


Taking a holiday from lies
 is like living in huge mansions

 with giant windows to the world.

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

It may be more likely that mankind will die in the whimper of its 'smallness' than in the bang 
of the nuclear holocaust that is has prepared for itself. It may also be that the healing of this 
'smallness' becomes mankind's gateway to life on all fronts. 

History has shown that mankind has found its greatest security and prosperity during its 
renaissance periods. Each such period began with a profound dawning of the Principle of 
Universal Love. In the modern world where the challenges are greater than ever before, that 
dawning needs to become a sunrise and reach deep to the very heart of our social relationships 
with one-another where we presently live in 'small houses' with their 'windows closed' to the 
Principle of Universal Love on which our future existence depends in a nuclear armed world 
with an Ice Age on the horizon.

The story comes to light as a protest against our smallness in the social domain where we've 
become poverty stricken in relating to one-another as human beings.

The story, The Beach Project, is centered on a search for healing. It is the opening chapter of 
the novel, The Ice Age Challenge, from the series of novels, The Lodging for the Rose, by Rolf 
A. F. Witzsche.
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Part 1 - The Beach Project.

     
      The phone startled me. It was Tony.
      "Had breakfast?" he asked.
      "No."
      "Aren't you guys hungry?"
      "Breakfast?" I repeated. "What time is it?"
      "It's late!"
      "All right. In half an hour, Tony."
      "Meet you in the coffee shop in thirty," said Tony and hung up.
      I took Heather's letter along. Tony had already ordered. When he saw me, he motioned the 
waitress to come back. Mechanically, I ordered the usual; fried eggs, toast, coffee, orange juice. 
We were at the table by the window with the view of the beach, the same table that Heather 
had chosen the day before.
      "It's about time," he said in a sharp voice. He looked at me angrily. "You wanted to go 
early! Look at the time, man! And where the heck is Heather? Fixing her? It's funny how the 
beautiful sex always has time for getting pretty. It's more important, almost than eat'n." He 
gave a casual glance in my direction while loading a heap of jam on his toast.
      Without answering I handed him the letter.
      He took the envelope and put his toast aside. His anger melted away as if he could guess 
what it meant.
      "From Heather?" he asked in a quiet, now gentle voice.
      I nodded.
      "What happened?"
      He turned it over and handed it back. "I can't read this, Pete. That's for you. Letting me 
read this, wouldn't be fair to her."
      He reached for his toast again. I stopped him. I insisted that it would be all right if he saw 
the letter.
      "It contains no secrets, Tony!"
      He put his toast down again and took the letter.

      "So she's left you," he said quietly, after a long silence, and shook his head.
      "I found this as I woke up."
      He gave the letter back and reached for his toast again. "Well? What the heck did you 
expect? Couldn't you see how she had hoped you would find some way of making this thing 
last? It probably never entered your mind."
      "Believe me, I had hoped there would be a way. But what could I have done, Tony? My 
hands are tied. There are limits."
      "No, that's not what's eating' you," he said angrily. "You're mad because you would have 



called the thing off anyway in Pittsburgh, just as she said in her letter, but she beat you to it. 
Isn't that so?"
      "Some friend, you are," I muttered. "I hoped for some sympathy, not for a lecture."
      "Sympathy!" he laughed. "You have my sympathy. I'm as shook up about this as you are, 
for a different reason mind you. I know she isn't the beauty queen of the world, by a long shot, 
but she is pretty enough and quite wonderful as a person. I would have loved to start 
something with her, but I thought you had something better going. I really thought you would 
work this thing out, considering all the fancy stuff you told me about East Germany. I had 
looked up to you, envied you, but you blew it! Some scientist you are! Free from marriage! Ha, 
haah!! If you only knew how deeply you're in it! Up to your ears, don't you see? Your 
attachment to your wife has forced you into the isolation that Heather laments in her letter. 
Attachment is isolation; can't you see that? And then there is the way you were attached to her 
as though you owned her, which must have felt to her as if you were isolating her from the 
rest of the world. Attachment is a form of isolation. I learned that in the Air Force."
      He shook his head. "But don't get me wrong, you almost had it, man. If you only had 
realized what a beautiful thing you could have had going with Heather if you hadn't tried to 
make some sort of marriage out of it! But that's the trouble with all you scientific guys, you 
can't see the plain things in front of your nose!"
      "I had hoped that an answer would emerge, Tony."
      "Whoopydoo! So you let the thing ride. Is that your scientific freedom from marriage? 
Freedom, my foot! The way I figure it, if you were divorced tomorrow, you still would remain 
a slave to it, tied to its lure with your very soul. Some hero! Start'n someth'n that you can't 
finish. And what the hell was it all for?"
      "I had to stick my neck out, Tony, to find out what is real between people; what we have 
that is real that can break this deadlock of isolation. We've turned the whole thing into a giant 
mythology. But you got we wrong, Tony. It isn't freedom from marriage that I am looking for, 
but freedom from what it isn't, from the isolation that has been attached to it, that has been 
superimposed on it, that has surrounded it with barriers and fences of all sorts to such an 
extend that we cannot even talk to each other anymore. We treat each other, men and woman, 
as if we each came from a different planet. In fact, if we were from a different planet we would 
have closer communications going than we have between us right now with all these fences 
standing in the way that we have erected."
      "No, Pete, that's not what's eat'n you. You want the goodies, but without paying the price, 
isn't that so?" Tony stopped and laughed. "You call that scientific freedom? I would call it 
freedom from conscience!"
      "It doesn't matter what you call it, Tony. Something is wrong with the marriage process 
that we have created. It doesn't work as it should work. It doesn't bring people together. It 
divides people. That is why Heather ran away. Everything has become privatized and been 
made small, and has been surrounded with fences so that there isn't any room for anything but 
the smallest form of love. You can't get any union of people any smaller that what we idealize 
as heaven, but it isn't heaven. How can it be heaven if half of humanity is forcibly kept outside 
the fence as it were a mortal enemy to the bond within? Don't see how crazy we have made the 
whole affair?"



      "Man, what do you want?" Tony interrupted. "Countless people would envy you for what 
you have; and you are grumpy and want more?"
      "I don't want to be the owner of an Olympic trophy, Tony. Marriage shouldn't be like that. 
It shouldn't be an isolating process. It should be a catalyst for ever-wider bonds for enriching 
one another's existence and building a brighter world. It should be like a center that glows like 
a sun, rather than be a confining institution like a country that is surrounded by an iron fence. 
That's what Heather was too sacred to come even near to. I don't blame her, Tony. But that is 
precisely how we run the world these days. We've created a world so deeply isolated and 
divided that wars have become as natural as the rain. And now we face nuclear war. Steve had 
made it quite clear that our international problems are basically not different than those that 
we've created for ourselves on the private level between individual people. Steve is insisting 
that we can't possibly succeed in the big world without sorting out our small world first and 
learn to relate to one-another as human beings. Once we can do this, Steve thinks, we may 
have hope in the larger world. Unfortunately, actually doing that, treating one-another 
primarily as human beings on a platform of universal love, is far more challenging that I ever 
imagined it to be as Heather illustrates by running away. So I had to stick my neck out to 
explore the barriers, Tony. That turned out to be even more difficult."
      "Oh, what a nice excuse! How noble of you! It's all for peace, you say? You ignore people's 
feelings, your wife's too, and go on a rampage of freedom that is not freedom, and all this in 
the name of peace. It happens so often! You acted like a kid who has exiled itself into a candy 
shop to curb its appetite for chocolate!"
      "Enough! Listen, Tony," I interrupted him. "What would you have done in my stead. How 
would you have reacted after having been touched by this marvelous freedom that I found in 
East Germany? Would you not have done anything to find out what has brought it about and 
how it can be perpetuated? Or would you rather have lived your life out in self-imposed 
poverty? Isn't that what we all do as we sit idly back in anticipation of that eventual nuclear 
nightmare without taking a single step to uplift the human relationships scene so that this 
nightmare can't ever happen? Damn, I can't sit idly by. I'd sooner dare to take the most 
impossible steps that I'm able, even if they offer just a glimmer of hope! And let me tell you, 
I'm not responsible for other people's limitation, barriers, and emotional feelings. What this is 
all about is far bigger than any one of us. This is bigger than feelings, or sex, or fooling around, 
or the freedom to do so, which doesn't really exist. This is about the survival of civilization, 
everyone's survival. It's about giving ourselves the power to become human beings, rather 
than being content to live like underlings to ancient axioms and dogmas that run against the 
grain of all the universal principles we know. It's about acknowledging the Principle of 
Universal Love."

     I reminded Tony that a phase shift had taken place in history, in 1945, with the introduction 
of nuclear bombs. I reminded him that we have created a type of weaponry that can destroy all 
of mankind in a single sweep, against which no physical defenses exist or can be built. "Our 
only hope is, Tony, that we develop our sense of humanity that is reaching sufficiently deep 
that we can destroy these weapons before we destroy ourselves with them. In order to do that 
we have to begin to regard one-another primarily as human beings. We have to become honest 



