


The radio crackles: "I have a woman with children here. Shall I let them go?"
 "Shoot them!"

 "Shoot children?"
 "Small rebels grow up to become big rebels. Shoot them!"

A War Story from a novel by Rolf A. F. Witzsche.

The imperial song is war. It has always been that. No empire can exist without force to make 
its claim and maintain its looting of society. History has been laced with horrendous furies of 
destruction, all in defense of empires or to build empires. They flared up in huge and small 
spectacles of rage and terror that changed the course of history, but accomplished nothing for 
the advance of civilization. There is nothing inevitable about war except the peace that ensues 
when the strength of society is spent. Some day we will learn that and wars will be taken off 
the agenda. 

The principle of humanity is not force, but love, expressed in caring, building, unifying, 
uplifting. If we are honest with ourselves we find these to be inevitable as the protagonists in 
the story discover to their own great surprise. The Principle of Universal Love is the principle 
of our humanity, the principle that enriches, that open doors that have been shut against love. 
Does anyone dare to explore what lies behind them? What is the harder challenge that we face, 
to embrace the Principle of Universal Love on which civilization is established, or to embrace 
the pains of war?

The story is fictional story that unfolds during a diplomatic mission to the German Democratic 
Republic, the Communist East of Germany that once stood at the center between East and 
West.

The story, Shoot Children, is a fictional story about war and love. It is made up of two 
chapters of the novel, Discovering Love, the first episode of the series, The Lodging for the 
Rose, by Rolf A. F. Witzsche.
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Part 1 - The Ogarkov Plan

      For the lack of anything better to do, I resumed my assigned duty at the nudist beach, 
looking for Ursula Fleischer. As it was, I hadn't been at the beach for long when I fell asleep.
      I was awakened out of a deep sleep by a group of men talking nearby. At first I thought I 
was dreaming. I heard them discussing Marshall Ogarkov's plan for waging and winning a 
nuclear war against Western Europe. What a terrible thing to wake up to. I had been briefed 
about the Ogarkov Plan. The little that I knew was classified information that I barely qualified 
to have access to, but here on the beach, it was talked about right in the open. This was 
supposed to be the darkest secret of the Cold War; Marshal Ogarkov's war plan based on the 
long-standing principles of Soviet strategic doctrine.
      The men's' conversation confirmed everything that I knew about it; that the Ogarkov Plan 
called for a nuclear blitz that would tie down and destroy all the American strategic forces in 
Europe in one single strike. This is something that I had never really accepted at face value as 
it assumed the US wouldn't retaliate, or retaliate just slightly over those 'minimal' losses in 
Europe. One of the men said that the nuclear winter theory had been disproved by extensive 
research in wave action phenomena, and that the ozone depletion scare had been disproved, 
likewise, which he said made a winning nuclear war scenario a "reasonable proposition."
      The men were talking to one-another in English. It appeared that they felt rather secure in 
their imagined privacy since they were by no means whispering.
      I had been sleeping in the grass not far from them. Now I was spying on them as Leroy 
might have. What came out of it turned this evening at the beach into one of the most 
interesting and frightening hours I had spent there. They were talking about things that I had 
heard about as theories, hushed up under a blanket of secrecy, under the code name of the 
"Ogarkov Plan." Those theories have had little meaning to me. I had dismissed them as just a 
bunch of hypothetical speculation. This changed when these men boasted about the far-
reaching nature of those theories, which they said had already become policy. Obviously the 
policies had already been far advanced so that they dared to discuss them openly. For me, 
these officially guarded secrets were pulled out of the closet and put into the real life 
perspective that became a horror show unfolding in my mind.
      It wasn't that I was scared to be caught eavesdropping. Their talk was scary. The men 
talked confidently. They spoke as though the Soviet Union was already at war with the US, 
backed up by a far reaching network of 'friends' who had infiltrated not only key military 
institutions of the West, but also the State Department, the White House, and top positions in 
the world-financial system.
      "Do you remember the Bay of Pigs affair?" said one of the men. "The Americans had 
hatched a plan to attack and sink one of their own Navy ships to create a pretext for starting a 
war with Cuba. Kennedy stopped that, but we might rekindle that idea and get them to fire the 



opening shot for a nuclear war as a kind of terrorist act against themselves. It would open the 
door to a crisis in which we would have the upper hand. If we can convince them that they can 
gain politically from that kind of insanity, meaning financially, reports say that the Americans 
can be induced to do this to themselves." The man began to laugh.
      The other man burst into laughter moments later.
      "Didn't we convince them already to railroad their most advanced strategist into jail on our 
behalf?" the first man defended his earlier comment and laughed some more as if this was the 
biggest joke of the day.
      All the other men laughed in agreement.
      "No, Kurt, that really happened, that's not a joke," said the first man. "That's history. I think 
the man's name is LaRouche. The Soviet Communist Party through underground channels 
demanded his arrest. Rumors have it that even Gorbachev was behind this. There is no limit to 
what our American traitors will do for us, which we have working for us over there." He 
added that the vast majority of those traitors have been so quietly manipulated and motivated 
that they may not even be aware of the valuable services they are rendering to the Soviet 
Union.
      "We learned how to do this from British intelligence during the war," said one of the men, 
"and the British had learned this from the Venetians who had invented subversive diplomacy 
hundreds of years ago."
      All the men laughed again. Then one of them said that these involuntary traitors to their 
country were doing more towards helping Russia than all of the Soviet Union's hired agents 
did, and they did this simply by doing what they normally do in their small-minded thinking, 
which he said is destructive enough.
      "They are our best allies," one of the men joked to the other, "all that we have to do is let 
them loose to do their thing and mop up the pieces afterwards, and we will! Just look at the 
United States," he said rather pleased with himself. "One by one their defenses have come 
down and new ones are not being built, except for some paper kites that don't amount to 
anything. Their scientific elite are also being eroded through attacks by the anti-technology 
lobby, at our bidding; by lack of funds, which our British friends have arranged; by 
environmentalist attacks, which we quietly encourage through the underground; and by a 
glaring lack of public trust in their leaders which we are not responsible for, but which we 
applaud. And the best thing is, we have helped to bring much of this about with our hidden 
campaigns of slander against their very best people. The Americans even persecuted their 
most able pioneers in NASA at our 'bidding' and their best leaders in the leading edge space 
related industries. This gives us great advantages at not cost to us. They have even shut down 
their most advanced machine-tool makers when they ran into financial problems with a little 
'help' from our capitalist friends. They shut them down without any complaints, not even a 
whimper. Not even Hitler had the kind of destructive capability that we have acquired over 
the last half a century, and it costs us practically nothing."
      "Are you saying that we have turned America into our private zoo?" said another man with 
a high pitched voice, and began to laugh.
      "I thought the British Empire lays claim that that fame," said still another. "Or should I say 
their private banking empire owns the American zoo."



      "Yes, what do they call it?" said the man with the high pitched voice. "I think they call it 
their 'special' relationship?" He began to laugh again. "It looks to me as if the British have 
consented to let us play games in their zoo," he added, still laughing.
      "Anyway, that is how we can prepare the ground for a nuclear war that we can win," said 
the man who spoke previously. "That is how we can win with certainty. We have already cut 
off America's foremost leaders from the population, and got them eliminated one way or 
another, and got people promoted that help us. Of course the process has just begun. And the 
best thing is, it costs us nothing. We throw out a few peanuts and some free bananas for the 
monkeys in the zoo and the animals come running to us, as animals do."
      Then all the men began to laugh and said something about bananas.
      "It's a real shame!" said one of them, and kept on laughing.
      "Yes, and it is lucky for us," said the first man. "It won't take long until the Soviet Union 
will be the only major country on Earth that has any significant military strength left. Then the 
world will be completely under Soviet control," he added.
      "Unless the Soviet Union itself has become a part of the British zoo," said the man with the 
high pitched voice. "Couldn't this become the case behind the scenes without anyone of us 
being aware of it? Maybe the real masters are playing us as a zoo, like they play the Americans 
and make us believe that we are in control. Maybe they want us to carry out this Ogarkov 
game and get us and America to destroy one-another. Afterwards they come in and take over, 
and take our oil, and whatever else we've got. Maybe they are playing us off like the Romans 
did the gladiators in their grand arenas. Maybe the Ogarkov Plan is just another banana." This 
time the man with the high pitched voice didn't laugh.
      "The Ogarkov Plan is real," said the first man. "Just open your eyes. The implementation is 
already in progress. As far as I know the fuel supply pipelines are already being stockpiled in 
our country, for the rapid-invasion force that will take over all of Western Europe in the wake 
the nuclear blitz. The pipes are being stockpiled right here at their lager logistical bases. I 
believe the plan is to take over all of Western Europe in less than a week."
      "But if this is the case, our own soldiers will be caught in the fallout," said man with the 
high pitched voice.
      "Why do you worry about that? Soldiers are expendable," said the first man. "What do a 
few ten-thousand soldiers matter when the stakes are as high as they are, and we are so close 
to reaching our goal?"
      "I am beginning to wonder who the real zoo animals are," said the man with the high-
pitched voice, "and who is throwing bananas to whom."
      "If I were you, I would keep those concerns to myself," answered the first man. "It is not our 
role to question the plan, but to understand it."
      And so the talk went on. As I suspected though, the men rarely laughed after that.
      
      When I got tired of listening and couldn't take it anymore, I got up and went swimming 
again. I didn't go back to my blanket until after sunset. I stayed as far away from the men as I 
could.

      I didn't return to my blanket that night until after they were gone. I was determined that I 



would enter the whole gruesome conversation into my logbook. Of course, I knew I couldn't 
do this. This dreadful subject was a closely guarded secret in the West. Not a single newspaper 
or television program had ever reported anything about it.
      With this thought in mind I made my way back to the car in the dark. It seemed easier in 
the dark where everything melted into shadows, trying to puzzle things out for which no 
logical solution seemed possible. I found a faint peace only when my thinking strayed back 
into the world of wonders where Helen's bright face and her brilliant perceptions had brought 
light to this world of treachery and darkness. More and more I came to respect Erica likewise, 
through what Helen had said. I respected her even for her having drawn the line in the sand, 
though Helen had been able to step me beyond it. I respected Erica for reasons that would 
never be known to her now since she had cut herself off out of fear.
      She had drawn that line into the sand beyond which our affair could no longer exist openly 
in her world, which would have had to be carried on in secrecy or be covered over with lies. 
This would have been regression. Thus, I respected her radical stand for openness and honesty 
as if it were her protest against all the secrecy and the lies in the political world. I was aware of 
the fact that not a single word about the Ogarkov Plan had appeared in the communist press, 
even though the plan incalculated the destruction of 200 million human lives, 50 million of 
which were expected to be killed in the USSR. This vast death toll was regarded to be an 
acceptable sacrifice for assuring the survival of the Soviet system. According to the men's' 
talking, the Soviet state had already launched its nuclear war project into the pre-deployment 
phase, a project by which fifty million of its own people might be sacrificed while not a word 
was said about it to the public.
      Surely, the Soviet people had a right to know what their fate would be, and why. I couldn't 
imagine the arrogance of that leadership that had committed a third of its nation to die under 
the Ogarkov Plan, without anyone being told a word about it. In the USA, of course, the death 
toll was expected to be much greater. There too, while the facts were known, the news media 
was silent on the issue. Not a single word about it appeared at any time in any the papers as if 
the truth was censored and gagged into silence.
      "If only the world would act with the same commitment to honesty and openness, with 
which Erica had acted," I heard myself say, "then none of this madness would be possible."
      I began to realize that Erica had pioneered a principle that could save the lives of humanity, 
but there was no one sensitive enough to recognize it, much less willing to live by it. And once 
the secrecy was dealt with, I felt Helen's challenge to accept the universality of love would 
suddenly confront every one. It seemed to me that this was our only chance to succeed in 
saving ourselves from a collapse into chaos that we might otherwise not survive.
      I puzzled what the result would be had the deep dark secrecy surrounding the Ogarkov 
Plan been revealed publicly in USSR. I felt that the plan would have been canceled instantly by 
people's innate sense of love, rather than by their fear. I also felt that if Helen's sensitivity to 
the fundamental universal principles had ruled in the hearts of society in the first place, the 
Ogarkov plan would never have been allowed to go forward in the first place. In fact, it would 
never have been perceived.
      The thing that troubled me most about the Ogarkov Plan was the secrecy that was hiding it. 
I hated the fact that this secrecy also covered the West. What did the West have to gain from 



hiding this plan? Several hundred million people were in danger of being murdered, and the 
government knew it, but this awful fact was kept hidden. Why?
      The only answer that I could think of was too scary to contemplate. The secrecy that 
covered the Ogarkov Plan made sense only if this plan was itself an integrated part of the 
western oligarchy's plan for depopulating the world, which they had been talking about for a 
long time, as Helen had mentioned, which I had laughed about as being silly. Under normal 
circumstances the western media that is almost totally owned and controlled by the world's 
feudal oligarchy, becomes hysterical about Russia's nuclear threats. But in this case the media 
reported nothing. Marshall Ogarkov's war plan was only reported in the underground media. 
This meant that the ruling circles were well aware of the Ogarkov Plan, and the plan was 
covered up and was carefully concealed from the public. Evidently this was done in order to 
advance the West's own imperial purposes.
      This made sense to me. I reasoned that if the controllers of the media wanted to hold off a 
public outcry that would prevent the plan from bearing fruit, than their best option was to 
wrap the thing into utter secrecy, precisely as they had done, but for whose benefit? In this 
case the silence seemed to cover a self-evident conspiracy to wipe out large sections of 
humanity in a single orgy of premeditated murder. The almost forgotten imperial doctrine of 
world-depopulation kept coming to mind, the oligarchy's pet objective that had been 
promoted openly in the 60s and 70s with the goal to cut the world-population back to fewer 
than a billion people. They didn't say that the depopulation objective was to revive the feudal 
era. This underlying reason had always been carefully wrapped in secrecy. I shuddered at the 
thought, considering the arrogance that we were facing. The Ogarkov Objective suddenly 
stood out in a new light, carrying forward the old British imperial objective of the Malthusian 
Poor Laws era into the sphere of world-depopulation that seemed to be still on the books, for 
which the Soviet's appear to have lent themselves to play the role of a willing pawn.
      As I walked along the beach I became puzzled about still another thing: Had Leroy 
Anderson been sent to the East to 'sniff' out how far the war preparations for the Ogarkov Plan 
had progressed in Germany? That would certainly make sense in terms of the larger game 
plan. I had seen some evidence of this game plan myself, a column of 500 tanks on the 
autobahn. The huge column had stretched for miles. It might have been a part of that evidence. 
I wondered if I might not have been sent into the East to spy out some of that evidence, to 
verify Leroy's story, and to do it innocently in the role of an expendable fool should anything 
go wrong. Leroy, of course, might have found out infinitely more. He was likely a highly 
priced spy whom the controlling powers wanted to have back, badly. Thus, so as not to tip the 
people off in the East, they sent me, a greenhorn, to negotiate the prisoner exchange. They 
might have been hoping that this would lower the profile of the case. I hated the very thought 
of that, of being used as a pawn for a terrible game, too terrible for mankind to imagine, that 
my yet come true.
     I was disgusted with myself, pondering these dark issues in the darkness of the night. 
Suddenly I began to fear. I was beginning to wonder if the eastern security people might not 
have seen through this scam and had therefore canceled the prisoner exchange altogether, and 
were now watching me. Perhaps they were now merely stalling me so that the West would not 
be alerted.



