


Our larger world, the universe, is a marvelous place with boundless potentials. 
But what is greater,

 the gigantic universe of infinite space
 or its most precious gem, the human being?

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

The story presents a space-fight SCIFI metaphor. An advanced idea has enabled the physical 
distance of the universe to be reduced to zero. While we may never develop the capacity to 
travel physically in an instant to wherever we want to be, we certainly have the potential to do 
this mentally. There exists no inherent inertia to resist the unfolding of a profound scientific 
idea. We have seen countless cases in history where an idea has transformed the world, like 
the ideas of Homer, Dante, Solon and Socrates, Christianity and Islam, etc. In the story the 
metaphor of zero distance unfolds in the background to a double love affair against the 
background of the vastness of the universe.

The story, Window to the World, is a love story from the novel, Flight without Limits, by Rolf 
A. F. Witzsche. The novel was written in the 1980s to explore mankind's innate capacity to 
overcome perceived limits.
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Part1 - The Paradox

     When I saw it, I could only stare and wonder. It appeared as it were from another world, a 
metal block the size of a cigarette package, polished, with razor sharp edges. It reflected the 
blue of the ceiling against the light blue fabric of my towel, on which it lay, giving the 
appearance as though it was translucent in one direction.
     I leaned over the edge of the Jacuzzi to have another look. It had come into view while my 
eyes had wondered through clouds of steam rising from the water, boiling with millions of 
bubbles that burst into a fine spray adding a shade of mystery to the fantasy worlds of my 
waking dreams. Seeing the object had startled me. It seemed real, but it didn't fit. How did it 
get into the pool area, and who had put it onto my towel? I looked around. There was no one 
in the pool area with me.
     I decided that I would ignore it as an image conjured up by an over worked mind. Under 
normal circumstances I might have reached for it, handled it, examined it for its texture, 
weight, or what ring it might have, had not every bone in my body ached. Instead, I let myself 
slip deeper into the hot water and convinced myself that there wasn't really anything there. It 
felt good doing that, since it saved me the task of finding rationality for the irrational.
     In a way, this reflected my battles with the captain. The very hall still 'echoed' his violent 
shouts so undignified for a captain, reminiscent to scenes from old Nazi movies. He was 
determined to break my "affair" with Natalia, as he defined this honest response to the deepest 
feelings of two human beings to each other. He fought a psychological war, interlaced with 
meaningless medleys on the subject of marriage, morality, the importance of our mission, and 
his dream of having absolute authority over his crew. "You are morally bankrupt!" he would 
yell at me. "And you're bankrupt as a human being!" I would reply in the most civil fashion I 
could muster. As a rule, I submitted to such shouting matches only in private. I had learned to 
ignore his attacks at other occasions as some incurable madness from another world or another 
time.
     Apart from this special madness the captain was a most likable fellow. So I decided to be 
cautious and ignore whatever I couldn't deal with, to keep the rest alive. It seemed the most 
sensible thing to do.
     Seeing the metal object on my towel was like a parallel situation. It seemed that I could only 
deal with it by ignoring it. As I slipped deeper into the Jacuzzi until its hot water covered my 
head. I felt a great peace. Indeed, that appeared to be the right method of treating a puzzle like 
that. For twenty hours, I and scores of others had struggled deep inside the ship, in 'the pit' as 
we called the physical plant, which had become an arena of a life and death drama. Everything 
we had set out to accomplish with this mission, to say nothing of our own lives, had depended 
on the success of our work in the pit. And by goalie, we had won this fight! We had won it 



hands down, and I had played a central role in this titanic struggle.
     It had started routinely three days ago with a siren call that sounded no different than any 
of the nightly calls to the bridge, generated by a computer randomized program to test our 
emergency responses. I noticed that it was three AM exactly, when the emergency signal woke 
me. Half in a daze I rushed to the bridge, since everyone's arrival is timed during tests. Only 
this wasn't a test. Something was going on. Every person who had any responsibility for the 
mission was there. The deep space navigation officer, the logistics officer, the power systems 
officer, the mathematical systems officer.... Everyone was in a state of confused excitement. 
The ship's power monitoring system had detected a phase shift fluctuation, I was told. And not 
just one, but two of the ship's five generators were malfunctioning in this fashion. When I 
came to the bridge, nobody knew for certain what it all meant. A third generator had begun to 
indicate the same failure just as I walked in.
     "It's a wobbler!" the electrical systems officer explained like a town crier. He said he had 
seen it once before. His explanation was that the turbine shafts had excessive play in their 
bearings and caused gap variations at the generator rotors.
     I noticed the mechanical engineering officer putting both hands over his face. God, if that 
man was right, it meant that we had to invent a new type of bearing, manufacture them 
aboard ship, and install them in five generators the size of a house.
     "How much time do we have?" cried the mechanical engineering officer.
     The captain was as he wasn't there; white as a sheet; silent. 
     "Twenty four hours, with one generator running," calculated the bio-plant officer. Twenty-
four hours was the maximum time he said we could run the agro plant in the dark and 
without feed stations operating. After this we would risk our food supply.
     We could risk having one generator damaged beyond repair while we rebuilt the others, 
suggested the electrical engineering officer.
     "But anything longer than a day will damage our food supply," warned the bio-plant officer 
again.
     Someone shook the captain up. "Make some decisions!"

     In time, decisions were made. Four of the ship's five generators were turned off. The one 
with the least bearing noise was chosen to stay in operation. The others were to be rebuilt. 
Orders now flowed from the captain in one continuous stream, as to who would be 
responsible for any specific phase of the repair work, etc. etc.
     Strangely, nobody complained. Neither did anyone swear at those engineers at home who 
had overlooked the obvious, that the weightlessness of space would cause the rotors to sit freer 
in their bearings, free to move, free to start bouncing, putting greater stress on the metal than 
the steady force of gravity would have on earth. They also had overlooked the possible loss of 
redundancy through simultaneous failures when using the same design throughout the ship. 
They certainly had "screwed up royally," as the mission specialist had put it. We could have 
lived indefinitely with two of the five generators functioning. But since the design fault had 
imposed the same damaging stress on every unit, we were lucky we had had anything left 
running. The entire complex could have been out. Of course nobody knew for how long the 
unit would last that we had still running. This was an emergency situation of the severest 



order?

     The captain assigned me the task of creating a new metal for the new bearings, appropriate 
for the increased stress. This was easily said, but not easily done. He obviously had no idea 
what he was asking.
     Three other persons were given the task of re-designing the functional structure of the 
bearings. The rest of the work was assigned to whoever had any experience with heavy 
equipment. Recruitment started immediately to get the disassembly of the turbines and 
generators under way as soon they had cooled down enough to be handled.
     No one dared to say no to the captain, not to any request, or disagree with what he had 
ordered, even when it seemed the impossible. Except it dawned on me in the elevator to the 
machine room that I didn't have the faintest idea of how it could possibly be done, of how I 
might come up with an improved alloy in so short a time. As it happened, the first idea that 
popped into mind was the right one. No struggle was necessary. I didn't have to wrack my 
brains. The idea came, like rain out of a cloudless sky.

     The metal object on my towel had appeared the same way. I stared at it from time to time. It 
had a perfect shine to it. It appeared like a dream now, of a metallurgist searching for the ideal 
metal to make bearings from. It certainly wasn't made of any ordinary metal. No ordinary 
metal could be super-polished to this perfection. I supposed that it had to be extremely hard 
and very dense.
     I leaned back once more, driven by a faint spark of curiosity, to get a glimpse of it, 
unobstructed by the steam. It looked even more fascinating. But it's all academic, I reasoned. 
The work with the bearings was finished. Besides, I was proud of the Zirconium/Platinum 
combination that I had invented, an alloy in which the platinum is suspended within a tight 
ceramic-aluminum lattice where it may act like so many ball bearings embedded in a sea of 
grease. It was the result of great genius, so I kept convincing myself. And boy, did it feel good 
to be so proud of oneself. The bearings would last a thousand years, I was sure of it.
     My thoughts, however, were interrupted. I noticed Natalia coming from the changing 
rooms.
     "Hey, what made you volunteer for this suicide mission," I asked her with the straightest 
face I could muster.
     She stepped down into the steaming water. Her face showed some pain. "Oh it's hot," she 
uttered. Still, she looked perplexed when she made herself comfortable. She smiled. 
"Remember, you did that! Don't you recall how you twisted my arm to get me to join up?" Her 
smile turned into a grin.
     Of course it wasn't like that at all. She would never have allowed herself to be twisted, not 
by anyone. Opinions and appearances carried as little weight with her, as the supposed glory 
of positions and titles, or the sting of gossip. What mattered to her, were results, the bottom 
line profit that enlarged her experience. Neither could she stand anything connected with 
bureaucracy, idleness, closed mind bickering. She was my kind of girl, a whirlwind in person. 
Whatever she came into contact with exploded into movement. I was glad she had chosen to 
come along. I hadn't twisted her arm at all. The mission itself had done that, the call of 



frontiers...

     Her smile faded when I told her of our struggles in the belly of the ship. But could she judge 
the depth of those struggles? No, her face didn't reveal that. We had fought endless seeming 
hours in total weightlessness, in an atmosphere of chaos, the air filled with sweat, steam, and 
the noise of air driven tools, chains, winches, all interspersed by commands bellowed out by 
the foreman who conducted the disassembly of the still incredibly hot turbine generators. They 
were too hot to be touched with bare hands.
     She responded by telling me that she wasn't at all surprised, only that it happened so soon. 
We had hardly gone a year, a mere three trillion kilometers, a pittance! It shouldn't have 
happened so soon that we faced these near impossible obstacles, not while our destination was 
still over four light-years away. "If this is the beginning, what in heavens will we yet have to 
face?" I heard myself asking, over and over, while the work was going on.

     Our mission was to explore one of the two solar systems that are closest to Earth. If it had 
humanoid life on one of its planets, and these humanoid life forms were intelligent, and the 
civilizations they formed happened to be more advanced than ours, we stood to gain 
important knowledge that could be crucial for saving the lives of the human race itself. This 
was the reason for which the ship was build, to explore the Alpha Centauri system, a solar 
system which combined three suns locked together into a single gravitational structure of 
great complexity, which could theoretically have several planets with features similar to our 
Earth.

     "A suicide mission," Natalia repeated. She shook her head. "No! That's not what this is. It's 
the opposite!" she said.
     Her insistence reminded me of the enthusiasm I once had myself, for this mission. 
Mankind's greatest opportunity, I had called it. No, she shouldn't have needed to remind me 
of the fact that this wasn't just a mere game of exploration. It had evolved out of a most 
desperate effort to find answers to the challenging questions of how to maintain human 
existence on earth in the face of nuclear weapons, economic chaos, and an exploding pandemic 
of species threatening diseases.
     Her words sounded like clichés, a sermon I had once preached myself a thousand times 
during the years of international fund raising. I stopped listening to her, as my own voice 
within became a thunder that required great effort to subdue. This was the most deadly 
serious mission that had ever been launched!

     Throughout the struggle with my own fears, stirred by a growing doubt that we would 
reach our goal alive, my gaze rested on her. My eyes kept drinking in her image. I felt I had a 
right to do what seemed impolite at best. After having stood for twenty hours at the fusion 
furnace, the x-ray microscope, the computer, fighting feverishly against time in an effort to 
achieve the impossible, I had achieved a miracle. I had been drawing together the very depth 
of all that was within me, harnessing the experiences of a lifetime to put together this new 
alloy that had never been invented before. I felt I had a perfect right to stare at her in 
repayment for having saved her life, too.



