a threat to us. But before our universal marriage can unfold, we
need to learn to extend a hand across the table and bridge the distance that separates us
heartto heart, which seems almost infinite at the present time. That's what the marriage
challenge includes, Peter.

"It includes all of this and more, Peter,"” added Helen in a softer tone. "It means, in
the universal sense, that we must be embracingtinfitherefore, 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 universal Principle or its reflection in
civilization. The long created notioadout marriage are invalid. They aren't based on
anything real. The marriage isolation might have been useful once to protect society
against communicable diseases and abuses, but at what a great spiritual cost. They are
certainly not based on what is taeed for the development of civilization. Jesus
understood this already more than two thousand years ago."

What could | say to that? Helen was obviously right. Even her comment about the
coming new Ice Age was right. | commented on it. "The profesad warned about the
return of the Ice Age, t00," | said to her. "But in the West the subject is hushed up."”

"The coming Ice Age is a big item for discussion in the university," said Helen.
"The professor is playing a role in that discussion, éx@n his retirement. Except no
one talks about it in the context of the Principle of Universal Love, as Schiller had done."

| shook my head. "In Schiller's time, no one was aware of the existence of ice age
cycles, and that we would soon be facing hext glaciation cycle on this planet. How
then would Schiller be connected with that?"

"Did you know that it was Schiller who defeated Napoleon in Russia? Schiller had
already been assassinated by then. A friend of his who had fled to Russisilmtbad
convinced the Russian's not to fight Napoleon, when Napoleon attacked, not even to
hinder him, but to draw him deep into the country and then hit the supply line. He even
convinced the Russian to evacuate Moscow and let Napoleon have thetdityempty
the city first, and then let it go unopposed. That's what the Russians did. Then, once
Napoleon was settled in the city for the winter, the Russians sneaked into the city and
burned the place down. That's what they did, which forced Napoletr®at at the very
onset of winter. Sure, there were a few battles fought along the way, but they decided
nothing. The denial of logistics won the war for Russia. Napoleon brought more than
600,000 men into Russia, and hundreds of thousands of horstee f8yie Napoleon
reached Moscow there were only 100,000 men left, and of those just a few thousand
made it back. No person can live without logistics, especially in the winter. My question
is, will we enter the coming Ice Age better prepared than Napelasnentering Russia?
The war was decided by a question of Love, Peter. As human beings we have vast
creative and productive qualities that no other species has in common with us, and with
these qualities comes the corresponding mission, which is tapoatefuture, which is a



very human question. And that mission my friend is a question of our Love. Will our
loving reach far enough into the future to activate the present? Napoleon couldn't care
less about the needs of human beings. That's why hééosiar. Are we going to loose
mankind in the coming Ice Age for the same reason? It all comes down to a question of
Love. If the light of Love becomes the carrying force in economics, reflected in the
Principle of the General Welfare, then we develop #pacity we have to create indoor
agriculture across the world. Immense infrastructures are required for that. The building
has to begin a hundred years before they are needed, because the task is that great. While
it is possible to meet the challenge, theestion remains, will society do it? It becomes
then a question of Love. All true aspects of economics are elements of Love. And again,
the goal mustn't be mere survival as we face the next Ice Age. The goal must be to live
through the next 100,00@ar daciation cycle in a global Renaissance setting. Survival
shouldn't even be a factor. Love should be the factor. Then the Renaissance is
guaranteed."”

"So where is the barrier?" | interjected.

Helen began to smile. "Answer me this, Peter," Hebad after a few moments of
silence. "When | invited you to join me in bed, you didn't hesitate once you broke the
barrier you had previously set up in your mind, but in the back of your mind you
probably still had serious concerns, didn't you?"

| nodded reluctantly. "Of course | had."

"Those concerns were invalid, Peter, because they didn't have anything to do with
anything real," she replied. "It's the same with the Ice Age barrier that no one wants to
touch to take the first step, as if th@ming Ice Age cycle had nothing to do with human
living. Now in order to break the barrier created by your concerns, about being in bed
with me, it became necessary to consider ourselves as being marriechimotmer as we
truly are and always have beas human beings. And so we have reached the stage at
which we realized that the very idea of isolation between two people is invalid. So, what's
valid then about any other barrier to Love that would impede the power of human living?
Nothing is valid therereally."

"But | said to you | am a married man, Helen. | couldn't change that. | almost
protested. Isn't that what people say about themselves in the face of fgeltask
before us? They say we are too small. We are just little people. Wddoa'the
resources. We can't meet this challenge. And so, for decades upon decades, when the
work should have progressed already, nothing was done. You are right, we are a defeated
society. A normal society, in Love with itself, would have respondecetalibllenge and
the work would have been in progress, and it would have progressed in a renaissance
setting. Instead society is throwing its human potential away with homelessness and
unemployment, crime, and poverty, and so forth. We are insane."

"Isn't that what insanity is, a festering barrier against Love?" said Helen. "And so
my friend, before you came here you were insane. But the healing has begun.”



| didn't pursue the point any further. | didn't have an argument to present against it.
Maybe there was none. | could sense the healing into sanity taking place. What she said
seemed so right and so easy to accept. And who was | anyway, to argue?

We didn't speak much after that for a long while. Life was rich in this quiet healing
atmosphere. | enjoyed the serenity of it, in which everything that wasn't focused on Love,
drifted into the background. | had no desire to interrupt it by raisingg@or discussion.

Our moments together, as they unfolded and passed into history, were satisfying. What
more could anyone ask for?

Only much later did Helen pick the subject of barriers up again that we left off
with. "Do you want to know what happs when loving becomes isolated into a small
sphere?" she said in a serious tone of voice. She got out of bed without waiting for an
answer from me. She put her nightgown on and handed me a white bathrobe.

Before | realized what had happened, weensstting at the table again. She set a
glass of wine before us, a plate of Melba toast and cheese, all neatly arranged in the
middle of the table. More olives were added to the remaining sandwiches. It took her but
a minute to get it all arranged that way

The light in the main room was still dim. A spotlight shone onto the back wall,
onto a print of a painting by Salvador Dali of the Sacrament of the Last Supper. The
mellow light that the print reflected, together with the light from a small stagtess
lamp on the table, created a romantic atmosphere. We toasted each other. | felt so
unspeakably 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, dedustifully.
However, | soon found out that this had not been the kind of thing that we had come to
the table to talk about.

"A healed person iablerto work," she said, "and a lot of work is needed, and
some of it is required in areas that arepleisant to get into. Alright then, what happens
when loving becomes isolated?" she said and smiled. "What happens when loving
becomes limited to apply only in the most private, the most confined, the most primitive
domain and nowhere else?"

She toldme 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 stories are
forbidden stories. They block the intimacies. 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 veaclan 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 in latory the leading nations of Europe had formed an
alliance, not for conquest, but to rid the world of empire, the imperial evil that Venice
represented at the time. The League of Cambrai was the result of that alliance, and as the
professor has alreadypinted out, 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. Empire was saved by betrayal and a whole string of wars came out of it.

Helen pointd 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, evidently motivated the empire
to wage war aginst the Renaissance that had threatened it. This war succeeded, and it
defeated the renaissance spirit again and again in future ages, as it would eternally be a
danger to any empire's existence. Helen said, that since this war hasn't ended to the
presemday it becomes our task to end it, and to have the victory that the Pope had
betrayed half a millennium earlier. "It started a trail of betrayal,” said Helen. "Empire is
built on betrayal. Even in our modern time, the leading oligarchy is engaged in a
relentless campaign of betraying mankind, waging an ideological war against the spirit of
the Renaissance that had nearly defeated imperialism, and which should have succeeded.

Helen explained, that Venice's first thrust against the Golden Renaisgasice
unleashed by creating two irrational counter ideologies, with the intention to get society
itself, to betray the Renaissance. "This ideological poison was spread throughout
Europe,” said Helen, "with which the nations were set againsaoider, kiing each
other for the sake of religion. Thus, society was already defeated before the Thirty Years
War even started. It was defeated by the insanity created in the shadow of a vicious
religious conflict that became a shooting war. The resulting war tagaaghout Europe
for eighty years. It took almost fifty years of ideological warfare to destroy the culture of
the Renaissance throughout Europe, and to open the door for the bullets to fly," said
Helen. "But once a nation's culture is destroyed, itdaki®ng time to get it back,
especially with a war raging on. It took Europe eighty years to develop the cultural
recovery far enough to stop the shooting. This happened in 1648. It was a great victory
that was won that year. By design, religious warfsugerpetual warfare. It wasn't meant
to ever stop. And we will see this happening again, as in the Middle East. It is nearly
impossible to stop religious war, because it breeds insanity. It takes generations of new
people, to grow out of that morass, ébuild the culturef apeople into a culture of an
active peace."

Helen said that the ideological war that had destroyed the Renaissance culture, was
a religious war that had been designed from the ground up to eradicate the newly



discovered Christin notion of universal Love. "It was designed with the intention to
become a war against Love, and against all lateral loving, which had been the
fundamental light of the Renaissance. Both of the coudésiogies promoted the notion

that loving is appliable only in the smallest domain, in the private domain between two
people, but has no place anywhere else, and cannot be tolerated anywhere else, certainly
not in public and state affairs.”

Helen said, that if people stood up and demanded thatattecb® governed by
moral principles and concepts of Love, the rulers of the state were enticed by the-counter
philosophers of empire to arrest them, and even to kill them if need be. In this manner,
the counteideologies became dominant and legitimizeel tule of the strong as the law
between the nations. "Does that sound familiar, Peter? That's the New World Order
today. The real issue in that kind of 'religious’ warfare,"” said Helen, "isn't religion at all. It
wasn't then. Religion became abused ashacle for war, but the core issue was to
destroy the Renaissance culture, and the nations that represented that culture. And that's
still the issue. That is why America has been targeted by empire throughout the postwar
period, to get it to selflestroy is potential as a renaissance power."

"This process has not been stopped by anyone to the present day," | interjected.

"Might is right, was the watchword then, and it still is," said Helen, "and that
opened the floo@ates of destruction, thejust as we have it again now."

Helen explained that this carefully created notion included the right of one
imperial domain to murder the citizens of a competing imperial domain at will, and to
destroy their villages, to demolish their economiesntmder their people. This was done
for eighty years, Peter, before it ended in 1648. We see this murdering being done again.
It's been raging for a few decades already in Palestine, and in other places in the Middle
East, with no end being allowed for tha

Helen pointed out that during this time of the wars to destroy the Golden
Renaissance a whole slew of those rotten types ephitssophers came out of the
woodwork that all promoted the same insane distortion of mankind's humanity. "Those
werepeople like Thomas Hobbes and Hugo Grotius," said Helen.

Helen added that these hired guns of empire, these utopigrhi@sophers,
promoted the idea that the human being is naturally evil. "They proclaimed that only by
mankind's universal evil aadl men equal, and that the imperial state, and its sovereign,
exist exclusively for the purpose of protecting the people frorrao¢her, and thereby
from their common evil tendencies. For this protection from itself, the philosophers said,
society musgive to its sovereign unlimited power over it. The rule of the Sovereign,
thereby, becomes absolute and must be obeyed. Aren't we hearing the same song again?"

Helen pointed out, that out of this philosophy, the notion emerged that a citizen
has naright 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 thecalled real world. This strangles ouwlture still.



The stranglehold needs to be broken, and it needs to be broken at the grassroots level,
where it has never been broken, where religions in their countless forms have had the
strongest hold on society. And | think that nothing but a sciettificst can break this
stranglehold and unravel the rule of the philosophers of empire."

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 recagrazed
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 dtavam i
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 was
merely the last part of this eighty years cycle of antihuman madness thaigref what
began as an atrtificially 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 beereduced to villages, and countless villages had simply disappeared
forever. She said, that Augsburg, for example, a city of 100,000 people, had a mere 5000
people left when the Thirty Years War ended. In Magdeburg, 20,000 people were
butchered to deatmil631, 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 the
destruction of Jerusalem."

"How can this have happened?” | asked in disbelief.

Helen nodded:This sort of thing results when one isolates Love, from the
universal domain, by calling it a private thing, thus leaving the universal scene open to
the looting and murdering of entire nations," said Helen.

She turned to me and said in a very tuace. "I hope that you are beginning to
understand now the critical nature of universal Love, the love that flows laterally between
oneanother. | hope that you can see it as a fundamental, universal principle. Civilization
cannot be built on any othplatform. It cannot be won by force. This has been mankind's
universal experience for 5,000 years since the insanity of empire building began. For
5,000y e amaskind waged war against Love. It waged war against the core of its
civilization. Don't you thiak it is time to turn this trend around? What the Pharaohs feared
and defeated, | am promoting. What the religions prohibited, | am celebrating."

"Have | been blind all my life?" | interjected.

"Yours is not a case of blindness, Peter. It'aseof a lack of scientific
development. You lack an understanding of the Science of civilization. That is common.
For this lack society stands to loose civilization. That applies to individuals and nations.
Therefore] fight. | fight in the bedroom, whitwould enrage the Pharaohs. | fight at the
dining table, healing married men in the middle of the night, which would enrage all the
sages of religion. | bring my friends also to the concert halls and the hallowed halls of



Science. | fight on a level of e that the professor doesn't understand. He understands

to some degree that the human being is a distinctly different species, incomparable with
any other, because of our incredible creative capacity. Civilization is the outcome of that,
but he fails to se that the entire train starts with Love. Everything in civilization has been
created by human beings. Countless different aspects of Love motivate this train of
creation. If you could take that away, believe me, there would be nothing left that
supportshuman existence. In this case 99% of mankind would die. The Earth, by itself, is
a primitive planet that doesn't support much. It supports even less during the Ice Ages.
But mankind flourishes, and has the capacity to do this even in an Ice Age environment
That makes us human beings special. No other species has the capacity to support itself to
such a vast extend with its own inner resources, as mankind has by its spiritual and
scientific nature and its being in Love with it. Of course the outcome thealve

civilization, is vast and profound, so that a scientific approach is needed to gain even a
faint understanding of it. My American friend outlined a foursquare matrix for it, as a
scientific platform that is designed to put the major aspects of ooarhity into

relationship with each other, enabling a greater appreciation of them, and to stage a more
focused development of them in our daily living. Without this process taking hold in
society, there will likely be no end forthcoming to the modern Rapgms' rampage of
gleefully wrecking civilization.

"Let me illustrate why my scientific approach is absolutely sane," Helen
continued. "To get a sense of it, let's consider nuclear physics. It is impossible to
understand nuclear physics, withoutageizing the existence and characteristics of
certain unique particles that make up an atom, such as the electrons, the protons, and the
neutrons. But these aren't really particles, they are points of energy that merely behave
like particles. These pointf energy are arranged in the form of quarks; that's what they
are called. By the arrangement of the quarks theafled atomic particles derive an
electric charge. We can't get anywhere in nuclear physics without recognizing these
interlocked constitueninique elements. The same sort of process is necessary for
understanding the nature of civilization, which can't be fully appreciated without an
understanding of the major constituent elements of it. Here is where my friend's
contribution comes into focuShe took the four biblical rivers out of the biblical context
and used them in metaphor as a platform in science to define the 'rivers' of our humanity
unfolding into civilization.

"The first river is Pison, which she defined its developmental flow as 'the love of
the good and beautiful, and their immortality.™

"Of course, the good and the beautiful, which is truly immortal, has long been the
focal point of the culturahspects that stand behind periods of renaissance," | interjected.
"Out of that came the political transformation that created the USA as the first true nation
state on the planet.”

"We find this 'river' also expressed in music," said Helen, "andeegpd in our
understanding of the principles of music; and in literature, and in our understanding the
principles of metaphor and irony and tragedy; and we find it echoed in the beauty of art,
architecture, clothing, even the beauty of ourselves as huemagsb physically and



mentally and sexually. The developing of the good and beautiful in our humanity, closes
the door to the vile artificial impositions of countariture games that promote violence,
murder, isolation, conformity, and the emptiness dtnal reality. We need a strong

focus on the beauty of our humanity that pervades the real world. My friend relates this
with the dawn of the day, perhaps as a metaphor for the dawn of civilization.

"My friend's second river is named, Gihon," Helemtinued. "She defined this
river as 'the rights of woman acknowledged morally, civilly, and socially.' Her sense of
woman appears to go far beyond the sexual division of mankind. It appears to be
representing the image of mankind that John the Revelasoriled, as 'a woman
clothed with the sun, and the moon under her feet, and upon her head a crown of twelve
stars.' If that brightness is the unfolding image of mankind, then we are dealing with a
humanity of great power, great brilliance, with a futuaedty imaginable. Of course with
this tall image of mankind come tall rights that must be 'acknowledged morally, civilly,
and socially." One of these rights is the right of unimpeded development, individually and
civilly, such as society's right to the geratively aided universal development of
efficient nuclear power, expanding industrialization, efficient transportation
infrastructures, and so on, but also the boundless development of Love acknowledged
morally, civilly, and socially. The developmentmiclear power isn't just a nice little
necessity for society to get going as a means for dealing with energy shortages. The
largescale development of nuclear power is a human right as a stepping stone to the kind
of energy rich world that a humanist ressnce requires, which itself is another
universal human right. And so is the boundless development of Love in our living, a
human right. These rights need to be acknowledged, first by us individually, then they
need to become expressed correspondingtyissions of government, science, and
industry. And socially, too, the rights of the human being as a reflective divine-being
closed with the sun takes us far from slavery, even far from stfvery, all the way to
the right to express our creativevpers for the enrichment of all mankind and future
ages, as immortal beings. Our claiming the right for an immortal existence has a far
greater impact in the political world, than we may yet realize. Here we find an expression
of the universal marriage afiankind coming to light. My friend relates this river of
development to the morning sunrise.

"Her third river, is called Hiddekel," said Helen after a slight pause. "This river is
defined by her as 'divine Science understood and acknowledged.if&eemankind was
recognized as a divine being by reflection, 'made in the image and likeness of God,' a
development has begun of the spiritual Science of this discovered aspect of our humanity.
The development of this Science takes us back in time aNdlgeo the early Greek
Classical culture, and its revival after the Peloponnesian War, the scientific revival by
Socrates, Plato, and others, which became the precursor for Christianity, and later of the
Renaissance. Indeed, this divine Science, the Seienhe divine reflection in mankind,
has a long history with profound scientific breakthroughs along the way."

"Oh yes, the professor pointed this out in the pub,” | interjected. "He pointed out,
that the very founding of the USA as a rebel repuddgjainst the force of empire was the
result of the advancing concepts of leag@tpe aspects of science. For example, it was
recognized by the patriots of humanity that mankind's subjection to tyranny is not the



legitimate state of a human society, thatta human society has the inherent power built
into its humanity, to claim its freedom and its s#dtermination. This was understood
then. It was acknowledged in a revolution, and in what came after it."

"My friend relates this river with the hieaf the day,” said Helen. "She used the
rivers by the names given in Genesis 2. That makes her fourth river the river Euphrates,
which she defined in part as 'divine Science encompassing the Universe and man; the true
idea of God; a type of the glory whids to come; metaphysics taking the place of
physics; the reign of righteousness.' Let's just look at one aspect of this long string, Peter,
that of 'metaphysics taking the place of physics.' Here my friend puts the idea on the
table, that metaphysics awssupersedesiere physics in the development of
civilization. The entire platform of civilization does indeed rest on reiredited
constructs of a type that simply does not exist in the natural world. Agriculture does not
exist naturally. Nuclear fissigmower does not exist in the natural world. Industrialization
does not exist naturally. We can fly to the moon. This capability does not exist naturally.
We now support six billion people on Earth. The Earth doesn't have the resources to do
this naturallyMankind has created the resources to do this, and do all the other things.
This makes metaphysics a profound aspect of the human world that enables a society of
over six billion people to exist on this planet with a kigbel status of living, while
otherwise 99% might not exist at all. The natural world is not a rich world. Mankind lives
in a rich world that is largely created by human beings, which doesn't exist naturally.
Poverty exists however, whenever mankind's creative potential is denied avatlthe
drifts back to the primitive platform that doesn't afford much of anything.

"My friend's second part of Euphrates is just as profound, Peter," Helen continued.
"The greatest challenge that we face in this second element of her Euphrates, is a t
small sense of ourselves and of our power as human beings, and of our being in Love
with ourselves and one another. She calls this challenge 'a state of mortal thought, the
only error of which is limitation; finity; the opposite of infinity." She se¢msuggest
that the greatest challenge in the advancement in civilization is to let go of our sense of
finiteness and to embrace the infinity of our humanity, of our power to create a richer
physical world with the power of the resources of our mifikderefore,she links this
river with the sunset of the day's cycle, where we touch the Golden Shore of Love and the
Peaceful Sea of Harmony.

"Every one of these dynamically unfolding concepts of profound principles, from
my friend's concept of Pison taughrates," said Helen, "takes us far beyond the level of
simple constitutional principles, such as the Principle of the General Welfare, that the
professor recognizes too. It takes us into the realm of active ideas and dynamically
unfolding concepts thatlahould come to life in society, as they alone assure by their
own imperative that society's constitutional principles will be met, be raised higher, and
be expanded. That is what society must place its focus on. We can't escape from that
responsibility,Peter, and hide behind the fences of limitation that we place before us.
Civilization isn't a gift that has been handed down to us by some magical deity on a silver
platter. It is a maitreated construct, built with the resources of our humanity. This
renders us divine beings, reflecting evermore the Intelligence that is reflected in the
Universe. Once that profound fact becomes apparent, the power of those profound ideas



stands behind everything that has become known as civilization. In this way cvilizat
reflects ultimately nothing less than society's advancingdsstbvery. If that is lacking,

the best constitutional principles tend to fall by the wayside, and become meaningless.
That is how America looses its heritage, and mankind looses itsapouex then

becomes cheap entertainment, even rape."

"Now | know that I've been blind,” | interjected. "And you are right, it was just
blindness against seeing the world scientifically. | hadn't realized that. | had fully agreed
with Erica on an iage that turned out to be an aspect of poverty. And all this happened
just a few hours earlier. Isn't it amazing how fast ewodrkl can change? Erica was
wrong on that issue, and neither of us could see this. Drawing a line across the path of
progressivainfolding isn't the way to go."

"That's not important,” said Helen. Helen pointed out, that countless people look to
the past and moan. It took me decades to get to the point where | am now where the
moaning stopped, and Peter, don't expect to gémpa few hours what took me a long
time to come to terms with. Tomorrow you will likely have forgotten most of what we
explored tonight. But some will remain. That is why it is important for you to have seen
my landscape, the landscape in which | liveaylde in some dark hour, when you most
need it, a vista of it will come to mind. Or maybe you will be inspired by me to create
your own landscape of the same color, step by step, year by year, and therein remember
me. So it will be worthwhile for you, no rttar what, that you have come here. In any
case the old world will no longer seem as dark to you. | also, hopefully, have closed a lot
of doors for you permanently, that society still celebrates, like those that Hobbes has
opened. Many people look to thagh, and their emptiness within, to justify fascism in
some form, both in themselves and in the world. Many people in leading positions in
government do this and are proud of it. Many of those find in their own 'poverty' an
excuse to réaunch the antihunmaatrocities that should have been long forgotten. The
war-philosopher, Thomas Hobbes, is being kept 'alive’ in modern times, by the forces of
empire for this purpose. Hobbes is therefore still admired by many leading people in
today's world. The Hobbesiageology has lingered on for this reason. Though he was
just one of many such 'fascists, Hobbes came to be chosen as the State Philosopher of the
British Empire, perhaps for his special zeal in fighting against Love. | predict that his
door will be closedo you now forever. Hobbes is sometimes regarded as the father of the
20th Century geopolitics of the new Anglo/British Empire, that is presently aiming to
become the World Empire. This means that his strong banning of Love from world
affairs all the waylown into the smallest personal domain, hasn't ended by any means.
But | predict you will never become a disciple of that. Instead you will fight this trend as
| am fighting it. Many more wars will likely be fought under the old banner, unless of
course, v kill each other more completely with nuclear weapons the next time around.
But you will stand in the way of this train now, and maybe you will find the power in you
some day, to stop it altogether. You might even make it possible to found a movement to
banish Hobbes for all times to come. "The important thing is," said Helen, "that you keep
on looking ahead. As worbistoric persons we can learn from the past, but we must look
ahead and embrace the future, and uplift the present for it. As-lusttticpersons we
shape the future history of mankind. We have the potential to make real historic
breakthroughs every day."






Chapter 7 Glow of the Invisible

When the morning broke | found myself still with Helen. I couldn't remember
though when wedll asleep, and how we got back to bed during our long doawn
talking and explorations the night before. It seemed that | was the first of us to awake.
Not knowing what to do, | dozed off again until | heard the piano being played. The
music was unfamigr. | stood behind her and applauded after the last bars were played.