      Which of these deep dark scenarios were real, I couldn't tell. I hated the secrecy about the 
whole political game-playing.
      
      I went to sleep as soon as I got back to the motel near the lake that seemed ideally located 
for my mission at the beach. I had a simple supper that night at the restaurant the motel 
owners had suggested, a small place that served the hottest goulash I ever ate. I made a 
lengthy entry into my logbook about the incident at the beach, but the more I wrote I had this 
'burning' feeling that the subject might be too dangerous, just like the burning from the 
peppers in the goulash that had lingered on. Once I had everything written down, I tore the 
pages out. What if I were to be captured? I burned the pages. The subject of the report had 
nothing to do with my mission objective. With this 'peace' in mind, I placed a 'proper' entry 
into the log, a single line entry. "Tried to locate Ursula Fleischer - search unsuccessful."
      
      I met Ursula Fleischer the next day. When I met her, which happened quite early in the 
morning, I was as unprepared for meeting her as anyone could be. I met her when I came out 
of the water, returning from a long swim after puzzling over the dark aspects of my mission. I 
was dripping wet and still disturbed with my lack of progress as far as the mission was 
concerned. But, suddenly, oh my God, there she was! It had to be her. The moment I saw her, I 
had no doubts that she was the person I had been looking for, for several days. It had to be her. 
If there ever was someone who fitted the description perfectly, she was the one. She was taller 
than most, more slender, only the color of her hair wasn't what I expected. Still, with the light 
shining at it in just the right way one could 'almost' see a faint trace of red. Didn't the man at 
the Rathaus say "almost red?" Something got lost in translation.
      "Ursula?" I asked shyly when I came close to where she stood.
      She smiled. I must have looked like someone who had just found a long lost friend.
      "And you are Peter VanDerMere, "she replied in perfect English.
      This time I didn't have to go through my normal routine, Verzeihen Sie bitte.... She reached 
her hand out to me, "I am Ursula Fleischer. Did I pronounce your name correctly?"
      I do not recall what I answered. I probably nodded. Another whole New World suddenly 
opened up that instant. It was a reality that forcefully invalidated all my dark fears about my 
mission and the fears of the previous day. I could sense no deception in her manners, or in her 
voice, her smile, or in anything else about her. Her smile was as warm as the sun. All I could 
sense was a down to Earth simple honesty that was as naked as she was, as I was, as we all 
were on this beach.
      "You have come here for the Anderson case, right?" she said with a smile.
      I nodded. "You knew?" I said.
      She smiled in return. "Do you want to talk about it right here at the beach?" she said, 
avoiding answering my question.
      "Here? Why not?"
      She captivated me as she made herself comfortable on the sand. "All right, let's talk about 
Leroy Anderson," I added. I sat down facing her, dripping wet, the sand sticking to me. But 
what did it matter? The wind was warm. I would soon dry off and the sand would fall away. 
And if it did not, I could always go into the water again.



      "Thank God for Leroy Anderson!" I said to myself, who was the real reason for my being 
there, and the reason for meeting the wonderful person that I was now facing, someone I was 
sure I wouldn't be able to keep my eyes off as I had experienced several times already.
      "Did you wonder how we found out about Leroy?" she asked.
      "That he is an agent?" I replied. Actually, I wasn't really interested in Leroy. The Ogarkov 
Plan was still too much on my mind, and more than that, it was her beautiful figure that had 
captured me. She was so much like Helen, in many ways. Leroy ranked low, like an item of no 
great importance, except for the fact that Leroy had brought me here. In any case, his problem 
was now as good as solved.
      "Right," she replied. "It wasn't difficult, you know, to trap Leroy Anderson." She grinned as 
she caught me looking at her breasts. "It's not that his cover wasn't perfect," she tried to 
continue. "His German was good. Also his reasons for wanting to live in the DDR were 
believable. But his attitude!"
      "What about his attitude?" I asked, feasting my soul on her smile.
      "The way he talked about the Soviet Union, and us, and the United States."
      "Oh, his political attitude?" I interrupted.
      "The way he raved about communism was idiotic," said Ursula. "Not that there is anything 
wrong with idealizing communism. The trouble was, it was the fictional American view of 
communism that he raved about, which doesn't exist in the real world."
      I shrugged my shoulders. "Well one can't win them all. You shouldn't fault him, though, for 
trying."
      "Sure, but to be so naive about it is an insult to ones intelligence. Neither the Soviets nor the 
Americans are saints or madmen", she said in a very serious tone of voice. "Each of them does 
what they can." She said the only thing that interested her is how honest people are about it. 
She said that this was also the reason why she had invited me to the beach. She had to find out 
what kind of person she would be dealing with, especially since she had learned not to trust 
foreign agents too much.
      She grinned when she noticed that her body hopelessly captivated me.
      "At least you are honest," she said and grinned.
      "And what about you? Your staff coerced me into coming here, under your orders no 
doubt," I replied. I did not speak in a harsh manner, and smiled as I said this, almost as if to 
say 'thank you for inviting me here.'
      I paused. I decided to be daring and be honest with her about my feeling fortunate to meet 
her at this beach. What tragedy it would have been had we met in the starchy environment of 
an office! "You may not believe this, but I am really glad that you brought me here," I added 
before she could answer me. "I feel most fortunate that you dared to bent your own rule for 
that, and not just a tiny bit. So, we both seem to benefit from meeting here."
      "Forgive me," she said looking down, "the man who spoke to you at the office did act under 
my orders. I was there in the office when you hit the counter, boiling mad, before you left the 
room. I was acting as a typing clerk. You were in no condition to talk with me, then. So tell me, 
how else could I have invited you to the beach?"
      "For observation?" I must have stared at her in amazement. Suddenly she began to smile 
this wonderful warm smile again, the kind that I felt I would treasure forever.



      "I have visited your cities," she said. "I know how you people think and react. Leroy said he 
was from a farm near the Bodensee, but his eyes were as though he was sitting in a burlesque 
show in Pittsburgh. He tried to hide it."
      "He does come from Pittsburgh," I said quietly. "Burlesque is big business there."
      "Now you're beginning to understand what I mean?"
      "What a fiend you are," I said and punched her gently. "And how about myself, have I 
flunked the test also?"
      She smiled as I lay down beside her and began drawing figures in the sand, saying nothing. 
When I looked up at her she smiled, but didn't answer right away.
      Did I insult her that I didn't mind having been 'invited' to come to the beach for 
'observation?' Did she expect protests? Her graceful figure was a treat to behold, almost too 
much for a chap like me. How could I protest? How could I not love what I saw, and love her 
honestly about her motives, which instantly cleared the air? Or did I insult her by 
acknowledging my feelings for her? That's what society objects to. Maybe she did too, in a way.
      In spite of having met Erica and Helen, I felt like I had been starving myself for many years 
as Erica had instantly recognized. This wide-open honesty and sharing of one-another that was 
unfolding here felt like the tender rain in a dry land when I looked up into her eyes. What a 
feeling! Was I dreaming? Or had I finally learned to allow myself to be honest with myself?
      I remembered Erica's dream about the village of universal sharing. Some of that dream was 
coming true again as it had already come true with Helen. Except, this new unfolding 
promised to be different, with a different brilliance. Oh what a life! What an invitation she had 
extended to me by asking me to meet her here at this beach where this honesty and openness 
is possible.
      "No, you didn't flunk the test," she answered moments later, stirring my thoughts, She 
grinned.
      "But, surely, the way I stared at you from the moment we met must have violated every 
law of conduct that has ever been written."
      She nodded. "Yes you violated all except one, that of being honest with yourself. Leroy 
couldn't do that. He didn't allow himself to look at me. It was plain to see that it was hard for 
him to look away. He denied me, and he denied his own feelings. He denied himself. So, I had 
to ask myself, what else would he deny?"
      "But he acted like a gentleman should," I replied.
      "Yes, unfortunately that is a common game. Dishonesty has become a code of honor. What 
a world we have created!"
      "There is less of that evident at this beach, here," I said quietly. "Except, is this a step 
forward? Or is this merely a step back in time to a simpler age?"
      She shrugged her shoulders. "I don't mind men looking at me when they're honest about it. 
I value being a woman and being recognized and appreciated as such. Of course that isn't an 
easy position to take, as you can imagine. It often leads to undesirable conclusions. Too many 
people have lost their sense of honor. To them, everything becomes a game for carving out 
advantages. People should be enriching one-another's life, and feel enriched by it. Instead, 
countless games are played for taking advantage of honor and honesty. Leroy wasn't an expert 
game master by any means, he was actually too honest for that, nevertheless he was also 



clearly playing a game."
      
      It would be a gross understatement to say that I was just captivated by Ursula. Maybe 
something that Helen had said had changed me. Something had made me more open with 
myself and open towards love. We were both facing the water, sitting side by side naked as we 
were, as if we belonged together. Maybe we did belong together in the way that Helen had 
defined the nature of our being with her lateral lattice. I felt that Helen would have 
commented on my reluctance to acknowledge this, and have raised her finger, saying, "Well 
Peter, aren't you both human beings? How much closer can two people get than this?"
      One thing was sure, in all my years with the services I had never met a woman like Ursula 
before, and in more way than one. She treated me like a human being! No other woman would 
have said what she just said, apart from Erica and Helen.
      I looked at her with the same eager eyes with which I had looked at Erica. I even told her 
about Erica, and how our day had ended, and that I respected Erica for her stand. It seemed 
that Ursula did understand what I said, and appreciate that I was able to talk to her about it. I 
also told her about Helen and her wonderful philosophy based on history and the discovered 
universality of love. Ursula appreciated my openness in this sharing. She seemed to appreciate 
all the things that a 'nice' gentleman shouldn't do. She even seemed to appreciate my 
admiration for other women that I always had felt, but had suppressed before. Her 
appreciation was easy to see. She was someone open and easy to love, and quite wonderful to 
be with.

      Oh, there it was happening again. I was falling in love one more time; for the third time in 
four days. Gosh, what was happening to me? I felt wonderful about it, though I almost hated 
the thought of it. It felt wonderful being in love. On the other hand it seemed quite improper, 
even thoughtless towards Helen, and Erica too, to fall in love again so soon and so easily. Or 
was this the way life should be? I thought about all the killing and poverty in the world. 
Treating one another as human beings with all the respect due, seemed to be the only 
counterforce possible to stop this madness. On this note it seemed important to be honest with 
myself and with her, and to live like a human being and to be open to love, to the light of our 
humanity. Would Helen and Erica forgive me on that count?
      "Don't be silly!" I heard Helen laugh in my mind. "Why should your honest appreciation of 
the beauty of another human being dishonor me?"
      She would have added, "Peter, that's what I had hoped to make you more sensitive to. We 
need to become more open to loving. Open your eyes, Peter, and rest assured that I am 
honored thereby. I am not offended. Your responding to the love that you have in your heart 
honors me. It honors me, because I am of the same humanity that you love and honor in 
another. This is the proof of the healing that I had hoped you would experience. I had hoped 
that you would be healed of your self-confined existence. Embrace love! Cherish the gold! 
Don't shun it!"
      Yes, I embraced that thought, and I embraced it fully. And oh, what a special person Ursula 
was, to be so embraced.
      As we sat on the sand, I drank in her smile and closed my eyes now and then. But more 