     And even after the metal was brewed, the very challenge of forging it into bearings which 
had to work perfectly the first time was worth the highest reward a nation could ever offer. I 
wasn't asking for much, merely for her permission of resting my eyes on her? The work in the 
pit had been a sweat job of an intensity I had never before encountered. All I knew, was, that 
my task had to be accomplished before the mechanical engineering officer would burst into the 
ship's smithy and demand the 'gold' he had a right to expect with no delay. The only rest 
period that I was able to allow myself in those twenty some hours, was a ten minute snooze in 
a corner of the 'ceiling,' wedged between a grease drum anchored to a beam and a stack of oily 
rags that had been discarded and tied to a post.
     Those ten minutes corresponded to the time required for the bearings to cool, after the 
forging process, before they could be fitted. The worst, however, was the agony of waiting, 
wondering if the bearings would do the job they were designed to do. This agony alone should 
have been sufficient to demand a King's ransom. For the moment, however, Natalia was 
sufficient for me. She represented the world to me, all that was wonderful about being alive as 
a human being. She was one of those rare individuals that one meets perhaps only once in a 
lifetime and counts this a blessing forever.
     She had traveled far in her mind; to depths, heights, and places that make all the excursions 
of the world's jet setters, combined, appear as nothing by comparison. And this traveling 
wasn't the aimless kind of mind excursion, a withdrawal into the realm of semi-
unconsciousness that is cherished as a realm of freedom by the new psychedelic culture which 
was sweeping the globe, of hard music, cheap sex, and mind-destroying drugs.

     While looking at Natalia across the Jacuzzi, the day came to mind when she had invited me 
to her room in order to discuss the constitution of the ship. She called it the most remarkable 
piece of governmental technology she had ever seen; "a daring step beyond democracy."
     "Look!" she had entreated me, and had held the book right under my nose. "As far as I 
understand this, the captain has no power over our lives, none whatsoever! The only authority 
he has is to transact the laws of this document, to make certain that the departments that 
operate the ship are functioning responsibly according to the form outlined in this document 
of law." Her eyes sparkled when she spoke.
     Then she closed the book. "Whoever wrote this law, meant to tell us something. The fact is 
we are living a paradox!"
     "A paradox?" I repeated.
     "Yes! Don't you see? We've launched this great mission to explore other worlds in search for 
answers of the kind that we should really find in ourselves. What we are looking for is a 
mental technology by which we can regard one another as human beings. I think this is the 
bottom line, the answer to everything that we are after. It is the answer to war, to deprivation, 
even AIDS. We've mobilized the resources of the world for this mission, the paradox is, that 
we haven't yet found a way to allow ourselves to explore what it means to regard each other as 
human beings. We treat each other as members of institutions; as married, single, democrats, 
doctors, socialists, feminists, or poor underprivileged minorities; but we never treat each other 
unconditionally as people, without at the same time denying our individualities that make 
each one of us special. Aren't we primarily people, instead of being primarily democrats, or 



married individuals?"

     I will never forget how surprised I had been. I had felt instinctively that she was right, that 
the heart of this mission lay not at all in exploring the stars, but in exploring ourselves, in 
finding the courage to do this, which now stood out as a key-factor to human survival.
     Actually, I should have been more than surprised. I should have been grateful to her on 
more than one count. The captain, who had stood between us ever since we had set foot on 
this ship, acting as though it were his special responsibility to chaperon all married people, 
had been dethroned by her discovery of the law. The first door to exploring one other as 
human beings had been opened. "I think we are both intelligent enough not to hurt each other 
as we shed the mythologies," she had said.
     Oh I agreed with her! Except, this hadn't altered our relationship to the captain. That 
remained the same.
     The captain was a short man with little dignity. Everybody called him Johnny. Some took it 
as a joke. To me he seemed like a good friend, except for his madness. This had been hard to 
handle right from the start.
     The first time Natalia came to the table where I played chess with him, I embraced her with 
a quick kiss and then introduced her to everyone. She had sat down and had watched our 
game for a while.
     "Hey! Watch out for your castle!" She had warned me at one point.
     "Ah, but watch this!" I had replied, and not heeding the exposed castle, I had taken the 
captain's queen with a knight, a worthwhile trade for a castle.
     She grinned and left us some moments later.
     I recall that she had barely stood up when the captain became uneasy. "I want you to 
know," he had said to me with the face of a judge passing a life sentence, "that I did not see 
what has transpired between you, and I will not see it again. Is this understood?"
     I nodded. I said, "Yes sir!" I bowed as politely as I could! I was astounded, even perplexed, 
as I watched him clear the chess board, putting the figures back into their box, over such a little 
thing.
     "I won't overlook it the next time," he had said and had left the table.
     I remembered that I had just sat there with my mouth open. It had come like a shock to 
Natalia too, when I had told her.
     "How is one to deal with a person like that?" she had asked.

     I had no idea then, that one day I would have kissed his hand on my knees for the 
outrageous thing he had done, for Natalia wasn't the kind of person who could ignore things 
like that and let him get away with it. She was a 'fire' that could change the world. And that 
she did.

     Natalia's studying of the constitution made it quite clear to us that we had a right to stand 
up against him. What he had tried to shut down became an open door to the most remarkable 
association between two people that evolved like no other love affair likely ever had, out of an 
exploration into the fundamentals of law.



     "How dry!" you may answer? Well, it wasn't that dry at all. It was exiting.
     "Hey look here! Look there!" That's how it went, virtually for the entire first night we met in 
her quarters for this purpose. "Look, no one at all on this ship has any authority over us!" she 
exclaimed at one point, with a big grin on her face. She pointed to an article, under discipline: 
"Any individual who subscribes to the laws of this document may engage in individual 
personal associations of any form, which shall be acknowledged publicly, neither shall any 
person or officer interfere with the internal affairs of such associations."
     We looked at each other.
     Some place deep inside me I felt that she already knew what we would discover.

     Looking at her through the steam, watching her innocent gentle expression was like being 
transposed back to the day that followed. She wore a giant T-shirt that day, with "University of 
California" printed on it in bold letters. Someone had given it to her, she said. It was too huge 
as a shirt and a wee bit too short to be worn as a dress. But that's how she wore it. Also, as far 
as I could make out, this was all that she wore.
     Oh my God! For ten years I had hoped to meet her in a situation like this. Her legs were 
excitingly bare, smooth, and her breasts hardly hidden by the deep cut in the partially 
unbuttoned shirt.
     My God! My God! I said to myself over and over. The constitution gives us total freedom; 
indeed, she had just pointed this out. We required no one's approval.... I had looked at her, 
silently, and received in reply one of the most wonderfully wicked grins that did total justice 
to the situation.
     "Except there is a catch," she added. She said that the constitution, although it provides total 
freedom, is by its nature a limit to the totality of the freedom it provides.
     She spoke without a smile.
     "What limits?" I said.
     "It requires one to pull back to a certain extend."
     "Pull back from the very freedom it offers?"
     She nodded, and began to smile again. "Freedom demands responsibility," she said. Her 
words seemed totally at odds with her appearance. "The way the constitution is written," she 
said, "seems to indicate that the substance of freedom is founded on responsibility and 
becomes a function of it. The one can't exist without the other. Technology can open the door 
to freedom, but can it give you what you are unable to grasp? We must be responsible for the 
risks we take!"
     I could agree with that. Freedom without limits can become a slave master. I knew that.
     She had looked at me with her big brown eyes, waiting for a reply. Only I was too 
perplexed to say anything.
     "We are both sexual human beings," she continued in time. "We live with our sexuality 
twenty-four hours a day. Out of it arise obvious sexual needs. Is it wise to deny that these 
needs exist?" She paused momentarily. "Is it wise to ignore these needs?" she continued. "Is it 
wise to pretend that Mother Nature has exceeded its greatest marvel in creating mankind, but 
has goofed on one fundamental point that must be ignored at all cost?"
     "This would be absurd!" I said.



     "The constitution doesn't deal in absurdities," she said quietly. "I see it as a chart for 
developing a mental technology. It encourages an intelligent daring to open the door to the 
world as far as one is able to bear, being constantly sensitive to the point of becoming 
overwhelmed by the process."
     I agreed, more mechanically perhaps, than with reasoned conviction.
     "Would you say we are intelligent enough to take up the challenge and not hurt anyone, 
especially those we have left behind?" she asked.
     "Whatever blesses one must benefit all concerned. It doesn't, I won't have any part of it," I 
replied.

     With these words she started to completely unbutton her shirt.
     I helped her remove it.
     All that I could think of at this moment, the very realization of many dreams, hinged now 
on this measure of intelligence that would hold us back from overstepping the fine line beyond 
which our actions would no longer add anything of value to our being, but take away 
everything.
     "Wow!" was really all that I could utter upon seeing her standing stark naked in front of me, 
a feeling that almost overwhelmed the carefully determined points of reference that had 
enabled this moment to be.

     As it was, this evening marked the beginning of a wonderful adventure; a frontier 
exploration in its own right, something dynamic, something that never stood still, that was 
always referenced against the fine line between freedom and slavery, a combination of 
reaching out and drawing back. We soon realized that this line itself was constantly shifting.
     There certainly was never anything dull about this affair. It started with a bang, which may 
well be described as an orgy of passion, that gave way in time to lighthearted fun out of which 
evolved the deepest sense of honesty for one another that was an adventure in itself, a journey 
into the inner nature of human existence. It made us alive. It made us sensitive of each other's 
needs and feelings, including those anchored deep within ourselves. We said things to each 
other in those days that seemed crazy. They could never have been taken seriously in a literal 
sense. One day I proposed marriage to her, which, as she was well aware of, couldn't have 
been further from my mind.
     This particular incidence of a spontaneous reaction to a feeling that needed expression, 
brought something to light that couldn't have been said in any other way. There was honesty 
in this lie. It made the conventional forms of honesty a closedlip silence. This silence, which 
usually prevails on the subject, appeared to me as a gross form of dishonesty to one self and 
one another.

     This kind of honest adoration that spoke volumes in its own way was of course interwoven 
into the fabric of fun that had turned our association into something quite special. The world 
lay at our fingertips. We probed into areas that neither of us had ever thought existed. One 
night after the movies, we wondered whether it was more morally right to produce nothing, 
than coercing people into accepting an illusion as fact, as the movies did. And how does it alter 
the game when the illusion is understood as an illusion? Is it morally right to lie, if the lie is 



expected?
     We also had great fun with exploring the stars, looking for nebulae, trying to orient 
ourselves to the Milky Way galaxy, in respect to what we could see from the ship. We also 
pretended to be actors now and then, and play-acted rolls from whatever plays we could find 
in the library or invent for ourselves, of kings and queens and ancient castles. There never was 
a dull moment when we were together, or a moment of want.

     Sitting in the Jacuzzi, I remembered a day of a time long before this all happened. We had 
met by chance at the atrium, and began to talk. Among other things she had asked what it felt 
like being dead! I knew exactly what she meant. This question of course had never been asked 
again. However, one evening, recently, when we met at the very same spot, as we frequently 
do, she did ask a similar question. She asked what it felt like to know, and she whispered the 
rest into my ear, that she was absolutely stark naked underneath the dress that she wore. I 
looked at her. She wore a full flowing gown that revealed nothing unusual. Ah, but I knew. I 
felt anything but dead, this evening and told her so. I felt exited as a little boy. We went to the 
ship's lounge for a drink, listened to some music, and enjoyed each other's company in this 
strange daring situation, fantasized a little, danced a lot, and made each other feel special all 
evening. There was movement in those moments filled with the dynamics of life and 
spontaneity, as though we had stepped into a different space, a space of love, appreciation, 
and response.

     It was fun to be daring like this, living like a tightrope walker crossing over Niagara Falls. I 
even felt an extension of this feeling in the pit of the ship, while forging for the first time in 
human history a set of Zirconium/Platinum bearings for the turbine shafts on which our 
existence depended. I had no choice but to be daring, and to trust the strength of a lifetime of 
experience, appreciating that I was 'substantial' enough to meet this most pressing need. Being 
daring came easily now; the technology of it had become second nature to me, a source of 
confidence in the substance of my being.