I noticed the kettle on the stove. Then the view from the kitchen window caught
my attention. The last time | had stood there, it had been all dark outside. Before us lay
the railvay plaza. As far as | could tell we were high above everything around us.

"Is this the tallest highise in the city?" | asked, when she entered and looked
through the cupboards, evidently for something to eat that we hadn't eaten the night
before."Let's have breakfast out in town," | suggested. "It's my turn to treat us."

She stopped looking. "I know a place you will like," she said. "It's a few blocks
back into the center of thagty; will this be Ok?" She emphasized, Ok and smiled. "Also,
this isn't just the tallest highise in town. It is the only one."

"It's a pioneering effort then," | replied.

"No, it isn't that, Peter. The ground is too soft here in most places to support tall
structures. There is too much sand in the gidodihis is not Manhattan, Peter, that's built
on a gigantic rock that has been flattened out by the great glaciers during the ice ages.
The ground in Manhattan supports anything you care to build, a hundred stories plus."

"You mean the World Trade Weers," | interjected.

"It's not possible to build those here, Peter. If you have access to a car, | can show
you what | mean. | can show you quite a few amazing places. Are you interested? | mean,
after breakfast of course.”

My smile must havanswered her.
"So, its settled then," she said, and turned the stove back off.

The place she had in mind was a sidewalk cafe at the edge of a plaza. "Have you
always lived here?" | asked after | had purchased the standard fare of the morning,
consisting of butter, bread, jam, and some sort of coffee. And best of all, the place was
sunny, and protected from the wind.

"We lived at the edge of town,"” she said. "My father had a bakery there. The
bakery may have saved his life. Because dfatyasn't drafted into the war. He was
needed where he was, to serve the war effort as a baker. Our area was 'kriegs wischtig,
meaning, it was important for the war. A large aircraft manufacturing plant had been built
at the edge of our village. It mighave been one of the biggest. The workers all lived in



a sprawling apartment complex that was so famous at the time that the streetcar stop and
the entire route was named after it. Across the way from the plant was a pilot school. The
plant supplied the wptanes, the school the pilots, and my father baked for them all, and
the community suffered the pains when the pilots didn't return. Most of my friends in
school didn't have their dad return home, when the war ended. It took me a while to
realize that eveone of my friends were affected that way. | never knew their fathers."

"You lived under Hitler then?" | said quietly.

"Hitler was like a ghost. We never saw the man, only pictures, but we heard him
on the radio. This seemed almost mandatovgrfone was afraid in those days. When a
friend of the family had her husband drafted, she took me with her to the barracks to see
him off. The barracks were thregory buildings encircling a large parade square. One
building featured a picture of Hitlénat was nearly half as tall as the building itself. | was
only five years old then. When | saw the giant poster | pointed to it, exclaiming
something about it being a large 'pull off." We had played with pull off pictures that one
soaked in water until #y could be pulled off their backing and be pasted into a picture
book. My reference to Hitler as a big poff had caused such fright that we immediately
left without seeing her husband, whom we never saw again. | was deeply affected by this,
since | hacdtaused the fright and couldn't see a logical reason for it.

"But the worst came later," Helen continued, "and it was of a kind that it took me
some years to realize what had happened. My smaller sister had complained of a
headache. Being concerned, my parents took her to the city hospital. When we came to
visit her the next day she couldn't recognize us anymore, and a couple of days, or so,
later, she was dead. A doctor confided to my dad that she had a brain tissue infection that
might have caused complications later on, and that the policy was in suciossutat
close the case. They pulled a portion of the spinal fluid that would cause her to gently fall
asleep. Many years paused till | realized that the doctors had murdered my sister, acting
under orders by the state.

"It took me just as long teenlize later that fascism was not only the Nazi's
hallmark," she continued. "When the war ended our state of the art aircraft plant was
demolished. It was razed to the ground and the site cleared. It took a dozen years to get
this done. The victors of thear had demanded the destruction. A year later, a new plant
was built to produce much needed agricultural machinery. | couldn't figure out for a long
time why a defeated nation, after all its suffering, had to be deprived of its capacity to
recover itselfl didn't really understand this until | began to understand the nature of
empire whose masters ruled the postwar period."

We drove past the place where the aircraft plant had stood. She told me that quite
early after the war all the school childnerre served a hot luncheon in the plant
cafeteria, before the demolition began. Then the lunches stopped and most of the kids
went hungry. We also drove to the great sandpit that she wanted me to see. There, right in
the middle of nowhere the constructioha harbor had been started. A concrete pier had
been built and a grain elevator next to it. A canal leading to the harbor had also been
built, partially. Then the construction stopped. She suggested that the project would never



be completed, as rivdramge transportation has become obsolete in the age of modern
railways. Only the sand had remaindtie sand that much of the city is build on, and
some great pools in the sand for the kids to swim in.

"The first thing that was rebuild after the wasdid Helen, "was the concert hall
and the opera house. This was done before even the railway station rebuilding was
completed. Amidst all this hubbub of madness and destruction it seemed important to the
leaders of the city to rebuild that which is mosated to the great human sacrament as a
foundation for the society's own inner rebuilding. And it had an amazing effect. During
the early stages of the demolition of the aircraft plant, the kids that had played among the
ruins had found aluminum tubing tithey had filled with a homemade explosive and
then hammered the ends shut. They placed them into campfires for the big bang effect.
Can you imagine the madness, kids making explosives after a horrible war? One kid lost
his hand when the explosive went bAmmering the end shut. Some of these 'bombs'’
were placed on the streetcar tracks for the great boom they made. One even blew a wheel
off. These sort of things happened in many places around the city, as many similar plants
were demolished so that theiadinum tubing wasn't hard to come by. But once the opera
house and the concert hall was in operation again, this madness somehow stopped. The
sacrament of a great culture seemed to have this percolating effect. Of course, other
causes might have contribdte

"Some of the great culturaénewal projects that came on line in this early
timeframe also became directly organized in support of us kids," Helen continued. "The
state had a wide range of summer camps organized, and youth festivals. Wethad thea
groups operating, and motorcycle races in the summer. One of the ironworks in the city
that hadn't been demolished after the war, that a friend of mine worked for, had been
given by the state a gigantic old villa that was located near a river. Tpedperties of
the previously superich had all been confiscated and used for social events. The villa
became the iromvorks clubhouse. It became the base camp for boat races on the river,
and movie nights, and dances. This place was so huge that wevbeal sges of music
going on at once during the dance weekends. And all the worker's friends, of course,
were welcome too. | remember my brother and | carrying the big family radio down to
the place by the river, with stacks of records and a record ptayeelp with the dance
music. This place was wide open to anyone who cared to fit in, so it seemed. There were
no outsiders or insiders. In fact, most of the basic things were subsidized, so that no one
would ever feel poor again, being overshadowedbyrich. The streetcar rides had only
cost a dime, and a movie ticket not much more. This sense of not being poor, though
everyone really was rather poor, had created a wonderful sense of closeness in society
that is fast disappearing now. The only sostatus that | remember, looking back on
those days, was related to the individuals' intellectual achievements. There was one girl
that | remember, she was brilliant in everything, so that everyone looked up to her, and
some even tried to catch up.

"Remembering those days, the term sacrament comes to mind. In this sacrament
the grand human aspects were the things that counted. Sure, we had problems too.
Germany was divided. The West became capitalized. Money became the golden cow
there. The West waslalved to build itself up with American influx and goods from all



over the world, evidently to create a contrast against communism. And it worked. It
created tensions. People left the East in such large numbers that the border had to be
closed. There weréntes when the trains were crowded going to Berlin, and empty on the
return trip, drawing away many skilled workers and professionals. This too, was likely
intentional, Peter. The big contrast that caused this, has caused deep economic problems
and frictionthat led to fascist responses by the state, which may have also been intended.
The travel restrictions to the West have become a sore spot that is increasingly hurting
everyone. Of all the impositions that are hurting us, this confinement cuts deepése int
sense of sacrament that has been soWwardover many years.

"The restrictions aren't hurting me personally,” said Helen. "I have no desire to
travel to the West. | find Russia and China more interesting. | have spent three years in
Novosibirk under a student exchange program. | didn't have to work during this time.

All my living was paid for, the tuition was free, all the riches of the world's greatest
science city was there within reach for the grasping. | came back a richer person than |
could ever have imagined as possible. Where in the West would | find anything
comparable? In the West the cost of tuition is fast becoming a financial millstone around
the students' neck, and they get little for it that is even remotely worth the price. Unde
the rule of empire, education and science has been turned backwards and upside down in
the West. They are teaching politically correct illusions rather than the truth and real
universal physical principles. | am a part time teacher at our universityl tigvto be as
truthful with my students as | can, and this, Peter, is exciting. It strengthens the human
sacrament. It builds it. Truth gives substance to it. You can't even buy this in the West at
any price. 'Truth," in the West, is 'shaped’' by whdeteed as politically correct, as
determined by the masters of the World Empire. We are moving in this direction too, of
course, which I am fighting against. That's why | am only allowed to teach part time."

"l take it then, that you are not lookifgrward to the reunification that will make
Germany whole again,” | said to her, quietly, comparatively to the noise of the car as we
were traveling to the different places she wanted me to see.

"The unification will come," she said, "but it will lzedisaster for us and for the
West, the way | have come to understand western economics. In the West money is king,
but it no longer represents anything real. It has become an entity in itself, detached from
physical living and the actual needs of socid@tye West is thereby collapsing inwardly.
This is actually spelled out openly as the policy of deindustrialization. The new game is
to make money with money, without producing anything that is real, whereby the
physical structures collapse. Our city iegently supported with an industrial
infrastructure that employs 100,000 workers. Everything is focused on the underlying
objective to meet society's needs, which is a part of our sacrament culture that still
functions along this line. When we become weszed, which reunification implies,
then this structure becomes turned upside down. In the kingdom where money rules, 80%
of our industries will vanish. Cheap imports from the slamr countries will displace
their products. While this unfolds, flood$ ‘investment' money will pour in from the
empire's banks, by which what is left of our country, becomes mortgaged to the hilt and
we all become servants in our own house that we no longer own. And western Germany
will suffer too, as it is no longer neatlthen by the masters of the empire as a



counterpoint to communism. It too will then be collapsed and looted into impotence. But
worst of all for us, we will loose what we still have remaining of our humdodysed
sacrament culture."

"Many peoplewould argue with you on this count and call your culture sterile and
lifeless and drab," | interjected. "For example, | found none of the-opde
pornography on your shelves that is gaining enormous popularity in the West."

Helen just smiled. "Aslourself one question, Peter. Does this wogen
pornography aid the sacrament that brings out what is real of our humanity, or does it
make it cheap? We don't hide the human body in our culture, and its sexual dimension,
but we don't flaunt the sexualpexts either that are essentially mental in nature, but let
the mind fill in the blanks. Our sexual literature doesn't replace the sacrament, but aids it.
For thisreasonyou won't find any explicit sexual scenes in our movies either, even when
the subjetis totally sexual. We had great movies along these lines in the early days, and
we still have a few good ones now and then, though the art of supporting the sacrament is
fast slipping away.

"There is a movie running right now that is of this fisting category," said
Helen. "You should go and see it. It is a Nordic movie set in a small industrial town in the
far north. It is the story of two young workers in a factory there. The movie is about their
unfolding loving as they begin to notice eachest There is no glamour injected into this
everyday setting, but there is a sparkle there that no royalty can match with all the
diamonds of the world hanging around its neck. | won't tell you more, so as not to spoil
the impact.”

"Maybe you too, sbuld enjoy those movies while you still can,” | said to her.
"When the masters of empire find enough traitors in the communist world to break the
iron curtain down from within, those movies will then be history too. You will be treated
to all the glitterirg Hollywood specials, just as the whole of the western world is now."

"That's what | am afraid of will happen,” said Helen quietly. "Also, you said this
correctly, Peter. You said, when, not if. The way | see it, it's just a matter of time.
Whateverempire wants, empire gets. We heard this kind of sung before. Now it is money
that is enticing the world. In this setting money speaks louder than the gentle sacrament
does, though the sacrament will ultimately endure while the empire and its empty glitter
is selfdoomed."”

"When the empire breaks through the iron curtain, Russia too, will loose
everything," | replied to her in the same quiet tone.

"In this case | invite you to see a couple of Russian movies while you are here,"
said Helen. "Thisnay be your last chance. There are two Russian movies running right
now. | think one is called, Dynami The Sun. It's about a motorcycle design
competition where several design bureaus have entered their latest creations in a race for
the top price. Onereated a twaylinder boxerengine design, and the other bureau
entered a twaylinder V-engine. The boxer engine is more powerful, but causes



problems in the tight turns. When the cylinder head hits the ground in the heat of the race,
the entire cylindebreaks off. Naturally that race driver is injured. As the competing

driver watches that man go down. He stops and pulls himself out of the race to aid the
downed driver. At this point all the bitterness of the competition goes out of the window.
Neitherof the teams scores anything. The coveted price suddenly no longer matters. The
two teams bring home a much greater price than they had bargained for, which soon led
to cooperative ties rather than competitive ties. Here the movie makers still undeystand t
some degree the nature of the sacrament.”

"That's why those movies will soon be history,” | said to her in agreement. "The
kind of sacrament that you value, that focuses on what is of real substance in our
humanity, is so rarely found in the Westigit was intentionally forbidden, although no
such censuring exists. The funding determines what is shown in the West, and guess who
owns the funding, and you know yourself what their agenda for mankind is. It is not
pleasant to be sure. That is why thun rules in all of our movies, or other mythical
impositions by monsters and so on. that make human life cheap. This is sealg®pg,
Helen, as you won't believe. A friend of mine commented to me recently that there is
nothing really special about ing alive. | was shocked to hear this, because | had always
respected the man as an intelligent person.”

"He probably was intelligent intellectually,” said Helen. "But the sacrament
unfolds at a higher level. For a person who lives in a world tlsahbthing to offer at
this higher level, which is primarily spiritual, rather than intellectual, a person may die of
starvation. Your friend's statement was a statement of hunger without knowing what he
was hungry for. And this, Peter, is not uncommorhgWest. People look for money to
guench the hunger, but money is empty in itself. Your friend is probably greatly
concerned with money and property, and travelling, and the lifestyles of the wealthy, and
being in their company. And thereby he is stanhimgself further."

"You are right on the mark," | said, "and you don't even know the man."

"l am beginning to understand the sacrament, Peter, and this feeds into many
places," said Helen. "But | am not alone. Some of the moviemakers are wattmse
level. The art of movie making is not a simple one, as you may recognize now, and there
are far too few left in the world who master the art. Most of the movie makers are
servants of the politically correct doctrines rather than being daringrexplaf the
sacrament that in their art highlight the poverty of the priesthood and portray riches that
their poverty makes the starched priesthood blind against, but which honest hearts can
see."

"l should really take time out to see the examplas ybu are talking about, since
all of that is at stake to be lost, if the healing of the world from empire isn't achieved.
Unfortunately, | don't have much time for going to the movies. | have a mission to fulfill.
| have to meet an official representatiof the East German government at the beach on
the Kolkwitzer Lake."



"No, Peter, you are wrong on this count. You will make yourself the time if |
invite you to join me to see two movies tomorrow," she said gently and grinned. "Am |
right? You willknow in your soul that the affairs of state can wait one more day, and that
| am imposing on you a higher mission that will have an uplifting impact on how your
official mission unfolds. It thereby becomes a part of your mission. Fores®nyou
won'tturn me down." She began to laugh.

| nodded.
"Is it a deal then?" she asked, grinning again.
| nodded again.

"In this case let me tell you about one more movie that you might not otherwise
see on your own, which | am inviting yoay't she said, though she was no longer
grinning. "l can give you this one extra day that is required for this mission. After that |
have a critical appointment to go to that has already been prearranged. The movie that |
want you to see with me is also adRian one, about an eigygarold boy. After loosing
both of his parents the boy comes to live with his grandfather who takes care of a large
apple orchard. The movie opens with the boy sitting in one of the trees taking a few bites
out of an apple, theletting it fall to the ground, proceeding on to the next one. The
grandfather patiently lets the boy know that this is not a good way to live, and then
teaches him how to respect the natural world, and himself as a human being, and other
people in the saecontext. While there are tensions at first, they soon fade into thin air
when the power of the sacrament begins to unfold and becomes a great power in the boy's
life."

"And this came from Russia?" | said quietly.
Helen nodded.

"I must admit that | nearly said something this morning that | would be deeply
ashamed of by now," | said quietly. "I was about to say to you this morning that
something has puzzled me about you. | was puzzled by how sop@teperson like you
is abe to live happily, as you do, in an imprisoned land behind banlexfences, walls,
and machine gun towers."

Helen laughed and laughed in response. "Forgive me, that's funny coming from an
American who lives in a land that is more deeply imprisdmgthe masters of empire,
and wasn't even aware of it before | pointed it out. | would have told you that our fences
and our walls are easy to explain. They are our firewalls that protects our people from the
deceptive glitter of the West that is nothimgt a golden facade covering an emptiness
that is more enslaving and imprisoning than anything we have here. Of course | would
have forgiven you for being so naive as to spout out the propaganda line that the West
puts out. Many of our people here beligs propaganda line too, and they want to get
out, they struggle, and demand the government to take the fences down. They want to see
the walls and fences gone, and see money flooding in. But this is exactly what | am afraid
of, Peter, as | already tolau, Peter. When the walls come down the firewalls come



down too. Then nothing stands in the way for the masters of empire to loot this country to
the bone, enslave it to their money with debt, and to rob us to the point that people will
have to leave theountry, when what their living depends on, has been stolen.

"America is on the fast track of loosing its firewall too, Peter. You are in the same
boat with us. In 1933 your President Franklin Roosevelt had rescued America from the
hands of the finazial empire by erecting a firewall against the speculative looting of the
country by the banks, which had been the decimating force behind the great depression of
the early thirties. The firewall became known as the Glass Steagall Act according to the
names of the sponsors. A part of this firewall has already been ripped down in 1980, and
the rest is under attack to suffer the same fate. The underlying cause, as | know now for
certain, reflects the deep tragedy of society's increasing distancing itsethiEom
substance of its sacrament that binds it to one another. With this foundation fading, the
firewall will soon be totally repealed. Great cries will then be heard to bring it back, but
this won't happen. It won't be possible for this to happeless he sacrament is rebuilt
first. And this takes time, Peter. It includes also the 70% satwabor of the
circumcision in America that weighs hard against the sacrament, and heavy for the
enslavement of the victims into dehumanizing pursuits, and aingsand isolation, and
SO on, even suicide in some cases."

She shook her head silently, apparently waiting for her shock to have its effect.
"We live in a richer world behind our wall than you do," she said moments later. "l invite
you prove this tgourself. | challenge you to go to the movies every night for a week,
provided that you will remain here long enough. If you do this, | can promise you that
you will never speak of our country as an imprisoned land again, especially when you
compare whayou see here with what you see in the West. Also, it won't really matter
which movies you choose. | saw one the other week that would open your eyes all by
itself. It conveys a love story between a railway engineer and a sophisticated woman who
is an operainger. The two seemed to come from totally different worlds so that they
have nothing in common except their humanity. When they first meet, the woman is
harsh and annoyed, and for good reasons. She is on a tight schedule for a performance,
but the trairthat she is on has been stopped. It's a bitter cold winter night when the train
halts in the middle of nowhere. The cold had made the steel of the rail line brittle so that
it had cracked and finally broke. The track evidently had to be repaired bedbteath
could continue. The woman rushes out to see why the train has stopped. She meets the
engineer head on, who was in charge of the repairs that had posed a greater challenge
than had been anticipated. In the course of them both helping each athdeistanding
and dealing with each other's impasse, the one thing they discover they have both in
common comes to the foreground and overpowers everything. The entire movie becomes
thereby an exercise in exploring a profound aspect of our sacramentitbatus. The
movie is totally human and sexual too, with her being amazingly attractive. But you'll
never see a sexual scene. The sacrament happens in the mind where all spiritual aspects
unfold, including the sexual aspects that are fundamentally spirdven if they involve
certain physical aspects of expression."

"This goes beyond what Hollywood is presently allowed to achieve,” | interjected,
and began to laugh. "A movie without explicit sex, you say, without guns, without death



threats, withat violence, cheating, or scheming, with nothing but a light that bridges two
diverse world no this kind of movie will never be coming from Hollywood."

"Don't say, never," said Helen and raised a finger as to scold a slow learner. "If
you say, neve Peter, then you are saying that you intend to do nothing tybeal
country, and that your living in it as a human being has no effect on its course. If you say,
never, Peter, you are lying to yourself. Don't do this. Accept the challenge. Change the
world. Shape the future of history. Become a healer. Step out frondid@kicurtain.”

| felt greatly inspired by Helen that day, while we drove around all over the city, to
places she wanted me to see. But the grandest vistas were those that one couldn't see with
the eyes, except with the mind guiding the vistashéncourse of what became our
journey together, brief as it was, | felt increasingly ready to join the human race again. |
was beginning to look ahead into the future, which suddenly seemed to be something
worthwhile to do. But then | remembered the pretesWhat hope was there? The
professor didn't see any. Where would it all end then? Would it all trail out into the gray
area where hope fades? He saw no real substance for hope. In measuring myself against
the challenge that Helen had presented, | tefireall suddenly and impotent in the face
of it, like the professor.

"What hope do you see, looking ahead?" | said to Helen, after we had returned to
her place.

"There is no hope without Love, Peter. | see a new Dark Age approaching that |
mustfight to prevent by bringing a brighter sense of Love into the world."

She asked me to look at our world with open eyes, not like the professor had done.

"Aren't we back in the late 1500s again when the Golden Renaissance began to die
and faddrom the world, which has not been reversed to the present day?" | said, while
we were waiting for the kettle to boil. "We have created the same kind of world that has
brought the Renaissance down. We are controlled by the same tragic axioms. Love has
been banished from the world. Love is deemed to apply only in the smallest private
domain, at the most intimate level. Love no longer applies in the world of commerce that
has become a degptdog world in the West. Vicious competition now rules what we call
economics. The same is happening in our politics, and everywhere else, and the bedroom
doors remain closed."”

Helen pointed out that Love no longer applies in the world of finance either,
where, people steal from c@a@other and loot the nations. There laughed. "Love,
certainly isn't reflected in today's politics, even in the East," she said. "We can only see it
in the movies now, as if it didn't fit into the real world anymore."”



She explained that most democracies have been taken over®lg thenpire for
imperial objectives. That is why the oligarchy cries, democracy, and trashes the
constitutions that represent it. They buy democracy with money, and use this purchased
democracy as a front to control society. Thereby they give themseltiee pthwer they
want- power to steal, power to controWhich really isn't power at all, because the
masters won't be able to prevent their own doom that they are rushing towards. With their
empty power they rule the world, and they do it the fascist a&yt has been done in all
the dark periods of historthe periods ruled by empire."

"We are indeed back to were we were in the early 15th Century,"” | interjected.
"We have already armed bands roaming free in Africa, raping the continentealnuoigst
its natural resources, killing the people living there, all in order to enrich their masters
who pay them a few shillings in the name of empire. One can't find a trace of the color of
Love there. Does anyone embrace the African people in the asrofipower anywhere
in the world, except to use the poor as pawns or as slaves, or to stab then in the back,
urging them to commit genocide on themselves by bowing to the poverty and
underdevelopment that is imposed on them?"

"It isn't just Africathat is being destroyed that way," said Helen. "The less
developed nations in the-salled Third World don't fare any better. They are being
destroyed with looting and with debtilding schemes, to the point that their populations
are starving to deathVe will soon have a billion people locked into a starvation
existence. This is what ‘civilization' looks like when the sacrament is put out of sight and
hearing, and everyone becomes blind to it or deaf to its sense."”

"Worldwide terrorism, includingconomic terrorism, flows in the chaos created by
empire," | interjected. "Why wouldn't empire make sure that Love stays well out of sight.
How could even the mightiest of the gangsters loot a country that stands tall with Love in
the wings? They would nev be able to touch it."

"The various empires finance terrorism on an 4&eger scale, for their combined
goal of destroying the natiestates, especially those that still seem to function and have a
future,” said Helen.