than her figure and her smile, the most beautiful thing about her was her sensitivity to 
honesty. To be with her was a treat. To be touched by her openness made me feel warm and 
cuddly inside, and comfortable. I could see in her face whether she agreed or disagreed, or had 
reservations about something, even before she responded in words. Her face revealed where 
she stood. When something worried her, her expression became instantly a blank. This also 
became apparent when we talked about Leroy.
      In order to extend my visit with her I explored with her all kinds of other topics that had 
nothing to do with our official business. Of course, she could sense the reason for it. Nor did I 
try to conceal it. She didn't seem to mind. To the contrary, she seemed to enjoy the 
explorations that brought out so many facets that interested both of us.
      One thing surprised me, though. When the subject shifted to nuclear war, her expression 
revealed that she was not at the least angry at me, even when I said that my own tax money 
helped pay for the weapons that might get her killed some day.
      "Not just me," she added, "also little Otto over there by the water. Can you see him making 
mud pies? I can't hate you for what the world does in its ignorance, even if you're a part of it. 
We're all a part of it, are we not? My hate begins when evil men take it upon themselves to 
destroy humanity in order to perpetuate their petty, dying, system. But even then, we all share 
the blame when this happens. Are we not all a part of the world in which this happens? These 
things happen, because we allow them to happen."
      "What do you mean?" I asked. I interrupted her. 
      She smiled like a schoolteacher might. "The threat of nuclear war isn't something that fell 
out of the sky, you know," she said. She looked me in the eye to watch my reaction. "Nuclear 
war is but a link in a chain that has been forged link by link over the last 200 years or more, 
while everyone stood by and allowed this to happen. The chain has been meticulously forged 
for an undeniable purpose."
      "Would you by any chance know a retired history professor who thinks the same way?" I 
interrupted her. "I met a man three days ago who used the same kind of language that you just 
used. He said there was a class of people left over from the feudal days, which now rule the 
world financially, who want to dramatically depopulate the Earth. He told me that these 
people exist from the proceeds of looting the world, and that they must create an atmosphere 
of poverty in order to maintain their power to loot. He told me that they want to create this 
poverty by depopulation. You just said something similar. Do you know the man?"
      She began to laugh. "Of course, I know him. Who doesn't? Most people think he is an 
eccentric old fool. He tells everybody that the royals of this world, whoever they are, want to 
get rid of two thirds of humanity in order to recreate the golden age of feudalism. It is painful 
to watch how a once respected university professor has become the laughing stock of the 
campus. He also drinks."
      "But this is not how you see him," I replied. "You seem to respect what he says. You almost 
quoted the man. Did he show you his book?"
      She shook her head slightly. "You must realize that foreign political books are banned in 
this country, that's why these books are so popular among the academics. Of course, nobody 
admits to having any. Still, you hear about what people read in them. The academics like to 
discuss everything. Sometimes they even realize, though this is rare, that what they read in 



those western books is nothing more than a carefully crafted concoction of lies to support an 
ideology that had nothing to do with elevating society, enriching its culture, and uplifting 
civilization. Most western political books are destructive garbage. The main difference 
between our destructive garbage and yours in the West is, that we have to give ours away for 
free while yours fetches a fairly high price that people are eager to pay."
      "There was something real about the professor's book," I countered her. "Some parts 
obviously were."
      She nodded again. "This one is scary, Peter. People believe the lies to be true and react to it. 
The professor understands that a lot of the lies that most people believe in so deeply, are lies. 
He is not a stupid man. He sees the tragedy. He is scared of the consequences. He also sees 
himself as being totally impotent to change anything. He fails to see the tragedy in that. And 
this, Peter, is a tragedy. It has ruined his life."
      I agreed that it has. I could also sense that Ursula was serious about this subject. I could see 
it in her face. I felt that she might be one of the few in the world who could think deeply 
enough to make the necessary connections to see the reality beneath the surface that society 
doesn't want to hear about.
      "The professor said that people hate you when you tell them the truth," I said to her.
      "Depopulation is a very old game," said Ursula. "The royals have been harping about over-
population since the late 1700s."
      "Ah, I see, you have heard some of his history lectures," I responded to her. "Did you meet 
the professor in his favorite pub?"
      "Oh, you!" she said and smiled. "I attended his lectures at the university. He was my 
history professor in the olden days. Let me tell you, he opened my eyes to a lot of things. It 
was he who told me that I should become a journalist, because someone who understands the 
universal history of humanity is fit to understand what is happening in the present. He said 
that one has to understand the truth, before one is able to recognize the lies, because the lies 
have become too well crafted. His most profound recognition was that nothing has changed in 
the way people think. That's why nothing gets corrected. He told me that people live and go 
about their business with their eyes closed. He said that history should be used like a needle to 
prick people to get their attention, except that even this doesn't seem to work most of the time 
as people have 'too thick' a skin. Nevertheless, he insisted that an understanding of history is 
required to understand the present."
      "I agree," I said, "except for one thing, which changes everything. The historic kings didn't 
have nuclear weapons. They may have dreamed about depopulation. In some cases they did 
their best to bring it about. Fortunately they didn't have the nukes to fulfill their desires. They 
have them now. The fulfillment of their dark and horrible dreams is now possible."
      I must have said this jokingly rather than sarcastically, because she reacted sharply. "The 
sheer arrogance of these people is a deadly threat to us," she answered. "They claim to own our 
lives, to do with them as they please. They see the world as their private zoo, and the whole 
world reacts as if it were that. They are a threat the world, that is to me, to you, to little Otto, to 
all humanity. How dare they! Nevertheless, we are all a part of the human race that 
perpetuates this madness. That is why I disagree with the professor. As human beings we have 
the capacity to change that, even to change the whole world. We have the capacity to change 



ourselves. We have the capacity to stop playing the role of animals in a zoo. Do you think I am 
crazy, saying that?"
      "No, Ursula, you're not. I also think you are wrong about the royals. The kings who would 
rule the world have every reason in the world to be arrogant," I said gently. "Don't you 
recognize that there are countless people in the world who have sold their soul for a penny, 
who are eagerly helping the royals to achieve their goal, whoever the royals may be that act as 
zookeepers. I think the zookeepers despise those who grovel in the dirt for their petty pennies 
or scraps of food. That is why the zookeepers have isolated themselves and live glorious lives 
in stolen palaces where the brag about their cunning in the art of theft and murdering. And 
why shouldn't they brag? Their whole dam zoo has become a slave labor camp and a feeding 
station for their gladiator arena. What they have accomplished is not a small feat, Ursula. They 
have been at this for a long time, working tirelessly to inspire mankind to subject itself to this 
deadly kind of play-acting that leads to its doom. I must congratulate the royals, the would-be 
kings of the Earth, because they have succeeded."

      "This doesn't change a thing," Ursula replied. "This is just another dimension of the 
problem."
      "But you can't blame us all for their deeds," I said to her.
      "Whom, then, do I blame?" she asked. "I can't blame the Martians. They don't live here. But 
we live here. What happens here is a human problem, and we human beings have to take care 
of it? This means all of us.
      
      We were both silent after this. I had actually managed to shock myself with my own 
ignorance as I began to discover some scraps of the truth. Her focus on honesty seemed to 
draw the truth out of the hidden recesses in me.
      Perhaps I should have supported Ursula's idea more than I did and explored her 
arguments and the reason for her pain. Except, I might have scared her even more than the 
professor already did. A lot of what I knew about the recent political history wasn't pleasant.
      I could have told her that the prime promoters for the development of the atom bomb were 
also the prime promoters of the depopulation ideology. This arena had once been my 
specialty. It wasn't exactly a part of my diplomatic training, but intelligence schools are also 
hotbeds for things that one is not supposed to learn, like who was the driving force behind the 
development of nuclear weapons. I could have told Ursula the name of the foremost imperial 
activist, Bertrand Russell, who fought to make the atom bomb a reality. This man had been 
situated high up in ranks of the aristocracy. I could have reminded Ursula that we were living 
in the twentieth century. I could have suggested to her that it is certainly within the means of 
the kings of our time to create the kind of virus that their prince had hoped to become. That 
prince had bragged that he desired to be reincarnated as a particularly deadly virus in order to 
solve the imperial's problem caused by a growing and developing human population.
      I could have reminded Ursula that the zookeepers had all the resources needed, and the 
high-minded cruelty, to create the desired virus that their prince wanted to be, and to spread it 
far and wide across the planet. Indeed, their virus was already taking shape in the form of new 
pandemic diseases such as AIDS, or in the form of nuclear war that was still in the preparation 



stage, or in the form of religious warfare that was promoted as being inevitable, the kind of 
war that is easily created but never ends. Weren't the royals tirelessly at work to create the 
conditions for all of these types of attacks against humanity?
      I could have told Ursula also about high level people and institutions in the West with a 
track record that would have made the Russian KGB appear like saints. I didn't dare. It seemed 
I had no right to speak about these things.
      I did tell her about one thing, however, which was related to the royal zookeepers' 
arrogance. I told her that the same highly placed aristocrat that had lobbied for the building of 
the atomic bomb had lamented in a book that wars are disappointing, because they don't 
reduce the populations. He wrote this a few years after World War II in which a hundred 
million people had died or had their life destroyed. He lamented in that book that not even the 
big world wars had accomplished enough in killing populations. I told Ursula that this 
aristocrat arrogantly suggested that biological warfare might succeed where conventional wars 
have failed. I suggested to her that the insanity of that man might have been the underlying 
reason why he had lobbied so hard for the development of the nuclear bomb.
      Ursula's response was a blank stare. Evidently, I had pushed the envelope too far. I decided 
to change the subject, but no alternate subject came to mind. Everything else seemed trivial 
compared to it. The fact remained that none of what I said pertained to her argument that we 
all share in the blame for maintaining the kind of world in which these things are allowed to 
happen. I had to ask myself is this was true in this case also. Wasn't the man honored around 
the world for his 'wisdom' as one of the greatest pacifists of his time?
      Ursula remained quiet now, even though I was able to agree with her. I knew I had to 
change the subject, urgently. After all, I was the trained diplomat that should be able to change 
our conversation with ease. The attempt seemed to work.
      "Do you mean this mud lark over there is your kid?" I ended the silence. "He's a cute little 
boy."
      She shook her head quietly. "He belongs to a friend of mine. We are like family to each 
other."
      I nodded.
      "You were playing with him yesterday by the mud hole for a few minutes," she said and 
smiled again. "Do you remember that? And before that, you walked by us several times 
looking for someone with reddish brown hair. You kneeled down and patted little Otto on the 
back when you came by us a second time. This was so sweet of you. I don't know if you 
remember that, but you looked at me then, and smiled. I smiled back at you, which seemed to 
make you happy. I couldn't tell you who I was. You were frightened by something. I had to 
give you enough time to work this out. My motive was to help you by letting you be. And it 
worked. You didn't seem frighten anymore today. On this basis we could link up, but ever as 
enemies. So, Peter, how could I possibly think of people such as you and me as mortal 
enemies? We are too sensitive to be enemies. People like us can't be enemies. Human beings 
are not natural enemies. Someone has turned the world upside down and created enemies for 
sinister purposes where none existed before."
      "Of course we aren't enemies," I replied. "We are both victims of the same plot. I know that. 
We both know that, but not many people do. The forgers of the plot want humanity to behave 



like bitter enemies in the hope that the big, powerful nations will annihilate each another. 
Mankind's real enemies are the masters of the game who live in royal palaces far from the hurt 
they impose on people. They may not be called kings anymore, as they were in the past, but 
they lay claim to the same rights that kings once claimed as their divine privilege. They still 
steal from humanity, enslave humanity, subject humanity to hopeless poverty, and to murder 
it as they please. That's what the oligarchs of today do, our zookeepers. They deny humanity 
the right to self-development and the means for it. They do it by imposing destructive 
demands. They murder to maintain their power, and they stand up and say that it's all for the 
good of the world. I tell you, they despise humanity with the deepest contempt. They despise 
Russia as they despise America. They play one off against the other and watch us both squirm. 
They do this even while they call themselves noble and the blood of their victims is freshly 
dripping from their hands. Those are the real enemies of mankind, Ursula. People like us are 
not enemies. The nations of the world aren't enemies either. They are the victims. They are 
taught to pretend to be enemies, to play that role obediently, and I might add, they play it well. 
But, this is stupid, isn't it? We should love each other, you and I. At least, this is the way I feel. 
Love heals many things."
      "Are you suggesting that we should fall in love and fight the world together?" she asked, 
then started to laugh. "That, certainly would by a novel idea. Except it won't work. The 
greatest nations in the world proved to be helpless against the royals. Just look at China. The 
British Empire and its rich oligarchic families, many of which had their roots in the slave-
trading days, nearly destroyed China as a nation for dope profits, and all that to gauge out an 
opulent living for a very few people. China could not stem the British forces. It lost in excess of 
ten million people during the opium wars and in the orgies of violence that was created in the 
aftermath. Who are we compared to them, Peter, to stand against such a force? There must be a 
better way."
      "We are a superior force," I said to Ursula and laughed. I surprised myself with saying this. 
"The term 'royals' applies also to the stooges, small and tall, who do the empire's bidding in 
houses of governments, in international institutions, in the halls of justice, science, education, 
who twist the very culture of society into compliance with their master's dictates. This is what 
most of the newspapers do, and the television chains. That's what the old professor must have 
meant when he told me that people hate you when you tell them the truth. The controllers of 
the world hate people who dare to counter their lies, and they make everyone else hate them 
too. That's also the area in which the royal masters of the world are most vulnerable, Ursula, 
because they can't change the truth. They can't even avoid the truth. They can only shield 
humanity from knowing the truth. People like you and I could poke a hole through that shield. 
This shield is not an iron curtain. It can be penetrated by people like us if we have enough love 
for one-another and for our humanity, and with that enough love for the truth."
      Ursula shook her head. "That won't happen. How can you fight the masters of the plot 
when you can't even tell what their plot is? There are so many games being played all at once, 
with so many hands stirring the caldrons for the numerous controllers of the numerous games, 
while the controllers, themselves, remain invisible. How can you counter that? Our hope lies in 
changing the underlying fabric of society, but how?"
      "Hey Ursula, that one is easy," I countered her. Now my diplomatic training was becoming 