     Seeing Natalia's face through the steam over the Jacuzzi, the comfort I derived from that 
was no doubt intertwined with this still ongoing adventure. She had never had occasion again 
to ask what it is like to be dead; tired maybe, but never dead.

     But there was one thing that hurt deeply that day in the Jacuzzi, which hurt more than the 
pain of my aching muscles, was a hurt that was hard to define that came from the general 
indifference I had witnessed to what had happened. It struck like a blow into the stomach.
     When I emerged from the elevator on the seventeenth level, dirty like a chimney sweep, no 
one took note of me. People passed by; some looked the other way. I stopped at the railing of 
the great atrium, looked down on the crowd that had gathered at the main floor. It was past 
shift change already. What struck me was that everything looked so damn terribly normal. 
People were waiting down there for the movie to start. Nobody had told them. Nobody knew 
that their life had hung in the balance as if it wasn't their business to be aware what is 
happening to their own existence.
     Neither had the few people who had seen me, suspected anything. Wasn't anyone 



interested? Didn't anyone care? Were they all dead? Not a single person had stopped. No one 
had asked what had happened, why I was covered in grease and muck. Only Natalia seemed 
to care about what I might be feeling. She even went as far as taking her bathing suit top off for 
a suitable diversion. Or was this merely another move in the game we played with the 
captain? Or maybe it was both. At the moment I was too tired to reason this thing out further, 
to its very depth. I was content with the fact that she did it and was quite happy to be there 
with her in this fashion.

     Our ship was without doubt the most advanced spacecraft ever built. Every conceivable 
comfort was provided for. The only conventional factor on ship, that had reduced the entire 
equation to something conventional, was the ship's obvious need for people. The captain 
himself, everyone called him Johnny, was the most conventional, not to say primitive factor of 
them all. He regarded himself as some supreme ruler of a might empire, sovereign even above 
the law on which his authority rested. In his mind, 'transact' meant to conduct. He aimed to 
conduct the affairs of everyone around. Natalia and I had sat down with him many times, in 
an effort to reason with him from a platform of law. But who can reason with a captain who 
insists that he is right?
     The existence of laws meant nothing to him, logic meant even less. As he saw it, Natalia and 
I violated a code of ethics, as both of us were married to different partners left behind. He 
became enraged over it. His little mind translated the world into black and white. How small 
his world must have been!
     He called me to his office once and virtually pleaded with me for almost an hour to subject 
ourselves to his vision. He felt that everything the mission was designed to accomplish hinged 
on his perception of the moral integrity of every single crewmember aboard. I agreed with him 
on some points, but not with his interpretation as to what morality is, which he was 
determined to impose on everyone.
     "Who told Einstein to invent the theory of relativity?" I asked him.
     "No one did! But that's not the issue here!" he replied with a polite smile as though he was 
talking to children.
     "Yes it is!" I told him. "That is indeed the issue here. Einstein had the universe before him. 
His horizon was not narrowed with limits. He was able to reach for the infinite, and what he 
discovered there was marvelous beyond measure. And this case covers exactly the same issue!"
     Johnny shook his head; "How can I make you understand?"
     "You obviously can't," I said, and simply walked out.

     "What I find hardest to take," commented Natalia after she had had her own interview with 
him, "is his damn politeness while in fact he means to kill you. How can this bastard smile and 
talk so smoothly and politely while he rams his sword deep into your soul that he seeks to 
destroy? He is attacking my integrity, denying my intelligence, blocking my right to 
acknowledge what I honestly feel, even to grow up as a human being who aims to understand 
his existence."
     She stopped for a moment. She obviously had to. She was getting angrier by the minute. 
Eventually she commented that she had never seen dishonesty more 'voluptuously' displayed, 



and more eloquently voiced than by him, by our sweet little Johnny.

     Three times he had tried to get Natalia removed from her post at the bio-plant, and had 
failed. Since I was more accessible to him as part of the structural maintenance crew, I received 
the brunt of his silent rage. I was recommended for the worst jobs that could be found. I even 
wondered if my selection to the work crew in the pit was inspired by the same motives. If it 
was, this was criminal, for I was by no means the most experienced metallurgist on board. 
There should have been a team formed, consisting of the very best.
     Naturally, his vendetta against us became public knowledge. For some reasons, he lashed 
out against us most often in public, apparently to embarrass us. Once he cornered us in the 
restaurant. One can't just leave when the captain comes and sits at ones table. As usual, within 
minutes, he offered one of his snide remarks. "Why must you always be so 'coohtchy coohtchy' 
together?" he practically scolded us, right at the supper table.
     "Could you please translate this?" said one of the engineers who was more embarrassed by 
his captain's manners than we should have been, according to his intent.
     "Well... You know..." He made some gestures with his hands.
     He looked at us, set his glasses in order, and let his hands drop. Instead of answering 
further the engineer's question, he spoke to Natalia and to me. "I hope you two are aware that 
your behavior has been recorded, and made reference to in your service log."
     "Oh, and in the captain's log too?" Natalia asked.
     "Underlined in red," he said, as though he joked.
     "Did you also explain the cause for which you have disregarded the constitution?" Natalia 
asked. Anyone could see that she found it hard to suppress a smile. "And captain, did you also 
explain in your log why you appointed only a single person to the task of creating the new 
metal for the generator bearings, on which our lives depend every day? You may get a Medal 
of Honor for this when we get home."
     Poor Johnny! He put his spoon down and left the table. Had he ever misjudged Natalia! She 
had handled the Communists in Russia, renowned for their brute power and relentless 
persistence. Poor little Johnny, did he not realize that he was like a baby compared to them?

     Actually, I had misjudged Natalia myself. I would never have dreamed that she would get 
herself half undressed for my sake, in a public place, regardless of the fact that we were the 
only ones in the pool area, with the exception of the security cameras.

     As I pondered these things, the strange metal object came to mind again. It struck me that 
her bathing suit top now lay on my towel; very close to where the metal object had been that 
was no longer there. I rubbed my eyes and looked again. Nothing changed. There was only my 
towel and her bathing suit top, and nothing more.
     In a way I was glad that the object had disappeared. Now I didn't have to deal with it 
anymore, waste any thought over it. Natalia, on the other hand, was real and worth pondering 
over. Her presence always commanded attention, the kind of attention that was gladly given. 
Maybe under different circumstances I might have wondered about the mystery of this small 
metal object that I was sure I had seen. Not this time. Having Natalia on the ship was 
compensation for everything I found lacking in this flying palace of steel and high-tech 



machinery. She was my link to a world we all had chosen to leave behind. I had no idea, then, 
what such a sacrifice would mean.

     Natalia's family and my own had been as close to one another as though we were one 
family. During the first months, it was a great comfort to both of us, to have one another as a 
link to the familiar.
     I could still remember when I felt for the first time a faint notion of the scope of the sacrifice 
this mission implied. It happened on the day that we left, amidst shedding tears while saying 
good bye to everyone, to all whom I had shared my life with for so many years. I had this 
sickening feeling, just for a moment, that I might never see my children again, whom, as I 
began to realize, I hadn't really known, not even my wife, as much as I would have wanted to. 
However, in the excitement of seeing the ship that we were about to enter, the sadness became 
dampened, then vanished for a while.

     The ship stood sixteen hundred feet tall, a monument to man's ingenuity and industry, a 
technological marvel as tall as a mountain, powered by a complex of 12 deuterium-tritium 
fusion engines, capable of a grand total of 10-G acceleration, sustainable for ten years in 
continues use.
     The ship was a grand sight indeed, a monument in its own right. It was free standing over a 
fire pit the size of a small city. Rumors had it that the European Space Center, south of Munich, 
had been built exclusively for this one mission.
     We blasted off in late afternoon of a fine summer Sunday, with a 2G-acceleration force. The 
entire launch sequence went flawless, with the kind of perfection that one might expect if the 
launch had been practiced a thousand times. The liftoff felt firm, as firmly as I remembered 
being pressed into the seat of a jet fighter that made it to forty thousand feet in less than a 
minute.
     The ship rose. It's hard to describe. Seeing the Earth's surface fading into a light-blue haze 
brought back this feeling of a great sacrifice, only stronger now. A whole way of life seems to 
have come to a sudden end. For twelve years I would not feel the warmth of the sunshine, hear 
the laughter of children, the wind, the rain, hear the song of birds, see the familiar faces of 
loved ones, feel their embrace and the joy of hugging. We were entering a world of perpetual 
darkness illumined only by some faint traces of starlight that pervades the universe of outer 
space.
     The steps to the bus, before we were driven to the launch site, were the hardest steps I had 
ever taken, and still they seemed easy to take compared to those mentally taken after lift off. 
When we were waving to one another, a glass barrier separated us. Still, we were seeing each 
other while waving good bye. Later, when looking into the awesome black of space, I 
wondered if this sad good bye might been the last and final one.
     We were out of the Earth's atmosphere in less than three minutes. In twelve minutes we had 
passed the moon, and at the half-hour mark, both the Earth and the moon had become 
indistinguishable from the rest of the stars of the Milky Way galaxy. Getting back home now 
depended on the precision of our on-board star mapping system that would allow us to re-
trace our steps provided it would perform error free for a minimum of twelve years.



     Of our six-year journey to Alpha Centauri, nine months were required to accelerate the 
ship, at a steady acceleration of 1.0G, for it to reach its cruising velocity of 82% the speed of 
light. When the engines finally became silent, the ship began to spin along its axis, at a 
carefully controlled speed, so as to provide a new source for artificial gravity. The swimming 
pool, now became a long band of water held in place exclusively by centrifugal force. At this 
point the entire ship had to be re-arranged, from gravity simulated by the thrust of the 
engines, to this new centrifugal gravity which acted from a different angle. The entire forest of 
plants and trees that we had on board had to be re-arranged, to say nothing of our living 
quarters and control centers. After this was completed, however, there was peace again, as 
much as this was possible with the captain conducting all the minutiae of life on the ship.'

     It was about a month after the gravity transition that Natalia realized that we had an option 
to opt out of the game of war that the captain was conducting.
     "Why should we react to him at all?" she asked. "We don't have to play any game. We can 
let him play this game of war by himself. We don't need his sanction, in fact we don't need 
anything from him that he insists he must give us, but can't."
     "What more could he do?" I asked, and smiled, knowing that he could do nothing more 
than he had already done. He could stagger our shifts so that our work periods would never 
overlap. That was already happening. The inconvenience was minor. Nobody had more than 
four hours of work each day. There wasn't that much work to do. If the ship had a jail, perhaps 
I might have been condemned to rot in it, but as it was, this personal vendetta the captain was 
fighting was harder on him than on us. We simply stopped worrying about it, and let him rage 
on as he wished.
     Of course him sending me into the pit, instead of a better man, or even a whole 
metallurgical team, could have spelled disaster for me if I had failed. It might have endangered 
the entire mission. It might have even cost the life of everyone on board. I was amazed by how 
far he was prepared to push his vendetta. When the job was done, he could barely bring 
himself to acknowledge that I succeeded. In fact, I could barely believe myself that I 
succeeded. What he had asked me to do seemed totally impossible to do. At least it seemed so 
at first. I was sure that not even Natalia could fully understand what had happened. Maybe I 
succeeded because her life too, was hanging in the balance. Perhaps that all by itself caused my 
to pull out all the stops, such as I had never had in all my days. The whole episode now 
seemed as bewildering as a fading dream that drifts away with the sunrise. And yes, out of it 
came a sunrise. At least it seemed so to me.
      The part that the captain played in this sequence soon became unimportant. Whatever he 
had done or was still scheming was his responsibility, not ours. Even the prospect that the 
issue between us could spill over and divide the crew wasn't really our responsibility either. 
Still, Natalia and I took the greatest care to stay out of his way, as much as it was possible to do 
so. It was inconvenient at times, but nothing more than that. Since his office was on the way to 
the 'planetarium,' this meant that I had to take the long way around. The long way meant 
going down to the third level, coming back up through the end of the living quarters, and this 
every time I wanted some quiet time of contemplation, looking at the stars, or meet Natalia 



during our shift-breaks. Still, this detour, as long as it was, seemed easier than walking past his 
open door.