with ourselves about the value of our humanity. We have to stop being divided against one-
another on any level, and isolated from one-another. We have to learn to embrace one-another 
in the fullest possible way, and as rapidly as possible. Sure, I am not a genius, Tony. I make 
mistakes. I have made a terrible mess, but I can live with that mess. I'm sure Heather can live 
with it too. But I can tell you this, Tony; we cannot survive very much longer sitting idly on 
our ass and do nothing, while we have 65,000 nuclear bombs hanging over our heads. We have 
to pull all the stops out to become human again in order to get this danger eliminated that 
we've tinkered with for decades without success. We have only made it worse, because we 
haven't done the right thing, Tony. The whole world has been endangered by this inanity in 
the name of defense. We've been trying for forty years to get us out of this mess and ended up 
worse than ever. This proves my point Tony. This can't be resolved politically, because it isn't a 
political problem. It is a problem of recognizing ourselves as human beings. It's a human 
relationship problem! Can't you see that? Unfortunately, in this department we're but 
amateurs."
      "That I can agree with," Tony interrupted. He didn't laugh. "We nearly blew ourselves up 
during the Cuban Missile Crisis. That's what my dad told me. It was a hair-trigger crisis. We 
came that close to loosing it. But those were the good old days. Now we have twenty times as 
many nuclear bombs. We can now launch them from submarines and from ships, and drop 
them from airplanes, or deliver them on missiles from sub-orbital space. We've got thousands 
of those space-bombs tucked away into missiles hidden deep into the earth. We've also built 
thousands of cruise missiles to carry our deadly load against each other. No one can see the 
cruise missiles coming, especially in bad weather. They fly too low for radar to pick them up. 
I've trained with the AWACS to track them down. We can only trace them by looking down on 
them. I can tell you, it's damn hard to locate them even if you know that they're there, to say 
nothing about shooting them out of the sky so close to the ground. They are small. They are 
agile. You can barely see them in perfect weather. They've probably got whole swarms of them 
built by now, on both sides. Maybe 65,000 nukes don't add up to much, considering how many 
different ways we've got to use then against each another, but without any technological 
defenses in sight the world has become a scary place. I think society has become insane to feel 
secure in this crisis. I would even call it infinite insanity, Peter, considering that a single 
nuclear bomb deployed is already one too many. Even some politicians are scared. They 
agreed to scale the numbers back a bit. I'm sure you heard this being said. In my book, scaling 
back the numbers is just as insane as building the bombs. The goal has to be zero!"
      Tony hit his fist on the table when he said this. "The goal has to be zero tolerance for this 
insanity," he added angrily.
      I reached my hand out to him. "Welcome to the real world, Tony. Now you proved my 
point that the Principle of Universal Love is our only hope. You also proved what I said, that 
we are amateurs in this department. We are like babies, taking their first steps." 
      "But are we taking those steps in the right direction, Peter?" said Tony and began to laugh. 
"Or are we going backwards, like you've been doing, messing around with Heather?"
      "The real messing around that we did was in not being able to reach that higher level where 
this would have worked, Tony. We failed to get there for the lack of power to do the right 
thing. This should have worked. The principles did exist for this to have worked. Perhaps we 



didn't trust the principles that we knew, which our conventions, axioms, and emotions don't 
support. We messed up for that reason, for that one count. We had too much dead weight to 
carry on our shoulders. That's why we didn't get this thing off the ground. 
      Tony burst into laugher. "Do you remember the days of the stretched DC-8s that they used 
as airliners?" he said. "Those were gutless wonders. Those were the only planes that I know 
that the pilots had to turn backwards when they entered the runway before taking off. They 
needed those extra hundred feet going back to the very beginning of the runway. And even 
then its engines huffed and puffed all the way to the far end of the runway before the pilots 
attempted liftoff. They always got it off the ground, of course. It would have been messy if 
they hadn't. Still, it wasn't done with the ease that one should expect."
      "Being with Heather wasn't messy, Tony. Most of it unfolded with ease. It became messy 
only in the end when the unresolved weight was being felt. You are right, of course. Taking 
this thing further would have been dicey like flying the stretched DC-8s, except we didn't even 
attempt that. I think we sensed a point beyond which one cannot go, not yet anyway."

      I told Tony that if I caused any agony to Heather or my wife, it's because of those traditions 
that ensnare us, the dead weight that everybody is subscribing to and is carrying around in his 
heart. The tradition of impotence that divides people and isolates the sexes and the nations is 
dead weight that we shouldn't be carrying. "That's our universal problem, isn't it, for which 
nuclear weapons exist? The countless forms of division and isolation between human beings, 
which are all weighing us down into impotence and rage, have to be bridged over with a new 
sense of humanity, and that has to begin at the grassroots level. It has to begin as close to the 
home gate as one can get. The engine for this breakthrough has to be the Principle of Universal 
Love."
      Tony just shook his head. "Your talking big, my friend, but mostly you're causing big 
headaches. With the DC-8 it wasn't just talk and creating headaches, and shaving it to the last 
hair. The later DC-8s did actually fly. They got the appropriate engines installed. Some had a 
range of almost nine thousand kilometers. One of them earlier DC-8 even broke the sound 
barrier back in 1961, did you know that. The airlines did well with the DC-8 and then the 
stretched DC-8s."
      "The technology of flight had a long history, Tony," I cut him off. "We've been flying for 
over fifty years before the DC-8 was built. That's a long time, Tony. Obviously we've come a 
long way since the Wright Brothers first illustrated the principle of flight back in 1903. That 
puts aviation miles ahead in comparison with implementing the more profound Principle of 
Universal Love. We haven't even come to the starting gate yet with this principle. Or maybe 
my embracing Heather was comparable to the Wright Brother's 120-foot historic hop. If I 
remember my history lessons correctly, I believe that first flight that changed the face of 
mankind lasted for twelve seconds. Maybe what Heather and I had achieved must be seen in 
equivalent terms. We have touched upon something that has never been done before, 
something deep that echoed the beauty of the human Soul. We weren't messing up like most 
people do who violate a taboo. We scrapped the taboo and replaced it with the Principle of 
Universal Love. We just couldn't maintain the 'altitude' for too long. It's precarious to venture 
into an unfamiliar world with nothing more than a lofty principle to guide one, and to dig 



deep into our Soul as human beings against all odds, right down to the roots. There was a need 
for what we did, Tony, to purge long-standing axioms that have become too dangerous for 
mankind to live with. Sure this is bound to cause a few agonies, but what are they compared to 
the joy of flying? I am certain Heather would not have opted out at the beginning if she knew 
how this would end. I think she loved every moment of it, as did I."
      Tony shook his head again. "That's a wonderful fairy tale, Peter. Get real. The reality is, you 
couldn't make it go." 
      "Maybe I did make it go, Tony, or something at least. I've been trying to find a way to get 
us all free from this agonizing crisis of facing nuclear war. I believe Heather and I have made a 
point, namely that it is possible to step across at least some of the barriers. In any case, 
whatever agonies are associated with the problems that arise are far easier to bear than the 
agony of watching the world's present mad rush into war and killing without doing anything 
about it. Doing nothing is more agonizing, Tony. So don't tell me it's too risky to fight for 
sanity! It's you, who are too scared to move ahead, and the whole damn world that is tied to 
the same isolating model that trails out into impotence, what makes the world volatile and ties 
everyone down so that no one can move as an honest human being. And that my friend is 
what it means to let things slide. It means shying away from ones responsibility as a human 
being. So, don't accuse me of that please. Look into the mirror. Look at what a hero you are, all 
of you! And I have news for you from Steve: The imperials think they own the whole of 
humanity as their private zoo, to do with it as they please. I tell you, their goal is depopulation, 
just as it always has been."
      "Yes, but you are no better, start'n something that you aint got the brains to see through. 
Even the imperials can't be that stupid."

      Oh, if he only realized what he was saying, I thought, he would cry. "OK, Tony, tell me 
what I should have done, apart from doing nothing? All right, I admit I have failed on the final 
round. But at least I have tried. The Wright Brothers became famous for their daring to move 
ahead! So what that they didn't cross the Atlantic on their first flight? They took just a small 
step. Unfortunately society doesn't do even that anymore. Society has regressed to babbling 
baby talk, and to thinking that way. We should be thinking in terms of creating a new 
renaissance."
      "Yes, yes!" Tony interrupted and began to laugh. "What you did with Heather was blind 
enthusiasm, charging ahead into fantasyland. That's not building a renaissance. Hitler was the 
patron saint of those with blind enthusiasm. That's dangerous stuff my friend!"
      "That's dangerous stuff, indeed, Tony. That's just my point. The most horrendous has 
already happened and it's getting worse. Look at what happened in Kiev in 1941 at Babi Jar. 
That wasn't just Hitler's blind enthusiasm that you can blame there. The big September 
massacre happened. Thirty thousand people were herded into the ravine of Babi Jar and killed, 
one person at a time, simply because they were Jewish. That's history, Tony. Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki also happened. They happened though the Japanese had already offered their 
surrender months earlier, as historians point out. That's history, too. We had built three 
nuclear bombs at the time. We had kept the war going until we could use them, and we used 
them all. Now we have 65,000 of them, and all it takes is one mad man with blind enthusiasm 



who is insane enough...."
      Tony raised his hand.
      "I am only saying that we have reached a state of emergency that calls for emergency 
measures," I said forcefully. In our world that means creating a new humanist world that we 
shied away from so far," said I.
      "That's not what I mean, Peter," Tony interrupted me.
      "Then, what do you mean, Tony? Look at Africa. History is repeating itself on an even 
bigger scale. Human life means nothing when the insane run the show and blind enthusiasm 
takes over and becomes a rage of madness, or madness becomes a calculated objective for a 
superimposed goal."
      "You know darn well what I mean, Peter," Tony interjected.
      "Damn! No, Tony, I don't know what you mean. When the house is on fire I'll stir my 
stumps and get the fire out in a hurry, and I'll help as many people to escape with me as I can. 
That's not blind enthusiasm. I wasn't moving about blindly when I dared to treat Heather from 
the standpoint of a human being responding to the Principle of Universal Love." I protested, 
raising my hands. "Heather understood this. She understood this in the context of escaping 
from a great fire."
      "But the fire hasn't happened yet, Peter."
      "Yes it is! Open your eyes, Tony! The fire is raging. The doomsday clock stands at five 
minutes to midnight. That's the time it takes for submarine-launched missiles to hit our coastal 
cities. How much longer do you want to wait before you get involved? You are standing at the 
precipice of being killed. Stepping away from that, even by one step, is not blind enthusiasm. 
The Principle of Universal Love gives us the only available alternative. It's our way back to a 
human world. It's the only open door that we've got with a promise for a new sunrise."
      Tony just laughed. "You messed things up. Now you want the whole world to follow your 
lead? That's a paradox. You are moving backwards. Is that what you want the whole world to 
do? A new sunrise you say! Eh? I see not even a trace of a new dawn on the horizon. What 
hope is there in what you've done? You've made the black sky blacker."
      "Aha, Tony! I think I have opened your eyes, have I? The horizon is back alright, as you just 
admitted. But I didn't make it blacker. In spite of the fact that I failed with Heather, I had a 
scientific basis for the moves that I have made to respond to that black horizon. So it wasn't 
blind enthusiasm! In fact, that's why I got stuck! I could move only as far as I had a clear 
scientific basis for moving. There was something missing at the end that I hadn't figured out. It 
seems that my hands and feet are still tied to the old marriage model as you say, and to its 
boundaries. I freely admit this. It has become a barrier against the Principle of Universal Love. 
It's been like that for as long as anyone can remember. That's why I couldn't go any further. 
But believe me, this experience has gained us something, both Heather and me, and you, too. 
Admit that much Tony. Sure it didn't work out as I had hoped, but...."
      "Oh come on, sitting back and waiting for things to fall into place by themselves, as you 
were evidently hoping, is a dumb solution, Peter. You could have phoned home and told your 
wife that you're bringing a friend along to help her getting established. That would have been 
honest. But you couldn't do that, could you? That would have been like setting off a bomb."
      "I would never do that, Tony. Unfortunately, the right ideas don't pop out of the ground on 



command. One has to work at the paradoxes until one can solve them. Heather and I simply 
ran out of time."
      Tony began to laugh now. "I probably would have been as stuck in this situation as you 
were. I probably would have done the same thing, nothing! I'm just as dumb and as crazy as 
you are. In fact I never stuck my neck out for anything; not one bit. It just hadn't occurred to 
me."
      "Ah, so who's complaining then?"
      "OK, OK. I admit, you've got me on this one. And let's not forget that at least you've got 
some beautiful memories to take back with you, you devil! I only have dreams of what might 
have been." He started to grin now. 
      "There you see, Tony, at last the truth comes out; you're envious."
      He started to laugh out laud now. "Oh, you're all right, Pete. I just hope Heather forgives 
both of us for not being any smarter than we are."
      I had to laugh over the way he said it.
      "A man can't do what he can't do," Tony added, still grinning.
      "OK, let's drink to that," I said to him and reached for my orange juice.
      "Yes, and let's drink to our friendship, Pete. Let's stay together, the two of us. Let's not 
fight. You're not really that rotten." He grinned some more and gave me a punch.
      "Maybe, the two of us together, if we put our heads to it, might figure out how the problem 
could have been resolved," I added.
      "Now, that's quite a project," he said and smiled.