"Terrorism is nothingnore than irregular warfare arranged by imperial forces, to
destabilize society in order to prevent its sif/elopment,” | said to her, and almost
laughed. "The modern methods may be new, but the objective is evidently ancient. As the
professor pointedut, this train goes all the way back to the Pharaohs. The terrorism in
the modern form, is the same kind of warfare. It appears to be staged to prevent the
development of intimacy in society. In any case, that's what its effect is. Terrorism is
used for his now. It is use more widely in modern times, because it is the most
inexpensive and efficient kind of warfare there is, short of nuclear war. Terrorism is
being used by the imperial oligarchy increasingly, especially religious terrorism, such as
in ancent times the stoning of people to death, or torturing them to death in defense of
dogma as during the age of the Inquisition, or as it is done now for political purposes. Of
course, in the modern world, where there is no Love on the scene at all,reither i
government or in the halls of the imperial oligarchy, the little people are still hit with



what the Pharaohs did, and with all the other things added to the scourge. With all this
considered, slavery in Egypt was a holiday in comparison.”

Helen rased her right hand and waved a finger at me. "Be careful, Peter,"” she said.
"Don't engage in sarcasm. There is not a trace of Love in sarcasm. Sarcasm doesn't heal
anything, but is destructive. It is destructive to you. It is mental malpractice that kicks
back at you, because is makes you bitter and hides the glow ofUlafcetunately,
people become extremely sarcastic when it comes to politics. That doesn't heal anything.
My American friend counseled a hundred years ago, never to enter an immoral
atmosplere, unless it is for the purpose of healing it. Sarcasm is as immoral, Peter, as
what its raving is about. So don't go there. And if you dare to delve into politics, most of
which is immoral in modern days, limit yourself to exploring the policies, anéailures
that cause the defective policies, which you can heal with the development of culture,
science, and loving. | know we have the terror of nuclear war looming on the horizon,
which the ancients didn't have the capacity for,” said Helen. "But;,, Re&tding nuclear
terror threats is the mark of a defeated society. Even protesting against it is basically
immoral, because in doing so, one would be protesting against ones own failing in
healing society. Protesting is an immoral pursuit, becausefali®@sing this path takes
the focus away from the healing process."

"How does one then start healing in politics?" | interjected.
"Look at the policies, Peter," said Helen. "Look for the intention."

"On the surface, it looks like it islalbout money," | said to Helen. "But
ultimately, the politics of modern time that | see, is not about money, is it? It is about
control. The rulers have already stolen more money than they could possibly ever use. So
it is about power, to prevent socidtgm claiming its freedom back. It's about control
over society, in order to keep the door open for continuous stealing. Society allows that
as good slaves to empiresttemgo me then that the opposite of Love is not hate then,
but indifference. | thinlone can't sink any lower than that. Indifference is more deadly
than hate. Hate always has an object and the object is usually small. But indifference has
no object, but affects the whole world as it enables the tyranny of control.”

Helen smiled. Sé applauded. "You are on the right track, Peter. If a person is
being controlled by another, by whatever means, that person is no longer controlled by
his own mind, reflecting the intelligence of God. By asserting control over another, one
spits into thedce of God. Control is that deeply evil. It disowns a person mentally and
spiritually. It robso n esénse of Soul. It prevents one from using enfing, and stops
0 n eceaive development. That is what empire does. Whenever you hear the word,
empire, mmediately substitute the word, control. The masters of empire are the masters
of control. But | know their game. | am going to dump a load of gravel into their gear, to
disable the works of control. | am not indifferent to their doing."

"And you aredoing this by focusing onto Love," | interjected.



"Love is an impetus for freedom. It alone ends indifference," said Helen, "and in
doing so Love puts the control back into the court of God, that is reflected in our
humanity. Love gives the humanmdiits freedom back and puts it into its native air of
Intelligence that cannot be controlled. Love is the only power | know that disables
tyrannical control. | love myself too much as a human being, to allow myself to be
controlled by another person, araher power, or institution, or ideology, or whatever,"
added Helen.

"You are saying then, that Love is freedom?" | interjected. "You are saying that
Love is the power of the freedom of the mind."

"You are absolutely right, Peter,"” said Helen. "That is why there is so little
freedom in the world today, because Love is banished from the world. The institutions of
control rule with an iron grip. Their ag®d ideology still rules. Thomas Hobbissstill
admired. Hobbes bluntly states that loving has no place in the world. He said that it may
be tolerated in the small private domain, in the smallest way possible, if it is to be
tolerated at all. As in the past, so today, the Hobbesian are stitl pp announce that
Love mustn't rule in any form anywhere, definitely not in politics, finance, commerce,
religion, or international law. And society hails that crap, and banishes loving! Isn't that
insane, Peter? Isn't that the mark of a defestety ? 0

"It isn't insane from their standpoint, Helen," | interjected. "The masters know that
as they banish love in their war of empire versus civilization, they banish civilization,
they banish the Sublime that is reflected in the development oketwin. That's their
game, isn't it?"

"They banish God," said Helen. "While Love is only one aspect of God, it is an
important one. My American friend recognizes six more such aspects, that she all regards
as synonymous, a set of scientific synonyarsGod. She defines God as Principle, Life,
Truth, Love, Soul, Spirit, Mind. Those are the Sublime elements that are greater then us,
which Hobbes can never overturn. Still he can get us to close our eyes to them, Peter. Of
course, if mankind is to be uestood as the fullest representative of the "Sublime," even
the reflection of God, a scientific exploration of what constitutes God, is required, in
order to develop a momggorous understanding of the nature of our humanity. While
mythology has muddiethese waters, science tends to cut through the mud and brings to
light some of the basic elements. That is what my friend has done."

"Are you saying that we can no more contemplate the nature of the human being,
without considering these conceptstthge reflected in us, that only a human being can
understand?” | interjected.

Isn't this obvious?" said Helen. "We can't contemplate the nature of man, without
these concepts, any more than we can consider nuclear physics without considering the
various 'invisible' forces that give an atom its shape, such as the electric force, the
electromagnetic force, the weak force, and the still weaker forces of mass and gravity.
These forces are expressed in an atom, but they reflect something far greater. Thes
atomic elements reflect in their interaction a variety of harmonizing principles that are



incredibly intelligently arranged. Without them the Universe would not exist. That's what

| was told by an leading expert in the field, at our university. He tedhat nuclear

physics cannot be understood without a consideration of the universal principles that are
expressed in the atomic structures, but which are greater than the structures themselves.
Likewise,the human being cannot be understood without @tyaoif aspects that we see
expressed in our humanity, but which are greater than us, and which nevertheless can be
scientifically explored in order to gain a better understanding and appreciation of our own
nature. Thus the usage of the term 'Principlestmeflect this universal harmonizing

quality and creative power that we see reflected in the Universe. It renders such concepts
as the "principle of evil" or the concept of "counteracting principles” as fundamentally
false. A lot of sophistry is built othese false concepts. They need to be swept out of the
way by an unfolding scientific sense of Principle. That's where we find the Sublime and
divine."

"You are saying that it takes seven profound synonymous aspects to fundamentally
define the Sublire?" | interjected.

"One of the aspects of the Sublime concept is Life," said Helen. "We call our
children "ours" as though we made them. But our part in the process is so minuscule that
it is almost nonexistent. In real terms the human biologynsiacredibly intelligently
arranged complex of harmonizing processes that we have no control over. This fact
renders our children, ourselves, and of course all human beings, as the offspring of an
incredible chain of a progressive intelligent creationhwitulmination that became our
humanity. Thus, in real terms, "our" children should be deemed the offspring of
mankind's common humanity. They should therefore be universally nurtured and
supported, just as the whole of humanity should regard itselhdaupport itself
accordingly. The recognition of the underlying higher sense of Life, would eradicate the
darkness in the world. It would end child abuse, child neglect, child poverty, false
education, and poverty in general, including slavery. Povertyditben be deemed a
crime against humanity, and so forth. In a faint sense we are already moving towards this
concept, but we do it rarely from a scientific basis. Of course, this can be changed.
Perception can become sciertlréven, towards a new sociahd political world."

"Aren't you a bit of a dreamer?" | said to her.

"No Peter, we can't look high enough and seek Truth completely enough," said
Helen. "In my friend's perception, Truth is Sublime. | agree with her, because Truth is
knowable Lies in politics, or anywhere, are built on the sophistry that Truth is just an
object of opinion. This sophistry has foisted an epidemic of lies on humanity that
supports a chokehold of control, that is liberally justifying anything, as "In Lies We
Trust" This watchword is being spoken by many. But Truth is knowable. When this fact
becomes acknowledged, the entire political mess of today becomes overturned.”

"As Truth is knowable in the mind, Love has its own manifest that is unavoidable,”
| said b her. "Love is more than just an enigma then."



"In my friend's perception,” said Helen, "Love is a quality that is universal in our
humanity, that binds us in a broad cooperative union. It is an outflow that rejoices in the
profound qualities thatra anchored within. When the heart is empty, there is no loving.
A society without loving, is the mark of an empty world. The philosopher Hobbes was
hired to create an empty world. Huge efforts are still being made by the countless boot
soldiers of his relted institutions, in the modern war of empire versus civilization, to
reach the Hobbesian goal, to create a society without loving, and to create an empty
world."

"We are already on the way to that," | interjected. "Just look how empty, and with
how little Love reflected, our monetarist world has become. It has become a Fabian
world; a fascist world; a world of underlings; a world of the enslaved anemsgved; a
world of gore and war. Emptiness has become the mark of the modern soul.”

"My friend's sense of Soul is challenging," said Helen. "Soul is not a ‘ghost' locked
into a body. It is best described as our immortality, our creative power brought forth in
the mission of our humanity, a mission that aims to widen and enrich civilizatidn, a
even to enrich the Universe itself, and to give living a meaning. In this mission, reflecting
Soul, we find the intimate evidence that we are alive, the evidence of a life fulfilling a
purpose. We become intimate with our humanity. My bedroom is a ®eshi@oul, a
place for healing. Soul is expressed in the culture that changes the world. When the body
is rotting away in the grave, the evidence of Soul remains as a light and testament that we
have lived, adding something in some fashion to civilizatiost, is enduring, that makes
us immortal. The culture we contribute to, continues our intimate connection with all
mankind."

"In the war of empire versus civilization, as far as | see it, the key goal is to create
a soutless society," | said to Hen. "The goal is to create a society without intimate
connections, without the potential for renaissance, much less the power for a constant
renaissance. What the masters of empire hope to build, is a society that is so dead that
they have no challenge tear from it. They want to see a society without a trace of the
Sublime reflected in its Spirit. They want a chaotic society."

"My friend presents a unique concept of Spirit," said Helen. "I recall that she
defines the term, Spirit, in part, as idesubstance;. all that isgood;.. which is
perfect, everlasting, omnipresent, omnipotent, infinite.' I, as an individual, like to see it in
terms of the harmonizing Spirit of Intelligence, that is reflected in the Universe, without
which the Univers would not exist as | have been assured by a nuclear scientist. My
friend also points out that the plural form of the term Spirit is invalid. The term spirits
would imply that the Principle is not singular, that contrary principles exist, and nothing
in the Universe is harmonized. But if this illusion were true, nothing would hold the
inverse together, and again it would not exist."

"In this case, the dream of the existence of codmemonizing forces is far more
dangerous than most people caracknowledge," | interjected. "l find it amazing that a
large segment of society believes that rgesocide is good. They do this when they



support the depopulation ideology. What are they thinking? Have they got no mind at
all?"

"My friend's percepon of, Mind, too, is not without great challenges," said Helen.
"Evidently, Mind, reflects Intelligence. The challenge is to recognize, that Mind and
Intelligence are only valid in the singular sense. The concept of evil minds, is a denial of
the Sublimeof God. Intelligence is a singular quality. The concept of an evil intelligence
is a contradiction. Intelligence can't be sshtradictory. Justice is likewise a singular
quality. Mind is justice. There are no multiple variations of Intelligence tefleio the
design of the Universe, some of them contrary to others, creating ¢iha&osforethe
dimension of Mind is only valid in the singular form. The imagined opposite, would not
be an evil mind. It would be emptiness. The Universe simply couldxistton a
platform of contrary intelligence that is fundamentally -®elfiflicting, erupting into
chaos, neither could civilization exist on that platform for the same reason. The rulers of
empires know that, Peter. And so, in their war against mankiag,destroy education.

They do it by trashing all that is good, honest, just, intelligent and uplifting, by denying
God.Consequentlythey do their best to proclaim that Intelligence reflected in mankind
has no standard. This created illusion enables/ttteof empire versus civilization to
intentionally instigate chaos as a weapon, a weapon that directly targets the nature of
Intelligence. The phenomenon of empire, down to the its very core, is a broadcast denial
of universal Intelligence. It is an expséan of chaos. Of course, the rulers of empire

don't stop with hiding their schemes with lies. They confuse the issue further by having
the audacity to proclaim that their arrogant endeavor to turn the Universe upside down, is
their Godordained right- the right of kings."

"This proclamation has not ended to the present day, Helen," | interjected. "The
proclamation continues in variations known, as the "rights of property,” or "the rights of
the rich and powerful to loot the poor and the weak,'tloe tights of superior militaries
to bomb the hell out of the defenseless, using relentless force." The end result amounts to
nothing less than an attempted assassination of the very essence of Mind. This attempt is
madness."

"The attempted assassiiwa of Mind is destroying civilization on all frontst
will continue to do so, until intelligence rules once again on all fronts, unfolding into a
New Renaissance, and a New World without empire," said Helen. "A wise writer has
said, "The world will nbbe saved by acts of God but acts of men representing God. Our
duty is to take these ideals seriously in our personal life, and to advance them, and to
bring them into the world. It has been said by a wise person, that the cost of rejecting God
is to becone slaves to very bad men." My American friend's synonyms for the Sublime
are also the synonyms for God. More than these we cannot have. With them we define
our humanity, and without them we would have a world far worse than a world of
poverty, a world othaos, and slavery."

Helen paused after this.



"So you see, Peter," she said moments later, "it is important to put a strong focus
onto the Sublime in all its dimensions, not just on Love. While the Sublime is greater
than us, it is reflecteih us, it is a part of us, as of course is Love."

"Why are you bringing this up,” | interjected.

"l want to give you a foundation for healing the most deeply reaching problem in
the world, that has not been healed for 5,000 years," said MElest, you need to look
at the evidence like Johannes Kepler did when he discovered how the solar system works.
You can't do this with preconceived notions. From Ptolemy to Copernicus, all the
astronomers were bound by the false notion that the orhiéstbde perfect circles,
because as it was assumed, the heavens are perfect. But the evidence didn't support that
notion. So the great astronomers tried for two millennia to fudge the evidence, and their
perception of it, to make these fit their notioBsit this didn't work. Still, they didn't
want to let go of their preconceptions. They trapped them. Their letting them go would
have unraveled the 'Holy Grail' of the theological structure of the time. So, they didn't
allow themselves to really look at teeidence. Kepler scrapped this stranglehold, and
really began to look at the reality. With it he overturned two millennia of false
perceptions. If we look at the circumcision in that manner we can overturn five millennia
of false notions, and the resugtjust as surprising. Apart from the political illusion that
creating perfect slaves is good, there is nothing even remotely benign about the
circumcision. The circumcision, which is really a form of amputation, became the
greatest tragedy that was evepwsed on human society, in the effort of dominating it. It
should be deemed a stab into the heart of Soul."

| raised my hand to protest.

"I'm not exaggerating this," said Helen. "The evidence is overwhelming. The
process of the circumcision beg with an act of torture. What worse thing could anyone
impose onto a baby in the very first week of its life, then imposing the immense pain that
is associated with the circumcision? Babies are often deemed to be too young for
anesthesia, consequenthey are operated on without it. It is deemed that babies are too
young to feel pain. The opposite is true. They feel the pain more intensely. The reason
why they don't scream in pain, is simple. They go into shock, into a coma. The shock has
lifelong consguences. It demolishes the deep sense of intimacy a baby would normally
feel towards its mother, and later, when grown up, towards society. Instead of feeling the
natural closeness to its mother and receiving comfort from her, the baby now feels
torture. And why shouldn't it feel the torture of this invasive process that is so severe that
even the best surgical execution of the procedure in some cases has caused a baby's
death? Also, in the few cases when anesthesia is used for the circumcision, thestorture
still felt severely by the infant, because anesthesia doesn't cover thelarggekealing
process. The Post Dramatic Stress Disorders that result in the new offspring tend to
become a lifelong burden, with effects that are even now barely understmoeifects
are said to include learning disabilities, helplessness, tendencies towards sado
masochistic behaviors, impotence, lost of trust, avoidance of intimacy due to fear
developing into rage, domestic violence, rape, child sexual abuse, suicidditiona
researchers discovered also a vast range of psychosomatic disorders that are only now



beginning to be associated with the Post Dramatic Stress Disorders that result from the
sexual mutilation. In later life, the diminished sexual sensitivity &rrthhibits the

normal deegreaching social bonds, and social trust, that would be developing, and the
development of the creative and productive capacity of the individual mind. The loss in
sexual intimacy, of course, becomes reflected in a loss of icyimaall other areas as

well, such as the intimate sense of a nation or the process of an intimately cooperative
economy. When this becomes cut away, relationships become hard and hollow. The
national identity becomes artificially forged. The death pgragins to reign.

Economics becomes replaced with stealing. That is where we are today. Any nation that
imposes this tragedy on its people on a national scale, is destroying itself from within. Of
course, if the goal is to impose domination, by whichcetp becomes locked into

slavish obedience, the circumcision is the most perfect pathway to get there. It is a
powetrtool for ending universal loving."

| raised my hand again.

"No, Peter, just look at your own country," said Helen gently. KLatowhat has
become of it in the postwar period, when circumcision was imposed on it. America is a
Samson shorn of its strength. A hundred million of its male population lives a mutilated
and 'blinded’ existence. The consequences have been devastagmg foountry and the
world. The American society has trashed everything that it once stood for. The healing of
America should be made one of the highest priority projects in the world today. And the
impetus has to be Love, and loving to heal the circuocis

"You are talking into the wind," | interjected. "Nobody wants to be healed the way
you suggest. Whoever speaks of the Principle of Universal Love, is deemed a nut and is
slandered."

"That's just the point, Peter. That is why the healing is difficult, but it is
necessary," said Helen. "A hundred million men in your country have been sexually
blinded and been burdened with Post Dramatic Stress Disorders. But they don't know
this, because they don't know what living as a whole human being is like. The scope of
the sexual loss, all by itself, is so hidden that it can only be fathomed by persons who
chose the circumcision later in life, who were thereby able to experience the diferen
Only those can fathom how deep the loss cuts into the fabric of life. One person
described the loss he experienced ‘as like living in a world without color." Another said,
that he would give anything to get back what he lost. He would even give asvay hi
house. But this loss cannot be restored. It is permanent. What has been cut away, cannot
be replaced. That's a tragedy. Now multiply this tragedy a hundred million times for
America. The whole national character begins to change, when society grower emgti
emptier from within. It affects a loss that is reflected in the loss of society's sense as a
nation, and the loss of what a functioning economy is. The resulting outcome of this loss
is still unfathomable, because the resulting sense of emptingsstesiinto everything,
even politics, finance, international relations, military affairs, and so on. Do | have to say
more? Now multiply this seven times for the global scene, because the male mutilation
has affected 700 million people worldwide. Of th&68 million are spread across Africa
and the Muslim world, 100 million across America, 25 million across the Philippines, 14



million across South Korea, and the Jewish tradition too, affects 7 million worldwide.

The Jewish component is actually the snslt®mponent. We are looking at an

enormous worldwide tragedy here, in this wider perspective that extends across a vast
range of cultures, traditions, religions, and ethnic backgrounds. The spread of the
circumcision almost looks like a hidden projectboilding a worldempire on the

shoulders of a largely defeated society, that has been patiently brought about over
centuries where it didn't already exist, as in the USA. The modern addition of the
American tragedy, to the larger worldwide tragedy, haated now an even mecetical
situation in this mess, where we see the specter of religious wars unfolding again as in the
16th Century, only this time, as a cover for financial and political control towards the
coveted worldempire. Can you recognizewpPeter, what kind of world we are drifting

into, that is being intentionally created to exist without Love, and how empty this world
already is? But the wordldmpire project won't work. It won't work for cultural reasons.

The circumcision doesn't fit intthe Russian culture, the Chinese culture, and the Hindu
culture. These cultures place the majority of mankind out of reach for the masters of
empire. And what do we see in this huge block of the world? We see a people determined
to develop themselves atmmaintain their sovereignty in the shadow of the raging

world war of empire versus civilization. Mark my words, Peter, the uncircumcised

regions will be the regions where you will see the big economic power emerging in the
future, while America as theange of empire shoots itself evermore in the foot, and into

the head, and thereby fades into oblivion together with the empire. However, the loss of
America as a renaissance nation, would be an enormous tragedy for the world, as it
already is. The tragedyust be prevented from exploding further. The victims of the
American circumcision must be healed, in order to bring the USA back to where it was.
Of all the affected nations America has the most ideal cultural and scientific historic
background to acconliph that, and to spearhead the process for the rest of the world. In
very real terms, Peter, mankind's hope rests with America. Once the healing begins there,
Russia, India, and China will join the effort to uplift the rest of the world."

"But whatyou are suggesting is impossible," | said quietly, somewhat astonished
by the magnitude of the problem. "The circumcision is impossible to heal. What is cut
away is cut away. Nobody can get it back."

"No Peter, | would say that the healing is ondarly impossible, but not totally,"
said Helen emphatically. "Sure, what the 700 million men in the world have biologically
lost with the circumcision, cannot be restored. You are right, what has been cut away, has
been cut away. It's gone. There is no \pagsible for getting it back. But it is possible,
Peter, to uplift the human scene above the biological level. What the biology develops
naturally in this case is a spiritual aspect of our humanity that can also be built up
scientifically. It is possibl¢hat this can be raised even beyond the level of what the
biology can afford. Science can aid society to do this, because science is a spiritual
phenomenon. Science enables us to see with the Mind's eye. It enables us to discern the
Spirit of humanity, s@o speak, and to establish the Principle of Universal Love on its
spiritual foundation, where it actually rests. Science is ultimately spiritual, rather than
being an intellectual construct. Science is built on the discovery of profound ideas. It
unfolds fom the heart so to speak, from the depth of the Soul, from the dawn of Truth,
from the light of Mind, from the substance of Spirit, from the strength of Life, and from



the power of Principle unfolding in the golden glow of Love. These cannot be cut off or

be mutilated. With these resources people can get back what the biological mutilation has
deprived them of, and go beyond even that restoration. And in this scientific process,
America has been the wosfdoneer for over a century. It is a part of itstatg. That is

what makes America so critically important for all mankind as a factor of its hope."

"Is this why you say that the professor doesn't know what Love is?" | interjected.
"Evidently he doesn't grasp the significance of this Science thiadrgotalking about.”

She nodded slightly. "It appears that way. But you my friend are evidently at home
in the world of Science. | could see it in your face when you talked with the professor. He
presented paradoxes, and you resolved them withoahiihg, perhaps even without
knowing. You are not without the scientific resources that he hasn't developed yet, but
you need to go further down that line, and to go far beyond where your biology can take
you in developing a sense of intimacy that is edah Truth. Maybe some day you will
teach the professor what | couldn't. Then the two of you can become edaat, We do
need the best minds in the world engaged in this healing project, because the
consequences of delaying the healing, are becoaviegnore critical, bordering on the
irreversible."

"Would you bring the professor here to your place for this healing project?" |
asked and began to smile.

"I'm hoping for the day when this becomes possible,” she said. "But this day won't
comeuntil he heals himself with the resources | brought to him of the deledn
platform for healing. When he begins to move in that direction, he will be welcome.
Right now he is like an unmovable rock. If fact, | would make the day when the rock
begins to mve, a day of celebration. And it will be an honest celebration. It would mark
a victory! The academics are a sorry lot in that respect. Their habitual perception makes it
difficult for them to see the power of principles that can only be recognized ethsid
little spheres of reference. Truth, Spirit, Love, and so forth, are something that they have
no tangible reference for in their small world. They are something different that they
cannot see except as a myth. The confinement of science withnalétidhas created
those myths. By breaking free from a priori assumptions, the unfamiliar reality will
become familiar and they will perceive a new Universe, but that involves a lot of mental
footsteps. Until then they remain locked into the mental psisditheir false assumptions
and become choked by them. That's what has choked astronomy for almost two millennia
from Aristotle and Ptolemy to Kepler. To the academics, like the professor, the growing
wave of the circumcision is an inexplicable happerivag has no connection with
anything.Likewise,the growing phenomenon of cultural and economic disintegration is
an inexplicable happening to them, that has no connection with anything either. They
don't see the connections between the two, or what ctnesasand so they see no way
possible for healing the world of the critical debilitations. And so they rant, and fear, and
get drunk. A few honest economists try to reverse the economic disintegration, with laws
that once worked in the past, like undeariklin Roosevelt and Abraham Lincoln in the
USA, but they fail to realize that the cultural fabric in which these laws were successful,
no longer exists. Some even try to restore the cultural foundation that has been defeated.