useful. "Look at the problem with an eye out for the truth. We are human beings, you and I. 
We want society to treat one-another as human beings, right? We can do this by taking the 
lead and fall in love with one another for our humanity. However, we can't start this. That's 
already under way."
      "Oh you fiend!" she said and grinned.
      "Am I not right?" I countered her. "The game masters, whoever they may be, become visible 
by their lies and by their lack of humanity. By loving one another for our humanity, their lack 
of it will stand out more plainly. When this happens on a wide enough scale society will refuse 
to dance to the zookeepers' arrogant bidding. When people become human again they will 
reject the zookeepers' demand to set the world on fire for them. Believe me, Ursula, that two 
people like us can be a sufficient force to change the world if we can shift the focus onto the 
truth, which inspires love."
      I reached my hand out to her. "The only power that the royal zookeepers have is the power 
that humanity affords to them. This is the power they wield, which is arrogantly redirected 
back against humanity itself. Surely, this can be changed. Let's be a team. We can help each 
other to change our nations, both from the East and from the West. All we have to do is 
convince our people that most of the wars in history were created by an utterly impotent force, 
the royals who have to beg for their power, by whose bidding humanity has set itself against 
each other for its self-destruction."
      Ursula had to laugh, here. "And how are we going to do this? Where would we start? Still, I 
can tell you honestly that I know you are right. You also confirmed to me the reason why I 
could never feel any animosity against America, because you people are too naive for the role 
to be a serious enemy. You're not the would-be masters of the world. You are too human. 
America has a rich humanist background. But like everybody else, you are drawn into this 
game of playing zoo, as you have put it, without being aware of it. So how can you talk about 
deflating the game if you are not fully committed to raising the sensitivity of your people to 
such a level that the game appears ugly to them? That's what I mean with being naive. You are 
asleep. Love doesn't unfold that way. It is not a default condition. One has to work at it. It is an 
active impetus."
      "Aren't you a bit naive yourself," I asked, "by being disturbed when I speak about love. I 
love you, Ursula. That is the fact. Still, my saying so seems to make you feel uncomfortable."
      She raised her hand, but said nothing.
      "All right, perhaps it is I who is naive, like the whole of America," I conceded, "but I can tell 
you this, there is no conspiracy brewing in the hearts of America, not against Germany, or 
Russia, or anyone else. I think people are looking for love in America, but they are tied into 
knots by too many barriers. I believe the same is true about your people. I think we don't know 
anymore what it means to love, since that's been largely forbidden."
      "I like to know how you propose to do what you just told me needs to be done," she said, 
"so that our nations will stop playing the royals' games."
      I shrugged my shoulders. "I don't know, Ursula," I replied. "I am as naive as you are. All 
that I can see, is that it needs to be done, and that someone better start doing something along 
that line pretty soon," I added. "Why shouldn't this someone be us? Can't we open the door to 
discovery?"



      "You are all right, Peter," she said and smiled. "Still, you are as naive about this as we all 
are. Nevertheless, you are like a breath of fresh air and I love you for it. You may be naive, but 
you are able to comprehend things that most people can't. Of course you Americans are at a 
disadvantage, because you expect everything to fall into place quickly and easily. That doesn't 
happen in the real world."
      "If we don't act, who will guide our governments?" I asked. "If our governments were to 
give themselves the freedom to move with what their populations feel deep in their hearts as 
human beings, then the world would be an infinitely safer place."
      She agreed with a smile.
      In response to her smile I told Ursula a Native American story about a magic canoe that 
could take its riders instantly to where they wanted to go. "The legend has it that such a canoe 
could sustain many tribes with fish and game, indicating that man's freedom to move and life 
itself, are as one." I told her that the story applies at the mental level, too. "Maybe that's what 
makes us naive, and the Russians, too. We don't give ourselves the freedom to move."
      She nodded in agreement and reached out for a handshake. "Russia is not your enemy," she 
replied, "and neither are we."
      She spoke with a warm, gentle smile while our hands engaged. She was indeed a most 
beautiful person to be touched by. The warmth of her smile was a brightness that no 
boundaries could hold back.
      "What about your government?" I asked her while we were holding each other's hands. 
"Would your government be able to move on this issue as far as we have today, on this beach?" 
I asked.
      "She shook her head. They are all blinded by what's happening in the foreground. They 
can't see what stands behind it. You must forgive their blindness. It's actually dangerous to 
even talk about it. In this respect," she said, "the beach is an oasis. People are not enemies, here. 
The atmosphere that we cultivate here makes people more honest."
      "So you're afraid in your own country?" I asked.
      "I am less afraid now," she grinned, "just for knowing that there is one more person in the 
world fighting the same war," she replied. "But don't get me wrong, I don't blame our 
governments for making everybody scared. They are scared themselves. They are not 
fundamentally malicious. They're stupid, childish, yes, but one can't order other people to be 
intelligent, can one? One can only try to live as intelligently oneself as one possibly can; 
provided one knows what intelligence is."
      "Ah, but communism doesn't help," I replied. "The freedom to move is only hindered by 
communism."
      She looked up and started to laugh. "Now that's a strange one coming from someone 
whose country is champion in political brainwashing," she said. She looked around, as if she 
had said too much already. "You should hear yourself speaking. You're sounding like Leroy," 
she said and began to laugh out loud. "It's you Americans who know all the answers, but you 
can't move either."
      Oh, that gave me the opportunity to talk about a topic that could keep our conversation 
going for a long time, as if one could find nothing better to do on a sunny afternoon on the 
beach, than talking politics and getting angry about a bunch of faceless royals that we couldn't 



even identify. Of course I was prepared to talk about anything, just to keep her there with me. 
If talking about brainwashing would accomplish that, it was fine with me. Also, I was amazed 
that she knew almost more about my own country and me, than I did myself. She taught me 
things about myself that day that I was totally unaware of, and she did it in the kindest 
manner.
      "About the brainwashing," she said, "it is more honest in the East than in America. It is 
more honest here, because it is so blatantly vulgar. In the East everybody is aware of it. People 
make jokes about it and resist it. In the West the ablest professionals do the brainwashing. 
Their work is done so imperceptibly that hardly anyone is aware that it is happening. It's done 
with great finesse, under the guise of human nature, often in the context of religion, or in the 
name of free enterprise. Of course it is always designed to appeal to the blue-blooded, down to 
Earth, apple pie Americanism that has become a mantle to cover the sins. Did I say this right?" 
she grinned.
      She said brainwashing is so subtle in the West that people become transformed by it. Then, 
when it comes to the test, when people suddenly are demanded to be ready and eager to lay 
their lives on the line for what they've been instructed to believe in, they will readily do it.
      I dismissed this as absurd and asked if this scare tactic was imbedded in the Ogarkov Plan, 
and whether she might have accepted some of it.
      She looked at me puzzled.
      "I overheard someone talk about it on the beach," I said quietly.
      Her face lit up; "You must have been listening to students from the political science 
department. They're teaching military strategy as part of a course."
      She smiled as I let out a sigh of relief. "But brainwashing is serious," I added.
      She nodded. "I nearly brainwashed myself into believing I was cut out to be journalist," she 
said. "I firmly believed I had to be somebody important for my life to be worthwhile, and that 
journalism would give me some influence over how the world moves."
      "Oh, you wanted to move the world closer to the truth?" I asked.
      She nodded, then shook her head. "There is no free press anywhere on the planet," she said. 
"In my part of the world the press is owned by the state, and the state dictates what truth is, 
and in your part of the world the press is owned by the royals and their agents, and they 
determine what lies are to be printed as the truth. Once I realized this, I realized that there is 
no point in being a journalist."
      Now, there was something we could talk about for a long time, journalism! I would have 
talked about Grimm's fairy tales, if that would have made her stay with me, so captivating was 
her presence. I even ignored the pain on my back as I was getting pink. She commented on it 
and gave me some suntan lotion, which probably came much too late, but I didn't care. I 
simply turned over when the pain became too great.
      She talked about Afghanistan, China, Nicaragua, Lebanon, and some of her most 
sensational assignments. Three times she had covered the Middle East for her government as 
an intelligence agent disguised as journalist during the major conflicts. The only conflict she 
didn't talk about was Vietnam. I asked for her opinion. She said it happened before her time 
and that she knew too little about it, except that President Kennedy was assassinated by the 
royals three days after he had ordered the withdrawal of the American troops from Vietnam. 



Without the assassination of President Kennedy there would not have been much of a war in 
Vietnam, or no war at all, and 700,000 people would not have been killed.
      "The Vietnam War was an unspeakable human tragedy in every respect," I commented. "It 
was one of the worst of this century."
      "Obviously, you haven't been in El Salvador or in Afghanistan," she said to me. Her face 
became a blank. "Life had become so cheap there, it still makes me sick to throw up at times 
when I think of it," she said. "The buzzword is always communism, or capitalism, or religion 
wherever there is serious fighting going on. It is whispered in dark places. It keeps the 
murdering going. And when this no longer works, ethnic conflicts become exploited for 
creating wars. Lots of common people get caught in the flow of it. Even the military gets 
caught up in it. Soldiers are people, too."
      She told me she had observed the Red Army in Afghanistan. She had been there for two 
months; "It was heartrending," she said.
      I could feel by her voice that this phrase must have been an understatement.
      "Then you've witnessed the bitter fighting, there?" I asked.
      "Bitter fighting!" she laughed in scorn.
      She told me of a birthday party she had been invited to, the major's 40th birthday. Her face 
became lifeless as a stone when she spoke of it. She said that the party had cost three thousand 
people their life. Six soldiers were sent to town for 'supplies,' which meant stealing whatever 
they wanted or were able to find. Not a single soldier returned. The word filtered back that the 
rebels had killed them. Among the dead was the major's brother, a young lieutenant who was 
leading the group. She told me that the party exploded in a rage for revenge. The major 
ordered the town exterminated. By nightfall not a soul was alive in this place of three 
thousand people. Its name was Kohlm, a frontier town in the North.
      She fell silent after this for a long time, but her face remained tense. When she spoke again 
she said that three thousand casualties might not amount to much in our modern age of mass 
violence, but it means immensely more when one sees the aftermath. She told me that she had 
visited the place only two weeks before. She had talked to the people, photographed their 
children, and eaten with their community leaders. She had even interviewed some of the 
rebels.
      She told me that she had bribed her way onto the reconnaissance chopper in the morning 
after the killing. She found a wasteland of death. She saw children lying in the streets, women 
and men, shot on the spot.
      "Naive as I was," she said sadly, "I went back to the places I knew, to the houses where I 
had been invited to for tea, to the family that I had grown fond of. I found them all. I found the 
mother with her three children all dead in front of their house. The mother still held the 
smallest in her arms, barely two years old, who had been shot. It appears they tried to flee. I 
also went back to the house of the community leader, a bright and alert young man who had 
proudly shown me around his town and had talked fondly of its people and the land. He had 
invited me one late afternoon to his favorite swimming spot at the foot of a waterfall that had 
created a small bowl in the rock at its base. I can still see him standing at the ledge of the pool 
against a backdrop of Blue Mountains as he exclaimed about the beautiful life he had, and the 
freedom this open country gave him. He said he felt as free as the birds, and perhaps more so 



because of the spirit he had in him that allowed him to embrace the whole world. I found the 
young man again, his arms tightly wrapped about his aging father as if to protect him with his 
own body, or to have one last embrace. It appears his body offered no protection against the 
penetrating force of the bullet of a large caliber riffle. The bullet became lodged behind them in 
the post of the porch of their respectable house that he had been so fond of."
      She said that nobody really cared about the dead. They just left them there. "A rebel 
stronghold, pacified," she said, "was the official entry in the army's journal."
      "Now tell me about brainwashing," she added grimly and sat up. "Tell me you can just 
shrug it off!"
      I couldn't answer. I was stunned. I stood up and motioned her that we should go for a 
walk. I reached my hand out to her to help her up.
      She said moments later that what she had just told me had been by no means exceptional. 
Empty fields, bombed out homes, destroyed irrigation systems were all common sights that 
remained as silent testimonials of untold atrocities. "And still, the war went on," she said. "War 
had become a way of life."
      She said she had talked to one of the Mujahideen freedom fighters, a young man who 
proudly showed her his wounds. "Would you ever consider fleeing to Pakistan as many of 
your people have done?" she had asked him. His answer had been a resolute, no! "Why should 
I go there, there is no war in Pakistan?" he had told her.
      She said, he had told her that they didn't have the fancy kind of weapons the Soviets had, 
still had they put up a respectable fight with the little they did have. "So, why should he flee?" 
he had asked her. He liked it where he lived. But most of all, there was war in Kandahar."
      "Unfortunately, war means killing," she added, "and killing becomes a means for gaining 
control."
      I argued with her on this point. "Every war that has been created over the last two hundred 
years has been created to prevent human progress. Ultimately, it had nothing to do with 
gaining control, except superficially, perhaps."
      This was a new revelation to her, something she hadn't considered. I said, "The royals of 
this world don't care about gaining control. They already have total control. They care more 
about preventing the advance of the civilization that would dethrone them and take away 
their control. Feudalism can't exist for long in an advanced civilization. You can't keep human 
beings in a zoo. Nobody knows this better than the royals do. This knowledge goes back to the 
time of the Renaissance when the League of Cambrai was formed to wipe out the Venetian 
Empire. That's what the old professor told me in the bar that night. The royals never forgot this 
near defeat and what caused it. They will make sure that it won't happen again. They are in 
control, and they want to keep it that way. They know that they can only keep people in their 
zoo when they can get them to behave like primitive animals. That is what their security rests 
on."
      Ursula said that she knew all this. She said it didn't help make the pain go away. It doesn't 
heal anything. It is too remote.
      "Did you ever realize that none of what you saw has anything to do with any form of 
nationality, Russian or Afghani. What you saw, evidently wasn't the result of nationalism or 
ethnic hatred, not even revenge. It was the result of insanity; sheer insanity; plain and simple 