      This somehow ended the conversation. Tony became withdrawn after that.
      We ate our breakfast quietly. He looked at me now and then, shook his head and smiled as 
if he was about to say something, but he didn't. Afterwards we went for a long stroll along the 
beach; much farther than we had gone the previous morning. I didn't feel like talking either.
      I remembered other times long ago, walking on the high dam of the Ashkan Reservoir in 
the Catskill Mountains in New York. Those had been peaceful walks, overlooking a forest on 
one side, and a sweeping view of a long chain of mountains on the other.
      I had also come in the winter when icy winds swept through the bare forest, and in the 
spring when the air was gentle and sweet from a sea of blossoms and fresh leaves that had 
changed the silver forest of wintertime into pastel landscape that blended with the clouds and 
their reflection in the water. And in summer, this was a great place to observe thunderstorms, 
when black clouds came sweeping in low from behind the peaks in the distance, fast closing 
in, boiling within them. And then the showers would pour down from them.
      I often wondered why just so few people came to the reservoir in the mountains. I had been 
mostly alone there. They must have become dull with their amusements at home, with 
television and radio, playing games, or being locked into dull jobs, tedious household duties, 
and worries. It might have been frightening for them to be alone and face their inner 
emptiness. Did Heather feel as desperately alone after she left, as some do? Or was she rich 
enough within, from the riches that we had shared, to be happy to be alone?

      Tony interrupted my pondering to ask about East Germany. "I envy you for your 



experiences behind the Iron Curtain," he said and added that he would give anything if it were 
possible to go back in time and trade places with me, or even it were possible now. 
"Diplomacy looks so much more interesting than flying airplanes," he said. He asked jokingly, 
if I wouldn't be in need of a personal pilot on my diplomatic missions.
      "Sure, Tony, you'll be the first to know," I said and began to laugh. "But you're wrong about 
those diplomatic jobs. There are moments when I curse the day I signed up."
      "Don't we all, Pete? Don't we all?" said Tony.
      "No, not you too! I thought you fly-boys consider life a year round holiday!" I interjected.
      Tony shook his head. "You diplomats haven't got a monopoly on second thoughts about 
signing up. If you'd seen the accidents I have come across, you wouldn't touch the yoke with a 
ten-foot pole. You'd wonder when it's your turn. Then you'd ask yourself, as I have many 
times; what the hell is it all for? And you know, Pete, you'd get damn tired of asking and of 
playing those dangerous games that don't amount to much in the end."
      I didn't know what I should answer to that. So I didn't.

      "Guess what a little shrimp of a Navy boy called the United States Air Force?" said Tony a 
while later.
      I shook my head and took a guess. "Puff the Magic Dragon? Did he call you that?"
      Tony nodded
      "He didn't? Did he?"
      "Yes, he call us that," said Tony acidly. "He called us Puff the Magic Dragon!"
      "That lived by the Sea and frolicked in the autumn mist in a land called Honalee," I added 
and began to laugh out loud.
      "That's very cute my friend," Tony answered, "but it aint funny."
      "Yes, the Navy boy really got you there," I said.
      "The trouble is, Pete, he is right. All we can do is play games to impress children. We put 
on great shows for the public. The whole nation lives in this wonderful dream that there is that 
mysterious entity that is really able to defend the country. It's humbug, and getting buggier by 
the day." Tony grinned now. "We simply haven't got the tools to counter the growing Soviet 
threat. They cut us back everywhere. They cut us back on planes, on the SDI, on the MX, on the 
cruises, every system has been cut to the bone!"
      I looked at him. He was serious. "The only thing that has not been cut are the personal risks 
one is required to take," he said. He told me that he found a way to cope with that to some 
degree. "I have learned to conduct my own business. As a wing commander I transact the 
business of the Air Force, but as a pilot holding the yoke, I am conducting my own business. I 
make sure the plane is in top shape, and the other guys' too. If a single indicator is off, the 
whole squadron stays on the ground until the fault is corrected. I'm not asking anyone to 
underwrite my experience as a commander. And it is fun the moment that one gets caught up 
in the game. But safety comes first. That's my responsibility to myself. You wouldn't believe 
how many pilots got killed because they didn't take responsibility for themselves, and beyond 
that, looked out for one-another. It's my hide that's at stake up there, as well as everyone 
else's." He stopped for a moment and asked in a much quieter tone if I had phoned my wife for 
permission before I became involved with Heather.



      "Permission?" I repeated. "Are you mad? If I were to ask her for permission I would cast 
her into the impossible role of having to conduct my affairs, and take responsibility for me. 
What a rat I would be if I did that!" I enjoyed using his words. They made sense.
      "Ah, so you do see my point," said Tony. "I must always be prepared to conduct my own 
business in matters pertaining to myself, and deal with the rest of the world in a transaction 
mode according to the highest principles I know! Trans-action means lateral action. I transact 
the business of the Air Force according to its laws for which I carry no direct responsibility, 
which, by signing on with the Air Force I have chosen to obey. You have done the same thing 
as a family man, haven't you? You transact the family's business according to a set of moral 
and legal laws that you have chosen to obey when you became associated with Sylvia. I bet 
you haven't changed your devotion. If anything, you brought a new dimension into it by 
bringing a new dimension into your life. You made everyone's world richer by making your 
world richer. I think that is what transacting means. It doesn't mean stepping on anyone, but 
enriching anyone by being human." He began to grin.
      "My God, that's the answer, isn't it?" I said.
      "That's the only way you can be safe as an individual," he answered.
      I told him about the Ogarkov Plan. I told him that Leroy Anderson, the spy that I got out of 
East Germany, has seen plenty of real physical evidence that Russia's Ogarkov Plan is an 
actual first strike nuclear war plan in the final stage of implementation. "The danger is real, 
Tony, and it is immediate. But that's not transacting. They are stepping on us all."
      Maybe I shouldn't have said anything about that to Tony. Tony became silent again. He 
stopped down, then sat on the nearest log, quite pail.
      "I think we are that close before," I said to him.
      "I have seen the nuclear bombs with my own eyes," said Tony. "We will never know how 
many times we came that close, Pete. Those bombs are real. They were ready to go when I saw 
them. But I thought we were getting away from that. We had doubled our efforts to prevent 
that from happening. We even scaled back on some systems. It seems we're damned no matter 
what we do," he said. "Maybe the SDI project will change that."
      "It all depends," I said.
      "On what?"
      "On what you we're aiming for with the SDI. If we build the SDI as a defensive shield to 
make it save for us to attack others it will become self-serving and not address the core of the 
issue. In this case it will actually add to the manipulation of the nations. But if we had desired 
to build it as an expression of compassion and for the protection of populations everywhere in 
the world, and had included the whole world on the Principle of Universal Love, we wouldn't 
likely have trapped us into those mythologies that prevent us from finding a real solution. It's 
all a matter of attitude, isn't it? The rest is secondary. Security, or the lack of it, certainly isn't a 
matter of by what margins the Russians out-gun us, or we them. The key lies in how we regard 
one-another as human beings. Unfortunately, we are not very good at it, are we? We can't even 
do this well at the most intimate level with people that are closest to us. So how can we even 
hope to succeed on the international political level? We've got to take our baby steps as fast as 
we can, Tony, because time is running out. We have a long way yet to go."
      "A long way you say?" said Tony and laughed. "I tell you, hell will freeze over before 



America changes its attitude towards the Russians. We haven't even begun to move!"
      "I didn't say it was a matter of our attitude towards the Russians," I replied. "It's a matter of 
our attitude towards ourselves as human beings."
      Tony frowned at the thought.
      "Indeed it is!" I affirmed. "It depends on us being able to conduct our own business as 
sovereign human beings according to the principles of our humanity, and transact 
international affairs under universal principles that we can all subscribe that let us enrich one-
another. The Principle of Universal Love is what we must transact," I replied. "If we don't, we'll 
step on one-another."
      Tony thought about this for a while. He said that this was the clearest statement anyone 
could make.
      I began singing his Air Force song again, "Puff the Magic Dragon, lived by the sea."
      "Oh you!" he scolded, "That was in very bad taste and off key."
      "Have it your way," I said, and began to laugh.
      "Damn! That's serious business, Pete!" he scolded me.
      "Indeed, but what can the Air Force do about it?"
      "The best it is able!"
      "I suppose, a lot more needs to be going on behind the scene to create peace, than out front 
through a display of brute force," I said to him.
      Tony shook his head after thinking about it for a while. "I like your friend Steve's ideas 
about winning the peace much better than winning wars with airplanes, nuclear missiles, or 
protective shelters. Universal love looks so much better, and richer, and saver, and cheaper..."