They know where the defeatroes from, but they can't reach deep enough to the core to
what ultimately supports all culture and all forms of civilization. If they did this, they
would instantly recognize that the circumcision phenomenon, the cultural collapse, the
economic disintegrain, and the strategic war madness, are all one, together with a few
other projects of empire that are even farther away from their sphere of reference, and
from being healed.”

"You obviously expect such victories and the resulting healing," | edtegl. "I
guess you would be a fool not to," | added.

"That is what | am working towards," said Helen and began to smile. "This is why
you are here. With you the celebration is already possible. It is happening to some degree.
There is an open doontolding here. If civilization is to survive and flourish, and
mankind is to have a future, this open door needs to be opened wider, and on a vast scale.
A new kind of leadership in politics will have to emerge that is of a quality that uplifts
society's sientific perception of itself with the kind of depth that my American friend has
put on the table with her seven terms for the Sublime that is greater than us, but is
reflected in us. In these seven little words: Principle, Life, Truth, Love, Soul,,Spirit
Mind, in which the essence of our humanity is summed up. This makes these
insignificantseeming words the biggest words in the world. If the ideas that these words
represent, which define the quality of mankind, won't inspire us to activate this quality
the presently critical time, nothing will inspire us to cause a healing of ourselves. Our
humanity is all that we've got. That's what these exsg&ming words represent. If this,
that has the potential to take us to the core of our humanity, isffiotesu to start a
healing process, then nothing will be sufficient, and our world will be lost. Nothing short
of the greatest scientific rigor in society's gadfrception, exploring deeply what these
seven words contain, and their reflection in the forers that America's historic pioneer
has already outlined, will be able to unlock the dynamic power of our humanity."

"l guess you are saying that this light in our world will be lost if what you suggest
doesn't happen," | interjected.

"Without these spiritual aspects coming to light, there is no humanity active, Peter,
and a new dark age becomes inevitable, that will likely be intersected with nuclear war,
or biological, or radiological war, or the return of the Ice Age, or all four togdthct,
there are many factions among the masters of empire, who want all four of these to
happen, and are preparing the stage for them to happen all at once. In an empty world,
there is no light on the horizon and the worst becomes possible. Theiit, lmesdeen
determined by the rulers of empire, that a certain undesired population exists that they
wish to see eliminated, you will see a killing spree erupting at the first possible chance,
that will make Hitler's rampage appear as an innocent chaad'® in comparison. And
some of that is already happening in a few dark places on Earth, as in Africa. You will
then see this madness growing, and being rammed through with the same dense sophistry
and stealth, with which the circumcision project has Ipesied through, quietly and
imperceptibly. Just look at us, were we are as a world. We now have seven hundred
million people circumcised. They have been mutilated without a recourse, which is
totally contrary to what is to their advantage, but it was dane it is still being done,



and the victims will fight you if you try to stop the process. They have become excellent
slaves in the process, just as the Egyptian slaves have, to the point that freedom has no
meaning anymore. In the background to thisestgvo empire, you will see things
happening around the world in terms that you cannot imagine yet, such as the planned
genocide to rid the Earth of five billion people and similar kinds of madness. We see the
beginning already happening in Africa. Somg daople will line up at the gates of the
extermination centers, and they will fight you if you try to rescue them. You will see
roaming gangs arresting and killing people, just like they did during the Thirty Years
War, and they will do it with the samea that today's environmentalist display, who

have already largely destroyed the world's nuclear power industry that their own future
depends on. This is what's happen in a world that has closed its door to Love and slanders
it, Peter. How long will it tke then until we will see huge plants for profit being licensed,
to process the excess human population into meat products for the still living? | tell you
the world is moving in that direction. People will line up for these products at the super
markets ad fight each other for the choicest cuts."”

"You are dreaming," | interrupted her.

"l wish | was," she countered me. "l saw tears forming in her eyes. "You have no
idea what an ‘empty' world looks like, a world devoid of the light of Love od@ yAn
empty people not only lack the power to resist their executioner. They are so easily
controlled that they will actively aid their executioner. This kind of future is already here,
Peter. Seven hundred million people have already dedicated théritifa hundred
million Americans included. It is you Americans, who live in a dream world in your
suburbs with manicured lawns and immaculate cars parked in front of your fine houses,
thinking that your world is safe. The executioner stands right bglimndNo one is safe
until all are safe. The circumcision will expand its mutilation zone and spread itself not
only across the present, but also across your future and claim it. How can your children
hope to escape this doom, if you don't even defendsgt@rYou live in your comfort
zone of illusions, while the world is dying around you in what the professor rightly called
the war of empire versus civilization. You will be next on the list, mark my word. Your
dream of security is a deception."

| shuddered at the thought.

"Actually it is much worse," she added moments later. "The professor was too
generous in how he held back the worst. The reality is, that we are up to our eyebrows
mired in a horrendous assault on us all in the war of empisus mankind, because the
stated goal, which is genocide, is already unfolding. The age of genocide is here. Your
own tax dollars are feeding many of the private organizations of empire nicely dressed up
with fancy sounding names, promising family aid angdport, that are committing
genocide behind this gilded front. Depopulation is genocide, Peter, and that's the modern
song of empire, but Americans are singing along. Your infamous NSSM200 policy, that
you probably know about, which calls for massiveuyapon reductions right across the
Third World, in order to conserve their natural resources for the empire's future needs, is
a policy of intention to unleash magsnocide. You might not know this, Peter, but
thirteen countries have been targeted ia fialicy for genocide, including India, Brazil,



Nigeria, and Indonesia. Of course, if this train isn't stopped, it will reach America too.

The doom that America inflicts on the world with its war against Principle, will be its

own doom. This cannot be aded, and is in fact intended. This attack plan presently
targets some of the largest countries of the developing world. Of course you won't see
any swordswinging armies invading these countries. It's done through the back door.
Food becomes turned intoneapon. Even aid becomes used as a weapon. When a
country accepts aid, it must also accept birth control and depopulation. It all comes down
to a single package, but no one is told beforehand what the package means, including the
people in America that isn the same track. The countries that open their door to this
madness find out the consequences afterwards. In Brazil almost half of all women of
childbearing age have recently been permanently sterilized under this package, and more
so have Brazil's womawf African descend, of whom 90% have been permanently
sterilized. America cannot escape this trend. The trend needs to be stopped.”

"Are you saying that that the Mardi Gras will never be again?" | interjected. "Are
you saying that the beautiful pae that | saw will die out? You must consider that Brazil
has the seconldrgest Negro population in the world, second only to Nigeria in Africa.
The 90% sterilization that you speak of, is massive, unspeakably massive, it is almost
more than genocide."”

"Oh yes it is, Peter, and as always it is terribly tragic for the women involved and
for the future of their country. This is the face of the hidden kind of genocide that is
already being carried out on a massive scale, Peter. It is quiet and olelangdly
massive. And that's not something that might happen in the future. The horror story is
from the present world and it is hinting at a still darker future that you probably can't
imagine. What we see happening in the hidden landscape of an enlatysvadready far
worse than the female infanticide that the Brahmins had unleashed in ancient India. Right
now the sterilizatiorgenocide that | spoke of is directed only at women, primarily the
healthy women, but the scene is changing. There is a nestiggly modified variety of
corn being developed that creates a spermicide as the plant matures, which is specifically
engineered to inhibit human fertility. Then add to the mix deadly vaccines with slow
acting 'poisons' that are imposed on people irigbe of engineered pandemics of
engineered diseases, and depopulation becomes written in capital letters. Nor are any of
these horrors caused by government operations, Peter. These are the actions of private
enterprises with global reach and global powsdrich being private parts of empire, the
governments of the world, that are all largely owned by empire, have no control over, but
find themselves invariably forced to comply with. There are no laws possible under the
present worlesystem to stop this tirato hell, because the present weslgstem has
become a part of the war of empire against mankind as a whole."

"So what hope do we have?" | interjected. "We have none, do we? As you said we
are an impotent and defeated society. That's a harspateaii to make."

"We are human beings," said Helen. "In that lies the hope that we have, Peter. Our
humanity enables us to rebuild the culture of civilization. Some people think this can be
solved with laws and with U.N. regulations. It can't be dba¢way. They will fail. All
efforts are doomed to fail that do not build up the power of our humanity, the strength of



our real culture that has become almost totally lost. When society's culture has been
defeated, it can't be brought back with legiskatOne has to go to the root and raise it
back up. Science takes us to the root. Doing this is our last resort. That is why | must
fight on this platform. That is why every human being must fight. And the only principle
that exists with which to fight th madness that took the place of Love, is the universality
of Love itself, based on its associated universal principles. Tell me, how else does one
turn a thing like that around?"

"We need a new Peace of Westphalia, but one that is rooted in ttedfea
mankind," | said to Helen. "And we a need a taller basis for it than the one that the Treaty
of Westphalia had stood on."

Helen nodded. "The Westphalia platform was a cultural platform that promoted
what is of 'the advantage of the otherw#ts a powerful cultural force with a scientific
basis that elevated mankind far and wide, and still is. Some of the greatest musical
geniuses came from the pdfestphalia era, from Bach to Brahms, including Haydn,
Mozart, and Beethoven. The cultural rdbung that the Westphalia platform represents
unleashed a vast cultural proliferation that even set the stage for the founding of the USA
as the first true natiestate republic on the planet. It achieved wonders, but it is no longer
enough. My American fend tells me that we must go further. She tells me that we must
bring the three moggrofound aspects of her definition of the Sublime, into a single
context, and move with that. She selected for this ultimate triad for cultural, scientific,
and spirituabuilding, the concepts, Love, Truth, and Soul. Soul is the heart and the
center of the human mission. We need to combine that with Love, which can only be seen
in the singular and with a universal face, so that our sense of Soul that governs the human
mission and mankind's universal intimacy becomes synonymous with universal Love.
And then we need to tie the two together with Truth that is uniquely knowable by human
beings in the dimension of the mind. The whole construct must be brought together into
one,because it is one, a single light that might be seen in the world as a 'constitutional’
principle of our humanity. My American friend has put these three terms, Love, Truth,
and Soul, at the center of everything that she created and that she stoothaurls®
very essence of her life flows into them, and they in turn define her life and with it a
challenge for us."

"You are saying that if we all of us do this, we might have a chance?" | interjected.

She nodded. "Nothing else will do, Petérthat fails, nothing will help us."

| was awe struck by the vast dimension of what Helen had laid before me. | never
explored this dimension of real political fighting before to such a depth. | confessed that |
was at a total loss as to wherebtmin to turn all of that into reality. | was a diplomat, but
this kind of fight for humanity was totally foreign to me.



"This can't be done at all politically, Peter. Life is not a political project,” said
Helen, as if she could read my mind. "T®gblime can't be explored on such low levels.
The politics are subsequent; they follow. We can't push them from below."

| disagreed. | disagreed with her to some degree. | reminded her that she had said
herself that the destruction of humanity isaditical project. | had seen the evidence
myself. "I have been in Cambodia when the culturally empty utopians of the world
unleashed their multimillioqpeoplegenocide,” | said to her. "That was a political project
designed to restructure a nation fronctestific and technologically oriented society,
back down into a primitive agricultural society with primitive values. And | might add
that it was a political solution that finally stopped the madness."

"No Peter, it was madness that caused rage and the killing, and the reversal
became a political project only as the end result of a slow cultural rebuilding. The
isolation of Love into the private domain of exsnaller concerns, opened the scene to
this insane political madness that erupted in Cambodia. But was this any different than
the case of a financier who lost all his fortune in the finarmikets gambling, who got
out of bed in the middle of the night and took his gun, and in his degpesatt every
member of his family to death while they slept, killing his wife, all his children one by
one, and then himself? Madness is madness. It is cultural madness of misplaced values in
every case. What values does a society have without refleciggin all aspects of
living? It wasn't in any way different during the Thirty Years War either. The only
difference was that in the late 1500s the banishing of Love, into the smallest private
domain, had been an official state ideology enshrined aawheflthe nations. Madness
had become institutionalized. Might is right! This had been the song, the song of a
cultural wasteland. Today, humanity sings a similar song, and for similar reasons, though
with the same fundamental tune. We have to fight togadhe underlying reason for the
cultural desert the world has become on order to restore the desert back to a human
landscape, Peter."

"You mean you want to change the way humanity thinks?" | said astonished. "It
can't be done, Helen."

"No, Peter, | want to change the way the world scientifically thinks and culturally
acts. Both tasks have to be accomplished as a single project, Peter. We have no other
option for saving our world from a New Dark Age."



Chapter 8 Dawn Before the Night

| couldn't believe what was happening. There, | was sitting with a lovely woman in
her apartment arguing about the ugliest of the ugliest in politics, deep into the night, and |
found it essential for me to be there.

"You can't change people'siking as a political project,” said Helen. "This
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 have to dig deeper. Here you
run into tragedies, where ftecal impositions have soured the great attainments of
mankind, like the Renaissance, and have torn the achievements to the ground, from which
society eventually recovered itself by spiritual discoveries of other great principles that
were subsequentlyefieated in turn by the masters of empire.”

"So are you saying that the healing of the world can't be accomplished?" | said.
"The kind of society that measures up to what is required for universal loving, including
sexual loving, does not exist. Bems to me that you may be dreaming to expect a
healing solution in the face of such insurmountable obstacles."

"You are wrong, my friend. This can be done if you don't make it a political
project. It is possible to uplift people's cultural thinkihgou don't make it a political
project, but merely enable the greater unfolding of the sacrament that has its own power
to change the world. You can change the way that humanity reacts towaiaisobimer
on this platform that everyone already has inhtéart and soul. The sacrament is a
natural thing. Loving is a cultural and spiritual aspect. It is possible to enrich it by letting
Love out of the bottle, into which it has been banished with the defeat of culture. Love
has been bottled up. We must sdtae. It, all by itself, will change the way humanity
thinks and acts culturally, which in turn determines how it thinks and acts politically. Of
course in real terms we don't have to change anything, Peter. Love is a natural element of
our common humaty. Love is the essence of our universal human Soul. It is possible to
rebuild society in such a way that its native dimension in Love becomes a universal
factor, thus encouraging society to be what it already is, a society of human beings. If
Love wasn'already an element of our humanity, nothing in the world could artificially
establish it. In this case we would have no hope, and only in this cdaet, bur
civilization would then not exist at all, and consequently, we would not exist either. But
we do exist, and Love is an element of our humanity. We only need to honor it, and
celebrate its Light."

"You want to change the world culturally with loving?" | countered her. "That's
too idealistic. This has been tried before. It has failed."

"No Peter! Expressing Love is NOT idealistic! Universal loving has been on the
forefront many times before, and sometimes successfully so. | told you the story of Jacob,
but not the whole story, not how the story ends successfully for Jacob. After Jacob had
lots of children, and consider that children were the 'oil" in the mdalat economy of
those days, Jacob wanted more. He wanted more than just children and a rich economic



environment. Being culturally lost, he didn't know what he wanted. Withoutpasdese

of intimacy with his humanity and with oraother, especially with his wives, he had no
foundation to be satisfied. He felt empty. He decided to leave his binttew, where

his ‘wealth' had been developed, and to return to his home counivgvelg since he

hadn't grown up in all this time, and his empty and rotten ways still moved him, he
devised a clever method of cheating his brethdaw in a big way, before leaving.

Being afraid of the repercussions of his treachery, he stole awayisdmothefin-law

at night, with his family and his now large possessions, without as much as saying good
bye. It appears that Jacob hadn't changed one bit in all those years, since he came to his
brotherin-law. He had come as a rat and left as a ratoBuhe way back he was told

that his brother from whom he had fled in the first place, was on the way towards him
with a large company of men. Jacob was stuck and scared. He couldn't go back. He had
burnt all the bridges behind him. Nor could he go foduwaithout fearing the worst.

Thus, he stayed put and struggled that night with himself. This might have been the first
time that he asked himself the questions: What is a human being? What is the essence of
our humanity? In this crucial night he might baaxplored all the seven synonyms that

my American friend identified as synonyms for God, for the Sublime. We are told in
scriptures that he struggled with an 'angel," a profound idea of Truth. We are also told that
when the struggle ended at the brealain, he came out of it victorious and with a new
name. We are also told that when he met his brother later that day the scene was the
opposite to what he had expected. The man whom he had cheated before, he was able to
embrace now and say to him, 'l haezn thy face as though | had seen the face of God.™

"Now | would say that this is what it means to be in Love," | interjected.

"The dawn of Jacob's sense of Love first enveloped Jacob himself, and then by
reflection his brother. Jacob wasenwnman indeed, and according to tradition, he took on
a corresponding new name."

"The new name was Israel,” | interjected. "Israel means, Love being reflected in
love; a Prince of Love."

Helen nodded. "As you can see, the cultural transitidwgiw call healing, doesn't
have to take a century. Also the new name was necessary," said Helen, "because the old
Jacobdays had ended. He wasn't Jacob any longer. The fact is, it doesn't take much for
such a transition to unfold, because the essengardfumanity can never be truly lost. It
only takes a bit of scientific honesty to get it activated again, should it have been defeated
in our thinking. And once it is activated it doesn't take much to acknowledge it in deed."

"Are you sure it doesintake a giant bit?" | said to her.

"Don't you think that's an invalid measurement?" said Helen. "Truth can't be
guantified. Truth is absolute. It is one single whole. You can't slice a part off and throw
the rest away. Truth is one. You can't tampigh it. But you can explore it. | agree, the
exploration process may take us forward by giant steps as Jacob had experienced.”



"Are you saying that the moment that one steps into the light, one stands in the
light?" | said to her. "But you are alsaying that it takes constant conscious efforts to
stay in the light."

"This aspect has rarely been implemented, Peter. But in this one case, in Jacob's
case, it has been done, which sets the tone. It sets a new stage. No one had given Love a
chanceo do its work in Jacob's prior history. No one had even talked about Love as
universal Principle, much less promoted it on a universal basis. But all of this changed
with the dawn of a profound realization. This is a pattern that became not uncommon,
though the recognition of it had been rare until my friend had put it on the plate for
mankind in 1866. She demonstrated that the historic tpraediple is still valid and
remains valid."

Helen explained in this context, that Love has been kegebdaip for far too long
in modern times while empire had a free run of the world, so that mankind has now
reached a crisis point at which it finds itself culturally defeated, and collapsing politically
and economically. "This means we have to break thiéelbapen," she said. "What better
resource do we have for that, than the Love that we have already reflected within us by
design? And | mean this to be the Love that we have it within us to express. We must let
it expand, even if it is just a spark. Theswhy you and | are here. The spark is becoming
a fire."

"Obviously we have to start with what we've got," | interjected.

"Believe me, there are so few of us fighting for a wider sense of Love, that it is
quite scary to contemplate the respbitisy that comes with it. There is so little loving
left anywhere that our world is already collapsing with heavy consequences. There isn't
any expression of Love in big government anymore, in business, in finance, nor in
politics. And without Love beinthe light of society's culture, there is fascism roaming in
the dark. The principle of the General Welfare is laughed at today. The Principle of
Sovereignty, the Principle of Protection, the Principle of Industrial Production, are all
laughed at and callearchaic. Universal rape is now on the table in business, finance, and
politics. That's the modern policy of intention. So, we have to go with what we've got,
which is each other, our intimacy, and our being in Love. Since Love still exists at the
level ofour small private living, though it might be just a spark, we need to begin there,
and build ourselves up from there, and expand the spark into a fire. Our goal must be to
let this spark become such a fire that it will by its own brilliance establisimikersality
of Love. We need to do this in the hope that the unfolding universality of Love will spill
over culturally into the global, national, and business arenas, where presently looting,
war, and genocide rule the day."

"Is this why your bedram is painted in flowing patterns of all kinds of reds and
yellows, to signify the fire that the spark should ignite in there?" | said and grinned.



"Hopefully this breakthrough from the spark to the fire will be made before society
succeeds in destymg itself completely,” said Helen, and began to grin too. "Did you
expect a bedroom to be for sleeping?" She began to laugh.

"Are we not a bit too far advanced already, towards hell, for the breakthroughs you
expect to save us?" | said cautiously.

"No, Peter, | expect big. | am looking for big results. If you mean, what | hear you
say, then you say we have no hope. | must say to that, for as long as we live and are able
to be in Love, even to some degree, there is hope and the horizon isTnaths what
makes me fight, and to dare to stand against all odds on the side of Love, and keep on
loving 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," | said to her.

"There was also a time in the early 1600s when they killed people if thsteths
that Love 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. That was in 1648," Helen added. "This means that there willilme again when
the battle for the universality of loving will be won again. There is even a possibility on
the horizon that the victory might be more complete this time around, perhaps even so
profoundly complete, that mankind will give itself a new namstart a new reference
point in time to acknowledge the transition in culture, as once happened two millennia
ago."

"This final victory over empire that we need won't be easily achieved," | assured
her.

"Sure, the problems that we face aldhg 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 being in Love
with humanity. In this loving endance, he won an everlasting victory on the site of
Love versus empire. Do you know the story of Prometheus?" Helen asked.

"That's the story that Beethoven has set to music about Prometheus, isn't it? If it is
| don't know the story at all. Only theme, Prometheus, stands out."

"l am talking about a play by Aeschylus, a patriotic poet of the early Greek
Classical era," said Helen. "It might be that Beethoven has set the story to music. In any
case, Aeschylus had written a great poetic trilegyled.Prometheus Bound"

She leaned back in her chair and patiently told me the ancient story to augment my
education. She told me that the image of Prometheus is rooted in Greek mythology where
Prometheus comes to light as an immortal being tinikechamong the gods, a kindly
god who is said to have given mankind the gift of creating and using fire. But in doing
this, Prometheus was defiant against the unwritten rules of the gods of empire, of
Olympus. Prometheus had committed a crime against Qigriiat might be called the



crime of being in Love. His 'crime' was that he had violated the Olympians' intentions
that was to keep mankind povetigund, spiritually and mentally blind, and without
technology, without energy systems, without infrastriegpand without energy

intensive mechanized farming that utilizes irrigation and fertilization and crop protection.
Without fire in its countless dimensions, mankind is lost. The gods of Olympus were in
rage and would have killed Prometheus for his crigaret them, but they couldn't Kill

him since he was an immortal being."

"Wouldn't mankind enriched with fire have robbed the Olympian's of their
dominance over them and become godlike themselves?" | interjected. "This means that
the Olympian gods we afraid of mankind. That's quite an interesting twist in irony."

"The crime of Prometheus is the same 'crime’ that the masters of empire bemoan to
the present day, the crime of Love that violates their laws of poverty erected in their
oligarchic falls of fascist thievery. Prometheus had dared to challenge the gods. He had
given mankind the means to claim its freedom, but also the means to unseat the
Olympians off their high throne. Of course the gods of Olympus were enraged and struck
with fear. Bu what was done could not be undone, so they focused their rage onto
Prometheus. They had a problem with that, too. They lacked the power to kill an
immortal being. This doesn't mean that they couldn't gang up on him and bind him, and
subject him to etermh&orture out of revenge. This is what they did.

"Aeschylus played on this background by casting Prometheus as a tragic figure,”
Helen continued. "And he cast Zeus, the chief god of Olympus as a tyrant. However, the
setup in the play is more complied than this, because Prometheus claims to know by
what power his opponent, Zeus, will be destroyed. Prometheus makes the claim, but
refuses to reveal the secret. Zeus promises Prometheus, almost pleading, that if he were
to reveal the secret, his etert@aiture would be stopped. Prometheus, however, cannot
allow himself to reveal the secret, because his doing so would destroy the future of
mankind, the object of his being in Love with. Thus, Prometheus remains defiant. He
remains defiant even under tha&ims of eternal torture, being bound to a rock, while a
bird of prey pecks out the liver off his living body that cannot die. With this setup
Aeschylus puts the audience into a position of conflict. The audience is made to feel the
pain and the agony ofr&metheus, 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 cannot be chosen. The
audience knows that ifendest hopes must never come true, because then mankind,
including the audience itself, would be destroyed. And so the play puts the audience into
a deep agony as it cannot hope for what it would desire to see, because the realization of
its desire woulaend its existence. Only Prometheus laughs in this setup. He laughs at the
gods of Olympus. And so as the play unfolds towards the Sublime, the tragic figure
suddenly becomes Zeus, not Prometheus. Prometheus answers back to the gods of
Olympus from his bedf pain, speaking with the realization that Zeus has no power over
him. He answers Zeus that the very worst that he can inflict on him, can be endured
forever, because it pales in the face of his loving for mankind. So, even in his pain,
Prometheus 'laughat 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 of their



ultimate destruction that they lack the power to escape. By his proof of an aspect of Truth
that Promdteus understood, the gods of Olympus ceased to exist. Thus, the light of Love
saved mankind.