insanity."
      I told her that I wasn't talking about a babbling idiot's kind of insanity. I told her that I was 
referring to the 'intelligent insane.' I described them as people who are able to think as human 
beings, but refuse to do so; who rush into action, but are too dull to consider the consequences. 
They are human beings, but refuse to act in a human manner.
      "Aren't we all a bit like that?" she asked. "It appears that we are, and probably more often 
than not. How often have we seen someone in need, Peter, and walked by on the other side? 
That's insanity, too."
      I nodded. "I know, I know. If it were not so, prostitution wouldn't exist."
      "You devil, you have a one-track mind! I wasn't referring that," she replied and punched 
me gently. "Of course, you are correct," she added. "Lucky for us, we don't stone the people to 
death anymore that we find in need of some human intimacy. We merely call them immoral."
      "And if it happens to ourselves, we deny our humanity, our feelings and ourselves, and all 
for the sake of honor," I added.
      "That's insanity, too," she agreed.
      "But you are not like that. You invited me to be honest with myself, and you are not 
offended by it," I said and began to grin. "You have no idea how wonderful that feels. Maybe 
that is what sanity is all about. It manifests itself in people being human. Maybe it is the 
atmosphere at the beach here that causes this effect. Just look at us. We are as naked as we 
were born. Nothing is hidden. Nothing is concealed. And listen to us talk. We speak the same 
kind of language, honestly, openly, unencumbered by barriers. I don't think any of that would 
be possible in a conventional setting. In a conventional setting people hide behind so many 
layers of myths and artificial veils that they can barely speak to each other at all, except 
perhaps to play games. Is it any wonder than that there is so little honesty and peace in the 
world?"
      "Obviously, that's what the zookeepers want," said Ursula.
      "Ah, but here on the beach we treat each other as human beings, because that is what we 
are. Here I can say to you that I love you and you can answer me with a smile instead of with a 
frown. You can smile at me and speak of love in return and this in spite of the fact that we are 
married to different families, and different countries, and different political backgrounds. But 
all this fades away into nothing here. The only thing that remains is the simple fact that we are 
two human beings, you and I, and that comes to light as something profound and wonderful. 
You have no idea how wonderful it feels to be treated like that. I can feel a love unfolding from 
this that is like a great wave of light. I can't help suspecting that this wave will be felt in many 
dark places where this kind of light and joy may be urgently needed. I can even say that the 
gentle love that I feel unfolding between us is a much more profound peace feast than a 
million-men-march in protest against war. I think I can say with certainty that if all the peace 
marchers would make a consecrated effort to see and treat one another as human beings with 
all the encumbering crap removed that presently smothers them, the resulting wave of love 
would alter the world. It would stop all wars."
      Ursula began to beam with a brilliant smile as I said this. "And it would bring light to the 
social scene across the world as we have never seen it before," she added.



      My talking about love did more than just bring smiles to her face again. She seemed happy 
again. That tremendous change wasn't expected. Obviously the horrors she had witnessed had 
left deep scars. Of course I welcomed the transformation, to see her smile again. Maybe I had 
caused a healing of some sort, without knowing that I had? I put my arm around her shoulder 
as we went for a stroll. This was the closest I came to hugging her. A real hug seemed quite out 
of the question, with us both being totally naked. I would have loved to hug her, of course, 
and might have dared to do so if this had appeared even remotely possible in my mind.
      I had to laugh at myself suddenly. Was that really impossible? Why couldn't I hug her? 
According to what Helen had said, it should be possible. But how could I make it so? Could I 
dare to test the possibilities? And if not, was that groundless inhibition a form of 'intelligent 
insanity' too, that denied our humanity and our evident desire to embrace it? As it was, I 
didn't dare to do what seemed daringly right.
      We walked for a short distance in this partial embrace, towards the water, I tried to 
formulate another reply to help her forget the horrors that our conversation about war had 
brought to the surface. I was hoping that this might yet lead to a hug. I was a trained diplomat. 
A response of this kind should have been forthcoming without thinking. Except our being 
together wasn't a diplomatic game, the kind I had been trained for. This was a deeply human 
situation. What was unfolding seemed way out of my league. That is also while I failed in the 
end. A simple moment of lapsed attention allowed the superficial aspects to become dominant 
again, for which the subject of war was dragged back into the foreground.
      "You have witnessed the kind of warfare that unfolds when there are no cultural restraints 
left," I said to her. We had come to the water at this point. We simply sat down in the sand as 
children do, but sadly, not to make sand castles.
      I suggested to Ursula that it had taken Adolf Hitler nine years to grind down the human 
cultural restraint that had existed in the population against his brutal war plans. I suggested 
that Hitler wasn't that stupid that he couldn't see the deep-seated humanist feelings that the 
great German culture had created. That cultural strength inhibited his goals. He may have 
sensed that he couldn't just run roughshod over all of the human feelings that people like 
Schiller and Goethe had built up in the population. He simply couldn't move against that 
restraint. That restrained made him impotent. He had to break the restraint down, before he 
could create his 'Nazi Zoo' and carry out his objectives. Hitler understood this. His supporters 
understood this. Even his masters understood this. He understood that the German culture 
was his biggest enemy. I reminded Ursula that it took Hitler until 1942 to fully do away with 
that hindrance. "It took nine patient years to build that zoo," I said. "Only then, when the 
cultural destruction was complete, was he able to implement the full scope of the atrocities 
that he had planned from the beginning and had written about."
      I also suggested to Ursula that the Vietnam War appears to have been staged for essentially 
the same kind of purpose, a purpose that Hitler would have understood. I suggested that this 
war was arranged to be fought in such a manner that it would grind down the cultural 
resistance in America against the planned Anglo/American world emporium, which the 
royals wanted to establish.
      "Vietnam wasn't the target then," said Ushi with a note of surprise. "The war became a 
power tool for destroying America's culture for the establishment of the great American Zoo. 



Kennedy would have never allowed this. He saw it coming and ordered it to be stopped. So 
they countermanded his orders and killed him."
      I added that the zoo itself became just another tool. "Unless people can be brainwashed to 
see themselves as nothing more than animals, the whole depopulation scheme won't fly. But it 
did fly in Hitler's era. The zoo keepers became highly effective. Their 'song' continued to dull 
the masses after Hitler was defeated. Almost the whole western society was soon singing the 
depopulation song, as requested. The people were singing this song form their heart, since 
everybody 'knew' that animal herds need to be culled as a means to manage their numbers? 
The sung was about culling the human herd, meaning the depopulation of third-world 
nations, especially in America. In America that song of depopulation meant 
deindustrialization as a first phase. And it all happened as the song..."
      "Oh my God, Peter," Ursula cut me off. "You are saying that the Vietnam War had provided 
a perfect opportunity for the imperial game masters to create the kind of cultural shock that 
the sung about objectives required. The shock turned the American society culturally into 
animals without them being aware of it, to sing their animal song. The real targets then, were 
the American people and not the Vietnamese people. Vietnam then, was merely a target of 
convenience, nothing more. Is that what you are saying?"
      I nodded. I said something to the effect that quite a few people have come to see the 
Vietnam War that way. I told her that even America's so-called peace movement, which had 
been organized in conjunction with this war, had been set up in the same context to provide a 
second stage cultural shock. I suggested to her that both of these shocks had been highly 
effective in creating the kind of humanist, cultural destruction for which that war had 
evidently been staged.
      I pointed out to Ursula that these were the forces by which the great cultural optimism of 
the Kennedy Space Program era had been defeated. This cultural destruction created the 
background against which the deindustrialization of the western world could begin, which 
succeeded. I suggested to Ursula that the resulting physical destruction of the economy 
became the third phase of the grinding down of America and much of the western world. I 
pointed out to her that this phase was started in full force in the 1980s. I told her that this 
grinding down was openly promoted in direct conjunction with the depopulation ideology 
that had already been accepted in principle throughout the world five years earlier, beginning 
in the mid 1970s. "Without building the great American Zoo, this level of America's self-
destruction would have never been possible. And that is apparently only the beginning.
      Ursula nodded, then shook her head. "What do you mean. How much worse can it get?"
      "Just keep your eyes open. The next step will be depopulation," I said quietly. "The first 
stage that you will see will be pandemics in livestock herds, for which large scale slaughtering 
will be ordered. Once society gets used to that process, the same kinds of pandemics will then 
be staged in human populations for which whole segments of people can then be killed, 
ostensibly to keep the disease from spreading. That won't be possible for a few decades yet, 
but as the zoo mentality 'matures' that will become possible. That is the trend, Ursula, and 
nothing will stop this trend, except society's determination to become human beings again. 
That means escaping the zoo-mentality on the wings of scientific perceptions to rediscover our 
humanity."



      "Isn't it amazing," said Ursula, "how everything comes back to this one single point, the 
need for society to wake up and become human beings."
      "And that is what is happening right here," I replied. "We have become a two people 
movement to create a New Human Renaissance to save civilization. And the power that we 
wield is love."
      Ursula began to laugh. "Do you really want me to hug you that badly?" she said. "You kept 
looking at my breasts."
      "I am not making this up," I said, defending myself. "I wish it were all fantasy, but isn't. It's 
the royal way, not the human way."
      "Let me show you the human way," she said. We both stood up, then she hugged me. We 
both hugged each other. Wow! Indeed, that was the human way.
      "ALL the cultural damage that has been done over many centuries needs to be undone?" 
she said quietly, interrupting the sensual silence of our hugging. "We have to build a taller 
platform than has ever existed before, because all of the old platforms had been insufficient to 
protect our humanity, to say nothing about reversing the damage already done. That means 
that we must build a kind of platform that cannot be ground into the dust by the zookeepers. 
We have to build one that is able to withstand every shock."
      "If anyone hears us talking like that, they must think we've gone bonkers or are dreaming," 
I replied, "but I love it, because it is totally true.
      She agreed and smiled when the hug ended and we were facing each other. "All that I 
know is that this higher platform must be established in our thinking," she said. "We have no 
other option, but to resort to love. Whether it is nuclear war, depopulation, or economic 
collapse into poverty, the answer is always the same. It is love on a deeper and wider level 
than we have known until now. We only have this one option."
      "This is also the most wonderful option that I can think of," I said.
      "I know, Peter, what I said sounds crazy," she replied. "Don't even ask me how this is to be 
done, because all that we have to build anything on is our honesty and our love," she said. 
"That's all that we have, but it has uplifted us already. However, is it sufficient to uplift the 
whole world? I know that what needs to be done has never been done before in all the history 
of the world. Still we must do it. I just can't see yet how the needed types of breakthroughs, 
which have never been possible under the best of circumstances, can be achieved today in a 
culturally destroyed world."
      "That only adds to the challenge," I said quietly. "It doesn't change anything fundamentally. 
The goal has to be won. As you said yourself, our survival depends on it. So what if there were 
failures in the past. I think our past failures simply tell us that we must pursue an avenue that 
has never been pursued before, and that this avenue is universal love. I think this avenue that 
represents the Principle of Universal Love must be one that brings us face to face with 
ourselves, with our humanity. I think this must be an avenue that causes us to become human 
beings again. We have to see ourselves primarily as human beings, instead of seeing ourselves 
as communists, capitalists, Jews, Muslims, Christians, Germans, Americans, Russians, Chinese, 
and so on. I think all these aspects that presently divide us have a place in the background as 
enriching cultural elements, including the sexual element of our humanity. But in the 
foreground we must see ourselves as human beings, always. That is what we are. We must be 



truthful with ourselves about that, and with one-another. That's the challenge, Ursula. I think, 
that's all there is to it. There is nothing complicated about it. It may be tough to implement, 
but..."
      "Still, I must ask myself again. Is that implementation achievable?" Ursula interjected.
      "No, Ursula, that's an invalid question," I challenged her. "The question is invalid, because 
we have no options that would allow us not to achieve that solution. We simply must achieve 
whatever must be achieved to protect our existence. Any other consideration is invalid when 
no other option exists."

      I had told Ursula in our earlier discussion that a wise and beautiful woman had told me a 
few days ago that humanity's greatest challenge involves nothing more than our doing away 
with all the barriers that presently divide and isolate us from one-another and from our 
humanity. I also told Ursula that the woman had pointed out to me that the sex barrier was 
one of these, as it creates deep divisions and almost permanent isolation between people. "But 
why should such a barrier exist?" I asked. "Are we not all human beings with the same human 
qualities, and human desires, and human needs? If our humanity unites us in truth, and sex is 
a part of it, then sex might be a powerful part of that uniting factor that can change the world 
with universal love and end wars and atrocities, and even poverty."
      I suggested to Ursula that the same applies to all the other elements that divide us. I 
pointed out that all the aspects that divide us, including sex, ideology, nationality, and so 
forth, are elements of our individuality that make our existence richly diverse, interesting, and 
vibrant. I suggested to her that these aspects are all valid elements of our individuality, and 
that they are beautiful as such in their own way, but that they melt into the background of our 
universal humanity in which we find our love for ourselves and one-another. I told her that 
these elements must never be drawn out of this context to override the primacy of our 
humanity, which is the universal truth that unites us that invariably manifests itself as 
universal love once it is understood and acknowledged.
      "Universal love?" Ursula repeated, questioningly. "But what does that mean?"
      I laughed. I shrugged my shoulders. "Maybe it means that you and I should fall in love 
with one-another. That's already happening."
      She grinned and shook her head.
      "No Ursula, I really mean it." I said and smiled. "I really do appreciate you for being the 
wonderful woman that you are. You are sexually beautiful, and beautiful as a human being in 
every respect, to the very bottom of your Soul. What more does anyone need to be touched by 
in order to feel a great joy? Shouldn't that be enough to forge a bond of love between people? 
And why should this be limited to us? Sure, huge problems may stand in the way for love to 
expand universally and envelop everyone, but what have the problems got to do with 
anything? Do they change the principle involved? Are those problems valid factors in absolute 
terms?"
      She nodded, and said that this was honestly spoken. She leaned forward and offered a kiss.
      "The credit for what I said doesn't belong to me," I said. "It belongs to that woman who had 
tried to make me understand these things. The challenge of becoming honest with ourselves 
about the primacy of our humanity is probably the most complex challenge that we have to 



face in our entire life, even though it is simple in principle. Still, it all makes sense, Ursula, 
doesn't it? I just hope that I still remember some of it when I get back home, where I have to 
face the music of our great American popular opinions again that drag one away from what 
the truth really is."
      "I think we all have that problem," Ursula replied and laughed. "The demand to meet this 
challenge shifts us into an entirely different world, doesn't it?"
      "I don't think the imperative to meet this challenge will ever go away. It drags us back to 
the truth," I assured her.
      She nodded again. She smiled. "Maybe on this basis we can enrich our own love, which can 
never be full enough, and win the peace of the world at the same time."
      I agreed. I was amazed at the depth of our conversation.