      When we reached a stony part of the shore a sea of shallow pools lay before us, teeming 
with crabs, starfish, and anemones. The war was temporarily set aside. We stopped. We poked 
around in the shallows, watched the crabs hide themselves. The slightest disturbance of the 
water caused them to scurry away under rocks and into crevices.
      "I envy them," said Tony. "They know nothing about nuclear deterrence, Star Wars, cruise 
missiles, ICBMs...."
      "And terrorists," I added, interrupting him, "and debt problems, and Malthusian clubs who 
aim to cut humanity by fifty percent and more."
      He looked at me.
      "Yes, you heard me right," I said. "Still, I wouldn't swap the totally chaotic existence in our 
world for the life that these crabs have. No! I wouldn't for a minute. It would mean that I 
would never have felt the freedom of controlling my own life."
      "Conducting your life," Tony corrected me.
      "Yes, to the degree that I am able. Also, I would never have known people like Steve, Ushi, 
Sylvia, and...."
      "And Heather," Tony added quickly, and grinned.
      "So, who wants to live in the dream world of these crabs?" I said. "It's fantastic what we 
have in the real world. It's exciting! There is so much life in what we have to face, in being 
pitted against these incredible odds. We are on the greatest adventure in history, Tony. It's a 
world of miracles we live in, something the crabs know nothing about."



      "Oh, there you go again talking about 'knife edge' experiences!" said Tony and shook his 
head. "You had a knife edge experience with Heather and you let it slip away. I wonder how 
many people feel the same about the world's nuclear standoff, eyeing those knife edge 
experiences? What you find fantastically exciting may appear as absolute hell to others," Tony 
added. "Who knows at what point fascist patriots can no longer see beyond their impasse and 
start taking things into their own hands, sending out missiles by their own volition or by some 
imperial coercion, or by blackmail, or by deadly threats?"
      Tony paused for a moment. "Heather is a good example of what can happen if a person is 
pushed against a wall," he came back. "Heather reacted in the best way she could. The chance 
is probably immeasurably high for someone to be pushed beyond the point of restraint in the 
nuclear war games, be it a trigger-happy commander, or a terrorist, or perhaps a saboteur. 
Nuclear weapons are so widespread now, it wouldn't take much for someone, somewhere, to 
lay their hands on one and do something foolish; oops!"
      Tony let out a shriek. He had slipped and tumbled. As I looked, he stood waste deep in the 
salt chuck and swore profusely. Not that the water was cold or dirty. We just weren't dressed 
for that kind of adventure. So, we turned back.
      "What the hell do you think we should do?" he swore at me.
      I looked at him and laughed.
      "Not about that!" he blurted out. "We have to do something about nuclear war. That's what 
I had devoted my life to when I joined the Air Force."
      "Yes, but what?"
      "You keep telling me about East Germany and that nudist beach where people are simply 
human beings and the clock is turned back to the days before the 'Tree of Knowledge' was 
invented that made us believe we are far less. Maybe you want to bring some of that over here, 
to America. We can certainly stand to be reminded that we are human beings after all." 

      Tony was quiet after he said this, pushing his feet through the sand towards the 
SandCastle. I liked the idea that we could bring that wide-open beach atmosphere over to us, 
for a start. I told Tony that we could establish a duplicate of it right here in North America. To 
judge by the way this type of nudist beach urges people to become more honest with 
themselves, I wouldn't be surprised if people stumble onto ideas for winning the peace that no 
one has ever dreamed off.
      Tony liked the idea. He suggested that if we were to do that we would set up workshops 
for artists and writers.
      I told him that artists thrive in a challenging atmosphere.
      "Except it wouldn't work," he said sadly.
      "Why not?"
      "A nudist beach close to Pittsburgh!" he began to laugh. "It would never work! The 
burlesque operators would run us out of town."
      "No, not in Pittsburgh, Tony! Here!" I interrupted him. "No one needs to know about it in 
Pittsburgh. We ought to set it up right here!" I suggested we should buy a few acres of 
beachfront some thirty miles from the highway, just to be safe from those who hate having to 
face the truth.



      "Yes," said Tony. He said that he liked that idea. "We might build a fence around it to 
protect the public from being shocked with reality," he added.
      "And we might have a hotel built for people to stay in, and camping facilities," I added 
instantly to expand our dreaming. "That would be the most profitable hotel in the nation, built 
smack in the middle of the world's Number One theme park, a theme park totally devoted to 
the truth. We would offer society the vacation of a lifetime, a two-week holiday from lies. I 
can't imagine how people really do survive in this country without such a vacation 
opportunity. People are lied to at every turn. The government is lying to them! The scientific 
community is lying to them! The commercial world is lying to them! The schools are lying to 
them! The churches are lying to them! And they themselves are lying to each other, to their 
friends, to their families, to their peers, to their spouses, to their lovers, they even lie to 
themselves. Mostly people lie to themselves. They deny their honesty with themselves. In fact 
they deny themselves by accepting all the lies that are thrown at them as the truth. Wouldn't it 
be a wonderful vacation for people to get away from that, even if it were just for a two weeks 
holiday?
      Tony nodded and smiled. "We would of course have nationwide advertising, with the 
exception of Pittsburgh" Tony began to joke. "Can't you see the banner headlines already, Pete? 
Experience America's Fifth Freedom, the Freedom from Lies!"
      "Why do you call it the Fifth Freedom?" I interrupted Tony.
      "Don't you know anything about our country," said Tony and laughed. "Franklin Roosevelt 
gave us the first four freedoms. People had them framed and hung on their wall to remind 
them of their ideals as a commitment to themselves. You could even see them hung up in 
barbershops in prominent places. That's what my dad told me. So you see, Pete, it is all 
Roosevelt's fault that we have become a county of lies. He forgot to add 'freedom from lies' to 
the list. He limited himself to all that commonsense stuff that we now all take for granted. 
Even my dad can't remember anymore what Roosevelt's four freedoms were. People forgot the 
phases once the principles were part of their life. Maybe we can have the same effect with our 
peace camp."
      "Can't you just see it already, Tony? Carolina Peace Camp!!!"
      Tony shook his head. "We need something more catching."
      We sat down on the sand to figure this thing out.
      "We might call it, 'Freedom from Lies Nudist Peace Research Workshops,'" I suggested and 
laughed at the idea. "The project would invite artists that work on abstract ideas, glass 
blowers, print makers, weavers, potters, painters, writers, and scientists too," I said. "We 
would build a conference center for round-table discussions. Also there would be a place for 
everyone else who is interested in counteracting repressive mythologies, which are all lies of 
course; and regressive institutions, which put the lies on society's plate; and regressive 
governments, which make lying the law!"
      "To counter this long train of lies would be the most exciting project ever invented," said 
Tony. "A universal think-tank on the sands where everyone transacts and no one rules. That 
would be the only true peace workshop in the world, because there can be no peace without 
society's freedom from lies."
      "It would be the greatest advance of civilization, Tony," I said and nodded. "It would start a 



renaissance!" I didn't laugh anymore. The idea seemed feasible.

      As we stumbled on through the soft sand, Tony remarked that by our footprints of the 
beach, we were the only people that had come to this part of the beach all morning, possibly all 
week. Would we really get people to come here?
      I told Tony not to worry. "People are known to travel half way around the globe for the 
right idea. And what idea can be greater, more challenging, and more fundamental to peace?" I 
asked him. "What can be greater than turning back the clock of the ages to a time before the 
Tree of Knowledge was invented? We truly have created a huge tree of false knowledge. Our 
civilization has become a monument to 'learned ignorance.'"
      "All this would all be countered at our nudist beach," said Tony excitedly.
      "It would be the center of it," I said, "the very focal point of a person being honest with 
oneself, a kind of inner renewal!"
      "The crux now is money," said Tony and kicked off another burst of sand. "You need lots 
and lots of money for this kind of a project. Do you think America's rich will support us?"
      I shook my head.
      "I thought so."
      "One of the foundations? The Ford Foundation perhaps, or even the government? Look 
how many trillions could be saved each year that go to arms spending?"
      "We would get the Nobel Price."
      Tony smiled. "Eh, it's a lovely dream," he said.
      
      We left the hotel late that afternoon. Barely a mile had passed beneath us when Tony 
brought the subject up once more. "We should look into it," he said. "My term with the Air 
Force runs out in October, I would have the time if we were to find the money."
      During the long hours of expressway driving, we continued our tall dreaming. I came up 
with a name for the project that Tony liked, too. We would call it 'Wreck Beach.' We agreed on 
that. We were trying to wreck something that has been falsely built up, like an ugly building, a 
building that has been wrongly built up in consciousness that is obstructing peace. 'Wreck 
Beach' would therefore not refer to a naval junkyard coincident with lack of attention, but to a 
kind of wrecking that makes space for new buildings, coincident with proper attention. We 
would be clearing 'space' to build a New World. We would be preparing the ground for peace, 
so to speak, building a platform on which peace may be established.

      We talked late into the night in this fashion, until we reached Pittsburgh. There, our ways 
parted.
      "How are you going to tell your wife about all of this?" said Tony and grinned, when we 
shook hands. "You must tell her, you know, if the project is to succeed?" he added.
      "Of course I must," I replied, and punched him gently, "and not just for the sake of the 
project. Anything less would be a lie, and that won't do. The problem is, how does one tell the 
truth in a way that it creates peace and elevates our relationship to one-another?"
      Tony just laughed. "You may have to journey to the ends of the Earth to find out. But so 
what, Pete? For a scientific guy like you, that shouldn't pose a problem." He just laughed and 



laughed as we shook hands. But we parted with a hug.
      
      + + + 

      Coming home touched off a celebration. My first real mission had been a success! Sylvia 
was proud of me. The years prior to joining the diplomatic service had been filled with 
economic struggles, overtime, call-outs at night. My life then, as an electronics service 
engineer, had been staged around the most demanding customer service requirement of any 
industry, while I seldom reaped the appropriate rewards in recognition. But this was history, 
gone and forgotten. Now my horizon had expanded into a new dimension, serving the nation, 
the world, and mankind. My successful first step into this new field of diplomacy demanded 
to be recognized with a celebration after all the hours, sweat, and agony that had gone into 
preparing for this job, and the midnight oil that had been burnt. All this was but a shadow 
now in the 'glitter' of success.
      