Part 2 - Window to the World

     "Can you remember how simple life was in Russia, compared to this?" I asked Natalia one 
day, when we met in the planetarium as we often did.
     Of course, we didn't have to meet there in order to be together for intimacies. We met there 
because the stars fascinated us. There was something about the stars that made everything 
equal. An accident at a soviet missile station had released a missile, which had wiped out the 
northeastern US and collapsed the country into a third rate entity of no significance. None of 
that seemed significant now. The simple reality was that the same stars had shone over my 
home in Ohio that had also shone over her home in Kiev where we first met. And still, after all 
those years, they remained the same. Even the ship seemed insignificant in the vast space of 
the universe, and yet it was a marvel in our eyes, a marvel of marvels that brought us closer to 
its infinity and face to face with the absurdity of our petty divisions. If the ship brought home 
nothing else but this vision, I felt that the effort of building it would be more than repaid.
     As the ship rotated on its axis, the planetarium opened up a grand view of an endless 
horizon of thousands of distant lights. The greatest fascination, however, lay in that which we 
could not see, the excitement of imagining and speculating what wonders lay beyond the tiny 
fraction of the universe that we could see, though it seemed infinite itself. Our view was 
limited by nothing but the distant blue, red, green and yellow gas clouds that glow at various 
intensities in the far reaches of space. Others were dark clouds of dust, which filter the light 
from the most distant places. The say that the distant stars would appear a billion times 
brighter without these clouds, telling us of clusters of galaxies. Even the many millions of stars 
of our own galaxy would make our heavens ablaze with a great brilliance, where their 
existence not shrouded in dust.
     The planetarium -- officially named The Thomas Jefferson Observatory -- was open to the 
'public' whenever it wasn't required for navigating the ship or for mission related research. It 
was constructed somewhat like a theater, with twenty rows of seats that were facing towards a 
stage that existed of a giant mirror over a window in the hull of the ship through which one 
could look out into space. Sometimes Natalia and I wondered if we were witnessing stars 
being created without being aware of it, or saw some dying out into oblivion. The thought was 
exciting, except we didn't know what to look for.
     Actually, we could only see a narrow band of space. When we crouched down at the view 
port and looked straight ahead, the sky was totally black. The blue shift that results from flying 
into the oncoming light compresses the light waves, even the heat waves, into an invisible 
color. The same was true for light coming from the rear, which we were running away from. 
Its color was stretched into total invisibility, by the so-called red shift. Only the light that came 
to us sideways, that we weren't flying into or away from, didn't get stretched or compressed. 
Of course, these effects could be corrected electronically. Indeed, so they were for use by the 
bridge personnel.



     The planetarium could be linked into the electronic telescope system. The telescope itself 
resided inside a maneuverable module within the nose cone of the ship. At the planetarium 
the telescope's images were relayed to a screen mounted over to the top of the mirror. The 
images were provided by a high-resolution video facility.
     At the planetarium, the telescope was programmable via a hand held console. The captured 
images could be computer enhanced, clarified, and adjusted to include a much wider spectrum 
than visible light, or be filtered to a very narrow band of a single specific color. We could see 
the Andromeda Galaxy in marvelous detail, measure its energy distribution and do all sorts of 
fancy things that seemed limited only by one's imagination, that itself appeared to be greatly 
enhanced by the capabilities of this technology.
     In a sense, this is what the ship's constitution was designed to do on the social level. It was 
the end product of a mental technology that allowed us to see and experience what would 
normally be hidden. The captain had no right to deny these broader horizons that came to 
light by this new and wide open 'technology.'
     One thing was certain, the famous quote of Jefferson that was inscribed into the right wall 
of the observatory, was appropriately chosen. The quote was inscribed in gold letters, "I have 
sworn upon the altar of God eternal hostility against every form of tyranny over the mind of 
man."
     There was also a second quote, by a modern poet, Baxter T. Tate, a poet and a humanitarian, 
who had contributed immensely during the worldwide fund raising for the ship. "In the free 
mind, origins and sanctions of ideas exist in the relations of people to each other, to their 
universe, and within the interplay of thought that experience generates."
     I wondered at times if the captain had ever set foot into the planetarium and pondered over 
those words that were inscribed into its walls, as Natalia and I had.

     One day I had come early for meeting Natalia there. I had come before Natalia had arrived. 
The planetarium was empty, except for a man in bridge personnel uniform, whom I vaguely 
remembered from the time of the crisis in the pit. I sat next to him and started a conversation. I 
mentioned to him the puzzle that Natalia and I had puzzled over, whether one could actually 
see stars being born.
     "That's easy," he said, and started to explain the various life cycles of the different types of 
stars. He told a fascinating story. If only Natalia would come! I knew she would love this. 
Since I had long been familiar with the ship's telescope, I was able to find examples of what he 
was talking about, with his guidance of course.
     "It depends on the size of a planet," he said, "which in turn depends on the density of the 
clouds of gas and dust that are present in the expanding arms of galaxies where the stars are 
formed. Gravitational attraction pulls the gas clouds together until they condense and collapse 
under their own gravity. That's when a star is born. The collapse generates heat, which ignites 
hydrogen fusion, provided that its mass is great enough to achieve the requisite temperatures." 
He said that if a star's mass was small, like that of Jupiter that holds barely a tenth of the mass 
of the sun, the internal heat is insufficient to ignite the hydrogen fusion reaction. Such a star, 
he said, would cool slowly into a brown dwarf that remains unchanged for an indefinite time.
     "Such a relatively cold star, of course, can't be see with a telescope," he commented.



     But he said there are plenty enough stars that had become suns, that have made it to the 
nuclear furnace stage. Any star with the approximate mass of our sun has a very typical 
history, he told me. After it first ignites, the star goes through a jet phase where immense 
amounts of materials are blown away by its explosions which will subsequently condense into 
planets that, like the Earth, orbit their sun.
     It was not difficult to find a star in its jet phase. We could even see the blobs of matter the 
star had spit out within its jet streams. "Some blobs have been observed with a size of up to 
five light years across," the man said. "A lump like this might have been the cradle of the 
Earth," he added.
     "Fascinating!" I said.
     He said that a typical sun exhausts its hydrogen in about ten billion years; after which two 
things happen. With the explosion halted, the outward pressure in the star subsides. Now a 
new cycle of collapse begins as its center is drawn into itself, heating up in the process as it did 
before, only this time to much greater temperatures, so much so that its outer layers expand 
into a red giant. However, when the internal heat becomes sufficient to ignite helium into 
nuclear fusion, the star will burn again for a season. Except, now the internal pressure of the 
fusion process becomes great enough to drive the core apart again until its helium fusion 
stops. The result is that the core contracts again and re-ignites itself, and so the planet pulsates 
for many thousands of years. "In this process the helium becomes fused into carbon and the 
star eventually dies. All what will remain of it is a slowly cooling white dwarf made of pure 
carbon, like a diamond in the sky, which being carbon, that star may indeed become...."
     I was fascinated by him telling me all this, and especially so when we were able to find 
examples of the various stages of a star's development. Apparently, he wasn't finished yet. He 
leaned back, crossed his legs, and made himself comfortable as though he had just begun. I 
only wished Natalia had come as she usually does after her shift. I told my newfound friend 
that his talk was most fascinating and that Natalia would certainly have loved to hear it.
     "Fascinating!" he repeated. "Just wait!" he said. "You haven't heard anything yet. A star of 
ten solar masses will go through the same process, but will continue on burning as a nuclear 
furnace, way past the carbon stage. The greater its mass is, the greater will be the gravity that 
acts on a star's core, and the greater will be the temperature resulting from its contraction. A 
nuclear fusion furnace of ten solar masses will reach a stage where its core becomes totally 
converted into iron." At this point he began to grin, "it becomes interesting." He said that iron 
has a special quality. He said it absorbs energy rather than releasing it, which causes a 
phenomenal thing to happen. "As the core contracts more and more, storing up energy in its 
iron atoms, a point will be reached when the gravity becomes so great that it literally crushes 
the atomic structure at the center of the star. Suddenly all the stored energy is released. The 
supercharged core rebounds, and in less than a second throws off its entire energy in the form 
of immense shock waves that will so superheat the outer envelope of the star that the entire 
star literally explodes. The end result is a super nova with a fireball of immense size and of a 
brilliance that is greater than a billion suns combined. In a stellar holocaust of such proportions 
all the rest of the heavy elements are concocted, including some that will eventually decay into 
uranium."
     He said the only thing left after such an explosion, is a tiny clump of neutrons of 



unimaginable density. When the clump is formed, it is put into a rapid spin, forming a fast 
rotating piece of matter with an extremely intense magnetic field extending from it. In fact, the 
tiny clump has the original planet's field condensed, as though the planet had been melted 
down into a lump the size of Manhattan with none of its magnetic field strength having been 
lost, which is now concentrated a hundred million times. He said the field is so strong that it 
violently interacts with whatever particles its gravity attracts, whose atoms then become torn 
and distorted as the field rotates. He gestured with his hands to explain the process. "The 
violent distortion causes them to emit bursts of radiation," he said, "that can be felt at huge 
distances. A pulsar, as such a star is now called, can no longer be seen...."
     "Fascinating! Fascinating!" I interrupted him, and stretched myself in my seat to be more 
comfortable. I told him that I could program the telescope to scan for super bright objects.
     "No, don't bother!" he calmed me, "don't hold your breath. A super nova rarely lasts more 
than a few months, and there are only thirty erupting in an average year in a typical galaxy. 
And you know yourself that the Milky Way galaxy is so full of interstellar dust that you can't 
see hardly past your nose."
     He suggested that one's chances of actually seeing a super nova were about the same as 
winning a lottery. The last super nova that was seen on earth was seen in the 1600th, he said, 
and another one very far away, had been detected by telescope in 1981 in a galaxy 50 million 
light years away.
     "Oh, that's too bad," I replied. "I was all set to find one." I added jokingly.
     "Oh, nonsense!" he answered, "I got something far more interesting to show you than a 
super nova, something far more exciting. Have you ever seen a black hole?"
     I didn't answer him in time. Again I quietly wished Natalia were present. If she only would 
come! What is keeping her?
     "Suppose that a star is lucky enough to sweep up fifty solar masses or more, all into one 
coherent entity, as its birth progresses," the man went on.
     "Wow!"
     "Wow is right!"
     I nodded, contend that I reacted correctly.
     "Imagine the gravity that builds up when such a monster begins to collapse!"
     I shook my head. "I can't...."
     "It becomes so great that nothing can escape from it," he said. He said that the gravity 
becomes so great that it effectively overpowers the counter force of nuclear fusion by which 
the entire planet literally folds into itself, which in turn causes its gravity to increases to 
unimaginable proportions. "The collapse preempts the conditions required for a super nova 
explosion," he said. "The star, once a violent fireball, suddenly vanishes out of sight as though 
it left the universe, which in a sense it does."
     "I always wondered what a black hole was," I said to him. "Except you can't see a black hole, 
can you?"
     He shook his head. "But you can recognize it by its effects. I can show you a ten thousand 
solar mass hole, if you're interested."
     "You can? That's super! What quadrant is it in? Orion?" I merely guessed, just to say 
something, out of sheer excitement.



     "Orion!" He grinned and shook his head, "No my friend."