      We had made ourselves comfortable again in the sand near the water, after our grand hug. 
There we talked, facing each other. She grinned at me now and then she saw how fascinated I 
still was by her. Was that gentle response a spark of the kind of love that we were talking 
about?
      While we talked, Ursula noticed a longhaired man walking through the shallow water to 
the left of us. "Jeremiah!" she called out and waved to him. She motioned him to come and join 
us.
      Jeremiah stopped, turned, and casually strolled towards us. She introduced me and asked 
him if he wouldn't mind looking after little Otto for a while. "We need time off for a long 
stroll," she told him in German.
      Jeremiah nodded with a wink in his eye and suggested that we should stroll towards the 
entrance where ice cream had just arrived and was being sold. "You didn't know that," he 
added with a smile looking at Ursula, "yah?"
      Ursula shook her head.
      "If you want to know anything, anything at all," he said to me in German, "you only have to 
ask Jeremiah." He reached his hand out for a handshake and then left us sitting were we were. 
He made his way towards little Otto who played in his mud hole at the edge of the lawn.
      While we were off on our stroll, I held her gently close to my side as before. "Maybe the 
two of us can make a difference," I said to her, "even if an entire ocean lies between us. You 
said yourself, all that we have is our honesty and our love. Let's start with that and create a 
revolution. Hasn't our honesty with ourselves already caused a revolution on this beach? It has 
brought us together. This shouldn't have been possible the way I stared at you."
      "And still do," Ursula interjected.
      "But it happened," I said. "Besides, as you had told me, what more can we possibly have, or 
need, than our honesty and our love?" I hugged her once more as I said this. "I truly love you, 
you know," I added. "You are beautiful in every conceivable way."
      "You are a beautiful too, Peter," was her reply while she hugged me in return.
      "I think we need to break out of our self-confinement," I said to her, "and become even 
more deeply honest with ourselves than we have ever been in our lives. Maybe the failure to 
do that is the great problem of humanity, the problem that we all face. We deny ourselves so 
often, and for such shallow reasons. Perhaps, we need to let our love unfold unconfined, 



unfettered, free and as universal as it can be. Perhaps this is the platform on which we can 
banish the divisions that have been imposed over time, and shut down the isolation that we've 
allowed to build up between us. Maybe in this way, we might create for ourselves a taller 
platform for unity than has ever existed before. I know we have to achieve this kind of change 
at the grassroots level where we individually live. I know we have to achieve it there before we 
can even hope to see a corresponding change happening on the political level."
      Ursula shook her head decisively. "I foresee huge problems with that," she said. "Look at 
my case for instance. Beautiful women like myself..." here she grinned, and then laughed. "We 
would all be swamped with affection and coercion, and be abused," she said, "while all the 
ugly women would be left behind in the rush, and be left out. I am exaggerating of course to 
illustrate the tendency. Unfortunately, that is already the tendency. If you open the door more 
towards the seeming enigma of universal love, you'd create a flood. What's happening now is 
hard enough to deal with. My wedding ring gives me some protection. It helps me to fight off 
abuses. I know, this sort of thing shouldn't happen, but it does."
      "I know," I said. I put my hand on her shoulder. "That's precisely the point, Ursula. It 
appears you are feeling the pressures of a screwed up system in a screwed up world. But will 
it be that way if we can manage to get out of the zoo. The present system appears to be very far 
removed from the real dimensions of our humanity, and most definitely from the dimension of 
love. What you are experiencing appears to be a form of rape by desperate people who 
encounter barriers whichever way they turn. You open the door and they trample you down. 
That's what animals do. The zoo mentality distorts everything. What you are fighting against 
today, evidently has nothing to do with the truth about our humanity."
      "And what truth, precisely, is that, Peter?"
      "The truth is, Ursula, that the very concept of a supposed existence of ugly people is a lie. 
This lie affects the way in which people look at themselves and at each other. I don't believe 
that there are any such phenomena as intrinsically ugly human beings. We may be dealing 
with a contradiction in language. I think the entire concept is a myth. Some people may believe 
that they are ugly, and so they make themselves appear ugly in reacting to the belief. 
Consequently, they are recognized that way. I believe whatever makes a person appear ugly in 
one's mind is artificial in one way or another. I have seen some so-called 'beautiful' people 
appear rather ugly and repulsive. But shouldn't it be possible to turn this degenerative process 
upside down. Universal love, logically, should have the opposite effect, shouldn't it? I think it 
may have. I believe it has the power to bring this important lesson about ourselves home to us, 
and to heal the personal scene with a good dose of self-respect and respect for one-another as 
human beings. I believe that our love for one-another as human beings can't fail to become a 
vital element in our lives if our love is built on an intelligent self-love."
      I told Ursula that I have had a long conversation with the woman I had mentioned earlier. I 
told her that as far as I could remember the woman had pointed out to me that the 
development of universal love is essentially what is involved in becoming truthful with 
oneself.
      I had to laugh suddenly. "I just hope that I won't forget any of that before I am able to 
implement it. It's all so totally contrary to what popular opinion dictates, and that makes it 
hard to hold onto, even if I know that it is absolutely true."



      "But can you be sure it is true?" Ursula asked.
      I shrugged my shoulders. "It appears to be true," I said. "You can prove it to yourself. Just 
look all around you and be totally honest with yourself. Do you see any ugly people? Do you 
see even one? I think you'll have a hard time to find an ugly person if you're totally honest and 
make an effort to look beyond the facade that people put up. I think we have to look also 
beyond the behavior that people adopt as a reflection of what they see as popular trends. 
Those trends merely reflect popular opinion rather than the truth about our humanity, and 
those are largely imposed opinions. I think we owe it to ourselves to pull ourselves away from 
the control of popular opinion and look for the truth, just as we have to pull ourselves away 
from false religious or social dogmas, for the same reason. I think it is probably the zoo 
mentality that puts the ugliness in people's faces. It's a kind of imposed zero-state mentality, 
isn't it. It people are imposed to let themselves go and loose their humanity, and thereby their 
love, the resulting emptiness shows. The war mongrels are all ugly people. Empty people are 
ugly people. What I am saying is, that we have to become truthful. We have to make ourselves 
profoundly human, then we will appear as beautiful as we see ourselves. Then others will see 
us as we see ourselves. That's an exciting prospect, isn't it? I also think this can be 
accomplished. I think that an honest effort in that direction can solve a lot of problems, both 
socially and politically."
      Ursula nodded and smiled. "I think I have to agree with you," she said cautiously and 
excitedly at the same time. She even kissed me on the cheek for it. "I just hadn't looked at 
myself and others that way before," she added.
      "Neither had I," I said to her, returning the kiss. "I just hope that I don't forget any of that 
when I get home," I said and began to laugh again as if this were funny.
      
      Ursula and I took the long route to the entrance, across a grass-covered playing field where 
a ball game was in progress. She pointed to a crowd at the far end of the field where 
"Wuerstchen" are sold. Since neither of us was in need of food at that moment, we went back 
across the field towards the water. With the atmosphere having become more easy and free 
between us, it didn't seem to matter that our double excursion across the playing field hadn't 
made any sense. A lot of things didn't make sense at this place, and yet, they did. One thing 
though, puzzled me. I was puzzled by the way she had changed. A half an hour earlier she 
had been torn apart by being reminded of war-experiences, and then, like the sun coming from 
behind a cloud, she was happy again. Sure, I had tried to help her, but I hadn't said anything 
so profound that it might have caused this change.
      Since I couldn't figure this puzzle out, I slipped a few hints.
      Her response was to stop for a real kiss. Afterwards she smiled and said that I was the 
cause of her happiness, whatever that meant. Now I was puzzled even more. She could sense 
it, too. She looked around cautiously and invited me to sit down in the sand with her, near the 
water. She said that she would explain, but she really didn't. She talked about journalism, 
instead, and the challenges involved. It took a good ten minutes before I was able to piece the 
puzzle together.
      "How many people have you told your Afghanistan story to?" I asked cautiously. That 
story and her talking about journalism seemed to be linked.



      She raised two fingers; "my husband and my editor have heard it." Then she raised another 
finger and smiled again. "I cannot talk about this to anyone. Officially, that incident never 
happened, and if I do talk about it I am spreading counterrevolutionary lies since a 
revolutionary army doesn't behave like that. So you see, the event never occurred, but it did. I 
saw what I saw."
      "This means you have carried this baggage inside of you for all this time. It must be painful 
not to be able to talk about such a tragedy to anyone," I suggested.
      "Especially when I know that these things continue to happen," she added. "That's what 
journalism is supposed to prevent. That's what I had dedicated my life to. It felt as if they had 
bottled up my soul with the gag order."
      She cautiously revealed that something deep had suddenly changed for her. "Now, three 
people have heard my story," she said. She thanked me for being such a compassionate listener 
and kissed me once more, this time on the lips. "And you did more than that," she added. "You 
were able to understand how I felt. You also understand how far away we still are from a 
solution. But most of all, you talked about love as a solution and you made it sound so real."
      Wow! What had I done? I was sure that if I had made it my goal to entice a kiss from her, I 
would have puzzled over this for years in vain and would have never come to the right 
conclusion. Suddenly, it unfolded so easily all on its own. Just being a good listener had 
earned me several kisses all in a row.
      "I was able to tell you my story, because you are honest," she said to me minutes later. "I 
appeared before you naked, but you never looked at me with greedy eyes. You looked at me 
with joy. A person who respects another's sovereignty in this manner is honest. Unfortunately 
there is little of that left in our society, so I couldn't risk talking to anyone about it. I couldn't 
even tell Jeremiah. People are afraid of each other in this country. That is why we have only 
one party. You are either for the government, which represents all the people, or you are 
against the people, and that makes you a traitor. And believe me, nobody is willing to take that 
chance. We have a 98% turnout during elections and they all vote for the government."
      She stood up happily. "This is a wonderful, bright, and happy day," she said. "You have no 
idea what it costs a person to keep such an experience bottled up inside, as my Afghanistan 
experience."
      "Especially while knowing that these things still happen," I repeated her words, just to say 
something.
      "I felt like I had been gagged to the bottom of my soul, Peter, by not having been able to tell 
the world what I saw. But now, that seems less important. The real solution is more universal."
      "Still, being gagged makes you feel impotent, right? You want to change the world, but you 
can't dare say the word. If only there was a way to break through the barrier, I know you 
would take that chance without hesitation, but there appears to be no such chance on the 
horizon. So, Ursula, believe me, I know the feeling. However, I also know there exists a way 
out of every situation. That's why I can't believe that someone like you will ever be impotent. 
Since there is bound to be a way, I know that you will find it. I can also tell you this; there is no 
censorship possible that can defeat your honesty with yourself and the love that unfolds from 
that for one-another. If we both really work along this line, I believe we may find a way to 
project this love across the world, and to inspire others to look at themselves with love and at 



each other. I may be naive in saying this, but I can see some hope in this direction."
      She didn't answer me. She kissed me once more, instead. She thanked me for being such a 
good listener and for being so insistent that something can be done to change the world, even 
when it seems quite impossible at first glance.
      
      We bought chocolate ice cream at the store by the gate. It was good ice cream. It actually 
tasted like chocolate, surprisingly. It also was quite soft and soon began to drip. It dripped on 
us as we sat in the sand, but who cared? We laughed about it and began to draw with it, 
tracing out stars and hearts. I helped her to draw those stars and hearts on her breasts, and to 
wipe them out, and then draw new ones. Finally, there was only one thing to do, to go 
swimming, to wash it all off, to splash each other, and to see who would be the first to swim to 
a piece of foam that bobbed up and down in the water near the grassy knoll where we had sat 
before.
      
      We returned to our old place by the grassy knoll. There, she kissed me once more, but this 
wasn't for old time's sake. I could sense that it was for moving forward. It was a more 
'intimate' kiss than those quick bursts of affection.
      I was right. She asked me moments later if she could tell me something terribly shameful, 
and if I would promise not to judge her too harshly.
      Oh my God, I felt so infinitely honored by what she said. I looked at her. She came to light 
as someone bright, intelligent, good looking, and confident. She appeared to be also someone 
who would be equally at home at a lectern in front of thousands of people, or in a legislative 
assembly, or leading a research institute, or guiding a tour in a gallery of leading edge art, or 
sitting at the bench of justice. She was a captivating person. She spoke with confidence, 
uprightness, she was someone who would command respect no matter where she would be, 
and she was offering to share her innermost feelings with me. Who was I?
      "Of course you can trust me," I promised. "You can trust me as a friend," I said to her.
      "Just as a friend?" she asked.
      "No, more than that, as a lover," I corrected myself. This was seriously spoken, with total 
honesty.
      She accepted the answer and smiled. "There is no shame in us being lovers. Love is 
beautiful. There is no shame in love. But this is not the kind of shame I was referring to. 
Sometimes things happen to a person that one becomes ashamed of, even if one is not to 
blame," she said.
      I told her that I could understand her completely from personal experience. I had sensed a 
faint notion of that kind of shame, in the way she had told her Afghanistan story. I said to her 
that sometimes one tends to become ashamed of the human race and oneself as a part of it, 
when one faces unspeakable atrocities. "One becomes ashamed, because the self-accusations 
won't go away that one didn't intervene to prevent the terrible things from happening, even if 
there wasn't a damn thing one could have done. The pain just keeps coming back and getting 
worse, mostly at night."
      She nodded, silently. "You really have experienced that, too?" she said in a soft tone of 
voice. "What happened?"