      The celebration began when I woke the next morning. Coffee was served in bed, and 
breakfast expanded into a four-course meal, complete with champagne. It was served on our 
best china with crystal goblets that were never brought out unless we had guests. And the 
dinner that night turned into a surprise party. Sylvia had invited all of our friends. Everything 
was perfect, done with the greatest care. Sylvia excelled in this like no one else I knew.
      I felt rotten. I couldn't dare say a word of what had happened, but neither could I deny that 
it had happened. A denial would have been a betrayal of those who had touched my life, and a 
betrayal of me and of what had grown out of the depth of my innermost feelings.
      During the party, many questions were asked: "How did you find East Germany? Was it 
dangerous? Was it exiting? What are your feelings about a country that is a prison? Are the 
communists really like that?"
      It was painful not to tell the heart of the story, of what I had felt about Steve, Ushi, Heather, 
and how Tony came up with that crazy dream of a nudist beach project. It involved a taboo. Of 
course, Steve's logic had broken the taboo, but could I ever make Sylvia or anyone else 
understand what I didn't fully understand myself?
      Oh, Steve had made it sound so easy. For him it had been easy. He grew up with the idea 
for years. But it hadn't been like that for me. One thing I learned from him: one cannot be 
dishonest in science. No one can ride on the coattail of another's work and hope to succeed. I 
had to move by my own steam, a seemingly hopeless task.

      By some miracle, I survived the grand party without spilling one wrong word. I had in 
mind to put it all on the table right there and then and ask, "aren't we all human beings? Why 
can't we deal with one-another as human beings? Why can't we lay down the Jewish jarmulka 
that we all wear, or the Islamic hijab, or the burka, or whatever isolating symbol we hide 
behind in so many ways? Why can't we begin to regard one-another as human beings, even 
sexually? Why must every woman, other than 'our own' be regarded as a creature from Mars, 
or from another world, which would make it a crime to embrace her even as one would 
cherish a rose?"



      As it was, I didn't say these things. It seemed impossible to say them. It wasn't that I had 
ever dared to cross swords with the demands of marriage before. Once had I invited a girl for 
lunch that I had admired in the office. It had taken me weeks just to get my nerve up to ask. I 
was scared, God knows of what. And then, during the week until the great event took place, 
oh God! These had been days of being alive, of exuberant feelings, of having the world at one's 
feet. I had been proud of having the opportunity to have lunch with that girl. Then, when 
Sylvia asked in the evening about how my day had been, I didn't deny for a second that I have 
had lunch with a lady. This openness towards her hadn't destroyed anything. Only now, the 
situation was different. Sex had made everything different. The myth about sex was too 
powerful for me to risk letting Sylvia to be harmed by it. I simply couldn't. And so the old lie 
was reasserted that we are not primarily human beings after all.
      It's not that Sylvia was old fashioned in her attitude to life. She had close business 
associations with some exceptional men, beautiful people, open, whom I count myself lucky to 
know. But these associations would never have included sex, as if sex was something apart 
from life. It seems to shift living unto a different level that nobody seems to fully understand, 
which people are afraid of.

      In the days that followed my return from Key West, all that I could think of was that Sylvia 
would inevitably get hurt if I didn't sort this thing out and bring what happened there into the 
open. But how could this be done? It was hard enough to look her in the eye, knowing deep 
within myself that I had fallen in love with four other women in three weeks. To say this out 
loud was unthinkable!
      Still, the logic was imperative. It had to be said. However, it had to be said in a scientific 
way. It became apparent that there was a parallel between our marriage and the world's 
political marriages, and between sex and whatever related deeply to a person's identity as a 
human being in the political sphere. No, to say that this would never work wasn't right. It had 
to work. In this respect, whatever demands my affair with Heather had thrust into the open, 
would have to be researched, faced, and be resolved, not hidden. Whatever pain this would 
bring, would have to be endured. Whatever effort would be required, would have to be 
expended.
      I had become a diplomat, because I had felt that our being able to live together as human 
beings in this world was foundational to staying alive in the nuclear age. Now, all of a sudden, 
I couldn't meet the simplest challenge myself. The sacrifice that I wasn't prepared to make was 
to be responsible for seeing Sylvia in tears. But why should she be in tears? There had to be a 
way to avoid that.

      Here the thought came to give Steve a call, to ask for his advice. The next day, when I was 
downtown, I phoned him.
      "It's totally simple," said Steve. "The distorted marriage ideals create fragmentation, have 
you forgotten that? The ancient marriage dogmas deny the existence of the natural unity 
between people. It was designed to make everything small. Then it offers you a system of 
structured responsibilities that are designed to artificially recreate, on a small scale, the very 
unity that the dogmas deny." Here Steve laughed; "I don't blame you for having problems with 



it. Any structure built on an erroneous platform is destined to destroy itself. It has to destroy 
itself as soon as one becomes aware of how extensively the limiting model has cheated one as 
one recognizes the underlying principles. Your task is not to let this happen to your marriage, 
but to uplift it, to make it right, to turn your marriage into a renaissance that has never be seen 
before on this planet. You owe it to yourself and to Sylvia to uplift your marriage onto a higher 
level based on the principle of truth and universal love that the marriage concept reflects. Isn't 
that the stuff of a renaissance?"
      He added moments later, "I knew you would call. I just wondered what took you so long. 
The thing is that once you have started to become aware of the universal principles of our 
humanity, and have taken the bull by the horns, you can't go back. You must bring Sylvia up 
to the level of understanding where you stand, where she cannot be hurt. She must become 
enriched by it. This can only happen in a real renaissance environment where every person 
stands as a human being and the human being stands supreme, where everything is raised up 
to that standard of truth that impels universal love. For that you need to shift the focus from 
the boundary that you both hide behind, to the bond that really unites you, which your love 
has forged. That's foundational. Someone I knew, who was a devout Hindu realized one day 
that he could not agree anymore with the logic behind Hinduism. He also knew that as soon as 
he realized that, he wasn't a Hindu anymore. He simply wasn't a Hindu regardless of the myth 
that says that a Hindu is a Hindu for life."
      Steve added, "The bottom line is, you are not a slave anymore to enslaving doctrines. You 
need to bring Sylvia out of the environment of doctrines into the freedom empowered by 
universal principles where life is so much richer. That has nothing to do with claiming 
personal freedom, but with developing the universal freedom of the human being to reach for 
the stars. That's building a brighter world for both of you and for us all."
      "All right then," I said to Steve, "I realize that you got the ball rolling from the moment we 
met. What am I to do now, today? How do I start with the next step?"
      "Do, Peter? I suggest that you do the opposite to what your fear moves you to do."
      "The opposite of what?"
      "Be true to what is real!"
      "And this translates into what?"
      "Oh, come on Pete! You know very well."
      "You mean, autonomy?"
      "Yes! Autonomy really means that you must be responsible to yourself as a human being. 
Don't lie to yourself about that. That must be your first love, and you must bring all your 
loving up that level. That opens the door to universal autonomy. I think this is what the 
Principle of Universal Love implies. Scrap the vertical relationship that you have had with 
Sylvia where one person polices the other, and establish a lateral relationship that overflows 
out of your love for your humanity, which mirrors our universal, common humanity that no 
one is separated from. If marriage kicks you in the teeth because your axioms and traditions 
are all screwed up, then you must bring your marriage up to a higher level at which Sylvia can 
feel more secure than she ever felt before. Isn't that what universal love demands, a 
progressive unfolding of our love for one another on an ever-wider scale? Never forget that 
your prime responsibility is to uplift yourself first, as a human being, to be able to uplift others 



with your love. Without it, what treasures do you have in your store house with which to 
enrich the life of the people near you. You've got to love more fully! Your glass has got to be 
overflowing. You've got to bring the whole world up to a higher level? Don't forget what it is 
that Sylvia may regard as her marriage duty, such as subjecting herself to your approval in 
regard to everything that she may think or feel, or recognize herself to be. Let her be a human 
being! All the rest must fall behind that imperative, for her larger freedom of herself. You must 
take her out of the trap of false traditions. How else can there be love? On this basis of honesty 
you will never loose each other or hurt one-another."
      I thanked Steve and hung up. Except his answer didn't help. How could I focus on 
autonomy in an environment based on an ironclad traditional marriage that allows none 
according to traditions?

      Three days later I was called to Washington for a meeting. The thought came to give 
Raymond a call while I was there. Actually I hated the thought. I respected Raymond as an 
experienced psychologist, but he was also a deeply religious person. Both Sylvia and I had 
come to know him during my time in Washington for training. I feared that my asking for his 
help might open the door to a long lecture on Christian morality and the like. How dare you 
treat your wife like this, he might say. I feared that I might not only lose a friend, but also 
Sylvia, if he betrayed my trust. However, what other choice did I have for getting myself out of 
my predicament?
      The chance of straightening things out with Sylvia seemed worth the risk. So I called him. I 
phoned him right from the airport. I said to myself, if he becomes religious, I can always play 
stupid and ask where in a marriage contract it is written; Thou shalt not heal thyself of tunnel 
vision!
      "Tunnel vision?" he would ask. I would explain how the traditional concept of marriage 
invariably inflicts one with 'tunnel vision' that makes half the human race disappear from a 
person's view.
      Nonetheless, I felt terrible the next day when I waited for him at a basement restaurant on 
K-street, near the White House.
      He was genuinely glad to see me. He asked how Sylvia was. His face changed, as expected, 
when I told him of my problem.
      "So you are looking for a divorce?" was his immediate response.
      "No, of course not, that's why I've come here," I replied.
      "All right then," he said slowly, leaned back, and started to play with his napkin. He rolled 
it up, twisted it, and stood it on its end. "But you do intend to annul your vows?"
      Oh, God, here it comes. I knew it! "Why should I annul anything?" I said in a manner of 
protest. "My vows weren't violated and never will be. I still love Sylvia, I honor her, and I 
cherish her perhaps more so now than ever. If I didn't, I wouldn't be here."
      "Ah, so you say you never made a promise that you wouldn't be looking at another 
woman, you never swore an oath that your wouldn't allow yourself to be touched by the 
forces of life which must of necessity include love and whatever follows?" He grinned and 
started to unroll his napkin.