     It was at this very moment while he spoke that I noticed the strange metal object again that I 
had puzzled over at the pool. He held it in his hand! I was stunned. I stared at it, speechless.
     "Here!" he said as he passed it to me. I grasped, but couldn't hold it. It slipped out of my 
fingers as it had ball bearings all around its surface. I tried to pick it off the floor. What a 
hopeless endeavor that was. Lifting a fish out of a stream seemed easy by comparison. That 
thing was as smooth as nothing ever was that I had seen. No dirt could stick to it.
     He began to laugh.
     "What the hack is it?" I asked. "It's a solid piece of metal, isn't it?"
     He said nothing, but smiled. I gave up trying to lift it off the floor, but fondled it with awe, 
thinking of my bearings, how crude they were compared to it.
     "Zirconium based, with platinum implanted?" I asked.
     "Now come on! Zirconium! Platinum! You know yourself that it isn't made of something 
that crude!" He picked it up, effortlessly, and threw it hard towards the window.
     God! I thought my heart would stop. If the window shattered that separated us from 
space....
     Well, it didn't.
     The window was a nineteen-meter sheet of optical glass, ten feet deep and a few inches 
thick, mounted in the floor below the mirror. Before I could faint out of sheer freight that the 
window would break, I realized that the metal object had passed clean through it without 
leaving a mark. I could see it floating away from the ship into space. There wasn't as much as a 
scratch on the window.
     I must have sat there with my mouth and eyes open for minutes, totally stunned. I couldn't 
even formulate the simple question as to what had happened, or who he really was.
     "Hey buddy, I'm from Ohio," he replied as though I had asked him. "My name is Martin, 
Edward Bandford, the son of the farmer Drake Bandford of Bellbrock, south of Dayton."
     I just stared at him and shook my head repeatedly, and more so as I watched him moments 
later in utter disbelief, as he retrieved the object again. With a simple gesture of his hands, he 
caused the object to return as a father might summon a child from a playing field. It obeyed. It 
floated back to us, right through the window and into his hand.
     I still couldn't utter a word.
     "I can explain this," he grinned.
     "No! Nothing can explain this," I replied slowly as I gained control of my senses.
     "Certainly I can. It is very simple, really."
     "No! You can't explain what is impossible to happen."
     "Except you have seen it happening, have you not?"
     "I saw a mirage, a dream...."
     He shook his hand and made a gesture like a priest might make. "You have seen the Bohr/
Miller effect in action!"
     I still shook my head. "...The what?"
     He gave me the metal object once more. He placed it in my lap.
     I found that I could cradle it with my hands, and that if I grasped it with both hands, 



forming a cup with each, so that it could not slip out, I was able to lift it. I was determined to 
test this thing by throwing it against the window as he had done.
     "Don't! Are you mad!" he shouted. "You break the window."
     I lowered it again.
     "It isn't that easily done," he sort of sighed.
     "Then explain!"
     He said that this was exactly what he had done all along when he talked about stars, 
although the Bohr/Miller effect had really nothing to do with the stellar universe. "The stellar 
universe just happens to be the most graphic example of a universal reaction based on a 
particular law, that is understood as the law of matter. While most everything you see appears 
to correspond to this law, there are exceptions."
     "Exceptions to material law?"
     "Why not? A friend of mine, Neils Bohr and his college Edward Miller, happened to have 
discovered that this particular law that we mistakenly call a universal law, isn't the only 
operating law in the universe. Once you pass a certain threshold you can become aware of a 
totally different universal reality."
     I said nothing.
     He said nothing either, for quite sometime.
     "Space isn't empty," he said finally, as though this would provide another approach. "The 
apparent void of space is an endless sea of latent energy. According to material law, based on 
the shortest possible wavelength, it has been calculated that one cubic centimeter of so-called 
empty space contains more energy than all the energy displayed in the entire known universe. 
The speed limit of light, that seems basic throughout the universe, stems from the propagation 
characteristic of this latent energy. Everything that has a physical base, is indeed tied to this 
factor and limited by it." Then he paused again.
     "But thought isn't physical," he said a while later. "An idea isn't energy, or made up of 
energy. It's an entirely different ball of wax."
     He stopped again.
     "You mean to say there are no limits to an idea," I helped him along in finding some useful 
approach.
     "There are no limits, period! I can take you to Andromeda and back, all before supper," he 
grinned. At least he grinned again!
     "Have you ever seen your ship from the outside?" he asked, as though he was changing the 
subject.
     "Sure I have, we all have; why do you ask?"
     "No I didn't mean before you left home. I meant now, as it floats in space."
     "You know darn well...." I virtually protested.
     He took my hand and squeezed it. "You can trust me. You and I can slip through this 
wall...."
     "I would explode. My blood will boil in the vacuum of space. My body will explode! 
Besides, I'll suffocate without oxygen...."
     "I know all this," he interrupted. "What you say is true, but only in context to the 
environment of the ship that you are comfortable with. You live by the laws you have chosen 



to live by. I'm merely offering a choice. You can choose to override these laws, you can change 
the game, you can dance a different dance, in fact you can become the Lord of the dance and 
call the tune yourself!"
     As he spoke, he stood up and practically pushed me through the hull of the ship into space.
     I gulped one last breath, in total desperation, but found to my utter astonishment that I 
didn't need it. We floated alongside the spacecraft towards its nose cone that glowed brilliantly 
blue. I touched myself; I hadn't exploded. Maybe I was already dead, a mere ghost, I thought.
     He asked me to look ahead. Ahead of us lay a field of stars as wide as I could see. This 
should not be possible. "We shouldn't be able to see those stars, because of the blue-shift 
effect," I said to him, astonished, but I can see everything perfectly as if we stood still.
     "We are standing still," he replied. "We transpose ourselves forward in small steps, repeated 
a hundred times a second. In between those jumps we stand still. We don't fly into the light, or 
away from it."
     To me, the entire experience appeared like an incomprehensible puzzle. 
     "Let me tell you one more secret," he said as we reached the front of the ship. "It may 
surprise you, but your ship already employs the Bohr/Miller effect!"
     "What!" I said. It suddenly occurred to me that we could talk without air.
     "Tell me, what happens if a jet fighter flies at top speed into the sea?" the man asked.
     "It disintegrates."
     "OK. The same thing happens to atoms that are driven at light speed against the sea of 
latent energy that fills all space. They would fall into disarray and explode in a fiery chasm! 
Yet your ship travels near the speed of light and merely glows. The Bohr/Miller effect makes 
this possible. Your engineers have built the nose cone based on the Bohr/Miller principle. It 
creates something like a black hole in reverse, around the ship....."
     "Of course," I said jokingly. "Of course!"
     "No seriously!" he said. "It's special effect allows your ship to travel untouched right 
through the center of a planet and come out on the other side with not so much as a scratch on 
it, and without anyone ever realizing that it happened. At 250,000 K.M. per second, you 
wouldn't notice it anyway. What's a five-thousand-kilometer transition that lasts a fiftieth of a 
second? It is nothing. It is a blink of an eye. Without this effect, you would have long been 
dead. There is no collision avoidance possible once you travel at near light speed..."
     "All right then!" I interrupted him. "If this is so, who told our engineers about the Bohr/
Miller Effect?"
     He shrugged his shoulders. "Maybe someone discovered it in Bohr's old writings and put 
two and two together and added to it the theory of black holes. In any case they've done it, and 
found a rather ingenious application for it."
     "But didn't you say the Bohr/Miller Effect is a mental technology?" I asked as we encircled 
the nose cone.
     Martin grinned. "Sure it is! But it's not some kind of mind over matter force. It isn't magic. 
Its real!"
     I looked at him in disbelieve.
     "Doesn't a wheel roll every time its principle is properly applied?" he asked. "You don't 
have to re-invent the wheel when you need one. Once the utility of mechanical principles has 



been discovered, they can always be utilized. The same holds true for every different sphere of 
reality. The Bohr/Miller Effect merely utilizes a different subset of natural phenomena. To you 
the material universe is all there is, while it is merely a subset of a much broader reality. Your 
perception is limited by what you allow yourself to see."
     He began to grin again. "There is, however, a sharp delineation between the various subsets 
of reality," he said, "which makes it hard to perceive anything outside of one's sphere. You can 
only notice the occasional strange affect that cannot be rationally explained except as a 
phenomenon of a different subset of reality."

     I suppose I would have questioned this logic, had I not been experiencing its very essence 
by existing in space without air and without a pressure suit.
     "Oh, I almost forgot," he interrupted my thoughts. "I promised to show you my super star of 
black holes. It's not the biggest, but one of the most exciting of all the black holes I've come 
across," he said.
     "Shouldn't we rather use the telescope?" I asked.
     "Telescope!" he said. "I'll take you there!"
     "Now?" I asked, utterly surprised.
     "Sure, why not? I'll have you back before supper."
     "Oh, it's that close!"
     "As a matter of fact, it's on the other side of the Milky Way."
     "Now that's almost home base," I joked.
     To my surprise he didn't grin. "Haven't you learned anything from what I have said," he 
nearly scolded me. "The term 'close' has no validity in this particular sphere of reality that you 
have now entered!"
     I waved him off with my hand; he didn't have to explain. In any case, before I realized what 
he was getting at, I had experienced the essence of it. We were suddenly some thousands of 
light years above the center of the Milky Way, looking down on it as it were a huge circular 
carpet of stars with a bright center and spiral like arms extending from it.
     "What do you see?" he said as we moved towards the other side of this wheel of countless 
millions of stars that lay stretched out beneath us like an immense three dimensional computer 
graphics display that one can rotate at will and view from all angles as the computer translates 
its image according to mathematical laws.
     He showed me one rather large star near one of the arms. The star was significantly brighter 
than most. As we drew closer, it stood out bright against the sea of lesser stars.
     "There, can you see it?" he said and pointed to an inconsistency in the background that 
looked like a ring of stars around a dark void. As we moved closer, the stars that formed the 
ring began to dance, twirling every which way around the void like a living crown gracing an 
invisible god.
     Martin explained that the gravity of a collapsed star of ten thousand solar masses is 
sufficient to totally disrupt the distribution of energy in the space surrounding it, so that light 
can no longer be propagated.
     "You can't propagate ripples across a pond that has no water in it," he said with a grin.
     I just nodded. The whole thing was like a fairy tale to me that strangely made sense.



     "What appears like a black hole," he said, "is in reality one of the brightest objects in the 
universe."
     I nodded again. He could have told me anything. Who was I to doubt him?
     "You can tell that a ten-thousand solar mass star is inside there," he said, "even though you 
can't see it. You can see it's effect, the ring of dancing stars, an interesting optical illusion."
     He explained that light is propagated at different angles and speeds across areas of different 
energy density surrounding the black hole.
     "The whole thing acts like a giant lens."
     He explained that one could also say that the space around it becomes geometrically 
distorted.
     "That's how you can tell that there is an immensely massive star inside the black hole," he 
said.
     The whole thing appeared like magic to me. Of course he was right when he said that I 
hadn't seen anything yet. Still, it made sense. Space emptied of its energy background, can't 
conduct light. And then I thought of something that became of astonishing significance only 
much later after we had returned to the ship. If no light escapes from the planet inside the 
black hole, no light can pass to it. Not only does the brightest star in the universe appear as a 
black hole to us, but the entire universe in which we live must in like manner appear as a black 
void when seen from the vantage point of this star. In essence it appeared as if this star had 
indeed exited the universe when it contracted into its super dense form. It was as if it were 
transposed into a universe of its own, one that is totally isolated.
     As I pondered these things, the effects of the black hole became more and more fascinating. 
Soon we were near enough to see a marvelous light show of optical magic. The large star that 
Martin had pointed out earlier became torn apart in front of my eyes, then within moments 
reassembled again into thin threats of light that painted a pinwheel across the black hole. And 
moments later, again, the pinwheel disappeared and the star re-assembled itself.