"Now you need to ask yourself the question,” said Helen to me, "if you are willing
to meet the challenges that we face, and bear the burdens that mayib@eggamd do it
out of being in Love, as Prometheus had done?"

She paused, then said quietly, "I have been slandered for this; | have been spat at; |
have been called a whore and worse; but when this happens | stand back and say to
myself: What haany of that got to do with anything? Do the problems change the
principle? What do the problems matter in comparison with saving humanity and our
civilization? | realized that in comparison with this imperative, the problems that | faced
in responding tahe Principle of Universal Love amount to nothing. Indeed, what have a
few pains and agonies to do with anything?"

"l suppose you feel that the problems have nothing to do with anything that
ultimately matters, because they are themselves derivedffilee concepts. So how do
you deal with this issue then?" | said to her.

"l focus on what is important, on what is rooted in Principle, on what will
ultimately work, on what benefits people. | know then that my efforts are not wasted,
because theniversality of Love is something that all human beings already embrace in
their humanity."

Helen told me about a poem by Heinrich Heine, a German poet, which was set to
music by Robert Schumann as a song. She said that it is a poem about loving and
disappointment. The disappointment in the poem doesn't result from a rejection of the
loving, but from the simple fact that the platform had not been built on which the loving
could unfold fully and freely and flourish. It is a poem about a seemingly gnabde
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 geiwonderfully. She sang a song of a lover. She translated
the song herself into something like this:

When | gaze into to your eyes
Gone is my misery, my hell,

And when | kiss you on the lips
| find my health, complete and well



Then, when | lean close at your breast
What heaven's delight comes o'er me,

But when you say: | love yodear
| burst into tears oh, bitterly.

"Evidently the promise of this loving could not be fulfilled," said Helenc&ose
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 kedavoid
But suppose, the science had existed in those days for the great Truth to be recognized
that would have allowed the larger bond to stand as a bond of universal Love, and then
become developed into deeds and be fully honored. How would the poem hegte end
then, as a corrected version?"

"One word would have been different,” | said excitedly. "The last line would have
ended again with tears, as it does," | suggested, "but the crying wouldn't have been,
bitterly. A great rejoicing would have caused tears, as the lovers were moved to tears
by sublimity: 'l burst into tears,oh, wonderfully.™

"The poem would have ended joyfully indeed," said Helen and nodded. "It would
have ended with the recognition that something exceedingly rich waslimgfthat
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, | fight like hell to sweep
away out of our human world, and those who have human hearts with tehie in
Love will help me. Many people already do. | hope to start a revolution that allows Love
to unfold, unfettered and free and universal, in a loving that expands and finds its
expression in business, finance, politics, even in the relationstied® 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?" | asked cautiously.

"No, I am not dreamingsomething 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. | am not making this up, Peter. This is history. | am merely saying that we can
build on this tred and expand it universally. But it must begin at the grassroots level,
even at the most intimate level where an eyewing desire for it already exists. All we
need to do is open the door."

She paused. "Does that make sense?" she asked. Shd painthat researchers
tell us that half of mankind is already having affairs outside of their marriages, and the
other half is dreaming about it, and poets write poems about the struggle, the pain, and
the glory of it. "So you see, the longing for unsarloving already exists," she added.
"Love cannot be deprived of its expression. But we can cheat ourselves, and this can stop.
All that we have to do is open the door."



"Unfortunately, it won't be easy for people to step through this open door," |
suggested. "Too many mythologies block the way. They shape people's reactions against
the profound Truth that you see.

"And the mythologies will continue to have thedfect 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 insiegefraimny
knowledge defeated the most viciodsle adversarial gods."

"l acknowledge that Prometheus was saved by his awareness of the Truth," | said
to Helen, "but, surely that wasn't what stopped the war in 1648," | added. "Did one of the
empires win out over the other as this is always &se® Or was Europe so thoroughly
destroyed that there wasn't anything left worth fighting over, as it was the case at the fall
of Rome? Still, you seem to suggest that something else happened.”

"Come, let's go to bed,"” said Helen without answef@ygthen the port in our
glass was gone, the olives had been consumed, the snacks had been eaten. It was already
getting faintly light outside.

| helped her clear away the dishes.

"I'll tell you what | perceive about the Peace Treaty, thatethlese eighty years
of war in 1648," said Helen, filling her tiny kitchen sink with hot water. "I must warn you
though,"” she added, "because you may not believe what happened, unless you are lying to
yourself. No empire won that war. The very nature opieenwas overturned. It was
recognized that all nations are sovereign and must regatdnmtleer as equal, because
this is the Truth, and Truth is singular, Love is singular, everything of the Sublime is
singular, God is singular. The whole idea of 'mightals right' was thrown out of the
window. The vertical model was put away for a lateral model. Out of this came the only
peace treaty in history where all parties stood side by side, where the past was left behind
and was forgiven, where no retributiotas 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 throughdleighty years of war that ended with the Peace of
Westphalia. While we were close to each other, facingaoiogher, Helen told me a story
centered on a biblical story from the Old Testament, the story of a woman named
Susanna. She told me that the swirpusanna was fundamental to the Peace of
Westphalia. She described the biblical story.



The story begins with Susanna taking a bath in her garden. She is alone. Suddenly
in her vulnerable state, probably as she undresses herself for the bathcehers two
intruders, two elders of her community. They come towards her to rob her. A home
invasion is in progress. They demand sex, both of them do. She doesn't comply. They
threaten her life. She still doesn't comply. Rebuffed, they go away in amddake steps
to make their threats come true. Killing a woman was easily done in those times. In a
world that is a cultural wasteland, robbing and killing another person is often totally
legal. The elders accuse her of adultery, which was a capitakeffean. During her trial
before the entire village, the elders fantasize, and are believed. Susanna is sentenced to
die. Except, in the last moments as it were, Daniel, a person to whom the Truth matters,
saved Susanna by the power of his wisdom, expdbeges of the elders. He questions
them separately in detail. Of course the fantasies don't match. Without a reference to
Truth in them, how could they match? The woman is set free in the light of a great
victory. A bit of human culture is restored.

Helen told me that this ancient story is so profound that it became a part of the
background in the early 1600s in society's struggle for building a strong foundation for a
humanist culture that would end the endless cycle of war. The story appleavs toeen
used to serve as a platform for exposing the lies of the hired philosophers of the empires,
the lies that justify war. Rembrandt had evidently supported this fight against the
philosophers of war, who had insisted that Love applies only in théesthprivate
domain, but has no place in the larger world, especially in politics, or in the relationships
between nations. Rembrandt painted the Susanna story. The painting became famous and
still is so. It might have been famous right from the starit pinned the lie on the elite.

Of course the Susamséory became eventually outlawed. It was removed from the Bible.
It no longer appears therdowever,it still exists in Rembrandt's painting. And so | think

we might see the same victory again irpm@sse to the circumcision being imposed, and
exposed as a lye. Future historians will likely expose the circumcision in a similar
manner in which Susanna'’s freedom was won. The circumcision needs to be recognized
as the most deeply destructive and longgesttng 'home invasion' that has ever been
perpetrated on a worldwide scale, in the rage of empire against human civilization."

| couldn't help smile as Helen related the story. "You are right,” | said when she
ended telling the story, "there is al®ictory-potential embedded in this story, especially
in what it appears to have accomplished. We may even see it being reinstated into the
Bible some day."

"In this case look for chapter 13 of the Book of Daniel," said Helen. "In the 1600s
peoplemust have had suddenly realized that the philosophy against Love, which stood in
the background to the Thirty Years War, had literally outlawed universal Love
completely. People might have recognized that the philosophy was a lye in the same way
that the &ers in the Susanna story had lied before the whole community. The physical
evidence in both cases suggests that society was lied to. The same happens in the modern
world once again. The Hobbesitype philosophy that had been crying for the world to
be governed without Love, which had turned all of Europe into a devastated land



ravished by madness, had become a scene in which the Renaissance was being destroyed.
By the time society woke up, the madness had become unbearable. The ravished people
latched oto anything that could help them to rebuild their culture. There was literally

nothing left at the time as a foundation on which to rebuild a civilization. The people

might have looked back to the Golden Renaissance of a hundred years in their past, and
recognized that the only hope that had remained on the horizon to get back to that, was

the Principle of Universal Love that had stood behind the Golden Renaissance."

"Europe had been deceived by the masters of empire,” | interjected. "Europe, in
this case, had become a Samson shorn of its strength, as you had used the phrase before.
But unlike Samson who chose to pull the house down over him to end his predicament,
society woke up and reclaimed its cultural power."

"Are we willing to repeat thabday?" said Helen. "The society of the 17th Century
had chosen to rescue itself with the Principle of Universal Love. The people had chosen
to build a new and active peace by focusing on, and by actively promoting, what is to the
advantage of the otherha@it's how war was turned upside down. That's how stealing was
turned upside down. That's how empire was turned upside down in those days. This was a
tall commitment for the people then, but they did it and built a New World on the
Principle of Universal Lee. | am hoping that we will have the wisdom in our age to take
this path again, especially in the now ewedening phase of the Millennium War, the
war of the circumcision. Like Samson of old, modern society has the means to pull the
house down over ith modern times this might mean ending all life on the planet, or
most of it. The means all do exist in overwhelming measures to do this. | think however
that we will find a way out of this trap that society has been drawn into, especially now
that we carsee that the path is a rather simple one."”

| suggested to her, that when all the deceptions are peeled away, and every
mythology and utopian madness has been discredited by reality, society invariably gets
back to aspects of Truth, because ther@iBing else left that has validity.

Something struck me about what | just said myself. It struck me that what | said
was totally and practically valid. "Hold everything!" | said forcefully.

"Oh, why? Don't you want me to touch you anymore?"ssti@ surprised. She
pulled her hand away from her embrace of me.

"No Helen, | don't mean that. | think you just gave me an answer to something that
had puzzled me all night,” | said to her. | brought her hand back to where it was. "You
just helped ra to answer an important question to myself. You answered the question of
why | am here, and am with you in this bed."

| told her that Erica and | had asked ourselves the question, why married men
dream about having intimate relationships with othemen, and women with men, but
rarely ever allow themselves to make their dreams come true. | told her that my answer to
Erica had been that we have all become slaves to a mythology, like underlings bowing to
their master against their own will. "But tisatiot a valid path to freedom. You presented



to me a much more scientific answer," | said to her. "You pointed out that the reason why
we are all so divided and isolated from @arether in the world, as in our marriages,

reflects the simple fact that welisthink that Love applies only in the smallest possible
private domain. We still don't acknowledge Love as a universal Principle, reflecting one
single universal Truth, and thereby we deny it, and deny God."

Helen just smiled. "Welcome to the reabrld, Peter,” she said gently. We
remained facing each other in her dimly lit bedroom, painted in the colors of fire. She
seemed delighted with what | said.

"You told me that | should have answered Erica that we are already married to
oneanotheras human beings in a universal marriage that reflects our common humanity.
You are right of course. Had | said this, and had | said this clearly, a lot of things would
have been different. But this wouldn't have been enough. Something would still have
beenmissing. Something would have had to be included that would have made her
immensely proud of the humanity that we are all a part of, which then would have made
her proud of herself. That's a tall task, isn't it? But you, Helen, took these steps so easily
and seemingly effortlessly. You made me feel so proud to be a human being. | feel so
rich and honored. | feel grateful just to know you, to be touched by the gentle loving that
you have for everyone. If this would only be possible on a universal scéhatsbe
whole of mankind would feel that way, it be the beginning of paradise. But it's not
possible, is it, for as long as society is still making the same mistake against their
innermost wishes that the Europeans had made during their eighty year® &oseety
is still relegating Love to the smallest possible sphere, and is hiding it away behind the
tallest possible barriers."

"Of course, Peter," said Helen. "From the moment on that one takes loving out of
the universal domain, one opens therdoaall sorts of mythologies and paradoxes, and
artificial barriers. Then, one wonders why nothing works. However, let me shock you.
Universal Love means that ones loving must be universal. It means that the lateral
relationship that binds us togetheriove, is the light of our common humanity. This is
not a miracle. It is something more concrete than steel. The sex barrier has no lightin it,
and likewise the race barrier, and also the age barrier. Did you ever think about that?
Universal Love is Lightand its reflection cannot be divided to become barriers, 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, mustebsubservient to the Principle of Universal Love. This means they
must unfold in a form of loving that flows laterally from heart to heart and reflects the
Truth that binds us all into one. Age, sex, race, color, and so forth, cannot be barriers
then, butcan only be seen as factors that enrich the light that we discover in our
humanity. Did you ever think about that?"

| shook my head.

"In Truth," Helen added, "humanity is one. We are all a part of this universal one.
We all reflect its countlesfacets. It is our humanity, and nothing else, that defines us.
Isn't it a wonderful adventure to find us being in Love with ourselves and in the same



context with oneanother? As you said, that makes us proud of ourselves and one
another. Everything elgbat we are, and are able to achieve in this world, is really drawn
from what we gleam of our humanity that is rooted in universal Principle. Even economic
development must therefore be universal. | see universal economic development as our
joy. There imno joy in prosperity in which half of the world dies in slavery for some
empire's prosperity. Joy needs to erupt in the universal domain, or else it is fake.
Scientific and spiritual development must likewise be universal. Here we find our power,
which cannever be a power over another, but a power to create, discover, expressed in
enriching oneanother. Social development, too, must be universal. It is our peace. Call it
our universal kiss. And so, our sense of marriage must likewise be universal to be
truthful. By its very nature, Principle is universal. This means that universal marriage is
the reality of our being. It is one of the most profound elements of our humanity, together
with all the other elements that define our peace, our joy, and our psWwanen

beings. The Principle of the General Welfare requires a wide platform for its
implementation, or else it cannot be realized."

"l suppose this puts the onus on me, and on us all, to explore why we are so often
untruthful with ourselves and with om@mother, looking for exceptions from the
universal," | suggested.

Helen smiled. "Principle leaves no room for exceptiosisé’ said. "It leaves no
room for the lies we entertain. And so, the process of uncovering the lies that we
entertain, can change the world, Peter. It has already changed the world once in the early
1600s. Gradually, over a span of thirty years, the ligseowar philosophers, like
Hobbes and all the others, were uncovered by focusing on what is Truth. The process
involves a scientific process, but also a spiritual process. Historically, on the basis of the
scientific process, the Principle of Universaiie became recognized as the foundation
for civilization. The rest was a spiritual process that was thereby cemented into place in
consciousness. The two together gave rise to the noblest peace treaty of all times, the
1648 Treaty of Westphalia, which walso the nobles universal marriage treaty of all
times."

Helen explained that this astonishing development gave mankind a second
Renaissance. She said that the Peace of Westphalia established as never before, the Spirit
of universal Love; expressed an advanced concept of Christian loving, a loving that is
raised to a higher level, and is turned by reflection, into a political platform. The treaty
partners thereby proclaimed to each other that all the nations are equal as a matter of
Principle, wheter they be small or large, weak or powerful, and that they are all
sovereign by virtue of man's divine nature that must be recognized as such. The outcome
was an acceptance of the Principle of Universal Love, and its spiritual acknowledgement
in living."

"It took society two generations to rediscover the idea that had earlier stood behind
the Golden Renaissance, which originally had been created over the space of a hundred
years," | interjected. "Maybe the next recovery will be mush faster again.”



"No, Peter, it must not even come to the point again that society falls down a cliff
that it must recover from. The great Treaty of 1648 must remain the exception, where the
war crimes were forgiven and the war debts were canceled. The horrors chadVer
pursuits must be simply put behind us as being irrelevant in comparison with the ‘jewel’
of peace that the whole world longs for. The cycles of retribution ended with this treaty
commitment to on@nother, and must remain stopped for all times finonv till forever,
or else we won't survive. With the TreatyWestphaliaa new era begun in which the
Principle of the General Welfare was put into the foreground, and Love became the
policy of intention, not of enforcement. We must never go backwaais &gm what
has been achieved.”

"What about World War | and Il and the Cold War?" | Interjected.

Helen said, that these wars should be seen in the context of mankind's struggles to
go forward, to end empire forever. The people were betrdyed.is why these wars
happened. These wars happened, because empire saw itself mortally challenged and
fought a desperate war against it, to save itself. The wars happened, because mankind
hadn't succeeded at this point in eradicating empire. The waggsheeresult of this
failing. Throughout four millennia, mankind had fought to end empire, The Renaissance
nearly succeeded in establishing true sovereign natates, but little men betrayed the
grand achievement. Then there was a movement again wadién Europe to create
modern natiorstate republics in the shadow of the collapsing morass of the great war of
empire that killed a third of the population of Europe. The Peace of Westphalia came out
of a movement to create sovereign states once mori® aogXxist with on@nother on
the basis of a community of simple shared principles that would be understood and
respected by all. However, this profound political project to create truly sovereigr-nation
state republics proved impossible to implemeriunope at the time. Too much of the
imperial system had remained alive in the rubble, in spite of the Treaty of Westphalia.
The imperial remnant prevented society from going all the way to creating modern
nationstates in Europe. The old empire still clundife. America proved to be more
ideally situated for the project. America had not been dragged into the same deep cultural
destruction that had constantly destroyed Europe from within, in the repeating cycles of
war of empire versus society. The Amancsociety lived remote from that. They became
the testplatform for the kind of New World that was not possible to be set up in Europe.
The idea of the American republic therefore came from Europe, and its implementation
was strongly supported by manythé leading European pioneers. America was to be the
spearhead for a New Europe. It was to be a beacon for the world. The pioneers that
modeled the American republic understood scientifically what the 1648 treaty
represented, both for them and for humar@y this understanding the United States of
America was established as the first natstate republic on the planet. It was built on the
principles behind the 1648 Treaty of Westphalia. The USA was therefore essentially a
European creation that came ofithe very best European scientific and spiritual
traditions, primarily those exemplified by the Peace of Westphalia. Naturally the masters
of empire tried to overturn this creation that threatened the very existence of empire. It
fought America on the iéefield. It fought to overturn its principles. It fought to pervert
that nation ideologically from within. It fought America as it has fought every new
renaissance idea throughout history. And that war of subversion is still going on. America



is being gound down from within in the empire's still ongoing Millenniiomg War

against mankind, the very war that rose out of the circumcision in which the empire itself
is rooted. But America was never defeated. We don't need a new Peace of Westphalia,
Peter, beause America represents its principle now and the-iputbmmitment to

freedom from empire. However, we need to establish the Westphalia principle on the
individual level in a spiritually and scientifically based treaty that is forged by each
person wih himself or herself. If we establish the Treaty of Westphalia there, which has
not yet been done, the world wars that are yet to come, which no one might survive,
might not happen.”

Helen added that my very presence with her that night, beingaitmaer in the
apartment, and being involved in deep reaching sexual intimacies, was the end result of
that kind of movement that is needed to built the inner peace process. And it all happened
naturally, for both of us, because we have both createdhduirtoundation for this to be
possible, based on simple scientific discoveries that made the seemingly impossible,
possible.

Helen suggested also that what happened between us, and was still happening, was
a culmination of the long chain of evetitsit began four hundred years earlier with the
redevelopment of the Principle of Universal Love, towards 1648. "Countless people have
contributed to that chain of events by which the USA was established," said Helen, "and
which are now benefiting from imaeven more advanced way. You're being here with
me is directly due to all of these people's efforts in fighting for the renaissance ideal of
universal Love, in their own individual ways, over the space of centuries. What is
unfolding here tonight is stilinfolding the same renaissance, isn't it? The onus is on us
now, we who live in our time, to carry the task forward, and with it the fight of the
renaissance pioneers to save and advance civilization and humanity as a whole. And that
is the second reasavhy you are here with me tonight, to learn to understand the
dimensions of the Principle of Universal Love that is fundamental to this fight, which is
also a light for getting us out of the circumcision trap, and the resulting slavery to empire.
Succeedindpere appears to be mankind's most critical challenge and possibly it final
challenge at rescuing itself from the same doom that dooms empire itself by the madness
of its folly. Can you see now how critical the principle of the sacrament is for mankind's
survival?"

"It's our pathway out of the hell of empire,” | said strongly as if | was finally
waking up to something | had always known, but had never believed. The realization of
its validity gave me a comfortable feeling, one that | could rest ahylimately fell
asleep with.



Chapter 9 Dimensions of Dreaming

"Did the great worleconstitution, which the Treaty of Westphalia became, really
get started with an ancient biblical story?" | asked Helen as we awoke the next morning
to sunligh pouring in through the open curtains, "or did you just make this up?"

This was our second morning together, before our day at the movies. | felt that |
needed a profound opening for what promised to be another profound day.

Helen nodded. "lidin't make this up last night,” she said. "Of course we don't
know for certain what had really motivated the people back in thel600s to establish
what became the greatest peace treaty in history, and to support it in every way possible
for the next fity years, or even longer. We can only look at what stood in the
background. That's where the Susanna story comes into play. We don't know what impact
it had, but we can guess. It is highly likely that the story didn't actually start the revival of
Europea culture. Nevertheless, it probably had a big impact on advancing the healing
process. The healing process for the cultural rebuilding that was going on evidently had
many facets. Still, | think the story might have provided one of the key elementadhat h
made the healing possible, Peter. We'll never know for certain. We simply don't know
what causes sanity to suddenly come to the foreground. Some things in history remain
hidden. There were no newspapers published in the 17th Century that might have
docunented the mental undercurrents. But we do know that Rembrandt van Rijn, the
famous artist of the 1600s, had painted the crucial scene of Susanna being surprised in
her garden. The resulting painting still exists, and remains a famous piece of art to the
present day. The painting probably has helped to spread the story of Susanna that
exposed the lies of the elite. The society of the time needed a sanity shock. It appears that
Rembrandt supplied the shock of sanity by painting a scene of the Susanniaasttimy t
lying elite didn't want to have brought out. The historic context makes the Susanna story
a most profound story. | wish we could revive that story today so that it would cast the
same light on the lies of today's ruling elite of empire. Too mubkiigy hidden under
the same old mantle, the mantle of the ignoble liars. People can recognize the lies that are
known by today's open conspiracy of insanity, but no one dares to disagree with the elite
and call their bluff. That makes the Susanna statgragerous specter the elite will never
want to see rise again. That's why the story has been banned. So don't look for it in the
Bible. As | said, it has been censored and removed. It can only be found in the Apocrypha
now, a collection of 'expired’ bibkt texts."

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

"Time is never a factor in these cases," said Helen. "It's the spirit that mattered.
The Susanna spirit was too dangerous for the masters, as is the sacrameighspirit ri
now, but the Susanna spirit won, while today's fight with the sacrament at the center
hasn't even begun in earnest. We have something, though, that has remained with us from
this period, which the masters had tried to block at the time, but have failédhis,
something, Peter, is classical mustbhe music of Bach, Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven,
Brahms. Their music isn't called classical music, because it is old, but because it carries



the classical spirit that was reflected by the Susanna story,dfarsmnt spirit that gave

rise to the Treaty of Westphalia and the Principle of the Advantage of the Other that the
treaty was founded on. All of these great classical composers were from the period of
peace that the treaty established in shutting dowiltiivéy Years War, the worst war in
history prior to the 20th Century. Their music speaks of the profound spirit of this period,
and the spirit of renewal of the human sacrament. The masters tried to stop the spread of
this spirit, but couldn't stop it. Baavas the pioneer of this group. He created a

completely new kind of music, a music of the spirit, and they had indeed tried to ban it,
but they succeeded with the ban only for a brief period. After that it became unstoppable.
Bach and all the others arllon the center stage of classical music after all these
centuries. The classical thus refers to the spirit that is timeless."

"Maybe we should change the schedule for today and replace one of the movies
we have planned to see, with a concert aflids works," | suggested. "Isn't Leipzig the
cultural center \Wwere Bach had lived and worked. | believe, the church he worked in is
still standing."

"Oh yes, the Thomaskirche it is still standing, Peter. It was build more than 500
years ago, long lbere Bach's time. It is still in use. Its tower suffered some damage
during a bombing raid, but that was quickly repaired. We can go there if you like. There
is always something going on. We can go there after dinner."

I nodded and grinned. But letisve breakfast first, at the plaza in the sun, as
yesterday, then lunch at Auerbachs Keller at the Old Rathaus, though without the
Mephistopheles drink."

"The Keller goes way back in time, Peter. It's wine stube was famous already in the
early 1400sThe Keller was the first place that the evil Mephistopheles takes the student
Faust to, on their travels in Wolfgang von Goethe's most famous play, Faust," said Helen.