      I nodded.
      "So what's the guilt trip? Why are you fighting this silent war against yourself? Is it, 
because your additional affairs had involved sex of some sort?" He put the napkin back on the 
table.
      I nodded again, "sex is interpreted as adultery."
      "Oh, you are now telling me that you swore to Sylvia never to have sex with another 
woman, that you swore an oath to enter a monastery the moment you got the wedding band 
on your finger? This would really please Sylvia," he said and grinned again.
      "Hey, that's not funny," I protested. "The taboo against extramarital sex is implied, isn't it?"
      "Oh, it is! But is it really? Or is it just assumed to be implied? The assumption might have 
started a long time ago out of someone's feeling of insecurity, which is reflected in an apparent 
need for gaining control over another person's life. Next, you add territorial rights to the 
equation in order to get really sucked into the power trip. This is the implication where sex 
comes in," he grinned. "What I have described is not the essence of your association with 
Sylvia as far as I can tell."
      He seemed pleased with this answer. He took his napkin again, unfolded it, smoothed the 
wrinkles out and put it on his lap as if this ended the discussion. He opened the menu and 
started to read. Then he looked up at me over the top of his glasses. "What you are guilty of," 
he said in a most serious tone, "is that you dared to play with matches without making 
yourself aware of the consequences of fire. You played with matches in a hay barn, and now 
the place is burning down. So you come to me and say, put the fire out! You want exoneration 
from me. I can't give this to you, nor can I put the fire out for you. You decided to stick your 
neck out into the world. You must deal with the consequences of your actions yourself. That's 
your responsibility. I can only help you to recognize what it is that you accuse yourself of. I 
can help you to recognize that you are not a bad person, Pete."
      He was quiet after that and read the menu again. After a while he looked up and grinned. 
"Tell me about your sexual affairs," he said. "Were there frequent encounters?"
      I nodded.
      "Intense?"
      I nodded again.
      "How so?"
      "We imposed no restrictions, Raymond. She was beautiful, gentle, and sweet."
      "And no doubt beautifully wet, right?"
      "But all this got washed off. There isn't anything remaining that could physically affect 
Sylvia?" I assured him.
      "This leads me to wonder what the problem is?" said Raymond.
      "You know darn well what the problem is," I answered in protest, "I'm scared to tell Sylvia 
about it?"
      Raymond glanced at me with a grin, then started to read the menu again. When he put it 
down, he said; "Your problem is that a myth is in control of your life, Pete." He said this in a 
serious tone of voice.
      Without changing his tone of voice, when the waiter came to take our order, he simply 
ordered "soup."



      "Which soup, sir?" the waiter asked.
      "Soup!" Raymond replied and gave him the menu back.
      "Only soup?" the waiter replied.
      "Oh, and this special you have," Raymond added embarrassed.
      I turned to him after the waiter had gone. "Did you ever realize how children are much 
more honest than we are?"
      I told him about a friend, a schoolteacher who had taken a class of second graders to the 
local library. The next day she discovered that some boys had found the pornographic 
magazine shelf. When she questioned one of the boys about it, his face lit up. The boy said, 
with the brightest grin on his face as he answered her, "But Miss. Lisa, you should have seen 
those pictures!" shaking his hand excitedly as he spoke, "Oh boy, oh boy, Miss Lisa!"
       Raymond replied that we grown-ups have evaded honesty and have learned to manage 
our feelings with lies. "We rather prefer to deny our feelings and to be living a lie to one-
another. We do it out of fear. Some heroes we are! It's a sad situation, isn't it?"
      He looked around the restaurant after he said this, as though he was about to utter a state 
secret. "What kind of a person do you think, Sylvia would rather want to be living with; one 
who is living a lie, or one who tries to live honestly with himself and with her?"
      I told him that this wasn't a fair question, that he knew the answer to it perfectly well.
      "Oh, indeed I do, but how about Sylvia? Are you not telling me now that you regard her as 
being too stupid to be aware of this fact, too? At least that is what you implied by being afraid 
to tell her about how you feel? Now if this is what you honestly believe about Sylvia, I'm 
afraid, I must say that I'm ashamed of you," he said with a grin.
      "Yes, but you forget the weight of convention."
      "What convention, Pete? Tell me about it. Did you know that our researchers have 
discovered that out of eight hundred human societies, six hundred considered polygamy as an 
acceptable way of living? That's seventy-five percent. So tell me about convention! And did 
you know that in our own society, a whopping fifty percent of all married men were found to 
have had an affair of some kind outside their marriage before they turned forty-five? Those 
who didn't, probably would have joined the list if they hadn't been too sacred to do so. And 
then, of course, there is that small matter of the world's oldest profession. That's convention 
too, isn't it?"
      "The convention I meant, is one of honor?" I interrupted.
      "My God, you are a hard one to help!" Raymond sighed. "Were you not in Nam during the 
Tet Offensive? I thought you told me you were."
      I shook my head.
      He said that I had missed an important spectacle by not being there, a spectacle that should 
have cured the human race forever. He said that the civilian casualties were so high during the 
offensive that one US commander lamented in public; "It seems we had to kill all those people 
in order to liberate them."
      Raymond paused, and added quietly that we were doing exactly the same today with our 
spouses, and that we were doing this in the name of honor. "We invent mythologies with 
which we put them behind prison walls where we psychologically starve our loved one's to 
death. And we are proud that we have the strength within us to make us model prisoners that 



isolates them too, and we do it in the name of honor. Moreover, we have the gall to tell the 
world that the whole thing is based on deep feelings."
      "Indeed, there are deep feelings involved, Raymond. I have very deep feeling for Sylvia, 
and I'm sure she has for me. That's exactly why I have to be careful. I don't want these feelings 
ruined."
      "Deep feelings! - My foot! You are kidding yourself! Can you honestly speak about deep 
feelings when your relationship is so completely circumscribed with restrictions that you're 
practically choking yourself to death in your constant denial of the least bit of honesty with 
yourself? Indeed, you have deep-seated feelings, feelings of fear, but not of the deep feelings 
you've been talking about. I wonder if you ever had such deep genuine feelings for the nature 
of an autonomous human being who is struggling in the world to find his or her identity. If 
you ever had such honest, deep feelings, the superficial stuff that you are now worried about 
wouldn't matter. The way I've come to know Sylvia, I would venture to guess that she has 
these kinds of deep feelings for you, and that you are very likely be torturing yourself over 
nothing."
      
      There was an occasional pause in the conversation while Raymond and I ate. These silent 
periods rarely lasted long. We had giant prawns, fried Vietnamese style, served in a delicious 
buttery sauce. There is this thing about eating prawns. One is never too busy eating, so that 
one cannot talk.
      "Most men don't bother to struggle with themselves, as you do," Raymond came back. 
"That's what I like about you. Most men just close their eyes and put themselves emotionally to 
sleep as society expects, or they lie through their teeth, mostly to themselves. For this, society 
rewards them with exiting diversions, like sports, the stock market, or captivating banking or 
business careers, or standing in public acclaim in politics or in show-business. However, have 
you ever looked at the results? I have wives come to my office complaining that their 
husbands are treating them like some low cost prostitute, or they complain about marital rape. 
This degradation, apparently, society accepts as quite proper. It comes as a shock to them, 
when I tell them that they have created some of the torture themselves."
      "So what is the answer, Raymond, what is the bottom line?" I asked him.
      "The answer appears to be that people have become increasingly immoral, not dangerously 
immoral, but immoral none the less, though not in the way you said it."
      "So, what are you telling your patients then?" I asked him. "Are you telling them that the 
system is wrong under which they live, or are you telling them that they are wrong? Are you 
telling me that the system is rotten that got me into trouble, or are you telling me that I am 
rotten? What is your answer going to be? If my problem is the result of a systemic failure, as it 
appears to be, let's fix the system."
      "This in not a systemic failure," said Raymond. "The system has worked for many 
thousands of years, unaltered. It hasn't changed."
      "That's not a valid answer, Raymond," I came back. "The imperial system has remained in 
power for just as many thousands of years, and it is killing us, bit by bit. This means that we 
have a systemic failure to deal with that hasn't changed for just as long. Ages old conventions 
aren't necessarily right. Couldn't it be that both systems are suffering interdependent systemic 



failures? This means that we must deal with both of them together if we want to survive on 
this planet in a nuclear-armed world. Could it not be that there is really nothing wrong with 
me and with those countless millions who, as your own researchers tell you, rebel against the 
system? How many are those who rebel, Raymond, half of humanity? And you really can't 
exclude women. It takes two to tango. Don't tell me that the whole of humanity has become 
rotten. Maybe humanity is waking up."
      Raymond didn't answer. Perhaps he didn't understand the question. He didn't elaborate 
more on the subject, but became quiet. This puzzled me. Maybe it shouldn't have. He always 
came back with an answer eventually, one that made sense.
      "It is humanity that is failing," he said a long time later. "I read a report of a survey 
conducted in Britain. It covered five thousand women at an average age of thirty-eight. All five 
thousand admitted to lying to their husbands or partners about their sex life and a lot of other 
things. Of the women surveyed over seventy percent said that those 'little white lies' don't 
bother them. Lying has become acceptable to them. Four out of ten also lied to their partners 
about their none-use of contraception in order to become pregnant. Five out of ten who 
became pregnant by having an 'affair' never told their husband that the baby isn't his. I am 
sure the male component of society would measure up with similar results were a comparable 
survey conducted. I would say, Peter, that those disturbing results don't indicate that the 
system is breaking down. We are witnessing a new phenomenon. We are witnessing society 
failing itself."
      "Maybe what we are seeing really is the response of a systemic failure, Raymond," I replied 
after a while of silence between us. "Maybe what we see is society's response to our 
government constantly lying to us. The process of lying is typical in an imperial environment, 
such as in Britain."
      Raymond shook his head. "It's too universal to be a political response," he said.
      "Then, maybe it is more deeply rooted," I countered him. "Maybe it is society's response to 
expectations that are lies in themselves. If a partner doesn't want to hear or see the truth, why 
then would one tell the truth? Why not tell the partners what they want to hear? Indeed, why 
wouldn't people lie under those circumstances since the whole society vehemently refuses to 
recognize that no universal principle supports the sexual division and isolation of society? 
People may not be scientifically aware of this fact, but they are responding to it. Evidently, the 
entire world of sexual division and isolation that the modern marriage doctrine is built on is an 
artificially created myth that is breaking down. Maybe what we are seeing is the response of 
people becoming fed up with lying to themselves for the sake of others who don't want to 
acknowledge the truth. So, they courageously respond honestly with themselves, but tell the 
lie to people who are lying to themselves by not wanting to hear the truth. Those who don't 
want to hear the truth don't want to acknowledge the principles of our humanity, especially 
the Principle of Universal Love. The 'white lie' then becomes a compassionate lie. Indeed it is a 
compassionate response, Raymond, not to force another person to acknowledge what the other 
person is not prepared, or willing, or able to acknowledge."
      "But that is still not a systemic failure," said Raymond.
      "It is and it isn't," I said. "It may simply be a human failure in that society is failing to uplift 
its marriage into accord with the reality of our being, namely that we are all human beings 



with a coming humanity that cannot be isolated, divided, and privatized, which should rather 
be cherished."
      Raymond just shook his head in response and left it with that.

      After lunch, as we left the restaurant, Raymond asked if I had seen the new European show 
at the Hirshhorn.
      I told him that I hadn't been at the Hirshhorn since Sylvia had been in Washington with me 
for my training. This had been some time ago.
      "Then let me invite you," he replied, "I know you are interested in sculpture." Immediately 
we changed course towards the Mall and the Hirshhorn.

