


The temple attracts those in need of healing.
 Unfortunately, that temple is fiction.
 However one part of the story is real,

 and that part is greater than the temple. 

 A fictional story from a novel by Rolf A. F. Witzsche with a unique light for healing.
  

The temple is not a temple of worship, but of healing. Until the Principle of Universal Love is 
fully acknowledged, such temples of healing are needed. They are needed to establish the 
Principle of Universal Love in our lives, without which the Ice Age Challenge that is now upon 
us, cannot be met. Nothing less than the Principle of Universal Love will empower us to build 
the New World in which it becomes possible to create indoor facilities for most of the world's 
agriculture. When the Ice Age resumes in possibly 100 years, and our agriculture that is totally 
dependent on the present interglacial warm climate, becomes largely disabled, mankind will 
likely become extinct should we fail in the near term to take the huge steps to protect our 
agriculture. Since it may take a hundred years global effort to create the vast structures and 
necessary technologies for them, the greatest challenge in the world today is not the challenge 
to eliminate nuclear weapons, poverty, or diseases, looting, slavery, even economic piracy and 
so forth, but the development of the Principle of Universal Love in our lives.

The story that is centered on the "Temple of Unrequited Love" is not primarily a political story, 
but a multifaceted story of a grassroots effort in advancing the needed healing of society's far-
too-small sense of love. It is a fictional story with a tiny bit of history interwoven, and that part 
is taller than the story itself. The story is situated in Washington DC, though it could have been 
staged anywhere.

The story, Temple of Unrequited Love, is a chapter of the novel, Roses at Dawn in an Ice Age 
World, - Episode 2B of the series of novels, The Lodging for the Rose, by Rolf A. F. Witzsche.
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Temple of Unrequited Love

      We enjoyed the quiet atmosphere at the reflecting pool of the mall in Washington DC. Only 
a few people could be seen, and those were mostly on the other side. We were on the sunny 
side of the pool, where the evening sun painted its a golden playful image onto the water's 
surface. I explained to Sylvia while we ere looking for a place to sit that everything that had 
happened to me in East Germany, my falling in love with Helen and Ushi, and later with 
Heather, Olive, and Tara, all had to happen. I also said that much more of the same was still 
required.
      "We are standing with one foot in the grave of a nuclear war," I added, "but the whole 
world says don't you dare to counter the trend and speak of love, much less universal love. 
However, Sylvia, that's exactly what needs to be done no matter what it will take, no matter 
the cost, no matter the struggle it will bring with it. It is required of us that we come face to 
face with the Principle of Universal Love, or else we cannot survive, and therefore will not 
survive. It is essential that mankind begins to think in terms of universal principles. So, will 
you help me, Sylvia? It is essential for us as human beings all over the world that we embrace 
one-another universally as human beings and love one-another more fully and more 
universally, as much as we can. If we don't, we will lose everything, and this long before the 
Ice Age begins."
      "I accept that you are sincere, Peter, in what you are trying to accomplish," Sylvia gently 
interrupted me. "But I do doubt your wisdom. The way you go about it isn't right! What you 
have laid before me to justify yourself looks like an excuse to me to justify you indulgence in 
sexual escapades, Peter. You talk about universal love. What happened to loving me? Did this 
fall by the wayside? You have hurt me with this, and you don't seem to care. You speak of 
universal love, but when I close my eyes I see your self-justified 'womanizing' that blots out 
the love we have had for each other."
      I noticed tears again in her eyes again.
      "You go around carousing with other women all over the place and you justify it all in the 
name of love and peace and creating a bright New World. Where have we heard this before, 
Peter? Make love not war, make peace! We had those slogans on bumper stickers and 
billboards during the Vietnam days. And what did we get, especially us women? We got 
screwed. We got pregnant. We got drunk. We got drugs. We got messed up with this 
screeching called music that wasn't music anymore. Heavy metal they called it later. We got 
everything but peace. And Peter, love wasn't even on the agenda. Social destruction was on 
the agenda, and that's what we got. Now you are singing the same song again. Make love to 
free the world from nuclear weapons. It see it as a replay of a Dark Age cultural descend in an 
ill-perceived attempt to excuse your 'womanizing,' your carousing. How can I ever respect you 
after that? I felt that what you have done was worse than lying, but you want to go further 
with this. Maybe you are lying to yourself."