"The drink was an invitation to hell," | said. "It was firewater indeed. | waveh
it again. It would burn in my throat all through the movie. And for dinner afterwards, let's
go to the finest place the city has to offer."

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

"It made history long after had been written, and continues to make history even
now, after it has been expired," | said and laughed too. "But how can a biblical story of
this magnitude become expired?" | said in a faint tone of amazement after my laughter,
even though | already knethe answer.

"That's simple, Peter," said Helen. "It becomes expired by not printing it anymore.
Don't be surprised that this kind of censorship still happens today. Whatever isn't
politically acceptable simply gets swept under the rug. It's caledreedom of the
press."

| began to laugh.



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

"Some day they'll probably put the Susanna story back into the Bible, but we don't
have the required honesty for that yet," | said to her.

"You probably know a lot of other Susantype stories yourself that have been
carefully removed from puld view by the censorship of silence,” said Helen.

"Of course, there are a lot of unauthorized stories floating about," | said to her.
"Most of these are real stories are about official lies that put the best fiction writers to
shame in terms of crafiess, but they are totally real, like the story of the horse rancher.
Have you ever heard the story of the horse rancher?"

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

"You didn't hear the story of the horse rancherid $o her. | made myself
comfortable. Do you want me to tell you the story?"

The morning sunshine was flooding her apartment by then, while we were sitting
in the good room having tea. The eyelids were still heavy from too much sleeping, hers
apparetly too.

"l can guarantee that you won't fall asleep by my story," | continued, "though the
story straddles the boundary between fiction and fantasy. It doesn't seem real, but it is
basically tragically real. It is a story from the rit# modernworld where fact and
fantasy are reversed, where the most insane rules the day, and where true reality is
deemed not to exist. The story is told in many versions, but all the versions speak of one
thing, and that thing is real."

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

| nodded and leaned back. "The story is set in America, but it could happen
anywhere:"

A horse rancher named Albert comes to visit his neighbor Frank, also a horse
rancher. They talk about how slow the business hesnbe. Albert said it was so
because modern people rather ride sports cars than horses. "It's a thankless job raising
horses now."

"You don't have to do this,"” said Frank. "Sell the ranch and live like a king. We
could do this together you know, andwe to some beach paradise. We could sleep in till
noon then, if we wanted to. My brother Jason told me how this could be done, he is a
financial wizard you know. He owns an investment company in New York; a very



successful one. Jason said we could baondires if we wanted to do a few things
right.”

"Like what, Frank?"

Frank points to the coral. "Do you see the brown stallion on the right? | would like
you to buy it from me for a million dollars, and | promise to buy it back for a milliah an
twenty."

"This trade nets me twenty," said Albert. "l can use the twenty. | still owe a bundle
on the last feed delivery.” Albert reaches his hand out.

"Not so fast,” said Frank. "The horse that you were riding in on, would you like to
sell it to me for a million, and promise to buy it back for a million and twenty? In this
case we would be even."

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

"We have become millionaires," says Frank. "Thai\w the financial system
works. | send you a bill of sale tomorrow, and you will send me the same. This makes all
of our horses worth a million and twenty. A real certificate of purchase backs up the
price. But the price once established applies to albaf ywenty horses. Under the
modern financiasystemthe established price for one traded asset becomes the
benchmark price for all assets of a similar nature. That makes you worth twenty or
twenty-three million dollars, depending on how many horses ywe hand my worth
would be nineteen million."

"How can this be," says Albert. "l couldn't sell the best horse of the lot for a
thousand last week. Who would pay a million?"

"It doesn't work that way," says Frank. "Jason told me what we nekm We
need to sell the entire business as a single asset to his investment company. He promised
to buy it if we give him a 50% discount. We would walk away with about ten million
each. Jason would then report to his shareholders a 20 million profiafsomgle trade,
which would drive up the stock value of his company. Also other investors would then
offer twenty percent more for the asset that showed this phenomenal gain. Jason would
walk away with 4 million in cash for this subsequent trade. That'bad for a day's
work, is it? The other investor will then sell the package again, maybe at full value to
someone who needs a big tax waiié Sometimes companies have too much of an
income, said Jason, which doesn't look good on their balance sheatjtwomes from
illegitimate sources. In this case the new owners of the asset want the asset to loose its
value. To do this they invent an epidemic and donate the horses to the slaughterhouse and
burn the buildings to the ground. In this way the compmamys the burned down
property pays twenty million dollars less taxes, which is a great profit for a property that
wasn't paid for with real money to begin with. Jason suggested that the CEO would then
likely sell the devalued property to himself for a fdallars, and built it up again into a
fancy holiday ranch, to be used exclusively for his own pleasure. Jason suggested that in



time the CEO might get tired of riding horses and would then invite one of his fellow
CEOs for lunch and propose that he bugyitanch from him for a hundred million with

the promise that he'd buy it back for a hundred million and twenty. His fellow CEO

would understand the process and then likely propose to him that he do the same for him
by buying his fishing lodge business as@lling it back to him. Both CEOs would agree

to it with a smile and a handshake, and the paperwork would be in the male the next day.

"Jason also suggested that the ranch would then be mortgaged for a hundred
million," Frank continues his explanatio'The CEO would take the money he would get
for the mortgage and buy up 51% of the outstanding shares of an aircraft company.
Perhaps he would like flying airplanes better than riding horses. Once that purchase is
accomplished, he would appoint himsedfthe CEO of the company that he has now
control of. He would then sell the ranch to it with the outstanding mortgage on it. Nobody
could block him from doing that, because he would own the majority vote. Of course, as
the CEO he would give himself a fragplane, a test model perhaps, that he would test
for the company at a fee. Then he would asset strip the company and give himself a huge
bonus for the cash increase, and vote up a golden parachute for himself. In the end, he
would resign, but before regiing he would force the company to buy the shares back
that he controls, and to buy the whole lot as a package for the original value, which Jason
said would be a bargain for the company in terms of getting its control back. The CEO
might walk away wititwo hundred million in his pocket. That's not a bad return for a
ranch that is actually a liability by then. The company would probably go bankrupt after
that. The mortgage would probably default. The property be auctioned off for a song.
Maybe a farmer vili buy it for a few hundred, to be used as additional grassing land."

"And the bank would be holding the empty bag of the defaulted mortgage,” says
Albert. "This would be fraud against the bank."

"The bank wouldn't care," says Frank. "In fabe bank wouldn't loose a penny.
The bank never keeps the mortgage. It takes the mortgage and cuts it up into confetti and
mixes it up with confetti from other mortgages. Then the whole bucket of confetti gets
bundled up into small packages that are saolthe world market as collateral backed
debt obligations or things like that. Then, when the mortgage on the debt for the ranch
goes bellyup, it will be hard to tell who owns what part of it. The confetti parts may be
owned by investors all over the worlar by other funds located in Russia, and India, and
Africa, and in South America. It's called spreading the risk."

"It should be called, hiding the fraud," says Albert. "Everything that you told me,
Frank, is fraud built on fraud. It's immoral elityou."

"But it is not illegal,” said Frank. "As Jason told me, fraud is good for the financial
system. The bank, that would issue the CEO's mortgage for a hundred million, knows that
the ranch isn't worth a squat. But that's not its concern. dihle iays big fees to brokers
to come up with big mortgages. The bigger, the better. Besides, the hundred million
mortgage for the ranch would be sold anyway, and be gone, but before it was sold, it
would be counted as an asset that the factional resamkangaystem allows the bank to
create itself new credit against, as a backing for new lending. The bank would get out of



this deal ten times the value of the mortgage, in new credit, for other mortgages to be
sold, that it them collects interest on, aadd, or it collects big profit from the scam as it
takes the resulting bigger pile of mortgages and creates an even bigger pile of bundled
confetti with it. The bank certainly wouldn't discourage fraud, it lives and prospers by it.
Jason laughed at me asaid that us little horse ranchers had no ideas of how the modern
world financial system actually works, which has been fully globalized. Sure, Jason
admits that there is fraud everywhere, but he says fraud is legal, and is encouraged in the
modern worldthat after all, has become a cultural wasteland by our rancher's standards.
Jason suggested that we move with the time. He said, that fraud was now indexed and
derivatives are being sold on bets that are based on the efficiency of the fraudsters. He
said,that there is no end in sight for this game, which may some day be 500 trillion
dollars in size, or a quadrillion. Jason said, that the banks make big profits in fees from
this game, and everybody is happy playing the game. And the banks don't evetheare if
game goes belly up and their derivatives bets go sour. They are not playing with their
own money. They are taking on risks they can never cover when the game goes sour, or
their depositors could cover. They don't care, because they bet that thergavern

wouldn't dare to let the banks go under. They are betting that the government will bail
them out. The taxpayers would then pay for the bank's gambling losses."

"Not everybody is happy living in a cultural wasteland,"” says Albert to Frank. "I
donit want to be a part of it."

"Neither do I," says Frank, "but what options do we have to stay out of this
wasteland? As you said, nobody likes riding horses anymore. Everybody wants to ride in
fancy sports cars. Horse ranching used to make a gaod.liv

"But the sports cars won't go where the horses go," says Albert. "People need
horses. Horses are honest. If you treat them well, they'll treat you well in return. If you
work hard for their welfare, they work hard for you likewise. They live by al oat
people have forgotten, that people no longer honor. Maybe that's what I like about
working with horses. There is something about them that the accountants can't quantify.
Maybe that's why girls like horses."

"If you don't want to sell, maybeoy should open the ranch up to people who still
honor the kind of quality that the horses have to offer," says Frank. "Maybe not all people
have yet been swallowed up in the cultural wasteland that our world has become. Look
for people that value what tla&countants cannot measure."

"And where would | find them?" says Albert. "Where would | find those honest
giants, who value what the accountants cannot see?"

"You might find them in the dark places in the cities, among the little folks like us,
the working people,” says Frank. "Maybe we should forge an alliance with them and
invite them to come here. We should invite them to camp on the ranch, or even work on
the ranch with the horses, and pay for the privilege. Maybe our trouble is that we have
catered to the rich instead of to the giants. The rich are little people and cheap on top of
it, some even skip out without paying."



"I'd sooner be one of the giants, and be among them{dhama millionaireand
be living among thieves in the ldaresorts,” says Albert. "Maybe | go home now and
feed the horses." And that's what he did.

Albert feels good that evening. He feels happier about his lot in life as a horse
rancher, than he had for some time. When he meets Frank again a fewatags lae
does from time to time on his morning ride in the clear light of dawn, he tells Frank so
and thanks him for having helped him to open his eyes."

"l spoke to Jason again,” said Frank. "Jason had called me up and urged me not to
follow up onhis suggestion. He had thought about it, and concluded that it wouldn't
work."

"Isn't that what | told you?" says Albert. "Nobody would pay a million dollars for
anyone of our horses. Sure they are fine working horses, of a good stock, but tiwty are
worth a million each. You were dreaming when you said we could get a million for
each."

"No, no, Albert, this part would work," says Frank. "Everything that he had told
me before, would work. This part works. This is done everyday. It's norrsiaidss."

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

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

"Are you accusing me of being a gambler, so that | would gamble it all away, and
be broke in no timé?says Albert. "I am more inclined to be frugal, and be miserly. |
would buy a little cottage somewhere near the beach, and ride a bicycle to get there."

"Your money still wouldn't be safe, because nobody's money is," says Frank.
"Jason just realizethat. "Sometime ago they invented a new method for making money
that is so insane that it will wreck everything. With this new method you can become a
billionaire without even owning a horse to sell. You buy derivatives contracts."

"You are speakingn riddles," says Albert. "How would this make money? And
how would making money wreck everything?"

"Jason owns a public company, right?" says Frank. "This means that his
shareholders own the company, and the shares are traded. Who offers thephicges
gets to own the shares. When the price is ritjere are always buyers and sellers in the
market. But it's risky. Often people buy the shares with borrowed money, and when
things get tight they have to sell. In order to attract buyers, they tbeerice. When a
lot of people do this, the effective value of the entire stock of that company is thereby
reduced. People loose money. Fund managers, who run a tight ship, can't afford to be that
vulnerable. They need to buy insurance against thahe§ogo to a bank or a financial
insurance company and buy a risk protection contract. These contracts are called
derivatives. Now, when the value of the stock goes down, as people undercut each other,



the insurance will make up the loss. In this caseb#mdk or the insurer looses out. Now
some people have said to themselves, why do we need to own any shares at all, to profit
from this process? When our research tells us that the market is going to go down, why
can't we buy the insurance contracts anywaay, take the pagut as profit if our hunch

turns out to be correct and the market drops? The banks smile at this and say, sure you
can do this. We will sell you as many of these contracts as you wish to have, or as many
as you can afford to pay the inaace premium for. The banks are happy with that. They
adjust the rates according to market conditions, and adjust them highly in their favor.
Since the banks are controlling the game, they tend to make huge profits from it, and
being greedy they now selisurance contracts for any financial variable you can name.
The investors now can buy betting contracts on oil indexes, gold price, bond yields, the
price of pork bellies, soy beans, international currencies, stock market indexes, anything
you can imagineand nobody has to own the actual real thing that these bets are related
to. The money that can be made that way is virtually unlimited. And that is why it doesn't
work, said Jason."

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

"Why didnt landed feudalism work for long?" says Frank. "It stopped, because
there wasn't enough land in the world to satisfy the greedy. That is why gold as a
currency doesn't work, because there is not enough gold in the world to meet the
requirement of an expdimg economy. That is also why the stock market couldn't be
driven past a certain limit, because the stock market has a physical component that puts a
damper on the greedy, especially when their greed keeps on wrecking the industries,
which is thereby redting the physical component. They had to find a way to disassociate
the money making from any physically limiting factor. So they came up with the
derivatives game. This is a game that has not a single physical component in it that would
limit the expansio of money making. The game is derived from the physical values, but
goes far beyond it."

"And that is where the danger lies," says Albert. "The danger is obvious, isn't it?
Even | can see this."

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

"Oh, | can imagine it being big," says Albert. "Our economy in the USA produces
roughly 12 trillion dollaréworth in economic product every year. That includes
everything, every car that is made, every service that is provided, every bean that is
grown inthe fields, every horse that is raised, and every house that is being build. Our
stock market is probably trading shares in the range of thirty trillion, and if you are right
and they pulled limits out of that, the derivatives market is probably a couptred
trillion dollars big, soon to exceed the quadrillion mark, as you said yourself. Yes, that is
where the danger lies. I'm not that stupid, not to realize that when a major shift in the
physical world will turn the derivatives bubble into a giarbiligy, that is by then so big
that it dwarves all the currencies in the world into insignificance. This means that every
bank around the world is already technically bankrupt.”



"The whole system is bankrupt,” said Frank. "Money itself is in daog&z into
nothing. Civilization is in danger. If the banks go under, who pays out on the paychecks.
Where then does the cash come from to buy milk with in the grocery store? Jason just
realized that this is why it won't work."

"What took him thatdng to realize that?" says Albert. "What kind of dummy is
this man?"

"He has been away from real life for too long," says Frank.

Albert agrees. "We should bring him to the ranch. Maybe he could help us drill a
well. If we could get water to thiland, we could grow all sorts of necessary stuff for
people to eat. All we need is water, a good pump, electricity, and a tractor. Our five
thousand acres would then become a real gold mine for the people in the city, producing
gold that they can eat. Idody can eat derivatives or bullion."

After riding in silence for ten minutes Albert says to Frank, "what | proposed
doesn't work either. We can do this later. Row, we have a more urgent task before
us."

"What is more urgent than growingd@?" says Frank.

"Growing sanity is more urgent," says Albert. "The USA can survive with its
current level of food production. Not a single person will starve to death for reasons that
there is not enough food production capability existing. What®w lacks, is sanity.
Nobody has any. Sanity is the rarest commodity throughout the entire planet today.
Everyone's very existence depends on a rapid development of sanity in the world, and
this includes your physical existence on this planet, and misgyperson in the world
is in far greater danger for the lack of sanity, than they imagine."

"Are you saying this because of the derivatives game?" says Frank. "Jason quoted
one of the experts to me, who called the game "a weapon for mass destrdason
seems to think it is the biggest atomic bomb that mankind has ever built. He didn't
mention though, why he thinks that way."

"Isn't it obvious?" says Albert. "The financiers invented the game to insure
themselves against the consequences of their fraud in financial gambling. We have a 25
trillion-dollar stock market in our country. The financial assets in that marketcheede
be protected, so that the pension funds would not be vulnerable to sudden losses."

"What's wrong with that?" says Frank. "If a catastrophe happens, and the market
looses half its value, the insurer picks up the losses, which in the worst adddoemo
greater than the entire decline in the market. This never actually happens in the real
world, said Jason, because most of the insurance bets miss the mark. Only a tiny portion
of the bets ever get paid out."

"That is my point,"” says AlbertThat is why we are doomed. You said yourself
that everybody can join the insurance gambling now, whether or not one owns anything



physically that one wants to have insured. It's like buying fire insurance for a house that
doesn't exist, that is deemeddbed in a dry valley that may be hit with a fire storm. If

the fire happens, you collect on the insurance policy and make a profit. While this kind of
house insurance isn't available yet, all kinds of such insurance policies are sold in the
financial marlets against stocks, bonds, even commodities, which do not actually exist.

In this way the financial gambling isn't limited by any physical factors. Already the

volume of the gambling contracts related to the future price of oil, is thirty times larger
thanthe volume of oil that is actually produced worldwide. Some people make a lot of
money that way. Many people are in this game, because they only need to put down three
or four percent of the value of the oil they want to be playing with. If they bet wrong

they loose that money. Since most people bet incorrectly, so that the contracts simply
expire, the banks or the insurers rake in a lot of money for no effort at all. The whole
game is designed to expand exponentially. Forrdasonthe physical limithave been
removed, so that people can be playing with prices and indexes on a vast scale that far
exceeds what actually exists in real terms. And that is what is happeracgoskthe

world. In the past, people played the stocrket game with real®tks that they had to
purchase dollar for dollar. Later they could borrow the money to purchase stock to play
with. If they lost, they still had to pay the money back. Some of that still happens. But
with derivatives, all the gamblers have to do is buycthracts. This works so well that

the game is expanding in leaps and bounds. There are now 10,000 huge funds and banks
in the game, buying and selling these contracts for the rich investors that live by this
fraud. The game has been honed to a fineBaittit is no longer just 25 trillion in volume,

as the stock market game is. The game is now hundreds of trillions big, soon exceeding
the quadrillion mark. And that is where the problem lies. As the game gets bigger in
volume, small upsets in the physiearld now produce evdarger tremors in the

financial world. Usually the tremors can be managed. But what happens when the games
expandnto the quadrillion range?"

"When this happens, the vulnerability increases to such a level that a minor upset
causes a financial earthquake, that overwhelms the whole system," says Frank. "When it
becomes obvious, in which way the market trends, a vast number of people will bet
correctly, and hold out their hands to the banks, to or the insurers that are tyjaociky
to claim their profits."

"It doesn't take much of an upset in the real world to cause the kind of tremors that
would cause claims that far exceed all the money that exists in the world, and the
capacity to print new money," says Albert. "Wtibrs happens, the governments will
flood the banks with money to pay for the gambling debts, just to keep the banks alive.
They will do this, because the big money centers own the governments by unwritten
contractual corruption. As they turn on the pngtpresses, the currencies become
worthless. With worthless money, the already collapsing economies simply disintegrate
in a selfleveraging collapse, until there is nothing left that functions, and people will die.
The collapse is all intdinked, financally and physically. Then a new Dark Age begins
that few will survive. The people of the world have built themselves a financial system
that by its very nature assures the collapse of its civilization, and themselves with it. Isn't
that insanity to the éseme?"



"So, what are you saying with this, Albert?" says Frank. "What would sanity
accomplish to change things?"

"Sanity would provide a simple solution,” says Albert. He begins to laugh. "The
sane response would be to outlaw fraud, and taritly cancel all the derivatives bets by
law. This would mean, to instantly declare all derivatives contracts, which are gambling
contracts, void. This would make them illegal. It would make all associated obligations
from the gambling mania, likewise \biThis simple single action would prevent the
collapse of the banking system and the hyperinflationary blowout of the currency, which
are both presently assured, by the system we all serve, together with the collapse of
civilization, which is also assuretf the masters of society should experience a shock of
sanity and step away from this insanity, and thereby prevent it from exploding, mankind
would be saved. This simple spark of sanity would save mankind. But it won't happen
that way, will it? There isi0 sanity left. The masters of society that have all become
prostitutes to the looting system, are like the monkey who holds a nut in his hand in the
Malaysian monkey trap, and can't let go. The monkey would need a shock of sanity to
save its existence. &be it happens on rare occasions. It probably won't happen in the
financial arena. The masters of society that are caught in the trap, will likely try this, and
try that to make the dead system survive, which will fail. Then they will try something
else,which will fail again. All the while the bottom keeps dropping out of what is left of
the value of the currencies, the banking system, and civilization as a whole."

"Maybe some day there will be sanity surfacing again,” says Frank. "If simple
folks like us can see the writing on the wall, maybe the learned experts will accidentally
open their eyes and behold what is evidently obvious. The physical wealth of our country
has been collapsing for decades upon decades, while the fraudsters have bgen gettin
more brazen in stealing off society's living."

"That is why the fraudsters are screaming their head off, that our Constitutional
Principle of the General Welfare is archaic and outdated and should be purged from our
thinking," says Albert and stojss horse. "They say protection is outdated. They say that
when a horse thief comes to our property to steal our horses, we should help him load our
horses on his truck, and even clear the road for him to assure that his truck won't bog
down. They say, tit this is the modern way to behave. They say, we don't want no damn
protectionism. They want us to be afraid, but not to react. They call this economics. The
fraudsters that rule the empire of money admit openly that they hate nothing more in the
world than economic stability. When the world is stable, they can't' gamble and steal.
Consequently, they wreck their own system and make it unstable, so that they can steal.
We used to have stable fixed exchange rates between the nations of the world. The
fraudsers of empire that sit in their towers in London have wrecked this stability and
created the currency trading circus, that has become a gigantic casino operation in which
huge winning are collected that they call profit. And guess who pays for their g&Min
We do, everybody does, all the nations in the world pay out what they collect on the
roulette tables of the currency markets. But it is all a rigged game. | tell you, the entire
empire, which is the old British Empire that once looted the world ligstii, pursuing
its old scams in new wrappings. It is nothing but a giant criminal looting machine, that is
now feasting on the whole world under globalization. It exists for no other purpose than



to feed the pomp and power of the billiondweds andadies. And guess what these-fat

cat lords and ladies reply when the starving of the world protest against their evermore
arrogant demands for more looting? Their answer is that 80% of the people in the world
shouldn't exist anyway, that they have no righéxist, or don't need to exist, because
wealth is no longer depended on the product of people. Wealth is money, pure money."

"I can remember a time when America was rich by what it produced,” says Albert.
"Those were sane times, Frank. It's alhg@one with the wingand hard to get back.
The empire wants its loot and won't allow even a spark of sanity to rule. The banksters
are ruling us. They rule how society thinks so that it will submit itself to its eventual
slaughter. It shouldn't be thaty, Frank. We, the people of the world, shouldn't allow
ourselves to be ruled by the banks in the interest of their private owners. The banks
should be ruled by society to serve its general welfare by meeting the needs of human
existence. We should throsut the monetarist dogma. The banks should be facilitators to
move credit from the people to the people that carry out the building and production and
services that a society needs to have to exist. Society doesn't exist for the banks. This
concept is archic. Scrap this concept. Scrap the fraud that goes with it. Scrap the
derivatives gambling game that has become the biggest parasite in the history of
mankind."

"It won't happen,” says Frank after a few moments of silence. "No government in
the worldhas the guts to outlaw financial gambling. The very best we can expect from
them is a tax on derivatives. And even that has failed in the past. A tax of half a percent
on the notional value had once been proposed. The fraudsters had screamed so loud,
predcting doom, that the proposal was squashed before it even came to a vote. What
hope does anyone have that this insanity can be outlawed altogether? They would scream
'dictatorship' if you would even hint at such a thing. They would scream, 'don't iaterfer
with the private market."