     "The Bohr/Miller Effect is one of the things you will discover when you stop taking 
everything for granted," Martin said, after we had turned back.
     I think I knew what he had meant. Two isolated subsets of reality could exist, without either 
containing any reference to the other, except through minutely recognizable effects.
     "....And that is how you discovered the Bohr/Miller Effect?" I asked him.
     He didn't answer this question. "Do you want to zip back, or cruise back?" he changed the 
subject.
     "Let's cruise back, very slowly, but fast enough to be on time for dinner."
     "Oh you! You have a lot to learn," he grinned. "You should have realized by now that time 
and speed must likewise be invalid terms in this subset of reality that we have chosen to apply, 
where physical distance and material laws have absolutely no validity."
     I nodded. Of course I should have known, but the bewilderment caused me more and more 
to suspend logical thinking. He could have said that two and two equal three, and I might 
have believed him. Besides, what choice did I have? I was experiencing this crazy reality that I 
had no way of being familiar with, was I not?
     "In other words, we can return to the ship in time for last Monday's breakfast," he said to 



me.
     I was amazed realizing the tremendous implication his theories had.
     "And I could get you there with all the knowledge that you have gained today," Martin 
added.
     "Could you really do that?" I asked.
     "Well, why not?" he said and grinned again as if this was a stupid question.
     "Well, I'd prefer to arrive at supper today, that's enough to come to terms with," I said.
     "So be it," he grinned.

     We had a most wonderful cruise back, full of magnificent vistas and marvelous thoughts 
whose implications I could not understand. The universe lay at my fingertips. It was 
marvelous! Its power seemed to lay in my grasp, if indeed, power wasn't another invalid 
concept. Had he not promised that I could be master of my dance, and be calling the tune? 
Wow! This must mean that I can have power over the power of the universe!
     "Ah, but you can be master only of your own dance, my friend," he cautioned me.

     I must say I was quite sad when our journey ended. As he had promised, we were back at 
the ship in time for supper. I could have gone on and on, with perfect ease. The last step, 
therefore, seemed somewhat difficult. He practically had to push me through the hull of the 
ship again.
     Once inside, I realized that I was breathing air again and was feeling hungry too. Also 
Natalia came back to mind again when I saw her at the supper table.
     What could I tell her about my adventure, or even to the captain?
     As I came closer, I noticed that the captain was sitting at her table, locked in some intense 
discussion with her. He always waved his arms about when he gets exited.
     When I was close enough to get her attention, something caused me to stop. My own words 
startled me that I had spoken to Martin, that I would explode if I moved into outer space. Did I 
have a right to force the captain into an environment in which he was unable to exist? He 
would explode. His blood would boil. He would suffocate in a vacuum.
     Indeed all this was already happening. The realization came like a shock to me.
     When Natalia noticed me I must have been standing for some moments in the restaurant. 
Slowly I began to notice that she waved to me. I waved her off, and pointed to the captain. She 
nodded gently, but did she really understand?
     This short excursion into space had a much greater affect on me than I realized. Things that 
I touched, that I came in contact with, appeared different. The restaurant hadn't changed, 
although it was quite empty that night, for the time it was. But I had changed.
     It wasn't that I had a problem with finding a table or had lost my appetite. No, to the 
contrary, there were plenty of free tables and I was looking forward to dinner as I had seldom 
before. Three different dishes were offered that night. I loved the Hungarian goulash that the 
ship's kitchen offered, even though it was made with simulated meat. But it was made with 
real vegetables. It was always done to perfection. Only now, there was something extra about 
it all. After having seen the raw majesty of the universe, there was something very special 
about this meal and what it represented. It had majesty of its own. The red peppers, the 



potatoes, the centuries of tradition in fine cooking, were all drawn into one. They were drawn 
together into a work of art that projected an image of a world that is wholly different from the 
universe of space; a separate sphere with its own separate reality standing as far apart on its 
own as any planet inside a black hole.
     We had built this ship to explore the universe. Now that I had gained a glimpse of it, it 
began to dawn on me what a marvelous universe lay right inside this ship. I suddenly relished 
this human world. As if someone had thrown a switch, its wonders became alive, marvelous 
things. Their depth can never be measured with references to material law coming into view. 
These things pertain to what humanity is, to what it has built, to what its efforts represent, 
things of exquisite care, delicate balance, gentle benevolence.
     I could feel the burning of the red peppers of the goulash all the way down to the bottom of 
my stomach. What a feast! What wonderful complexities were embedded in this simple meal, 
served with a glass of red wine that was ingeniously produced aboard ship?
     I knew how the vegetables were grown, how the agro-plant operated, but not how the wine 
was made. The agro-plant, a marvel in itself, functioned on a rather simple principle. Meal 
planing was done four months in advance. A computer generated from it the appropriate 
orders to the nurseries. From there on, the process continued automatically in an assembly line 
fashion. The machine seeded flats are passed through brightly illumined growing areas, 
through watering stations, feeding stations, etc. etc., until at the right moment, the required 
plants arrived at the harvesting station at their absolute prime, ready for immediate use. In this 
respect, the meal represented a marvel of ingenuity.
     The ship itself seemed no longer to be just a machine, it represented much more than that. It 
became alive with meaning as an extension of humanity itself, something that grew out the 
very depths of what humanity is, a monument to something wonderfully rich and immensely 
substantial that had been so grossly taken for granted that it had been left largely unexplored 
and unappreciated. It represented a jewel of a universe within a universe. What super nova 
compared in magnitude to it? What stellar complexity compared to the infinite complexities 
involved in making goulash? This pot of goulash represented a mental and biophysical 
technology of unimaginable dimensions.

     Between the main meal and the dessert still another of those unfathomable dimensions 
popped into view. Two tables in front of me, in a direct line of sight sat a beautiful woman. I 
don't think I touched my dessert that day. I must have stared holes through her as though I 
had never seen a human being before. She noticed my staring, smiled and then blushed. I don't 
know whether it was her hair that struck me, or the shape of her face, or the way she wore her 
blouse. One word came to mind. A jewel! She was a jewel within a jewel of a universe. I drank 
in this sight with the same thirst and eagerness as I had done only moments before when the 
great carpet of stars of the Milky Way galaxy had been stretched out beneath my feet on our 
way to the black hole.
     When I came to my senses again, I noticed that she had left. She was at the door already. I 
stood up. Go and could run after her! I thought. But I noticed the captain. I would catch his 
attention. That's when the Bohr/Miller effect came to mind again, a tempting alternative. Oh 
God, will it work?



     I closed my eyes as tight as I could.
     "I'm sorry, how clumsy of me," I heard a voice say as someone bumped into me. I opened 
my eyes. There she was, right in front of me. I was blocking her way. I just stood there, in front 
of her, flabbergasted.
     "I wasn't looking where I was going," she added.
     I said it was entirely my fault. I said that that I had tried to catch up with her.
     "Yes, I noticed you staring at me," she added. She spoke with a smile that belonged to a 
world of its own, a world that no mathematical formula could ever describe. I was in a daze. A 
door had opened. This was a different dance, indeed. Had I already become the master of my 
dance and moved into its new sphere of wonders?
     I vowed to be careful not to put any limitations on what this dance might present. I 
certainly had never felt something like this. "You are a star among stars," I whispered to her, to 
my own surprise.
     I think we both blushed.
     "Oh, now you are trying to flatter me, or entice me," she replied gently. Her voice appeared 
so very clear, as though I had never heard the likes of it before. It had a quality that no 
electronic imaging system could ever map out in true justice.
     "No, no!" stuttered. "I just.... Well, I just tried to put words to a reality I seemed to have 
perceived for the first time in my life."
     To judge by her look, she didn't seem to believe me. How could she?
     "You are very kind," she said politely.
     At the very moment the elevator had arrived.
     "I must go to work now," she added. The open elevator must have seemed like an escape 
opportunity, yet she hesitated for a split second and smiled.
     Oh how wonderfully complex is a human being, I said to myself. A computer makes 
absolute choices; Yes, No, but never anything in between. No machine is yet capable of 
scanning a near infinite range of implications and come up with an answer that is a sixty two 
percent Yes and a thirty eight percent No.
     "Let me accompany you," I replied as swiftly as I could get my reasoning in order to 
formulate a sentence.
     She pressed the button for level six. "Let me warn you, I'm a sewer worker," she said.
     I looked at her clothing. A black evening dress, a blouse made of silk. A row of silver 
buttons in perfectly stitched buttonholes held the blouse together. A chain of silver graced her 
neck, made of delicate links woven into a design that resembled the pattern of a reptile skin. I 
had never had much to do with the sewer station. I had seen it once, long before it was put in 
operation. It was designed to employ Water Hyacinths, which was all that I knew about it.
     "I would love to see that sewer station," I replied.
     "As you wish," she said gently and smiled again.
     "I have ten minutes," I heard myself telling her as I looked at the clock in the elevator. The 
next moment I heard myself mentally correcting this statement: NO! Time is an invalid 
concept!
     "I have been in training for six weeks," she said as we entered, and looked at me to judge 
my response. "I'm replacing a person who was needed at the biology lab. To qualify for this 



job, I had to take a crash course in bacteriology, plant growth biology, micro virology...."
     "To be a sewer worker?" I asked.
     She grinned.
     Well, she didn't have to answer. It became totally clear the moment she introduced me to 
her coworker. The multistage purification system was a sweet smelling garden, immersed in a 
soft pink light, but also a laboratory of considerable size. Her coworker barely looked up. She 
was busy with a Circular Intensity Differential Scattering device, as my friend pointed out, 
which she said was the latest in biophysical spectroscopy. It was easy to see, by the way she 
spoke, that she was proud to be a part of the team. This technology, that was an extension of 
the depth of mankind, had become a part of her life that seemed to give a wonderful hue to her 
existence.
     She offered me a place to sit, then took a rather large sample from the pond and placed it on 
an induction heater. "You do like coffee?" she said with a smile.
     I would have choked, said no, had she not mentioned her courses in bacteriology and micro 
virology before. I knew I could rely on her judgment that the water was pure.
     "Yes, I'd love some," I replied.
     "You have great courage!" she said.
     "No, but I trust you," I replied.
     We took a stroll through the 'garden' while the water was heating. It consisted of hundreds 
of ponds. Collecting samples was part of her duties, which she performed with the same care 
with which her coworker studied whatever it was she had under investigation. She hadn't 
even looked up. She had merely moved a hand and said, "Hi-there!"
     "You're are a star among stars," I said to my friend again, "you both are."
     She smiled in reply. At this close distance she appeared even more beautiful than she had 
appeared across two empty tables. Natalia came to mind, briefly, but also the ship's 
constitution, and most of all, my friend Martin's words, that I was the master of my dance. 
Only, did I have the right to invite another person to join my kind of dancing?
     "Forgive me, I'm not very much in control of myself today," I added quickly before she 
could answer. "I've come through a lot of strange circumstances today that I can't explain in 
any rational manner, so I won't."
     "Oh, you're some star yourself," she added jokingly. "I like you're telling me those beautiful 
things about myself, seeing that you're honest about it."
     "I'm merely trying to be honest to myself," I said.
     "Are you an artist, then?" she asked.
     "I don't know," I said quietly, "I really don't know."
     We walked back to the lab.
     "I really should be going now," I added. We came closer, near enough for a kiss. I was 
frightened and exited all at once, and filled with the most wonderful feeling. I held her gently. 
I realized for a moment that I wasn't so much in love with her specifically, as I was in love with 
all mankind, of which I was one, and which she represented in the most lovely manner. Being 
in love with her was like being in love with myself. What a strange and wonderful feeling! She 
didn't appear in any way less special, though, because of it. No, to the contrary, she was 
special because of it.