      We stopped briefly on the way at the little park across the street in front of the White 
House. Raymond sat down and took some letters out of his briefcase. He said that he and some 
friends had formed a church several years ago, and that they had encountered the same kind 
of problem that I was dealing with. He said that the manual of the church that his church was 
a part of, provided for the forming of autonomous branch churches by any loyal member. "But 
look at the letters," he said. He gave them to me.
      I read some of them. They were all filled with demands for approval, or demands for 
submission, requiring approval by the church of the founding members; approval of the 
congregation; approval of the locality; approval of the building, and on and on.
      "It's the same thing, isn't it?" said Raymond. "According to the church's own law each 
branch is designed to be totally autonomous from its very inception on. No church is allowed 
to interfere with the affairs of any other church. This by-law is on the books, but it's being 
totally ignored as if it didn't exist. Do we deal with a systemic failure in this case, or with a 
human failure?"
      "The directors have abandoned their first love, their autonomy, my friend Steve would 
have said," I said to Raymond. "That's a human failure. The system promotes autonomy and 
sovereignty. These are aspects of the universal principle of love. You are not dealing with a 
systemic failure. There is no failure possible in the operation of universal principles. If a 
system that built on this foundation is failing, because its foundation is being ignored, that's a 
human failure. My advice would be that you live by the principles in building your church 
and accept your autonomy and sovereignty. The rest is irrelevant, Raymond. If the directors 
fail to fulfill their duty, that is only a reflection on them, not on the system or on you. Stand up 
to them and demand that they fulfill their duties and support the system that they claim to 
serve."
      Raymond approved the answer. Still, he had to think about it for a moment.
      "Actually I don't blame the directors," he said moments later. "It is tempting to abandon 
one's autonomy. The reason is that by acknowledging ones autonomy one must also 
acknowledge the autonomy of every individual of humanity, or else one is a hypocrite. This is 
something that everyone in the world should be keenly aware of," said Raymond as we 
walked on." If people were aware of this, Pete, it would change the world."
      "I agree," I said, "but that's irrelevant to my question."
      "Oh, is it?" said Raymond.



      "I think all of this should operate fully and completely within the marriage bond," I said to 
Raymond, "and when this happens the unfolding bond has the potential to greatly enrich us. I 
can also tell you this, once people begin to realize how much they are sacrificing by living in 
accord with a confinement oriented screwed up perception, or whatever they may call it, 
changes will happen quickly. I have already seen such changes taking place in my own life. 
My problem is to find a way to get Sylvia to move ahead with me without violating her 
autonomy."
      "What about asking for a divorce?" said Raymond.
      "That's not a valid question, Raymond. Divorce is isolation. It's a denial of the principle that 
demands one to move into the realm of reality and accept the universality of love. Divorce 
would be like stepping back to the Middle Ages."
      "I know divorces don't solve anything," said Raymond. "These should not happen for light 
and transient causes. I just wanted to hear you say it."
      I grinned at him. "That was from the Declaration of Independence, right? So, you agree, we 
need to fix the system. The Bible gives a fit definition for a system that robs a people of their 
soul as human beings. The Apocalypse speaks of a whore 'arrayed in purple and scarlet color, 
decked with gold and precious stones and pearls, having a golden cup in her hand full of 
abominations and filthiness of her fornication.' What greater abomination can you imagine 
than a system that takes your life out of your hands, which forces you to deny your innermost 
feelings and perception, even your very identity as a human being, and denies your love to 
exist and to unfold? Doesn't that constitute a systemic failure? But that is not the way our 
marriage has been, Raymond. Sylvia never demanded anything of the sort. Doesn't that mean 
that the system that we have accepted is breaking down? The ancient dogmas are cracking."
      "Perhaps some of the old perceptions are failing," said Raymond. "But the marriage 
principle isn't failing. It is as inevitable as the rain. Aren't we all human beings of a common 
humanity? We are married more deeply to one-another than we dare to admit. So, when the 
marriage system that we live under doesn't work, it's not a systemic failure, Peter, it's a human 
failure. You are torturing yourself over a human failure that you can no longer live with, Peter. 
That's a good first step."
      "Maybe we are all failing ourselves by not recognizing that the system that we devote our 
life to doesn't take us far enough," I said. "If we did recognize that, we would uplift the system. 
First, of course, we would have to uplift ourselves. And that goes for every system that I know 
of. There is no such thing as a systemic failure in the human world if it is built on universal 
principles."
      "So you agree with me that our failures are human failures," said Raymond. "The whore of 
Babylon is us. That is the trap that we fall into if loose sight of our humanity."
      "Maybe we have to create a marriage concept that is more substantial with a foundation 
rooted in universal principles, like the Principle of Universal Love," I replied. "The old failing 
system is after all an imperial system, isn't it? It wasn't designed to develop our humanity, but 
to control it. Are you surprised that it incorporates all the basic features that one finds in any 
imperial system?"
      Raymond laughed. "Universal Love! My friend, you are taking treason in the social world 
when you talk about universal love. Are you on a crusade to awake the world without being 



awake yourself? Don't take away what you can't replace with something better. Remember, 
Jesus said, 'I am not come to destroy, but to fulfill.' I regard his saying as a recommendation to 
us to fix the failures in the system that we have, in as much as we can live by the principles of 
the higher platform that we have discovered. The Principle of Universal Love poses a huge 
challenge that we may never meet. You are playing with fire, Peter."
      "Marriage should be a platform for honoring any bond forged by love between human 
beings. It should encourage us to be enveloped in love," I interjected. "Why should that not 
become possible?"
      "I am only saying that the fundamental principle behind the marriage idea is a highly 
moral one, even a spiritual one," said Raymond. "Don't throw it away!"
      "Yes it is that," I replied. "And it is a beautiful principle. I am suggesting however that we 
are not going far enough with it? Shouldn't we build on it? The principle of marriage should 
never limit the universality of love. You cannot limit universality. Love is a universal principle 
of our humanity. We cannot throttle love. Our marriages shouldn't be focused on something 
that is fundamentally impossible to do. Isn't that what your researchers found our? The 
marriage principle should enrich love. Isn't that what it is build on? You said yourself, aren't 
we all married to one-another as human beings in one universal bond? Every form of marriage 
should reflect these attributes. It should reflect the nature of our being that already 
incorporates the Principle of Universal Love. It should honor it by implementing it further and 
further and giving it expression in ever-greater forms of beauty in our life. Unfortunately we 
don't do this. We reject what is spiritually right."
      Raymond didn't answer me. He played with his napkin again that he had kept from the 
restaurant.
      "Love is a universal principle, Raymond," I continued. "My friend Helen, a scientist of 
history, has taught me that. I felt this to be true. The system that we have now is all screwed 
up, isn't it, if it becomes such a danger to our social existence that Sylvia would be hurt and ask 
for a divorce. It allows something that is vital and real not to function. Steve's research 
suggests that the system was never designed to function to advance human development, but 
to keep society tied into knots and easily controllable. Maybe Steve is right. My experience has 
been that the bond of love, or the flow of love that binds us together as human beings, is a 
universal phenomenon. My experience has been that love is primary. It knows no boundaries. 
It comes to light in people as a commitment to enrich one-another's existence; to protect one-
another; to support one-another; and to help develop one-another's potential. That's all there is 
to love. Love can't be a closed door. It has to be an open door. If this involves a great 
responsibility, a responsibility to guard the open door against thieves, so be it. Maybe 
marriage should be a guarded door. I can accept that. But it shouldn't be a closed door. The 
procedural considerations may well have to be broad and wide in the face of the central reality 
that love is a universal principle that makes its own demands. I think that is what I am looking 
Raymond the procedural considerations that assure that Sylvia won't be hurt by unfolding 
stands of love but becomes enriched by the light of it. If something wonderful happened to me, 
wouldn't she be glad for me? Why should the touch of love be excepted from that?"
      Raymond still didn't answer. He looked puzzled.
      I had to laugh suddenly. "You should tell your patients that their marriages need to be 



brought up to a higher standard where love is universal," I said to Raymond. "You should tell 
them that they must begin to understand the principle that is involved behind the marriage 
bond and forget about the boundaries, in order to secure and enrich the bond that needs no 
boundaries to exist. This, of course, requires honesty. Deep honesty can create a stronger 
foundation for uniting people than anything we have now."
      Raymond shook his head. "Do you really want to tell all of this to Sylvia?" Raymond asked 
quietly.
      "That's not a matter of choice anymore, is it?" I answered confused. "It needs to be told. I 
just don't know how to do it."
      Raymond shook his head again, as if in disbelief. "Go, talk to your love my dear friend, 
that's all I can tell you, and leave me out of it."

      In this, Raymond was right. I had to talk to Sylvia, but I also had to do it in a way that 
would cause no harm. I knew this before I came to Raymond. Nevertheless, our conversation 
had helped to bring out what the focal points must be that I needed to address.
      So it was that with Raymond's 'help' the kaleidoscope of superlatives had actually been 
turned once again. "If my struggles were the result of a human failure rather than the cause of 
an ignored universal principle, then overcoming the human failure with a richer sense of our 
humanity as human beings promised to create a whole New World. What a promise this 
thought held! 

      We talked about sculptures for the rest of the time as we continued towards the Hirshhorn 
Gallery. I remembered some of the Henry Moore pieces outside in the Sculpture Garden. I 
mentioned this to Raymond. He just smiled.
      Actually, to my surprise, a few of the sculptures that I remembered were still on display, 
while the others were all new.
      Inside that gallery, the long curved halls of it were filled with strange shapes that I had 
never seen before; imaginative, wildly daring adventures in glass, stone, bronze, plaster, even 
concrete. Things certainly had changed. Some pieces where large. One was cast in iron. Some 
small ones were created in polished bronze and chrome. Some larger ones were shaped in 
burnt clay and some in rough concrete. A single tiny sculpture, an abstract female figure, was 
cast in gold. There was also a huge ceramic sculpture on one of the floors, and a scrap metal 
sculpture assembled together into a grotesque installation.
      "The trouble with us ordinary folk is," said Raymond, "we think too small."
      I looked at him, puzzled, though I thought I knew what he meant.
      "We like to paint our life-experience on small canvasses," he explained. "We live in small 
houses and seldom bother to go out and explore the world, the fields, the mountains, the sea, 
and feel for their meaning, or touch the wind, the rain, face hurricanes. But all of this is a part 
of life. Oddly we remain locked up in our little worlds. Sometimes we venture out with great 
effort and look around our immediate neighborhood. We see some railway tracks perhaps and 
convince ourselves that thereby we understand trains and transportation systems and the 
economies involved that moves them. This crazy delusion has gone on for centuries with 
unvarying consistency," he said.