      We stood by the pool when she said this, as many people before us probably have. Some 
may have stood there alone, or in pairs as lovers do, or in large crowds up to million people in 
size for political rallies. Sylvia also referred to the rallies. "Can you imagine how many of those 
who have come to these rallies have been lying to themselves? The political system corrupts 
people to accept doctrines that have nothing to do with reality, that 'inspire' them to make 
them their own, which is like an indulgence that is to their own worst disadvantage, which 
they are too blind to see. I see your quest for universal love in the same light, as a hopeless 
delusion. On the other hand I have to agree, the present trend is hopeless, too. We seem to be 
going in the wrong direction all over the place. We are going backwards, faster and faster. We 
have more beggars and homeless now than we ever had before, more violence, more stealing 
and destruction, more poverty, more slavery, more lies, more inhumanity, more families 
breaking up, more insecurity, and more indifference to the human conditions. We've even got 
more fascism all over the place than ever before. The only thing that we don't have is sufficient 
employment, prosperity, and solutions to our problems like the nuclear weapons standoff that 
we seem to stand impotent against. Maybe we are going in the wrong direction."
      I nodded. "You are right on the mark," I said. "However, what you have touched on is 
much more profound than this. I don't think we are moving in the wrong direction. I think we 
have simply stopped. We have subjected ourselves to a system that has corrupted vast 
segments of society into impotence and blindness to their humanity. Ultimately, I don't think 
we can go in the wrong direction. We can never be anything less than a human being. 
However, if we shut ourselves down with impotence and blindness we are putting ourselves 
into a precarious situation as individuals and as society. We try to run the world without our 
humanity. Suddenly we face insurmountable problems, like a mountain climber who wants to 
scale Mt. Everest with bare feet. The climber won't succeed unless the climbing boots are taken 
out of the closet and are worn. I think the world is in a mess because we've been corrupted to 
keep our humanity in the closet. It needs to be worn. I think we got into this trap, because we 
never moved far enough in discovering and developing our humanity, and really experiencing 
its value. That is why we were so readily compliant to the slightest bidding to lock it away into 
the most hidden closet for the slightest reason."
      "We don't do that!" Sylvia interrupted in protest.
      "Sure we do," I replied. "What else would cause us to walk through life with closed eyes 
and minds? Look at the Global Warming Dogma for example. The Global Warming Dogma 
has corrupted most of humanity. People embrace this dogma and fight for it. They are literally 
laying down their life for it and that of their children by committing mankind to enter the 
worst approaching crisis in human history without creating the renaissance that can enable it 
to survive the crisis. They are actively fighting against their own survival and are happy about 
it; they do it with a smile on their face as they succeed."
      "That is what I mean," said Sylvia. "I am afraid that you have fallen into the same kind of 
trap."
      I raised my hand. "What about you? What about the whole of society that perpetuates the 
corruption of the cultural warfare of the Three Thousand Years War and smugly feels good 
about it? Society thereby maintains a war against itself by rejecting the Principle of Universal 