     The next thing I became aware of, was her asking if I wouldn't want to stay for coffee.
     The words were sweetly spoken. How could I leave? "I'd gladly stay for a century," I said.
     Indeed, we had traversed centuries over the cup of coffee that she had made and had 
served in this garden of pink light and sweet smelling air.
     My love for Natalia was centuries apart from my love for her, as if belonging to a different 
spheres or time. Martin would have called this separation an invalid concept. But they were 
also one and the same. They were a paradox to me that I couldn't quite figure out. The paradox 
seemed related to the apparent fact that the concept of separation itself, was invalid, while the 
concept of an all-embracing individuality was not. They were a part of what had rendered this 
human world so unspeakably rich.

     I didn't meet Natalia until two days later. We met by chance, as we often do. I saw her in the 
Atrium, looking down from the fourth level. All paths within the ship converge at the atrium. I 
had just come off duty that day. I waved when I saw her, and took the elevator up. I had no 
idea in what manner this latest adventure in human association would evidence itself with her, 
which had evolved out of my adventure into space.
     She smiled when she saw me coming out of the elevator. We embraced each other as usual. 
"I like your choice of partners," she said. Within moments her smile turned into a grin. "I saw 
you at the ten o'clock breakfast with Jill Lacayo!"
     I could have embraced her for this lovely comment. She could have been cruel. She could 
have said, I've seen you with your new lover, or other woman, or whatever; but she didn't. I 
knew this wasn't by accident. She always took great care, choosing her words when matters 
were important. Her words reflected what I felt myself, that nothing had taken place that was 
in any way excluding her. The mental horizon had grown to include another dimension. 
Nothing of value had become lost. To the contrary! She must have felt this, too?
     "You're great!" I replied and gave her a quick kiss, and hoped that the captain wouldn't see 
us.
     "I'm glad for you," she said. "I'm proud of you. What makes people special to me, is this 
wonderful ambition we humans have to improve things, to find ways to improve our lives, to 
broaden our base of living. I respect that in you. I find it terribly sad when people let their 
dreams stop! Humanity can't afford that. Our ship would never have been built had there been 
no one with dreams, chasing after them, courageously making their dreams come true. If it 
were not for grand dreams and courageous dreamers, humanity would have died out long 
ago. That's why I love you, you beautiful man," she grinned and offered a kiss in return.
     Oh heavenly days! I said to myself. Her words were music to my ears. To say that I grinned 
in reply would be a gross understatement.
     "There is one more thing that I find wonderful," she added a moment later, "that you 
haven't chosen just anyone to expand your world."
     I told her she was totally right. "I can't marry just anyone," I said to her and then started to 
grin again. "You have set a standard, you know, and it's way up high. It would be criminal to 
close my eyes once I found a match to it...."
     "Oh you...." she interrupted me.
     "Hey, honestly, I meant what I said! If I were after just anyone, wouldn't I deny with this the 



greatest treasure humanity has; its infinite individuality?" What is unique, I said to her, 
demands a unique match so that the blending may be like words of a poem, or sounds that 
blend into symphony.
     "And what does this make me?" she laughed, "a Piccolo?"
     "Yes, indeed. Your voice is as clear as a Piccolo, your mind soars as a violin that signs, your 
wits is like a trumpet that calls to attention, and your honesty like a bassoon that sets the 
mood. You're a saxophone, a French horn...."
     "Eh, a French horn!" she grinned. "Is this a compliment?"
     "Oh it is. To me, you're the Horn of Plenty!" I said, with a twinkle, while I tapped the top of 
her leg three times in quick succession.
     "You fiend!" she said and grinned, and turned toward me for a kiss.
     I invited her to go for a swim after this.

     Naturally, I had expected some change to take place in our feelings toward each other; only 
I hadn't expected anything as rich. We had a great time at the pool and went dancing 
afterwards, but there was something wonderful about that which set this time apart from 
previous occasions. I soon realized what it was. The exquisite gentleness that I had so admired 
in Jill; I saw reflected in Natalia's every expression.
     Of course, I knew that Natalia hadn't changed. I had changed. Whatever of her loveliness 
hadn't moved me before, obviously wasn't caused by any lack on her part. The lack had been 
my own. I had lived in a separate universe, as it were, a universe that was riddled with lack 
and limitations. I had even thought this to be a universe of freedom. Maybe this is the heart of 
the Bohr/Miller principle, I thought, that there could be no distance, even between what is 
individually worlds apart. Maybe this is how I would gain my 'wings' to traverse the heavens 
in Martin's style? I wondered about this.

     But there was still another thing that struck me as odd. Something had changed with this 
experience. Our strife with the captain appeared to be totally out of line now, in the face of this 
new reality. Something had to be done to address that. It wasn't that I felt anymore hurt by the 
captain's attacks. To the contrary, they seemed more childish. The strange thing was that I felt 
hurt by the pain that he inflicted on himself. Somehow, I had to help him to achieve a victory 
in that one-man war that he fought against himself while aiming at us. I had to help him for 
my own sake. His pain overshadowed something of great value to myself that I didn't want to 
loose. I realized an awesome truth in this connection, that one can't be sensitive to life and be 
at the same time like an Elephant in a China shop. The two were clearly mutually exclusive. 
But why hadn't I seen this before? It seemed so elementary. Had I been blind?
     I could only marvel now at the things that I had seen and touched, and had experienced. 
What a giant stride in the technology of living this small shift in the mental realm had brought 
about! I was amazed. I was overjoyed by the promise it held.

     I met Martin again. This time I was in the middle of repairing a pump that belonged to the 
ship's inertial balancing system. Of course one doesn't just meet Martin. I didn't realize this 



then, but whenever Martin appears it's always, bang - super nova time. With Martin on the 
scene one gets inevitably swept up in a torrent of events.
     "Do you want to go for a swim?" I asked him when the pump was humming again. I was in 
need of a shower after working deep inside the belly of the ship for half a day. He nodded 
innocently, then covered my eyes and zip.... We were floating stark naked in the ship's 
swimming pool. He laughed and splashed me.
     "We can't stay here like this!" I protested.
     "Why not?" he replied. He said he always swims in the nude when visiting the Earth. Then 
he laughed. "The separation between the sexes, by marriage or whatever, or between people in 
general, has no meaning in a universe where distance is not a valid factor."
     "But in this ship it is a factor," I protested.
     "No, it is only assumed to be a factor, even while the concept is totally invalid." Martin 
laughed again while he said this.
     "Forgive me," he added moments later. "I don't aim to be rude. I just want to help you wake 
up to the reality of your being. How can you be the master of your dance if you don't know the 
world in which you are dancing? So, please forgive me if I appeared rude," had added.
     This time he didn't cover my eyes. As I blinked, zip, splash... we were swimming in crystal 
waters now, in a world of bright sunshine, floating among petals of flowers that had fallen 
from hundreds of flowering trees at the shore. "Welcome to Bohr's planet," said Martin when I 
came to my senses. He grinned like a boy of ten whose trick had just been found out. "We are 
presently three galaxy clusters away from the ship," he said. "So, lets enjoy ourselves. After our 
swim, I'll introduce you to the most eccentric person on this planet."
     I was sure this person had to be Bohr, it just had to be or someone like him. At least that's 
what I hoped so. What an opportunity such a meeting would give me for getting some more 
pointers!
     We came to a gigantic dome made of Martin's metal, a metal that looked like the small block 
I had seen in the ship, except that it was more golden in color, but was still polished to the 
same perfection.
     "That's his museum," Martin explained.
     "Of course it is," I replied mechanically. I didn't know what to expect. Once we were inside, 
walking became difficult on the super polished surface that was more slippery than the 
slickest ice. Still, that posed not a great problem. I stepped back, took a run at the entrance, and 
swoosh; I skittered down the long corridor that extended from the entranceway. The corridor 
was actually a channel cut through boxes and shelves full of stuff of every description. The 
place looked like a warehouse, more than a museum. At the center of the dome were people, 
quietly milling around. I figured that Bohr would most likely be among them.
     "Watch out!" I yelled, "I can't stop!" Someone jumped out of my way as I sailed by. "You've 
brought too much baggage with you," Martin cried after me. I knew what he meant. The 
baggage consisted of a brain-load of invalid concepts. Just in time, I remembered the Bohr/
Miller Effect. It enabled me to stop, but just inches away from crashing into the far wall.
     "Very good!" said Martin after I had come back. He introduced me to everyone...
     "And this is Olaf," said Martin, pointing to a small elderly man with an extremely short neck 
and an almost perfectly round face. "We usually call him Bohr," he said, "in honor of his 



protégé the famous theoretical physicist Niels Bohr, our one time professor from the days back 
at Stockholm."
     Bohr didn't react to this introduction but kept on talking to the person he was in 
conversation with. I noticed his eyes were unusually alive when he talked, maybe more so 
than Albert Einstein's might have been.
     "Have you ever met Albert Einstein," I asked Bohr when he stopped talking, and 
immediately added a question about how he felt I might help humanity to get out of its 
nuclear nightmare that Einstein had started.
     Bohr stood up and ran some fingers through his hair. "Unfortunately we have all met 
Albert," he replied in a slight accent. "Albert was the black sheep of the family...."
     "A black sheep!" I interrupted him, "You must be mistaken, Albert Einstein was a great man 
who merely unleashed something that may destroy humanity. He may have imposed an 
impossible challenge...."
     "Great, my foot!" Bohr interrupted. "A great fool he was, yes, he gave his children matches 
without the scientific foundation of how to control fire," said Bohr. "The fool had no 
compassion for humanity," he added. "He called himself a scientist, and as you said the whole 
world called him that, but being without compassion, what a scientist could he be?"
     Bohr said no more after this. He looked me in the eye and studied my reaction. "He was a 
bit like you, in a way," he said moments later. "You have no compassion for humanity either!"
     His answer shocked me. How could he have said such a thing, when I felt the very opposite 
was true? Before I could refute him, he turned and gestured that I follow. He treated me to a 
brief tour of his museum, which he said he had built for his own benefit to trace the history of 
mankind. He took me to the far side of the building along a narrow aisle, to a workstation 
where I expected to receive the by then overdue, deeply reasoned explanation as to why he felt 
I lacked compassion for humanity. I was disappointed again. Without saying anything he 
showed me a sealed glass dome under which two bearing shells were mounted. What in 
heaven's name was this supposed to prove that he had my test version of the bearings I had 
built for our five generators? He looked at me and grinned. He didn't even say how he got 
them, nor anything else, but abruptly excused himself. "I'll ask Odessa to look after you," he 
added as he left me standing.
     Odessa appeared to be one of his female staff who more than compensated for his apparent 
rudeness.
     As I found out later, Odessa wasn't from Russia as her name might suggest, but from the 
Amazon basin, from a small village of central Brazil. Her name seemed more linked to the 
word odyssey than to anything else. Being touched by her became an odyssey into a whole 
new universe of loveliness. She bid me welcome to the planet and said that she would take me 
wherever I wanted to go. I told her that I didn't know anything about the planet, but would 
love to see her home to get a feeling for the lifestyle it allowed. She smiled ever so softly and 
said in perfect English; "It's not far from here. We will have lunch there, if you like."
     Her home was on top of a riverbank where the river sharply turned. The river skirted a 
mountain, then flowed into a gorge towards a sea, as she explained. The house stood on a 
plateau covered with wild grasses and groups of flowering trees, some bearing red and yellow 
fruit. The edge towards the river was carved into terraces that were overgrown with dozens of 