      I shook my head. "No, Ursula, I can't tell you what I saw. Cambodia exploded. That's all I 
can tell you. No one can understand what happened there, who was not in the middle of it. To 
attempt to explain it would belittle the tragedy. I was in Cambodia on vacation. Sure, there 
were tensions in the air. Then, one day all hell broke out. What I saw can never be told. It took 
me a year to come to terms with what I saw. The healing came when I decided that I was not 
impotent in this matter. I reasoned that the pain might stop if I could help prevent this kind of 
tragedy from happening again."
      "And what did you do?" Ursula asked.
      "I quit my job and joined the diplomatic service," I replied. "I did this mostly for myself," I 
said to her, "at least at first, I did. I was as ashamed about what I had witnessed. I was as 
ashamed as if this inhumanity been perpetrated by my own family. In a sense, it had. I 
realized, as the healing unfolded, that the whole of humanity is my family."
      Ursula nodded in agreement. "Yes, Peter, I have often felt strongly that way when I went 
abroad."
      "No Ursula, it was more than a feeling with me," I countered her. "I had lived with the pain 
of that tragedy until I worked myself out of my predicament. I had asked myself in those days, 
if humanity isn't my family, for what reason would I be ashamed about the atrocities? The 
shame made me realize that we are all one single whole in reality, though we seldom 
acknowledge this. That's when I also realized that I had a direct responsibility for the larger 
family that I am a part of. I realized that this responsibility would never go away. That's when 
the idea came to join the diplomatic services. I joined up within a month. I had to absorb a 35% 
cut in pay to do that, but it was worth the price just to have the pain go away. Perhaps that 
was the reason why I was able to understand to some degree what this woman, a few days 
ago, had told me. She had told me the same thing, only in a much clearer and more universal 
manner, as an element related to truth, the truth about our humanity."

      There was a deep silence between us after I spoke. I wondered if Ursula could recognize 
what I was really trying to say. Maybe I was foolish to bring up these things that could never 
be told, but I also felt that if my experience would help her, then I should pursue the subject 
further?
      "My healing began when I became involved with the diplomatic service. I saw this as a 
chance for becoming involved in taking the stress out of international relationships," I added. 
"I saw it as a way of working for the good of humanity."
      I told Ursula that the pain gradually faded away. "This, all by itself, was worth the loss in 
pay," I said to her.
      She still didn't say anything in reply.
      "Can you understand what I am saying?" I asked. "I am trying to say that I feel a great deal 
happier because of what has happened. I actually became happier than I had been before, and 
more tolerant, I think. I know this shouldn't be the case. My terrible experience shouldn't have 
had such an elevating effect, but it did."
      "It wasn't your experience that caused this," Ursula suggested, "but your reaction to it - a 
recognition of some underlying truth."
      "I was lucky, Ursula," I said with some reservation. "I just can't imagine what I would have 



done in your place where the same opportunities might not exist which had been open to me. I 
am glad for the privilege to live in a free country."
      "I live in a free country too," Ursula replied sharply, as if I had insulted her. "I have learned 
that true freedom can't be curtailed by a gag rule. I learned that freedom isn't something that is 
handed down to a person. Freedom is a matter of my own responsibility. Believe me, I know. I 
went down the same path as you did. We may have both found the identical way out of our 
predicament," she added, "each of us for our own reasons. We created our own freedom, by 
our own action"
      She told me that she had joined State Security for much of the same reasons. She said she 
wanted to help create a better world instead of just observing the world without being able to 
shape its course for the better. She told me that her husband, Steve, had been totally opposed 
to the idea of her joining State Security, but that he supported her nevertheless, because she 
had felt a need for it. "Steve is a beautiful man," she added. "I really would like you to meet 
him. I think Steve and you have much in common."
      I replied that I felt honored, but that I was also puzzled by why she had chosen to work 
with State Security which had forbidden her to talk about her previous experience. "You have 
joined this organization even though you can't ever say a word about what you saw?" I asked.
      She stood up and shook her head again. She said that this had actually been one of the 
factors for joining up, a chance for fermenting an interest for the truth.
      She stopped talking right after saying this, except to say that we should get back to little 
Otto and Jeremiah.
      I agreed that it was time to get back, but I felt that wasn't the reason why she said this. 
There was still something bottled up inside of her that she couldn't allow herself to reveal. It 
seemed as if she was asking for help.
      "I realize," I said to her, in order to break the silence, "that freedom is ultimately an 
individual thing, as you said. Maybe freedom isn't the right word. Maybe liberty is a better 
word. Liberty is a more all-embracing term. Freedom has become a bad word as people feel so 
readily free to injure one-another. Liberty means getting away from that, doesn't it? The sense 
of 'liberty' seems to imply a freedom that is grounded love, which makes it something totally 
different than unrestrained freedom, like the freedom to kill as you have witnessed in 
Afghanistan. Maybe liberty is our real goal, signifying our freedom to love. Maybe it was with 
an inkling of that in mind, that I joined the diplomatic service. I am certain that if my chance to 
join the service hadn't existed, I would have found some other way to help make the world a 
better place to live in, no matter what it would have taken. You seem to have done that."



Part 2 - Shoot Them!

      "I was still working as a journalist at the time," said Ursula quietly. "Journalists are trained 
to observe; not to intervene. A human being may be impelled to intervene by the force of 
conscience, but I was a professional journalist on a professional assignment. That option wasn't 
open to me. I wasn't allowed to love. I had a professional protocol to follow. It was in my 
blood to observe. I was trained to do this. I was good at it. I observed everything. Except, 
Peter, this was all that I did."
      "Could you have done more?" I asked.
      "I don't know. Honestly, I don't know!" she replied.
      I saw tears forming again.
      "My Nicaragua story was printed in our national newspaper with a big headline 
proclaiming my heroism," she said. "I became a celebrity, but I couldn't talk to anyone about 
my experience out of sheer shame that it happened at all. I was ashamed that I was still living. 
Am I making any sense?"
      I nodded, but I wasn't sure if this was honestly done.
      "It happened so fast," she said, "not at first, but later on it did. I had been sent to Nicaragua 
and El Salvador. My El Salvador story started with the body dumps."
      She explained that the 'body dumps' were certain areas outside the cities where families or 
friends were frequently searching for the remains of their loved ones who had disappeared 
without a trace. They usually found them there, often mutilated. She said her report was a 
collection of their stories. One brave soul had told her that it was far easier to bear the pain of 
finding them dead, than not knowing, and having to live with the endless pain of imagining 
them being tortured.
      Ursula told me she could easily imagine the pain these people must have felt, out of the 
background of her own experience in Afghanistan. She had been careful not to get too close to 
anyone, so as not to have to suffer the same pain all over again that she had suffered before in 
Afghanistan. She told me that she still had all of the pictures on file of the people of her 
experience in Afghanistan, years earlier, both on film and in her mind, including the pictures 
of the people of Kohlm. She told me that she hadn't been able to look at these pictures for a 
long time. Still, she told me that when she was in El Salvador, she felt that the victims of the 
massacre in Kohlm had been a thousand times luckier. Their life had ended in the flash of a 
moment. Those who were cycled through the body dumps were evidently put to death slowly 
over periods of months, becoming disassembled in the processes of torture that few had 
witnessed and even fewer could comprehend.
      She said that a security official had told her during an interview that over the years forty 
thousand people were cycled through the dumping grounds. The death squads executed some 



of them. Others were tortured to death by the secret police or one of the numerous private 
security forces like the goons of the 'electric' company. The same official told her that some of 
the death squads were even feared by the police. He had told her that entire villages had been 
wiped out in this manner, usually without a warning or anyone knowing why. There is always 
this buzzword in the air, something about communism, pro or con, which stirs the rampage 
that keeps the killing going. "Most people didn't even know what communism is all about," 
she added.
      I told her in a quiet voice that I had heard about the body dumps, but that I had never been 
there. I told her that I could imagine what she saw, because brainwashing is a deadly game no 
matter who is involved and what the buzzwords are. I told her that brainwashing kills people 
as human beings. I said, "It takes away our right to be ourselves."
      I asked her to consider what a human being is. Are we flesh, blood, bones, enzymes, 
nerves, brain, etc.? Is that us? I said that every animal in the fields has these. Still, we are 
different. We stand tall above them as sentient beings. We are able to think, explore, discover, 
reason, create art, music, literature, and beautify our world. We are able to reach out for the 
truth and latch onto it with verifiable hypothesis that we build our technologies on, with 
which to enrich our lives.
      "That's what we are," I said to her. "Brainwashing takes a lot of that away from us and 
replaces it with what someone else has determined for us. That process kills people as human 
beings. And those who refuse to be brainwashed will likely be killed physically and end up on 
the body dumps. Isn't that what the cries about communism, capitalism, Marxism, Zionism, 
Hinduism, or whatever, are all about? If we loose our human identity, all of these things 
become paramount and people are being betrayed for it, slandered for it, and attacked for it."
      Ursula nodded.
      "Just look at you," I continued. "You haven't been brainwashed. You came through this 
terrible tragedy and remained perfectly human; and I am willing to bet anything that this is 
what you value the most about yourself. The isms and so forth don't even come into view for 
you, until way down the line. Am I correct?"
      Ursula nodded again.
      "I wish we had a million people like you in America," I said to her and began to grin. "Then 
the world would be at peace forever."
      "Oh you!" she scolded me, and punched me again, gently. "These things are too serious to 
make fun of. I was nearly killed on my next mission, so please don't joke about it. Of course, 
what you said is true."

      She told me that her next assignment as 'journalist' for the East German State Intelligence 
Service was a one week visit to a farming community in the north of El Salvador. She said she 
had been glad to get this assignment. She had grown tired of the gore around the cities, and 
the fear that lay over everything like "a fine dust one can't get out of ones hair." She said that 
the thought of being in the country was comforting to her. She felt it would revive her. Initially 
it did. The people she came to know were friendly. They were some of the more fortunate 
people in this country. They had good land, leased from a generous landlord. They had plenty 
of water nearby. They were far away from the fighting. Life was good for them, possibly the 



easiest in the entire country.
      She said there was a population of about thirty in this village. None had any political 
alignment. She had asked the headman about his political views. He had just looked at her and 
shrugged his shoulders. "We are farmers," he had told her. "That's all we know. That's all we 
have time for. That's all we want to know."
      Her face became tense after that, as she spoke. I can't remember the exact words she used to 
tell her story, but I will never forget that empty stare in her face as she related it.
      During, what should have been her last morning in the village, the rebels came by. They 
demanded food. She said that Rafael, the headman, refused to get involved. He told them if 
they worked in the fields and stayed until mealtime they would be fed. The man fell to the 
floor before he had finished the sentence. A woman rushed to his aid. She was ordered back 
with another gunshot. After this the rebels were fed. Then they moved on.
      The same afternoon the local death squad appeared. They came in civilian clothes with 
their faces masked. Someone had apparently tipped them off about the villagers feeding the 
rebels. As soon as their truck had been sighted the people of the village fled into the fields. 
Ursula said that a woman grabbed her arm in haste and dragged her out of the hut and told 
her where to hide in the tomato garden.
      Ursula told me that she had hugged herself to the ground behind the compost heap. She 
said that she could hear the woman who had helped her, hushing her children. She was hiding 
nearby with three little ones. It was the children's voices that gave them away.
      The radio crackled. "'I have three children and a woman here,' a man said. 'Shall I let them 
go?'"
      "'Shoot them,' the radio crackled back."
      "'Shoot children?'"
      "'Little rebels grow into big rebels,' the radio crackled back. 'Kill them!'"
      She said it was terrible. She heard the bullets enter their bodies. "It's my turn next, that's all 
I could think of," she said. "Then a boy panicked, who was hiding in the field beyond the fence. 
He started to run. Immediately his mother ran after him. She hadn't gone ten feet. I heard the 
crack of a gun; the woman jerked and stumbled forward, still reaching out towards her boy 
with blood now pouring from her face. Another crack followed and the boy fell to the ground; 
and then another which brought the woman to her knees, still reaching out to him. She was 
shot three times."
      Ursula had tears in her eyes as she spoke. "No one can imagine the intensity of emotion 
that wells up in the face of this horror. I would have cried had I not fainted when the last shot 
tore into the woman's head."
      She said, it was very still when she came to, but she couldn't move. She could barely 
believe she was still alive. The squad must have passed her off as dead. She couldn't move a 
muscle out of sheer fright. She had remained motionless, painfully so, until dark, then crawled 
out of the garden into the open field. She didn't dare stand up, not until she saw one of the 
other survivors stand up, and then a second one. The rest were, evidently, all dead.
      She said she went to the house for her camera, but couldn't make herself go in. She backed 
away from it and started to run, to get away from this place. She kept running until she was 
exhausted. She ran and walked all through the night, until finally, by dawn the next day she 



was able to cry again. She cried mostly for the boy and the woman who had saved her life. 
      By noon she came upon the squad truck again. She found it bombed out by the wayside. 
Bodies were strewn through the bushes. She couldn't look at them. She didn't stop. She just 
kept running. All that mattered to her was to get to Honduras alive, and she prayed that she 
would have the strength for it.
      Later, she slept for two days. A farmer had found her in his shed. He had thought her to be 
dead.