Love that is the core principle of civilization, which is imbedded in our humanity. The ongoing 
cultural war is designed to prevent us from developing our humanity far enough to be 
effective. It's forced it into the closet so that it won't interfere with the empire's inhumane, 
fascist, imperial objectives."
      "So what is the answer?" said Sylvia.
      "The answer is found in the answer to the question of whether or not the Principle of 
Universal Love is a legitimate principle," I replied. "If the answer is that the principle is 
legitimate, based on great historic achievements, then the principle applies in all domains of 
human existence. In this case I am on track and no longer lying to myself, as you have 
suggested I am, as indeed I have in the past by keeping myself locked into a closet. I would say 
that the answer is to open the closet no matter what the appearance suggest otherwise. That's 
what I am committed to. However, I might be wrong and you are right. I might be sadly 
deluded. In this case I need your help to discover where I went wrong. In fact, I need your 
help on two counts. If the solution to the great problems of our world is not in bringing our 
humanity out of the closet, then I need to know what process offers the needed solution for 
protecting our civilization in a nuclear armed world and empowers us to so radically upgrade 
our world in an Ice Age Renaissance that makes it possible for us to survive the coming Ice 
Age unharmed. Or do you propose that we shouldn't give a damn if nine-tenth of mankind 
goes to hell by starvation or nuclear war, or mankind becomes extinct altogether. But Sylvia, if 
you say that, then I must ask you in return why we care so little about our children that we 
will have some day that we actively prevent them from having a future. So what is your 
answer, Sylvia? Can you offer me a better solution than my commitment that you reject? Can 
you offer me something that stands on higher ground than all the solutions that mankind has 
toyed with for the last five hundred years, which have all, failed? We are facing the greatest 
potential catastrophes in history, nuclear war and the Ice Age, and a global economic collapse. 
Offer me a solution that is sufficiently greater in scope and has the potential to work in all of 
these troubled areas where all solutions have so far failed."
      Sylvia shook her head. "I can't," she said. "In that case I, and probably the whole of society, 
are wrong. But are we wrong? If I am wrong on the grounds of not having a better solution to 
help you with, that implies that I have a lot of waking up to do. But is this really possible? I 
mean, can one get used to that kind of challenge and survive without going insane?" She put 
her arm around me as we were standing by the reflecting pool looking into the evening sun 
with the Lincoln Memorial far to our right. 
      I explained to her that the threat of nuclear war isn't a technical or political issue that can be 
resolved by technical and political means. I said that war has always been a human failure, 
and still is. "It is a failure of human beings in relating to one-another as human beings. This 
failure has had a long beginning and has over the centuries has created the divisions between 
people that forced our isolation from one-another to such a depth that people won't dare to 
stand up anymore for what is human. So, Sylvia, what has happened in East Germany and 
later on has nothing to with carousing around with women, or with free love, etc. I am quite 
aware that free love has historically turned into a big mess, likewise free sex that never created 
true intimacies, but emptiness as during the Nam days as you said. But that's not what 
happened in East Germany. What has happened there has a lot to do with preventing that 



kind of mess that you feel revulsion for. If I had as much as mentioned the phrase, free love, or 
even thought it, Steve would have given me the boot so fast that I wouldn't have known what 
happened. He made that quite clear later on. He also made it clear that this mess that you feel 
revulsion for, is but a symptom of a much deeper mess that needs to be cleaned up, because it 
has grown into a monster so that our civilization is now threatened by it, even our very 
existence. Steve's take is that we cannot afford to sit idly on the sideline anymore, because the 
deep issues that are involved reach now far beyond sex and war. They take us to the very core 
of the imperial model for a human relationship that destroys everything that is intrinsically 
human and spearheads depopulation by mass-genocide. Fighting against the scourge of 
imperialism and fascism isn't a fight against people. It is a fight against a defective model of 
perception. The people who are trapped into the defective model need to be rescued, and that 
includes probably most of mankind, the oligarchy included, and us as well. That's what I mean 
by bringing our humanity out of the closet on a universal scale, on the Principle of Universal 
Love."
      Sylvia shook her head vigorously, but said nothing, though she kept on smiling.
      "This isn't about us, but about two conflicting models for human relationships," I continued 
my battle. "One of these models is the imperial vertical model, which much of mankind is 
presently living under, created by the rulers of empires. The complete opposite of this imperial 
vertical model is the lateral model, which corresponds to universal principles and truth. That 
is where we find the Principle of Universal Love located, and ourselves and the whole of 
humanity with it, existing side by side with one-another without any isolating distance 
between us. That should be the model for our individual renaissance and the renaissance of 
society. Universal sex is only important in as much as it is a part of that renaissance 
development. Rather than being a blocking factor standing against it, it needs to put onto this 
higher ground as well together with everything else. The imperials of the world have set sex 
up as blocking factor. We have to transform this blocking factor into one of the renaissance 
factors in which we celebrate our common humanity and our universal human Soul."
      "Just wait a minute, Peter!" Sylvia interrupted. "Are you saying that you want me to 
become a part of your renaissance?"
      "Not of MY renaissance, Sylvia, but of our common universal renaissance, the renaissance 
of our humanity. Take it as a part of the scientific and technological Ice Age Renaissance that 
mankind requires in order to survive. In the course of reaching that tall goal the entire physical 
environment of the world will be so dramatically upgraded into the New World Environment 
that we need, that the return of the Ice Age will be a none-event. That's the kind of renaissance 
I see as an inevitable happening in the universal social domain based on the lateral model. It 
comes to light in the way we regard one-another as human beings in total contrast to 
regarding ourselves as imperial animals in an imperial zoo as the cultural dogmas of the Three 
Thousand Years War have defined us. We need a renaissance in the way we regard ourselves 
and one-another as human beings in which all possible blocking factors, even those as big as 
sex and the Ice Age, dissolve into 'none-factors' on the platform of the Principle of Universal 
Love."
      "You want us to become sublime human beings in order to fulfill a political objective?" said 
Sylvia. "Is this what you are saying?"