species of flowers that made the landscape appear as though painted with broad daring 
strokes, outlining the path of the river with bands of color.
     We sat outside in the sunshine, in recliners from Sweden, on a marble platform from Pag 
Yugoslavia. We ate crepes filled with marinated sweet fruit, collected fresh from Bohr's planet. 
Instead of dessert, however, which was definitely not needed, she gave me a tour of the 
grounds.
     Although our bodies never touched on any occasion, I felt intimately close to her, in a way 
that I had not felt towards any other human being. I could feel her warmth wherever we went, 
her sex linked to the deepest part of myself, to her satisfaction with living that shone gently in 
her eyes and struck a long dormant chord. As we walked in the garden I could feel her 
presence reflected everywhere, as if it was reflected in my soul, in my entire being, as though 
we were one.
     Evidently, she could sense how she affected me, perhaps by my unreserved responding to 
her all-pervading presence.
     "What you feel shouldn't puzzle you," she said after long period of silence. "You are 
touched by another facet of that new reality that you had not known before. In fact, what you 
feel is more natural than everything sexual you have felt before. If this were not so, you would 
have a difficult paradox to resolve. You have entered a universe in which time and distance 
have no meaning. This applies to us, too. There is no 'distance' between us, to bridge. The very 
idea of being close to another person has no meaning when there exists no distance to cross. 
The final reality, of course, lies even beyond that. What you feel is the unfolding oneness of all 
being. Being close to another person is a primitive concept that must give way to experiencing 
the oneness in which there is no separation. Don't be surprised if your experience during your 
visit here is richer than what most people experience in a lifetime bound to the earth. In this 
universe of ours, where space and time have no meaning, one touches upon the absolute that 
cannot be explained. Except this absolute is not a limit. It does not impose a limit that one 
cannot go beyond, as if infinity were a limit in itself. The absolute is Love. One cannot go 
beyond it, beyond unity. One can only allow it to unfold in its infinite dimension. Does this 
make sense?" she asked.
     I nodded and answered with a long lasting embrace that gave expression to the new feeling 
I felt, a feeling of being infinitely embraced. The feeling was as rich as the day was bright. The 
sun on Bohr's planet set with brighter colors in the sky than I had seen anywhere else. I was 
almost overwhelmed by it. It added a crowning splendor to my first evening there, that I 
shared with Odessa. I wondered whether this feeling, and the love that embraced me, were 
merely a reflection of my new awareness of something wonderful that had always been a 
reality, but one that I had not accepted before. It didn't seem to fit into the mold of the 
traditional universe and its lower dimensions, defined in terms of space and time. Now the 
incredibly profound seemed suddenly totally real.
     "Would you like to go swimming?" Odessa asked when the sky had turned a deep cobalt 
blue that bordered on black. I said yes. She invited me to her favorite lake in the woods behind 
the house, where she said the water, fed by hot springs, felt pleasantly warm for a night time 
swim. Naturally, I said yes. We swam for an hour until a hundred thousand stars filled the 
cobalt blue sky. After our swim we strolled along the riverbank in starlight. The path wound 



through tall stands of flowers, which appeared silver in color. In a moonless setting, one is 
intensely aware of the starlight and its splendor.
     Much later, we went to bed together in an open room kept cool by the late night breeze. 
There was no tension in this, ecstasy, pretense, or anything that was in any way comparable to 
what I had cherished before. This special room was the highest room of the house, built with a 
retractable roof, so that the universe, itself, became its ceiling and we were at one with it, being 
a part of it. There was no intimacy that I knew, that could exceed the intimacy of that night, 
nor had I ever felt closer to anyone. Still, neither trespassing nor attachment marred this union 
that became an appreciation of great wonders that far supersede physical sensuousness. It was 
as if sex, as I had known it, had no validity at all in that reality that seemed infinitely more 
valid on this new platform which I barely began to understand.
     What unfolded was something that could not be theorized, something where the actual 
experiencing of the reality becomes the driver for discovery by which the operating principle 
comes to light. I had no idea that a love like this could exist. Sex permeated her nature, but to 
'embrace' it physically was unthinkable. It was as unthinkable as driving a chuck wagon on a 
freeway. Being touched by her conveyed a feeling to the soul that was like an arousal from a 
deep sleep, saying to consciousness: "Get with it! Forget physical sensuality! The time has 
come to put away the toys of babies!"
     My reaction to this was like saying to myself: "But of course! If it's only a body you want, 
that's all you will get. We have lived in small houses, because this was the type of world we 
had built for ourselves."
     Heisenberg's words came to mind that the physical universe was like clouds of dust thrown 
into the face of spiritual immensity, imposing dense blindness upon thought. I could ill afford 
blindness, now, when so much was to be gained.
     I felt feelings being with her that I had never felt before. It was as if I had never known the 
depth of my own being. To be with her was like taking part in something that we, in the 
conventional world, had never known, nor had dreamed of before. Indeed, how can one 
possibly define a love that is but a reflection of a unity defined in a world in which separation 
has no meaning? It can't be done, for it exists in a world that most people, especially people 
like our captain, would never ever be able to understand. In the world that existed on Bohr's 
planet, love and unity are one. What a privilege it was to experience that reality, to be there, 
and to experience that reality with someone like Odessa.
     In this gentle night sex was not for gaining anything, but for enriching one another which 
appeared to be the only valid platform for true riches. There was never the faintest thought in 
her presence about stealing a kiss, a hug, or anything else. I felt more an urgency to step back; 
to let the reality unfold that was embracing us all in which we found the unseen starlight of 
our humanity.
     In this night of sharing, or more correctly, of being one, the wine of the feast was love, the 
candle light romance, that appetizer sex, so that everything, which followed, was beyond 
anything that words can convey. Nor did we need words. There existed no gulf to be bridged 
over for which words would be needed.

     An orange moon appeared on the horizon after midnight, surrounded by a turquoise sky. 



Though the sky never became totally dark after it had turned a deep cobalt blue, it was of such 
clarity so as not to blot out the stars. Nor did the rising of the moon overpower the starlight, 
except in the areas of the brighter turquoise. The stars seemed important. Somehow, they 
seemed intertwined with our love. I began to appreciate suddenly, why the bedroom had to be 
a room without a ceiling and roof, a room that was open to the universe as much as this could 
be arranged.
     The orange moon only added to this perception. The shapes of the wall crest sculptures 
projected dark blue shadows on the bedroom wall beside me. I could also hear the flow of the 
river and the sound of the wind in the trees beside the house. I could even smell the fragrance 
of their flowers. It was pleasant to realize that in the morning light we would swim among the 
pedals of their flowers, which they shed, liberally into the water, probably to make room for 
new blossoms. Life was so profusely rich on this planet, that the riches of love didn't seem to 
be out of place at all, and those riches were profusely reflected in the way our night had 
unfolded. It had become a rich unfolding of generosity, warmth, and affection, of an intensity 
that could brighten ones soul for weeks and months to come, perhaps years. I felt like I were 
indeed swimming among the rose pedals that fell so easily, a profusion of riches to shower the 
moment, which seemed to have no boundary in this land of boundless unity.
     The poetry of that night, too, was rich. It was as rich as the loveliness that surrounded us. It 
was also as rich as our bodies appeared in the beauty of our multifaceted, boundless embrace. 
It unfolded as an image of our Soul, a new form of poetry that exists without words.
     For a moment I struggled to think about what type of music would match the unity of our 
common Soul. Mozart's music is rich, beautiful, generous, and uplifting, but its tones, that 
speak to the soul, didn't seem to match the bright colors of the unity that pervaded this night. 
Beethoven, Bach, Brahms, and others perhaps had an inkling of the sublime, but had they ever 
experienced it? Not likely, I thought. How could they have, who could not have set foot on 
Bohr's planet since the technology to get here had not existed in their time?
     The greatest pleasure of that night, though, was its peace, a peace that was refreshing, that 
was more restful than the deepest sleep. I felt refreshed, alive, nurtured, and satisfied.
     The morning came when the orange moon glow gave way to the light of a golden sun. 
Odessa took this as a signal for getting up. She invited me to the balcony where we stood at 
the edge of a world bathed in the purest gold. Its brilliance was reflected in the sky, and in the 
water of the sea far out in the distance. In this atmosphere we shared our breakfast that 
seemed to last for hours.
     What I found pleasantly missing at this festival of life, was idle talk. I began to speak to her 
at one moment, to acknowledge what I felt, but she put a finger over my lips. Naturally, she 
was right. There was nothing we needed to communicate with words. Our eyes and smiles, 
our gestures, our responses, all spoke in their own language, giving an acknowledgment that 
words could never fully describe.

     Martin returned around noon. He said it was high time for him to take me back home to the 
ship before I would be missed. Of course, returning to the ship became another rare treat. We 
didn't just zip back. He boasted that he could show me the universe if I were interested. Before 
I could nod, stars surrounded us. It was as if we were an intricate part of a computer graphics 



illustration in which a million light years of space can be traversed in a minute. The 
background changed. The stars drew together and formed a carpet of fainter and fainter dots 
that eventually blended into a haze out of which the familiar spiral pattern of a galaxy became 
outlined. As the spiral became more defined, it became smaller. Soon other galaxies came into 
view; some were merely bright and hazy spots in an immensely black emptiness. "We are 
seeing an entire cluster of galaxies," said Martin. In time I could recognize five distinct clusters 
of galaxies.
     "Did you ever look for the edge of the universe," I asked him.
     "No!" he said. "What you see may be the extent of it."
     He told me later that he was afraid to go much further, in case that he might get lost. "Of 
course it might be," he said, "that our immediate universe is merely a nucleus of a larger atom." 
Suddenly he waved his hands about: "Turn around, quickly!"
     Oh, what a sight came into view. We were approaching another galaxy cluster. We were 
racing toward it, cutting through the center and nipping the outer edge of a galaxy. A shower 
of a million streaks of light passed by us, and then it was dark again and stayed dark for a very 
long time.
     "The third cluster," he said, "contains the Milky Way. See there!" he said when we came 
closer. "You can't miss it! The good old Milky Way is the third galaxy from the edge of the 
cluster; the one with its arms looking somewhat ragged. You'll find the ship in the second arm 
clockwise from the short one, near the outer edge, just above the main disk." He described the 
two groups of stars, between which the ship was, in which, he said, were the sun of the earth, 
and the suns of the Alpha Centauri system.
     It puzzled me that he could recognize so tiny a ship in this immense jungle of stars and 
planets. "Ah, but Odessa gave you a lesson in making interplanetary connections," he said. 
"Mind is reflected in mind. That's how I located your ship in the first place," he added. 
"Without knowing it, your people reflected my presence back to me into space like a radar 
reflector. That's the reason why one of our people must always stay on Bohr's planet."
     I had no choice but to believe him. I couldn't recognize the ship myself until it appeared 
right in front of me like some dark comet cutting its way through the background of energy 
that fills all space.

     I stayed at the planetarium for a while, as though I was afraid to get back into the world of 
the ship. I felt some vague apprehension that I couldn't understand. In fact, I felt that I 
understood very little of the significance of the events that had come and gone like a 
whirlwind. The planetarium was quiet, as it usually is. Here at least, everything was the same 
as it had always been. But what about me, what had happened to me? I had changed? I knew 
that I had. Had I not felt, seen, and experienced things that no one of the ship would be able to 
accept as rationally credible. Even I had trouble with that. For instance, the concept of 
separation between people appeared to be no more valid than the concept of distance between 
physical points in space. Separation and unity did not exist as a reality on Bohr's planet, at 
least this is what I appeared to have experienced with Odessa; and I liked the promise it held. 
The physically sensual, like so many clouds of dust thrown into the face of spiritual 



immensity, appeared as dense blindness compared to the superabundance of feelings that had 
pervaded those hours of being with Odessa.
     I was reluctant to leave the planetarium in case I would loose what I had found, or in case I 
had not lost anything and would not be able to deal with this broader reality here. It certainly 
stood to reason that my visit to Bohr's planet would reflect itself in some way onto my 
association with Natalia, with the captain, and with my new found joy in life, named Jill, from 
the sewer station.
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