      I suppose I still looked puzzled.
      "Look at these sculptures here," he almost demanded. "They are totally illogical to most 
people's narrow experiences, are they not? They are monuments of inconsistencies. But can 
you imagine how dull this gallery would be if the artists hadn't courageously thrown out of 
the window what people have cherished in their time-honored narrow consistency?"
      "The museum might never have been built," I suggested, "There wouldn't have been 
anything to show."
      Raymond nodded.
      We walked quietly on through the gallery.
      "The works that you see here are by artists in the most primitive sense," he suggested a 
while later. "They are paintings on huge canvasses, by people who live in mansions that have 
the doors and windows wide open on all sides."
      I nodded. I always got the feeling that one needs to be quiet in a gallery to be able to think. 
We moved silently from display to display, along the familiar glass walls that endlessly 
surround the circular inner courtyard. Light flooded through the glass walls. Neither did the 
yard detract one's thinking from the artworks. The courtyard was stark, austere, and plain. 
There was not a glimpse of anything to remind us that we were in the middle of Washington 
DC. We were in a dream land, in a sixth dimension, in an unfamiliar world which mirrors the 
world in which we live but leaves no clue as to which of the two is the more real. I marveled at 
how mirrors and class had been utilized to become effective in separating the universe of art 
that reflects the images of imagination and separates them from the conventional world. In this 
case, the separation from the real world was justified. I my case, it was not. The great good that 
I had experienced in the East, and later again with Heather, was the real world.
      "Would you say that this art palace is a temple of discontent?" I asked Raymond. Some 
pieces showed discontent, torment, and pain.
      He nodded. "Do you mean the kind of discontent that kicks you out into life, with your 
nose to the ground, which is an energy that generates love, joy, intelligence, a discontent that is 
shown in the great sensitivity that we feel and recognize behind these shapes?"
      I nodded and smiled.
      "Do you realize that you're an artist too?" he said. "You came to my office driven by 
discontent. Discontent is the dynamism that separates the living from those already dead. 
Damn, Pete, I wish to God there were more people like you in the world. It's a pity how many 
people are content with the status quo. It's literally killing us, Pete, it really is."
      I told him that I have friends in the Pentagon. "Unofficially, they say the same thing."
      He nodded. "The trouble is, Pete, there is too damn much discipline to false axioms in the 
world, and too much obedience to insanity. Nothing becomes rich in life anymore."
      
      I appreciated his remarks. I thought about them for a long time. Some of them stayed with 
me through our entire stay at the gallery. He was right of course in some respects. In fact, 
everything he had said before seemed to be bound up in this one last sentence that there is too 
much discipline and obedience in the world to false axioms, though he didn't elaborate on 
what the right axioms might be. Unfortunately he stopped short of that. He appeared to be 
bound to the false axioms that he abhorred, maybe without being aware of it.



      He regarded himself to be open to life, truth, and love, but he was bound to the 
mythologies that limit them as everyone else was bound to them. Not for a single moment did 
he suggest to me that love is an element of the great universal good that defines the nature of 
the universe and the nature of our universal humanity. Never did he say that love could only 
be understood aright as a universal principle, becoming manifest universally. Never did he say 
to me that what I had experienced had been an unfolding expression of that great universal 
good that is imbedded in our humanity. I stood in awe before the wonder of that great good 
that I had experienced in East Germany, and marveled that it had been possible at all.
      I also stood speechless in the face of his audacity to deny all that. He told me in essence that 
I was evil or crazy, but not to worry, since the whole of humanity is evil and crazy, too. What a 
cruel indictment this was, of me, and of humanity as a whole! He had talked about religion 
and science, and forming a church on that basis, while spitting in the face of truth. He should 
have congratulated me for having been touched by this incredible unfolding of good. He 
should have helped me, based on everything he had within him, to determine how this 
beautiful manifest of a great universal good might be presented to Sylvia so that it would 
enrich her life, too. Instead, nothing happened. The man whom I had respected suddenly 
seemed empty inside. He appeared to be like an artist painting on huge canvasses with 
nothing to say.
      Obviously, this revelation didn't answer my question regarding Sylvia as to how to uplift 
her into the realm of universal love. His wisdom for this task was as lacking as my own 
wisdom, except for one count when he insisted that there are no true systemic failures in the 
world, only human failures, and that those failures could be corrected by our development as 
human beings.
      We shook hands on that and said good bye, leaving the Hirshhorn. We parted as friends. I 
felt sad, though, that I hadn't been able to enrich his life even a little with my story, since he 
didn't see it as a profound story at all. He only saw it as a problem that made no sense to him.
      As I walked away, I wondered about that. I recognized that one momentous idea had 
emerged out of the background of our conversation. The thought occurred that the one single 
recognition that all apparently systemic failures are human failures, might be the equivalent of 
the Wright Brothers first twelve-second flight. The Wright Brothers had changed the world 
with their 120-foot long historic hop that ushered in a new era. This miniscule flight turned out 
to be an achievement that started aviation history in 1903.



Part 2 - The World at Suchumi

      
      I went from the Hirshhorn directly to our headquarters to see if I could get another mission 
in the East. I was hoping for another chance to get back to Leipzig to talk my problem over 
with Ushi and Steve. Well, I did get a mission in the East all right, but it wasn't to East 
Germany. I was sent to Russia, to a peace conference, held in a resort town on the Black Sea. 
The appointment officer told me that this was the first grassroots level meeting ever to be held 
in the Soviet Union that was neither organized nor sponsored by the Soviet government, but 
by the youth of the country. It would be held at a small place that he called, "Suchumi" at the 
Black Sea. My mission was to be an observer. Every country in the world had been invited to 
send an observer.

      I was rather pleased to have been chosen for the assignment, especially when I found out 
that my boss had already selected me before I had asked for it. Of course, I knew that this 
wasn't a real mission, even for a greenhorn like me. Still, I was excited about the assignment, 
mostly, because it promised to give me plenty of time to figure out my puzzle. I felt that two 
weeks at the Black Sea should be more than enough time for such a relatively simple task. 
Steve would likely have said that it shouldn't take any time at all for someone with 'my 
experience.' But Steve wasn't here and I had all the time in the world now, so it seemed. I felt 
so grateful for the mission that I went straight to the boss' office and thanked him personally 
for the appointment.

      As it turned out, I had no idea how wrong I had been when I thought that those two weeks 
in a resort city at the Black Sea would be a time for quiet contemplation. Life didn't stand still. 
It left no room for retrospection. It surged ahead. It was anything but quiet there.
      The moment that I arrived I felt an excitement in the air that I hadn't felt at a public 
gathering for a long time, especially at a peace conference. The conferences that I had attended 
had all been gloomy affairs. This one promised to be different since it wasn't designed to focus 
on merely political issues. The focus of the conference was on the liberation of mankind. A 
daring idea! I felt it was daring, because the organizers felt that this focus had to include also 
the liberation of men side by side with the liberation of women, something nobody had been 
prepared to talk about before. The liberation of women was one thing. The idea has long been 
accepted around the world, but the liberation of men? It was unheard of. It was something that 
Helen might have been prepared to deal with, but not the whole world.
      Maybe this was Helen's contribution, I thought. Maybe that's what she'd been invited to 
Moscow for. Maybe the whole conference was her idea in the first place. Maybe she was at the 
conference herself. What a thought!
      In this regard, I was soon disappointed. The official list of delegates and officers had not a 



single person listed with the first name of Helen. Of course, I could guess why. If Helen had 
been involved in creating the conference or its platform, she would have felt that the hard part 
was done by the time the conference started. If in this case she were ever asked why she wasn't 
at her own conference, she would likely answer: What has my personal presence got to do 
with anything? Is my idea not big enough? Is the principle involved not enough?
      "This conference belongs to the youth of the world," she might have said. "It is their task to 
build on it. I am not going to deny the universality of love by presuming that the young people 
of the world are not up to the task of loving one-another, and supporting one-another, which 
this conference was evidently designed to facilitate. I love them by respecting their integrity 
and their wisdom."
      That was in essence what I heard Helen say in my mind.
      Another aspect, apart from the theme, was equally unheard of. The conference was 
initiated with a full-scale cultural event that included a symphony concert where the finest 
pieces of the foremost composers from all around the world were performed. That too, I felt, 
might have been Helen's idea. To judge by the attendance, the symphony concert became the 
centerpiece of the entire daylong cultural event. It certainly became that for me, although in a 
slightly different context.
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Selected stories from the series of novels The 
Lodging for the Rose 

 
  

A selection of love stories and stories about 
love

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

Stories focused on healing

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

War Stories

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

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

 

Oh, to be King for a day!

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

Political exploration

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

    

Novels
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  Flight Without Limits   
(science fiction) 

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

  Brighter than the Sun
(playing with nuclear matches) 

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

  

The Lodging for the Rose  
a series of nine novels 

 

 * Episode 1 - Discovering Love 

Here begins an epic story that spans eight novels. The 
subject is freedom powered by universal love, the largely 
unexplored 'country.' Few people have dared to cross its 
borders and travel its landscape.
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 * Episode 2A - The Ice Age Challenge  

"The Ice Age Challenge" refers to the challenge that we 
face to create a new foundation for living when the 
coming Ice Age climate shuts down most of the world’s 
agriculture. The resumption of the Ice Age could happen 
possibly 100 to 150 years from now. It may take that long 
to build the vast facilities that will be needed to feed the 
world from indoor agriculture. But is our love big enough 
that we can achieve the physically near impossible in 
order to assure a future for mankind beyond the space of 
our time? What limits would we put on the dimension of 
universal love? It appears we are in a triple race to meet 
all of these challenges. The big question is, do we have 
the skills to stay the course?

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

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

Spirituality and Healing - research, 
exploration, pedagogicals
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  Universal Divine Science - Spiritual 
Pedagogicals 

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

  Science and Health with Key to the Scriptures 
in Divine Science  

A special Divine Science exploration of Mary Baker 
Eddy's book, Science and Health with Key to the 
Scriptures, in a unique presentation interwoven with 
editorial notes and research into Mary Baker Eddy's 
pedagogical structure for what she hinted may be termed 
Divine Science.
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