"It needs to be done," says Albert. "Who cares that thepleatfent tax didn't get
out of the starting gate before it fell. In order to save mankind, a hundred percent tax
needs to be imposed on the notional value, damshdredandten percent tax on the
winnings. Sure they will scream, but wouldn't be able to scream 'dictatorship' or
'interference.’ Every government in the world has the right to tax what is socially
destructive. It would tax this insanity to recover tlost of it to society, and even a
hundredandten percent tax wouldn't be sufficient to recover the cost. A vast wealth tax
needs to be instigated to recover at least a tiny fraction of what it has cost society being
subjected to decades of economic amitlical destruction. That's the sane sense of
justice, and it would be a light response, because the damage already inflicted is
immeasurably huge. It has killed untold masses of our fellow citizens in this country, who
were deprived of food, health casmployment, housing, education, and so on. If a
person gets kicked out of his home and onto the street by greedy mortgage rapists, and
thereby becomes homeless, how long do you think such a person living in the gutter, is
able to hold onto a job or everagtalive in the winter when the frost covers the ground
and snow and ice? A twloundred percent tax on derivatives wouldn't be enough to cover
the damage this game is doing to society, by destroying the wealth creating potential of
its people. These fraudss are stealing the wealth of society, which is located in the



productive power of people. With their derivatives games the fraudsters are stealing the
life of the most precious that society has, and with it they are stealing the very essence of
civilization. A five hundred percent tax on what causes this collapse of society would still
be too mild. It would be too mild even for merely considering the loss of the value of the
nation's currency, that has been incurred in the shadow of the rampant itfiatitdre
gambling orgy has caused, and is causing evermore. Derivatives gambling is the worst
imaginable grand theft scheme ever devised. No tax, no matter how big, would come
even close to repay the damage already incurred. However, a hamdkesh pecent tax

would be enough to stop it."

"What you are proposing means scrapping the totality of empire altogether in one
strike, and all empirgype thinking in society with it, and scrapping also all the countless
wars of empire against mankind," sdyank.

"That would be the outcome of the simple and sane solution," says Albert to Frank
in a quiet kind of voice, as if this really didn't need to be said. "The sane solution is a
simple solution," he adds a bit more emphatically. "What couldrnbglai than to protect
society; protect people's living; to protect people's food supply, their homes, their
businesses, their pensions, their employment, and so on? That's the simplest and sanest
thing to do, if one values civilization and values difée$

"You forget that sanity is still being overruled by fraud in the name of greed and
power," says Frank.

"That is why | say that sanity is the most needed commodity on the planet today,"
says Albert and gets his horse moving again.

"How can we cause sanity to grow in abundance?" says Frank, now riding again
beside Albert. "Where do we find the seeds for sanity?"

"That's the reamillion-dollar puzzle,” says Albert. "That's the only question worth
considering. We used to have mesamity in the past, than we find today in government
and in the population. The crisis that we face today had already been addressed in 1907.
Did you know that Frank? Do you remember the law that became famous back then,
which made it a criminal offence tan 'bucket shop' operations?"

"Oh yes | remember," says Frank. "My dad used to talk about these things to us
kids in his fireside chats in the winter. He had us spell bound when he was talking about
the wild days. He said that after the British BEragilled McKinley, things got really
wild. He said, that after the assassination the British Empire was taking over and was
bringing in all sorts of wild operations, like the emypitycket brigade scams. They would
sell the content of empty buckets forogomoney. But Congress passed a law that sent
them all to the slammer where they had plenty of time to learn to put their buckets to
good use in a more civilized manner. But dad said that the law was forgotten by the time
the roaring twenties came arouihd said, the crash in 29 wouldn't have happened, had
the 'bucket shop' law remained in force. Then the resulting depression wouldn't have
happened either. Dad said, Roosevelt got us out of the depressssn by shutting down



the new bucket brigades dfet roaring twenties. He said Franklin Roosevelt did it in part
with the Glass Steagall legislation, and in part with the Reconstruction Finance
Corporation that he transformed into a functional national bank that forced the private
banking operations badkto the world of sanity and their original task of providing

credit for physical construction, farming, and industrialization. But that's all history now,
as you know yourself. When Franklin died, the British Empire took over again and
brought its empty lcket brigades back. That's what dad kept saying many times when
chatting in front of the fireplace in the years before he died.”

"The 1907 law against the 'bucket shops' is still on the books, isn't it?" says Albert.
"The law, if it was applied oncagain, would effectively prohibit all financial trades in
which no physical equity is transferred. That's the equivalent of an empty bucket in terms
of value in the trade."

"Its like dad said. The fees that the fraudsters demand go into a buekst," s
Frank. "The fraudsters then take the money out and slip it into their own and their
shareholders' pockets. Then, when the I0Us come rolling in for the winning bets, the
bucket is empty. Then chaos erupts, and the public ends up paying for the I#iss. Tha
what dad said, happened then. We are getting back to it now in a much bigger way. The
bucket kings now pay themselves salaries so huge in amounts, with bonuses added, that
even the dwarf in Richard Wagner's Ring cycle, would envy them for their 'inednie
his was sitting on his 'little’ pile of gold. But this too would become history, when the
antibucket law would be applied again, just as Wagner has suggested in h/8lang
it might end, where he takes the dwarf's gold away and gives it d#ok Rhine
maidens, as the Ring cycle ends."

"The 1907 law that prohibits the 'bucket shop' operations, actually covers today's
entire vast spectrum of derivatives gambling," says Albert. "It describes today's scene
perfectly. It defines almost dlanks, investment houses, and hedge funds, to be in effect
'bucket shop' operations, and by definition under this law also criminal operations of the
highest order. This means that the law that could outlaw the current insanity, which
becomes increasinglgtolerable, already exists as a readily operational law. But what
good is it if nobody heeds it?"

"Do you want to know why the law isn't applied?" says Frank. "I sold a horse to a
senator not long ago. That's a rare event now. Most of them ge bigtepreads in
Loudon County. Anyway, the senator was rather angry the way things were. He had a
few words to say about the mad speculators, especially the big ones like Citicorp, one of
the largest banks in the world, formerly the City Bank of New Ydhe City bank had
gained notoriety around this time in the Senate, calling for bailout money. Now Citicorp
is a good example why the sane laws don't work anymore. We have a bank here that
jumped with both feet into every harebrained gtbcick scheme thegould find and
made a killing doing so. The bank grew almost as much in the last ten years, as it had in
the previous 160 years. But the growth didn't come from real economic activity. It came
from the growth of the huge speculative bubble in real egtaile bonds, derivatives,
and other paper transactions which always look good until the bills come due, which is
typical for all the bucket shop operations. The senator said that if Citicorp were



headquartered in San Antonio, it would have already beeedaidown and its officers
publicly humiliated and then thrown into the slammer. But Citicorp is not headquartered
in San Antonio. He said it is operating in New York, where a far different set of rules
apply, where the laws have been tweaked, stretchddyent to serve the criminals

instead of society. So instead of shutting the 'buskep' operation down, the

government, on behalf of the Federal Reserve, which acts like was the government, but is
really just a private corporation, is artificially keegithe bankrupt criminal institutions

alive. And the reason for that is rather obvious, when one looks at the State ledger. The
State of New York gets a quarter of its entire tax revenue from slightly overdatkas

of the big gambling houses on Watlé&et, of the banking and investment industry, so
called. So you see Albert, the law no longer serves justice, it serves to proliferate crime."

"If the existing antibucketshop law was applied, it would shut down all modern
derivatives operationsnd prevent the quadrilliedollar bubble from forming,” says
Albert. "Of course this won't happen. The bubble is needed to prop up the current World
Empire with evermore loot, and this in such a way that the USA becomes economically
ruined thereby, and ¢hAmerican taspayers are put on the hook to pay the bill for it all.”

"Some day the law will be applied,” says Frank quietly as if he doesn't really
believe that society would ever wake up to seriously consider itpredéfction. "Right
now the faudsters are crying 'you cannot interfere in the private markets, but give us
your money and fast." And they will still cry the same song when they stand at our door
dead broke with their palms turned up demanding to be bailed out with public funds in
amounts far beyond what any nation can afford. And the bailout will be provided until the
golden goose dies. In the end, when we stand in the ashes, sanity will prevail, for nothing
else can rebuilt the world, and it will be the whole world that dies with us."

"When the quadrilliordollar mess breaks down, society has to react,” says Albert.
"If a slight tremor in the system causes a larger than expected number of investors to
place winning bets, so that maybe twenty percent of the contracts are exevbiséds
not out of the range of possibilities, society will face a $300 trilliorqayto the
winners. In this case the entire quadrillion big derivatives gambling casino will explode
with unpayable IOUs. Society gets wiped out in this avalanchehvithacks the
wisdom now to shut it down while it still can. Even a much smaller winning streak,
coming out of the quadrillion bubble, would instantly bankrupt the entire world. It would
break the worlesystem. It would bankrupt the banks and all theenaies, and
civilization would end."

"Maybe civilization wouldn't end," says Frank. "How can civilization destroy itself
over something that has no intrinsic value? Busketp contracts have no intrinsic value.
Not the slightest bit it of physicafaity has been attached to them. Nothing would be
lost if society would simply let it go, since it is fictitious anyway. And even in the most
extreme case, society would still have the option to walk away from the mess and start
anew." Frank begins to labas if he was to crack a joke. "We in the USA should walk
away from the empire's monetary system right now, shouldn't we? It is not our system, is
it? It is a private system. We can legally walk away from it and put it into bankruptcy.
That's a readynadepossibility. America can do this, because the American dollar is not



owned by the nation. The American dollar is a private currency owned by the Federal
Reserve, which is a private corporation. If the corporation is bankrupt, so is its currency,
and viceversa."

"We should have done this already,” says Albert. "Our American dollar is a
bankrupt currency, because the Federal Reserve is bankrupt.” Albert begins to laugh now
too. "The dollar is a Federal Reserve note. We don't owe it anything. Ang ohttmat, a
bankrupt currency, is a currency without value. Is this not the reason why it would be
possible for us to sell a horse for a million dollars on the investment market in a trade that
would then actually have an infinitely greater equity attddbeat than 99.9% of all the
world's derivatives contracts currently have, which contain not a single speck of equity at
all. The emptybucket casino is proof that the world has already accepted the fact that the
U.S. dollar has no actual value in itséffdeed, as a private Federal Reserve note, the
American dollar represents probably far less equity in the financial market than our
million-dollar horse would. Once this lack of attached equity in the dollar is recognized,
society will just let the FeddrReserve notes go and create its own currency once again
to replace it. The whole world would then do the same. It would have to resort to this
same sane act out of necessity."

Frank coughs and begins to laugh. "It's ironic, isn't it?" he says. "The owners of the
Fed are helbent in bankrupting the only asset they have, which is their currency, which
they are turning into toilette paper by supporting the mad gambling niarniee process,
they render themselves as criminals under the 'bucket shop' law, to be indicted for
potentially the greatest crime against humanity that has ever been devised. It's insane
what they are doing to themselves, and to us, isn't it? Bustiiigyping to change, is it?
The senator who bought a horse from me, made it rather plain why nothing is going to
change until the whole house comes down, because the Fed owns the thinking of the
entire field of economists. The own all the publications @adessional journals that
have anything to do with finance and economics. The senator said that the Fed doesn't
own them directly, it doesn't have to. It owns the publications by having most of the
members of the executive board of these publishing comepan its payroll. This means
that nothing is published in professional journals that doesn't 'harmonize' with the Fed's
song, meaning being approved by it. That's how the Fed, a private company operating for
looting America, owns the thinking on econasiand finance in our country, right across
America, and possibly also in other countries. The senator was frustrated by his inability
to do anything about it. He said, this game of sugegraged derivatives has already
mushroomed past the quadrillion rkaand may soon be counted in the quintillions in the
face value of contracts floating about that nobody has any control over."

"Isn't this another aspect of grand fraud that is on the Fed's account of treasonous
crimes, fraud at the very top?" ingcts Albert.

"Fraud?" says Frank. "No, fraud is too soft a term. It is fascist mind control in the
extreme, that would have made Hitler envious."



"Yap!" says Albert, "that just about sums it up, doesn't it? The national mind
control with insaity was Hitler's security. Nobody could touch him. So, Frank, when do
we start sowing the seeds of sanity? Shouldn't we start soon?"

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

"What do you think of m story?" | said to Helen. "Did | put you to sleep. | told
you a fictional story. | made it up on the fly, but it reflects the real world. All the aspects
are real, and they are as critical in real terms as the story illustrates. We have already
gone throgh a major financial collapse once, in the 14th Century. But this one was
minuscule in comparison, and likewise were the consequences. People lived closer to
their source of food then. Now food will be far out of reach when the infrastructures
break downYou said yourself, it took society a hundred years to recover from the
breakdown in the 14th Century that was relatively localized and only killed a third of the
population of Europe. How long will it take this time for the value of currencies to
collapseand all economic functions to come to a grinding halt, and this all over the
world, with everything becoming globalized now? It might take a month or two to get
new currencies printed and the economic process rolling again so that people can live.
How longcan you exist without food, Helen? How many people will die before the
governments will stop trying to save the dying system, and will actually start the recovery
by saving what is left of society?"

"It is all a question of Love being expressedjtiddelen. "Economics isn't about
money. Economics is about producing things and meeting the needs of people in a human
world of civilized living. It's a question of Love being expressed, Peter. The sanest
expression of Love would be, to pull the plug rigbtv on the system by which society
has doomed itself. But this expression cannot be found. The commitment does not exist.
It would exist, if mankind wasn't starved of the sacrament spirit and smothered to near
death under the mantle of empire that breesanity, which blocks all aspects of Love."

"Production for meeting the human need must be the center of all focus of concern
now," | said to Helen. "Whatever form of finance is required to reach this necessary goal,
will have to be instituted. Anthis will happen, Helen, because that is what an economy
exists for. Also it will stage that future without empire as a component in it."

"Then, and only then, will we be able to face the coming Ice Age that is already
near on the horizon," said Halé'Economics without empire, where the process of
production creates wealth, rather than dead money, is not really anything new. Hasn't this
been the goal of the American System of Political Economy that had made America the
envy of the world for half aentury, until this remarkable system was wrecked by
repeated assassinations of its pioneers and leaders? It started with the election of Lincoln
and ended with the killing of President McKinley at the hands of empire in 1901 at the



Pavilion of Music at th&Vorld Exposition in Buffalo New York. America was so

successful by its focus on production for meeting the human need, that America reached
out with it to help the world to industrialize and to build railways, and to have peace
through economic prosperity

"That's what made America a thorn in the eyes of the British Empire,” | said to
her. "America'’s focus on railway development, which the Europeans were about to copy,
was especially threatening to the Empire, as it threatened its maritime conitve| o
world. Building the railways enabled the development of the interior of the continents. It
changed the world, by providing an efficient way to transport goods over land. Until then,
the world's rivers and the sea had been the transportation chamggjsg things over
land, had been a difficult process. It is believed by archeologists, backed up by mountains
of evidence, that the smalled native population on the American continents came by sea
across the oceans rather than across the arcticrice dioe ice ages. The early
civilizations were seafarers. Travelling across by sea was far easier than travelling by
land. That is why the coastal communities had also the most technologically advanced
cultures. It is natural for mankind to utilize the shefficient means to advance its
civilization."

Helen began to laugh. "Now look at us, what a sorry lot we have become," said
Helen. "For millennia mankind has chosen the most efficient economic infrastructures to
meet the human need and creatdfigseichly functioning civilization. And what do we
do now in the saalled modern world? We pursue the opposite course. We pursue goals,
that by design assure the most efficient destruction of civilization that has ever been
achieved. And we are on thead to a splendid success at it. The recovery won't be as
easy as it had been in Europe in the 14th Century after the Lombard system collapsed,
which took a hundred years to accomplish. Except this time around we likely won't even
have a hundred years |I&kfore the next Ice Age closes in."

"So, how do you see the recovery of the world then that would enable us to attain
the goal you suggest we must reach to survive the coming ice age?" | said to her. "The
current platform gets us nowhere, excemp into trouble. What can get us out of this
mess and to where we need to be."

"The answer is simple, Peter. Arrest empire. Stop it. Block it. Take it out of action.
The simplest way to do this might be to take its toys away. Obsolete the usesyf mo
and the concept of property, and empire has no control over anything. It simply stops.
Trade without currency is possible, externally and internally. You simply replace money
with a form of universal credit system that you tailor to the specific ngbdeeby
society invests its productive power into the advancement of itself. The resulting credit
system might reflect itself in the provision of free infrastructures, free housing, free
education, free health care, and free food and energy and traniepddathe basic
modes of living. For the rest a simple personalized employment rewards and social
contribution credit system might be established, and a taxation system that keeps the
universal part of the system functioning.



"Money wouldn't be seapped, in the standard sense," Helen continued. "Society
would simply eliminate what it is needed for. The biggest burden for society today, other
than food, is housing. When high quality housing is provided for free, a large chunk of
the money burden arfdly carries is thereby cast away. Free housing can be easily
provided with automated mass production and high temperature processes that utilize
infinitely available materials. With quality housing as an infrastructure, society has a
foundation for advared intellectual and cultural development, which in tern are
infrastructures for scientific and technological development. In order to maximize this
potential, society would then provide itself a free, high quality, universal education
system, and skillsaining system. It would all be premised on the recognition that
society itself is its most precious asset and resource, which would then be developed to
the utmost for the realization of its full potential. Free education thereby becomes a
powerful ‘wealthbuilder for society as a whole. Naturally, with society being recognized
as its own most precious asset, it would protect this asset with a quality free universal
health care system and a rich food supply system. While all of these aspects are measured
today as an expense, in a rational world they would be measured as opportunities for
uplifting civilization that invariably repays its ‘cost’ many times over by creating an ever
richer and more powerful human world. On this platform of powerful advanceinent,
wouldn't take long for money to become obsolete. The masters of empire may scream
like hell during the transition period and sabotage what they can reach. But what of it?
Do the challenges change the principles v ol ved ? 0

"You failed to mention nuclear power, especially nuckearon power," |
interjected. "People have hung all their hopes on nudlsson power, that it will give
them all by itself, infinite energies and a rich future for all mankind."

"That'sa delusion, Peter, an empty dream that will never come true," said Helen.
"Nuclear fusion power is a contradiction in itself. Nuclear fusion doesn't produce power.
It consumes power. While nuclear fusion happens naturally, it takes enormous power to
make t happen. In the process atoms are created by way of energetic assembly of plasma
particles. A lot of this type of fusion is happening at the surface of the Sun, which itself is
powered by an immensely energetic eleearic process. But this powered fusign't the
fusion you are talking about, is it? You are talking about a destructive type of fusion in
which two heavy isotopes of hydrogen are being pushed together with such a great
violence that its force overpowers all the natural barriers that keeggdms intact. When
this happens one of the atoms of the isotopes fissions apart so that a portion of it can
become absorbed by the other atom whereby a larger, stable, new atom is created. The
portion of the fission process that is not absorbed is areimaaty energetic neutron. The
power here is derived from fission. This fissioretineutron, however, is unfortunately
a hundred times more energetic than the neutrons are that are produced in a normal
nuclear reactor.”

"Isn't this good?" | interjded. "Isn't more energy better?"

Helen shook her head. The highergy neutron poses a huge problem, Peter,
because its higknergy impact destroys the metals of the reactor that produced the
reaction that caused it. The reactor literally destregfithereby. No viable solutions



exist for this problem. Another huge problem is located in the fusion process itself. The
resulting highpowered fissiorexplosion’ blows the fuel apart before it can all be burnt

up, whereby the process blows itself dttie third problem is that takes typically ten

times more energy to cause the fusion to happen than what can be derived from it. But
even if none of these problems did exist, for which no practical solutions are presently in
sight, nuclear fusion would #tbe a nego for one more deeply fundamental reason. The
heavy isotopes that make up the most ideal fusion fuel are basically akin to a charged
battery. Immense energies have been invested into these isotopes at the surface of the
Sun, where they are ctted by powerful electric processes that power the Sun. There, the
same action that produced these isotopes, also causes a lot of them to be expelled from
the Sun. Some became accumulated on Earth over millions of years, in the oceans where
they can be fouwhin a highly diluted form. It takes a highnergyintensive process to
separate them out by weighitypically, half a billion tons of water need to be processed

to produce enough of one type of the isotopes, for a single ton of fusion fuel. One ton of
fusion fuel would power a orgigawatt power reactor for one year. The second type of
isotope that is needed for the fusion fuel is even harder to come by, Peter. It doesn't exist
naturally at all, but needs to be produced in a nuclear power reactordgting

lithium, which is also extremely rare. Lithium exists in seawater at the concentration of
one part in ten million. The stuff is so hard to make that since thd 8%ds only 200 Kg
have been produced worldwide, primarily for nuclear weapons. Asst of this

produced inventory has already decayed again as itéifealf a mere 12 years."

"So what's the big talk about then when nuclear fusion power is hailed as the
energy panacea of the future?" | interrupted Helen.

Helen just laughed'Consider that every single one of the four problems in fusion
power development that | have mentioned is a game stopper all by itself, and more so all
of them together, and then answer me your own question, Peter. What indeed is the great
hype all abou You should be able to figure this out. | have mentioned this earlier in a
different context."

Helen stopped and looked at me, waiting for an answer.

"The keyword may be H. G. Wells," | said cautiously. "But if it is, this is
monstrous."

"It is that, Peter, but it is efficient for the masters of empire to reach their goal. It is
well understood that nuclear fusion power is a deadl game by the very nature of the
process. So why would the deadd game be promoted in a big way? Loothat
implication, Peter. The worldwide fusigpower research program is immensely big.
Typically, the test reactors stand as high as a-faory house and take more than a
decade to build for each machine, which itself becomes obsolete in a few yedts afte
research limit is reached. Since the actual goal is unattainable, the subjected institutions
are urged to build evérigger machines. The amount of manpower, materials, scientific
talent and other types of resources that are poured into this basgoti@dd up to a
gigantic waste, while the hopes of mankind remain pinned to an empty dream. And that's
how this game is played, Peter. This is not about power production, Peter. This is about



draining the scientific strength out of society by pushimgtd a deaeend trap where
nothing will ever be produced. You are perfectly correct Peter in suggesting that this
game has all the features of a typical H. G. Wells type project to keep real scientific
progress at low levels and as low as possible.”

| raised my hand to stop her. "The entire project then looks like a giant fraud," |
said quietly. "Is this what you are suggesting, Helen?"

"What else could it be, Peter? If there was a real concern for expanded energy
production on a near infinitgcale, we could have this implemented tomorrow. The
technology for this already exists. And the fuel for it exists abundantly. Consider this,
Peter. In a normal nuclear reactor powered by uranium fission, only half of a percent of
the natural uranium is esumed in energy production. The reason for this is that natural
uranium contains only 0.7% of U235 that is fissionable. The remaining 99.3% is U238
that is not fissionable and therefore becomes a waste product. However, my friend,
uranium is not the onlgption available to mankind for nuclefission power production.
There exists another option, based on thorium. If thorium, which has a weight of 233 is
irradiated to become thorium 234, it becomes fissionable, and | mean all of it becomes
fissionable, nbjust half a percent. Now consider further that the USA all by itself has
900,000 tons of this thorium nuclear fuel in known deposits on its territory, shouldn't this
readily available fuel then be used, especially when one considers still further that
thorium 234 has the same energy content as the fabled nuclear fusion fuel is promised to
have, but which can't be made to work in spite of the greatest efforts.

"So, Peter, wouldn't we see this abundant energy resource being utilized right now
if we lived in an honest world? We would live in this enerigi environment right now
that everybody idealizes. The technology for thorium power exists. It has been developed
and tested for five years in the 1950s, and has then been put onto the shelf iayhpse d
because its bproducts are of no use for making nuclear bombs."

"You are saying that thorisspower technology is ollat stuff?" | interjected.

"It's more than that, Peter. It's inexpensive to implement and offers high
temperature process heat. The reason why none of this is implemented so far is rather
simple, Peter. The reason is that the masters of empire that control the world's sciences
and the technologies, and most of the governments of the world, won't allow mankind to
have an energgich future. They want genocide. They want most of mankind dead, and
the rest groveling in poverty. This is what this nuclear fugpiower hype is all atut, and
intentionally so. It was created in the form of an empty dream that blocks the real
potential that mankind has readily at hand. You are right, Peter, this is monstrous."”

Helen paused and looked at me with her big brown eyes. "You asketaha w
real economic future looks like. Here is your answer, Peter. It begins with ending the
empty dream of nuclear fusion and implementing the thorium power that we have a
boundless potential for. The next step would be to tap into the vastly largeicqleater



resources that exist in space and surrounds the Earth thick and heavy, which also powers
the Sun. You didn't know that the Sun is electrically powered, did you, Peter? The Sun is
powered from the outside in an electaic mode, rather than frowithin by nuclear

fusion. I have a few friends in Novosibirsk in the sciences there, who proved to me
extensively that this is so, but which is something the empire aims to keep under wraps
together with a lot of other things."

| began to laugh. "Cayou imagine this? If the masters loose their chokehold on
the world's energy supplies, which they have today by controlling the world's oil, they
would loose their grip on the world completely, and almost instantly."