      
      While Ursula related the story, I too had tears in my eyes. I couldn't remember much about 
that particular war, except that the Vice President of my country had once promoted a similar 
kind of war and had apparently financed it on his own behind the back of the nation's 
Congress. Since the Congress had refused to fund his rebel-war against a sovereign nation, he 
had simply requested special powers from the government as national security chief and had 
then used these powers to fund the war by himself.
      I told her that I had heard on the grape vine that the Vice President and his second man 
had organized shipments of crack cocaine to be brought into our country by authorized 
transport planes. The cocaine was then dumped onto the streets, mostly in the ghettos. The 
proceeds from the sale were used to purchase guns and bullets that were loaded onto the same 
transport planes going back. "Evidently, the weapons were handed to the most insane," I 
added, "as they could be trusted to destabilize the country and destroy the nation." I told her 
that nobody cared about the people who were affected. The oligarchy of the world simply 
wanted to have the country back in order to continue their looting operation. They didn't care 
how many people would be killed in the process.
      I had hoped that this broader view would focus Ursula's disdain onto the source of her 
tragedy, rather than onto the people who were caught up in it. I suggested that my telling her 
about it would hopefully make it easier for her to deal with the tragedy, especially since she 
now found a way to become involved in solving the underlying problem.
       I told her that there were two types of forces involved in her case. One was contempt, the 
other inhumanity. The rulers of the game of genocide acted out of contempt for human beings. 
"But the death squads were moved by something else," I said to her. "As far as I can see, what 
happened in that village, the actual killing, wasn't done out of malice. The death squads were 
doing a job. No human element was involved. They could just as well have sent a truck load of 
killer robots, or an atomic bomb."
      I suggested to Ursula that the people involved in the death squads were likely told that 
they were professionals. They were given riffles. They were given radios. They were given a 
truck, ammunition, and probably a professional salary, too. This mirage of professionalism, of 
doing a job, had probably killed them as human beings. They were paid for carrying out a 
'difficult assignment,' and evidently they performed their task well. Afterwards, they probably 
went to see a movie. No human element was involved. Only the carnage was human. I 
suggested to Ursula that if the squad people had had the faintest spark of humanity left in 
them, they couldn't have done what they did.
      "The squad people were dead people," I said to her. "They had been killed as human beings 



before they were unleashed against the humanity of that nation. At least that's what I saw in 
Cambodia when all hell broke out," I added.
      "Was it brainwashing, Peter?"
      "No, what I saw resulted from something worse. Most brainwashed people are still human 
to some degree. They may tell you that the sky is green and the grass is blue, and they will spit 
at you when you dispute this, but they won't kill you. They have enough humanity left in 
them. They are still a little bit alive."
      "Were the squads all hired assassins then?"
      I disputed that idea, saying that some of them might have done the murdering for free, or 
for the organization that they belonged to.
      "Do you know how the FARC in Colombia creates its living dead?" I asked her. I told her 
that they often recruited them as children, and once they joined, as a kind of initiation, they 
forced them to become executioners of their own kind, usually other children who had tried to 
escape. That's when they realize that they are in the FARC for life, and there is only one way 
out, in a coffin.
      "The question is, how does one turn the living dead into human beings again," Ursula 
asked.
      "I have puzzled over that a long time without an answer," I replied sadly. I told her that 
while redemption is possible through the development of universal love, I have seen no 
evidence of this actually happening. "Have your State Security people figured this one out?"
      "They wouldn't have any interest in that, Peter. They would deny that a problem exists. 
How does the CIA handle cases like that?"
      "They don't, Ursula. My theory is that the CIA, the MI6, the KGB, and organizations like 
them came into being when no one could figure out what to do with the living dead that were 
created in the psychological warfare institutes during the Second World War." I suggested to 
Ursula that we should have compassion on them, because many will likely never become 
living human beings again. "That is why it is so wonderful to meet someone who is so fully 
alive, and so wonderfully human, as you are," I said to her and grinned.
      I added seriously that our humanity is evidently a far greater treasure than we care to 
realize. "We take it for granted so often, while we should relish it, and protect it, and develop it 
further. In our humanity, we have greater riches than the richest royalty in the entire world 
will ever possess. The world's oligarchy belongs to the living dead. They have showered 
humanity with their bullets for centuries. They have brought to it their gift of poverty, 
wrapped in agony, and tied up with the ribbons of famine and diseases. Their gift is named 
contempt, contempt of humanity. What else can one expect from the living dead? Their would-
be royalty reeks of contempt. Their dwellings are monuments to their contempt for humanity. 
Your life, Ursula, has been touched briefly by the flow of this contempt and by its darkness," I 
added. "Maybe you can now fathom what darkness China, India, Africa, and other places had 
to endure. I am deeply sorry, though, that some of this flow came from my country, because 
my country had once cleansed itself of oligarchy, at least during its early years it had."
      It was hard to tell whether this apology had any effect. She didn't reply. She didn't smile.
      "Please accept my apology for what my nation has allowed to occur," I added. "Also, accept 
my apology for bringing this up. It pains me to paint such a picture of my own nation, but it 



needs to be said to bring your suffering into perspective. We are not a nation of bad people. 
We were once a great and generous nation, except we too, have been showered with bullets. 
We were showered with bullets for more than a century, though of a somewhat different kind. 
I must apologize that we have not been able to defend ourselves better against these attacks. 
It's like I said. Our humanity is exceedingly precious, which we all too often take for granted. 
We make it secondary to money and status, or whatever. Then it slips away from us. That's 
what happened in America and is still happening. That's how the most precious becomes lost."
      "No, no, don't apologize." she responded finally. "It was Steve who convinced me that this 
kind of probing for the truth can never be excessive. It needs to go on until all is told and 
explored and the problem is understood and resolved so that the mistakes won't be repeated."
      "In this case, you should look at yourself in the mirror," I said to her, "because that is where 
you find the most precious, vibrantly alive person that I know. As far as I can tell, you have 
lost none of it. You have probably enriched it by this terrible experience."
      She hesitated for a minute. "I met my husband Steve in the village where I was found," she 
said. He was doing research there for the Peace Corps. He helped me in dealing with my 
enormous pain. We talked extensively about our humanity, how precious it is. Steve did what 
he could to help me to get the horror out of my mind that I saw and experienced. Still it keeps 
coming back in dreams, even now after years have passed."
      I stood up and raised her up also, and embraced her for a long time.
      "I am certain what happened here today will help," she said, facing me, smiling again. "You 
make me feel more precious than I have felt for a long time," she said and grinned. "You make 
life appear precious."
      "As life is," I added, cutting her off.
      "What frightens me is how cheap life has become," said Ursula.
      I nodded. "Yes, it's frightening, isn't it, to realize with what ease these utterly devastating 
atrocities were carried out? Did you ever come across any protective support though, for those 
vulnerable people? I bet you didn't. Nobody in the so-called 'moral' world really cared, right? 
People in the 'moral' world will only explode with indignation if a man sleeps with his best 
friend's wife, or worse yet, if he sleeps with his friend, but when it comes to wholesale murder 
and genocide very few people actually care to speak up."
      I noticed tears in her eyes again. "Peter, those were beautiful, kind, and generous people," 
said Ursula, "and they slaughtered them like animals. It frightens me when this can happen 
with such ease, and it frightens me more when this happens in a nuclear-armed world. I keep 
wondering what else can be perpetrated with the same kind of ease by today's fascists who 
have the means in their hands to set the entire world on fire. In physical terms it is actually 
easier to blow up the world with nuclear weapons, than it is to go out into the villages and 
actually shoot a bunch of people to death. The nuclear war games have become largely 
automated, haven't they? The fascists of our world merely have to select which program to 
execute. The rest unfolds almost automatically. All the so-called 'hard' and 'ugly' choices have 
already been pre-programmed in order that the ultimate destruction of humanity can be 
executed with the greatest of ease and the least physical effort. That's what scares me, Peter. It 
scares me that we stand so helpless against it."
      "Except we shouldn't feel helpless," I said to Ursula. "We are human beings with untold 



resources at our disposal. No Martians are here, threatening to drop those bombs on us. We do 
that. No one forces us to do that. We have created this madness. This madness has been 
created by human beings. The reason is that we have not yet found it possible to deal with one-
another as human beings, heart to heart. We can travel to the stars, but we cannot reach across 
the table to one-another and join hands in love. That is not allowed in most cases. Still, we 
must do it."
      "What you ask has never been done before in all the history of the world on a universal 
scale," said Ushi, "."
      I nodded. "I have been told quite recently that his is why every renaissance in history has 
failed," I said to her. "The brightest eras in history have all collapsed, because the Principle of 
Universal Love has so far been totally rejected by every society on the planet. The irony is that 
this principle is society's only hope. The problem of isolation goes so deep now that people 
have literally become married to their isolation from each other, especially along sexual lines. 
Universal love is regarded under this isolation scheme, to be absolute treason, especially in the 
social world. In order to break this stranglehold, I think we should be uplifting ourselves to 
some form of universal marriage and universal good. But we can't do this, can we? Too many 
artificial barriers stand in the way. Those barriers exist even on this beach here, Ursula, and by 
all appearances it is terribly hard to find a way around them. The best we've been able to do 
here on this beach, it to take our clothes off. This simple step should not even be considered a 
beginning, although it is evidently a profound step forward in comparison to the deep, deep 
isolation from one-another that has been built up throughout the ages."
      "You may be right," Ursula commented.
      "I am right," I answered. "The evidence for what I said is, that I can't even touch you 
sexually, except in the course of playing games. Sure, I can look at you honestly, which is a big 
breakthrough away from the conventional world. Also we can embrace each other without 
clothes on, which seems exceedingly daring. Nevertheless I still cannot dare to touch you 
sexually, am I right? It wouldn't be possible even if we both wanted that. Too many barriers 
stand in the way, which are too numerous to be counted. It appears that the distance between 
us is still greater than the distance from the Earth to furthest star, am I not correct?"
      Ursula nodded. "But it shouldn't be that way," she said quietly. "There should be a greater 
unity of good unfolding, instead of this denial of one-another. Maybe some day, in another 
world, this will be different; although Steve thinks there may not be another world. He thinks 
that the world we have, is all there is! Usually, Steve turns out to be right."
      "Did you say your husband's name is Steve?" I added. "That's not a South American name. 
Didn't you say your husband came from Honduras?"
      She smiled as we were walking back to where we had left little Otto with Jeremiah. "Steve 
is an American physicist, born in Ohio," she said.
      She told me that after Steve's work in Honduras was completed, they both went together to 
Jamaica. "Steve helped me to rebuild myself there," she said, "then he simply came along with 
me to Leipzig where we were eventually married. He is teaching at our university now," she 
said proudly. "His friends tell me that he is one of the world's foremost theoretical physicists, 
which he of course, denies. He's a marvelous man in more ways than one."
      Ushi smiled again and looked at me; "It may sound odd to you, but his research opened up 



for me a whole new perspective on who we are in terms of human relationships, even on the 
subject of peace. So you see, I didn't really quit being a journalist. Steve just gave me 
something better to explore the world with than playing with journalism. I still work as a 
journalist from time to time, but that aspect of my life is no longer important to me."
      I replied that I couldn't see how research in physics could have such a marvelous effect.
      "Then you must meet Steve," she suggested.
      I nodded and said that I would love very much to meet this man.
      She told me that this could be arranged.
      
      Looking back, I realize that we were more concerned about everything else that day, than 
getting Leroy out of prison, the one thing that I had come for.
      I found it fascinating, just to be looking at her, especially when there was no conversation 
going on between us. There was a sense of peace in this stillness that made the great problems 
of the world seem less real. In these long moments of pondering, I suddenly realized that I had 
actually never seen her with any clothes on. I wondered what she would look like all dressed 
up. Would she be just as beautiful, or even more so? I laid myself down beside her in the sand 
and smiled at her.
      
      It wasn't until much later, after little Otto's mother had come by for her boy and we were 
ready to leave, that Ursula mentioned to me in passing that the intelligence people had used 
Leroy as a double agent after he was found out. She said, "These people kept him like a pet. 
They coerced him into operating with an underground movement that was especially set up 
for him. In this way they would know what the CIA was interested in, and in return they 
would give Leroy access to whatever the CIA would find out anyway." She said they were 
quite surprised that the old World War II trick still worked.
      After this, we talked about Steve some more. I mentioned that I would like to invite them 
both for supper.
      She shook her head. "Steve won't come. Besides, he usually works late."
      I suggested that this wasn't a problem, I had a car and could pick them both up, to save 
time.
      "He probably won't like that either," she said. "Steve doesn't like to get involved in 
diplomatic business."
      "Then let me make it a personal invitation, paid for out of my own pocket."
      She shrugged her shoulders. "Maybe you better speak to him yourself."
      I suggested that we could drive together to the University, and afterwards I would drive 
her home.
      She thought about it for a moment, then accepted. "But if Steve agrees to meet with you, let 
me warn you not to bring any gifts," she said, "he doesn't want to be controlled by obligations."
      I thanked her for the warning, and for her offer to introduce me. "What about a chocolate 
bar for a gift?" I asked. "Does that change the principle involved? I think a chocolate bar is a 
nice way to say hello you are a wonderful human being."
      Ushi nodded and smiled. "Steve loves chocolate," she added quietly.
      "Death by chocolate!" I said and began to grin. "That's the warfare I like, the battles of 



kindness that nourish our humanity and kill every notion that stands in the way of love."
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