"No, Peter, they would simply siippear from the scene. Unfortunately, it is the
other way around. The masters of empire must disappear before thgpepacescene
can become a reality, considering that they are already blocking the very notion of it with
everything they've got. Nobody allowed to seriously talk about electric space power,
even if the evidence is rather clear that the Earth is afloat in a sea of electric energy.
Fortunately for us, the age of empire is nearing its end. | certainly expect this.

"And the third thimg | would expect to see in the dawning New World," Helen
continued, "and this right off the bat as a key element in our new economic future, is the
automated production of free housing for all, as investment by society into itself, as |
have already mentied. | would expect to see the free houses being made essentially of
basalt, produced in automated higimperature processes. Basalt is a stone that melts at
1,400 degrees. It is ten times stronger than steel, has half the weight, and is nearly as hard
asdiamonds. My friends in Novosibirsk tell me that a single-gigawatt thermal plant
would be able to produce the modular units for the free houses at a rate of 2,000 houses
per hour, or 17 million a year. This mass production of a great infrastructuren@n
living would completely revolutionize the landscape of civilization. Also, | would expect
to see not just one such plant operating, but many of them all around the world, because
high quality housing is one of the essential infrastructures fartalectually developing
society. This is the key to a rich future for the whole of humanity. And all that one would
need for this is energy and basalt, of which both are infinitely available. There is enough
basalt on the planet to cover the entire lared &f the planet thirty feet deep."”

"The masters won't allow this to happen, Helen," | cut in. "They'll block anyone
who will even remotely try this. The very notion of it would wreck their entire property
value system."

"No, Peter, none of thwill be as much as whispered in the world, much less
talked about openly, until the rule of empire has ended, and the masters have been
excommunicated from the fields of mankind. After this is done, all kinds of great things
will become possible and wihappen, and nut just free housing for all that can be
produced at so little cost that they will be provided for free. In parallel with this
happening, | expect to see several floating bridges being built across the-coeans
connecting America with Aifca, stretching from Florida all the way to Morocco, and
another one from Mexico to China. | would expect to see these serving as railway
bridges, and also as development hubs along their way, with Biiakstyoing south



towards the equator to suppatdescale floating agriculture in the tropical regions.
Floating agriculture is the most efficient form automated agricultural development that |
can think of. It's far more efficient than greening the deserts. Floating agriculture in the
tropics is the ind of development we need to pursue anyway, with the ice age being not
far distant anymore. For all we can know, we may be already in the transition zone to the
next glaciation cycle. Our nice warm interglacial holiday is definitely nearing its end, and
maybe faster coming than we hope."

| raised my hand to stop her. "You are dreaming!" | said firmly.

She just laughed. "That's what | said to my friends in Novosibirsk when they made
this proposal to me. They asked me then to consider just eséaqu | am asking you
this question now. What do you think is easier to build, a rail link from the USA to China
via a tunnel under the Bering Straight, or to build the 12K®0floating bridge across
the Pacific? Consider the technological processeasvad for both options. The Bering
Straight tunnel option would be immensely lalttensive and would involve many
types of construction, while the floating bridge would be largely produced by automated
processes with just minimal labor involvement. Alseould be more quickly
completed, and it would remain useful all the way through the next ice age, being far out
of the reach of the glaciation. | guess the answer to my question is obvious. It is the
floating bridge that would be built, as the mostagéht option. It takes a bit of time to
get used to realizing what power unfolds in real economics, once the human potential
becomes unblocked.

"That's the kind of boundless and efficient world we will then be living in, once we
get ourselves out dhe empire stranglehold,” said Helen and began to smile. "And all of
this too, would be just the beginning, Peter."

"The beginning?" | repeated questioningly. "How much farther can one take this?"

"How about diverting the outflow of the Amaz®&iver to the Sahara via a
submerged watdransfer infrastructure. Would this qualify, Peter? It would take nothing
more than a thiwalled submerged line that's a few hundred meters wide, made of basalt
of course. The Sahara could bloom again, and &frida with it - and its people could
live again. And this too would be just another beginning. | can see us building a spaceport
on the Moon for a shuttle to Mars. Electromagnetic propulsion might get us to Mars in
three days. Mars might serve us asdwal platform to empower the biosphere to greater
productivity and diversity than has been possible until now. Mars offers us an
environment with more intense cosmic radiation than we will ever experience on Earth.
My researcher friends discovered thatthast intense biological development on Earth
coincides with periods of stronger cosmic radiation. With dddicoperating on Mars, it
might become possible to increase the creative potential of the biosphere. We might be
able to create exotic food plams Mars that offer us the full slate of amino acids and
proteins that the human body needs, so that we can end our present dependence on animal
proteins for our existence. Also, | don't think | am dreaming this. My friends assured me
that all of this is pssible. | tend to agree. | see it all as a part of the human sacrament
unfolding in its fuller dimension. The technologies and principles are presently already



within reach to do everything I just said. My friends from the Science Institute, or
whatever ey call it, assured me that everything is immanently possible once we cross
the threshold out of empire and enter a normal human world, the world of the wider scene
of the sacrament.”

"Isn't it nice to know that there are still a few honest institigt of science left in
the world that have not yet come under the clutches of the masters of empire,” | said
quietly, "even while the Soviet Union that maintains the institutions is itself reeling under
the onslaught of empire and may not be able to keelb free forever."

Helen nodded. Though she didn't add anything more, as if this finattadteght
was too hard to accept.

By the time the story was told it was too late for breakfast, and almost too late for
lunch, with barely enoughntie remaining to get to the movie on time. And this too, was
caused by too much story telling. Auerbachs Keller avgseaplace for telling mythical
stories to one another.

As we were seated for lunch, Helen suggested that the problems of our world
would all be easily solved if the people would only open their eyes. "The big problems of
today are easy problems then,” she said. "Oh, but how to do it! That's a hard one to
answer. We are destroying our world, the West for money, the East for idetblegy,
empires for power. All this can be changed overnight. The institutions and the weapons
that are destroying our world were not Gseht or imposed by nature, or by a force of
invading aliens from outer space. Human beings have created them. Humaralssings
have the capacity to do away with them. Humanity has the power to eradicate the systems
it creates, if the systems don't work for its benefit. Mankind has turned the world into a
cultural wasteland at the bidding of empire. Mankind can also resizetutiful world
that existed before, by overcoming the insanity that enables empire to be. Oh, but to step
up to the plate! And then do it! That's exceedingly hard for those who live in the
wasteland and haven't seen the normal landscape that prolsaiplgesared long before
they were born. It took a hundred years, Peter, to create the Golden Renaissance out of
the wasteland of a cultural collapse that wasn't half as bad then what we face now. It took
the Venetian Empire a hundred years after that, straeits archenemy, the Golden
Renaissance. It did it with the only weapon it had, warfare waged with counter
ideologies. It took mankind thirty more years to get the lost spirit of renaissance back.

But those recoveries were easier then, when compatbdwvat we might have to face

today, if we can recover at all. So, we must stop this now. We have six global threats
hanging over us that all promise fatal consequences. We face nuclear war, biological war,
radiological war, and the return of the Ice Atles rage of empire, and the globally
expanding circumcision in all its numerous forms. We haven't even made any headway in
tackling the smallest of our problems, that of eradicating empire and the circumcision.

We haven't been able to make any major hegdara5000 years. And those two types of



problems are basically not hard to deal with, because the principle is known that
furnishes the solution. Helen suggested, that those problems would eventually be solved
if we don't destroy our world with nuclear miast, or other types of war will kill us, or

the Ice Age will get us.

"My question here is this," Helen continued. "Why should we tarry even for one
second at today's critical stage? The problems are solvable scientifically. Why not get on
with it? Time doesn't heal anything. The Principle for the needed healing is valid now.
Why should we not allow ourselves to experience its power now? Why shouldn't we
begin the journey of this healing at the most intimate level as the natural system has laid
this out for us? Scientific exploration is an intimate thing. | see no reason why we
shouldn't pursue this. That is what my friends, like Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz, are all
telling me. They lived in the transition period that changed the world in 1648heyd t
helped shape it. They stand tall, like giants. Many of those who came after them, stood as
giants in their own right, people like Johann Sebastian Bach, as | said earlier, and Franz
Joseph Haydn, Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, Ludwig van Beethoven, Jot2nahess.

Every one of them came out of this background of a momentous cultural healing that
became a spiritual human sacrament in which the nation was healing itself in the
background to the Peace of Westphalia in 1648. Maybe this is where Goethe's Faustus
fits in. The sacrament had broken the ancient pact with the devil that had led to the
horrors of the Thirty Years War. The composers of this period, and the poets, were all
giants. They were a part of a gigantic process of healing that progressed stapario

great height until the empire wrecked it again. But seeing that this is kind of renewal out
of the ashes is possible to do, as it has been done before, makes it relatively simple for us
to repeat it today and to produce a healing in our worldistydoing the same thing and
taking it deeper into the grassroots of deyay living. Nothing else remains then,

except to yield to the principle that is already established in Truth. That's not hard to do,
is it?" said Helen. "And this all by itself ma& the most impossible seeming task
possible."

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 yowrShow much have you lived in the world?' How
would you answer? Tell me, Peter, what would your answer be."

"I would say to him that I lived well, that | loved my wife Sylvia for as long as |
have known her, and Erica for a day, and Helen for ehfawys."

"Oh, and he would ask you: Is this all there is?" Helen replied.

"In this case | would answer that | have always wanted to be in Love with many
more, but that this wasn't allowed, or the opportunities didn't exist, and so on. | am sure
he would understand."



"Would he understand?" said Helen. "Would he understand what it is like to live in
a cultural wasteland? Remember this scene is foreign to him."

| shrugged my shoulders.

Helen began to smile. She suggested that the following would happen. She
suggested that St. Peter would not understand. He would ask me to explain why | had
lived such a small life. She suggested that | would answer him as | said | might. Then he
would respond to every one of my excuses by saying: That's irrelevant. That doesn't
apply. Or, what has this got to do with anything? In the end, after all my excuses would
be exhausted, he would put his arm on my shoulder like a friend would, and wouwdd say t
me: Son, | cannot let you pass into heaven. You would not be happy there. You have not
lived enough to qualify for the challenge. You have not changed the world one bit. You
have no cultural advances to your credit. Your account is empty. Oh, yesapoedithe
world for your failure. What a cheap excuse that is! Your heart told you what to do to live
a powerfully rich life, but you refused. Your belligerent attitude towards Love would so
isolate you from everyone in heaven that you wouldn't be happs. tfieu wouldn't fit
in. You would be eternally lonely. So my friend let me tell you what | am going to do to
make you reasonable comfortable and happy according to your qualifications. | will send
you to a place where you will feel truly at home. You it this to be a beautiful place
surrounded by a lot of heat, a place of fear and doubts and endless struggles. You will
feel at home in this place, a place where people steal from each other and call themselves
rich, and give you the privilege to joiha game. You will find it to be a place where
Love is unknown, where people are stuffed full with knowledge that is irrelevant, which
they cannot use. It is a place where people killamather for pennies, and then find
living too expensive and allow threselves to be killed so that their bones can be sold to
the fertilizer factories which makes products for profit that other people can use to grow
flowers with. Helen suggested that St. Peter would then shake hands with me, and while
I'd smile at him he wald raise the other, and puff, | would be happy. At least | would be
content. | might even be proud of myself that | am able to manage to survive in such a
'difficult' world."

| was about to protest.

Helen shook her head. "I am not saying #hbsut you specifically,” she defended
herself. "I am saying this about all who say to me, 'Helen, you make loving sound so
demanding and problematic.™

"But that includes me, Helen," | protested. "l said those very words to you earlier,
didn't I?"

"What is in the past is irrelevant, Peter. Are you the same person now, as you were
when you came out of the pub? | believe that you are not. | believe that you have
changed. Some healing has begun. It only takes a moment of honesty for a person to
change."



I nodded in agreement. "Isn't that what the story of the two horse rangers is about?
Are you saying that if we can't accomplish the simple task, how can we even hope to
accomplish the greater that are necessary to save the world?"

"No, Peter. | am not saying this. Think about all the things you told me tonight that
you no longer believe. Was it hard for you to step away from them? Was it hard for the
two horse ranchers to step away from the tens of millions they could have had?"

"Erica was wrong," | said quietly, "when she felt that loving completely can be an
impossible task. It's not really, because it doesn't depend on circumstances."

"Erica is a sovereign person. So Peter, there is no right or wrong in expressing
Love. It is invalid to think of Love being expressed in such terms. There is only right.
There is no wrong. There is only universal Love that is always rich and right and infinite
in variation, no matter what. The rest is a delusion. The key issue here is related to
completeness. What is completeness? Human life isn't a linear thing, Peter. If it were, we
would have no hope. There is no such thing as 'was', either. You should ask yourself if
Erica would be able to move with this now, this minute, if she desiredippoSe that
you could call her. What would her answer be? Would she be able to move with her heart
at this very moment and allow what reflects universal Love? And if she were not able to
do this, you might ask yourself what you could do as a friend toheelm her impasse
without violating her sovereignty. This is an important question. Remember Peter, her
need in this case is to be helped, to become a giant, as you said in your story we all must
be. What would it take for you to help her to become atgiaher selperception instead
of being a mouse? It is invalid for her to consider public opinion, and become a mouse
herself, or even to bow to her husband's opinion, who seems to aspire to be a rat. If your
sense of Love embraces her as a giant, lleesense of Love embraces you similarly.
Anything else is secondary or irrelevant, isn't it? Anything less would not meet your need
or her need, as it has indeed happened.”

Here Helen paused and smiled. "Tell me why am | correct in saying thasede
of the ONE outweigh the needs of the MANY?"

| said | couldn't imagine.

She told me that this question has been asked before and has been answered in
astonishing ways, and often incorrectly. "So tell me, Peter, why is it correct, prgaded
agree that it is?"

"The statement is correct,” | answered her, "because if the needs of the ONE are
met on the platform of Principle, the real needs of the MANY are thereby satisfied on the
same platform. | can think of cases in history wheretimgéhe needs of the ONE with a
right idea has saved civilization from a certain doom, thereby meeting the needs of the
MANY as well."



Helen shook her head. "You are getting close. You are moving in the right
direction. But would St. Peter buy treagument? | would say that the needs of the ONE
are the same as the needs of the MANY, because humanity is ONE. Thereby, the needs
of the ONE, the one that | am dealing with in a given moment, like your need right now,
outweigh the need of me having to éisang on all the others, because if | heal you, you
will help heal the world. This is also true in reverse, because when the needs of the one
that | am dealing with, are not fulfilled, then the Principle of Love is denied and the
whole of humanity loses. iinanity loses in this case, because then a step is taken
towards darkness. So you see, human existence is not a linear thing. It is a domain where
linear logic becomes irrelevant.”

Helen paused and laughed. "Do you know that my friend Nicholassa €alls
what the world holds precious? He calls it irrelevant knowledge, a kind of knowledge that
one cannot use, or knowledge that doesn't produce constructive results? He calls that kind
of knowledge, 'learned ignorance.™

| shook my head in disbef.
"Really, that's what he called it way back in time, hundreds of years ago," she said.
"But what kind of knowledge is that?" | said perplexed.

"Learned ignorance is knowledge that serves neither the ONE nor the MANY,"
said Helen. "lis knowledge that the man Jason in your story is stuffed full with, which is
of no use to the horse ranchers. Compare that knowledge with the knowledge of the
Pharaohs. Do you know why the pyramids still stand? They still stand, because they were
built onthe discovery of natural universal principles. If you take a bucket of sand and
pour it through a funnel in a fine stream, guess what the sand forms on the ground. It
forms a pyramid. The Egyptians were extremely advanced in the skills of discovering
universal principles. The pyramids will likely remain standing forever, until someone
takes them down, and the names of the Pharaoh kings who had caused them to be built,
will remain immortal with themLikewise,the Pharaohs seemed to have discovered that
sexual intimacy, that becomes reflected in society's social and economic intimacies and in
the Principle of the General Welfare, is the underlying motivator for civilization.
Scientific and technological development is motivated by the Principle of the Genera
Welfare. The needs of the MANY and the needs of the ONE were discovered by them to
be the same, likanindivisible singularity. The Egyptians understood this principle well
enough that they knew what to do to disable the functioning of the civilizattibwir
slaves. That of course was a mistake that eventually cost them the kingdom. They wanted
efficient slaves. They wanted drones living without a civilization. They understood what
to do to built an efficient slavery system. They just hadn't discdwaeeconsequences,
and that discovery is yet to be made. Together with the pyramids, the discovery of the
process that creates perfect slavery, also still stands tall in the world. The Egyptians erred
in the way they applied the discovery they made. lkisrthey lost their empire. But that's
another story, and that story continues still."



"But what has this got to do with Jason and the horse ranchers?" | interjected.
"Where is the connection?"

"There is no connection, and that's the pointid stelen. "Fraud has no principle,
no natural foundation in anything real. The pyramids stood on solid ground. Jason's
pyramid of fraud has no such foundation. When the Egyptian's social principle will be
rediscovered and be applied correctly, it will hisal cultural wasteland the world has
become on shaky ground. What Jason represents is an empty hole in comparison, a kind
of black hole that sucks everything into its abyss. Jason's bucket brigades are a part of a
system that serves the ONE without coasition of the MANY by which all will fall,
and nothing remains standing in the end? That's a far cry from the Egyptian culture that
in spite of its mistakes contributed immensely to the advance of civilization. It is said by
some scholars who explored Epgian culture, that the Greek Classical culture might
have had its roots in Egypt. Jason's world, in comparison, has its roots in insanity." Helen
began to laugh. "Jason's world is a joke."

"It is quite real. It is the modern world," | said to her.

"It is a joke nevertheless," said Helen. "It is a pyramid of fraud. Fraud built on
fraud. The accounting system is a fraud, and everything that is built on it is fraud. The
mortgage the Jason idealized is a fraud because it is way beyond anythisgaaktit is
fraud, because the broker knows that it destroys civilization, but for a fee he lets it be.
The banker knows his actions to be a fraud likewise. He buys lies and makes packages of
confetti out of them to hide the lies. He knows that theimgiof the confetti is fake, that
is why he pays a big fee to the rating agencies that put aAiglemp on it, and they,
for the fee, let it be. Its fraud! And the fraud continues. The packages of confetti are then
sold to the investment community dlugh institutions that were once government owned
institutions, but which were privatized. When the confattisold through them, the
stamp of a quasjovernment guarantee is added to the tfpktamp, which makes them
more attractive. But there is isach guarantee existing. So it's fraud again. Jason's' story
of the mortgage game is a story of fraud all the way through. Even the paper of the
confetti is fraud. If the mortgage is sold with teaser rates and adjustable rates, and with
the promise that thvalue of the property keeps going up and up and up, whereby the
property would become literally se€ihancing, the resulting swindle is fraud upon the
public. It is a crime to write these mortgages, because it is a fact of basic economics that
one can'squeeze blood from a stone, or create concrete value out of thin air. But that is
what the whole financial system is designed to do, that Jason represents in your story."

"But can you call this fraud, Helen, when no one prosecutes it as such in court?" |
interjected. "What you said is all based on opinion. You can't prove in court that that the
‘errors' that the scams are built on are intentionally made. You casecpte a person
for errors in judgement. Nor can you prosecute a person from exploiting the loopholes in
the accounting rules.”

"That is why the entire system is a fraud that has turned the world into a cultural
wasteland, and has done this intendilbnso for the advantage of the masters of empire.
Empire itself is a fraud," said Helen.



"And you want to heal the world and turn the wasteland into a productive
landscape again that supports civilization?" | interjected.

"Of course, Peter,drause it needs to be done," said Helen. "It needs to be done
before the fraudulent system blows up what remains of civilization. And it will blow up.
The bubble of fraudulent values will be pumped up endlessly. Maybe it will be in the
range of 500 trillim dollars or more in a few years, or a few quadrillions in a dozen years,
but the point will come when all of a sudden the fraud can no longer be maintained, and
the entire pyramid unravels. The system will then-lesiérage itself into the ground.

Then tere will be chaos in the streets, hunger, violence, and martial law with troops
coming in to quell the population. There will be revolution then, with guns blazing. It
won't be pretty. Civilization, what little we have left of it, will then disintegrate i

rubble. We can't let this happen. And we don't have to let this happen, because it is
preventable. It is easily preventable, but this process again is blocked by fraud. Society is
in mortal danger, because of fraud. And guess what St. Peter willessgycttimmenting

on how little we have lived if we don't use the potential we have to stop the 'bucket shop’
madness, and make the cultural landscape beautiful again."”

"Isn't that what Frank and Albert intended? Why isn't anybody standing up against
the fraud and for a beautiful world?" | interjected.

"Oh, there are people who are standing up against it, but they are slandered and
torn down, because society affords them no support, because society has become
essentially slaves to empire."

Helen paused.

"Let me tell you a story, Peter," she said moments later. "This is a story that you
will not believe, because it is so amazing that it appears to be total fiction. A friend from
Italy had invited me to a meeting that had been sponsgrdtelv/atican. In the meeting
a leadingedge economist made a presentation, a person who is honored for his scientific
work in many countries, including Russia, India, and China. He presented a graphic
presentation of the consequences of what Jason sinothe purpose of the meeting had
been to project the social direction the world was heading into. The Vatican seemed
interested in protecting society. The economist plotted the direction in which Jason's
world was going. He plotted it all out in prinagplvith fictitious financial values getting
bigger and bigger. He plotted an exponentially rising curve to represent the increasing
fantasyvalues of the fraudulent monetary system, the system of empire, misnamed an
economic system. By its very nature tiraudulent system is seléveraging as it is not
dependent on anything real. In your story the fin8lion-dollar fraud set the stage for
the secondarienmillion-dollar fraud, which sets the stage for thendredmillion-
dollarfraud later in the stgr which in turn sets the stage for theusanemillion-dollar
fraud that hit the world with the confetti scam in your story. A competent scientific
economist understands this. This is what the man presented at the Vatican."



"It appears that a wholet of people understand this,"” | interjected. "Isn't that
what my story of the horse ranchers indicate. | didn't make this story up. It's a satire that a
few alert people in public joke about.

Helen nodded. "The economist also presented sometise@iethe Vatican," she
said. "He plotted the decline of the productive physical economy. He plotted the decline
beneath the fictitious curve. He plotted it likewise an exponential curve but going in the
negative direction. He explained that the declm#he physical economy is due to the
looting effect, and the disinvestment effect, that all forms of fraud invariably have. One
of the modern watchwords for this effect is deindustrialization. You called it asset
stripping, and so on. Here the fraud bediasome also a crime against mankind, because
the industries that are thereby destroyed, are a part of the physical infrastructures for
society's living. Next the economist told us that since the looting of the physical economy
is inherently insufficientd inflate the bubble of the fictitious monetary values in an
exponential fashion, the printing presses were turned on to print evermore money, to
cover the shortfall. To represent this bintphenomenon, he plotted the resulting curve,
like the first, reing exponentially, but slightly trailing the fictitious value system. He
called this rising curve, the curve of monetary emission. He also suggested that this curve
would eventually be risingyper exponentiallyor something like that, reflecting the
inevitable hyperinflation of the increased currencies without increased production, as a
built-in consequence of the fraudulent monetary system."

Helen paused again.

"The man's reasoning was," she continued, "that when the divergence between the
increasing fictitious money values, and the declining productive values in which alone
real value is located, becomes so great that the fraud behind the fictitious values cannot
be no longer be hidden, then the printing presses will be shifted into highAgéas
point the empire's monetary system will flood the world with evermore newly printed
currency, in order to generate the illusion that their system, that is functionally dead by
then, is still viable. But illusions tend to be short lived. Evehyubke whole thing
implodes. The man predicted that the result of that happening in today's world would be
far worse than just causing chaos in the streets, for which Marshall Law could be enacted
to quell the restless population. He predicted that thdtnesuld become a prolonged
new Dark Age."

Helen paused once more.

"l think the man was far too generous in his predictions," said Helen quietly. "He
suggested that it would be possible to rebuild civilization in the space of fifty years. |
think it might take far longer to do this with the entire world working at it, when all the
currencies have been destroyed, when most of the industries have been demolished, and
all this hard recovery has to happen against the background of the cultusdhmncsbat
society has become by then, which takes a long time to deal with, especially against the
background of a widely mutilated society that has created a world of better slaves. The
economist urged the nations of the world to turn the tide agaiasteéhd immediately,
most certainly before the disintegration happens. Maybe that is whatieab@stimate






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