      I shook my head. "No Sylvia, not a political objective, but a human renaissance objective, a 
scientific and spiritual objective, a human objective. I want us to create this renaissance, 
because it is the human thing to do. Sure, we need it to survive, but that's not a big enough 
reason. The real reason has to be that it is the human thing to do. I suggest to you that we 
should create the social renaissance that is key to all that, and that we create it for its own sake, 
because it is the human thing to do and is also the greatest objective we can ever pursue. We 
need a renaissance of our humanity on such a wide scale and so deep reaching that the miracle 
of creating the technological and scientific Ice Age Renaissance becomes a none-factor. In other 
words, we create this inner human renaissance for its own sake, for its potential to become a 
'sun' in our lives with such brilliance that all the lesser problems will become sorted out along 
the way. I can guarantee you that when this happens the resumption of the Ice Age will 
become a non-event."
      "We haven't got the faintest idea of how to create such a vast renaissance," said Sylvia with 
a great big smile. "This has never been done before. We have no experience in this sort of 
thing."
      "This has never even been attempted before," I said. I loved to see her big smile when she 
said this. "May I suggest to you that we have the potential to be fast learners and change 
history?"
      "And how would we go about doing that?" Sylvia asked, still smiling.
      "That's easy," I replied with the same big smile. "We utilize the principles of the 
renaissance, the Principle of Universal Love, and the Principle of the Advantage of the Other."
      "This means that you need to ask yourself what is most to my advantage as a human 
being," said Sylvia. "So what do you think, Peter, is most to my advantage right now?"
      "I would say that as any flower needs water and sunshine to come to full bloom, a nice 
dinner with a glass of wine and a dance afterwards might fit the bill as an equivalent. Walking 
in the park as we do is nice, but it tends to make one hungry. So, what do you think, Sylvia, 
would a dinner be to you advantage?" I asked and hugged her.
      "Why didn't you ask me about sex? Why didn't you ask if sex would be to my advantage?" 
she responded and grinned.
      "Oh, but I did ask that, didn't I? I asked you for dinner as a beautiful rose that needs to be 
treasured for all the wonders it invokes in the heart, or in human terms as a woman that is 
more precious than a rose. I think that includes sex in countless forms and expressions of 
charm, far beyond what any flower can embody. Would you say that might be enough as a 
first step?"
      "Enough for a first step perhaps," she said and continued grinning. "If this means building 
a renaissance, then I might want more and more of it, Peter."
      "Yes, all of that, and in a process that never stops, Sylvia. Also it promises to be an exciting 
process just to explore the possibilities and the dimensions of our humanity. Some of that we 
haven't even recognized yet. That development takes us miles away from the vertical model of 
imperial, empty, fascist relationships."
      "What are you getting at, Peter? What's that imperial vertical model?"
      "That's the model for human relationships that comes to light when society recognizes itself 
as animals, rather then human beings. That's the model of the opposite of a renaissance, the 



opposite of scientific perception, the model of hell."
      I explained to Sylvia that the imperial vertical model is the model of our small-minded 
world, the conventional world, the hierarchical world that has no principle. "Operating 
without an principle, the imperial world can only be defined with an artificial model that is 
totally removed from any sense of truth. It puts God or Truth on the top of the scale and far 
out of reach for society. This means it puts mankind at the bottom, mired in the dust of the 
Earth. Of course, in-between these widely separated hierarchical poles it places a mediator or 
interpreter that tells mankind what the truth is, or the will of 'God' is. Naturally, the real truth 
isn't a factor in this process, since for society it is deemed out of reach or not to exist. The 
interpreter then serves the function of a conduit for lies, carefully crafted by the imperial 
rulers, heavily imposed on society for dominating society under the weight of death penalties 
and so forth. In the early ages the priesthood had cast itself in the role of that mythical 
mediator or interpreter between God and man. Thereby the priesthood became the 'owner' of 
the law of God or of God itself. On this platform the priesthood established itself as the 
legitimate 'owner' of a hierarchical society that is essentially fascist in nature centered on the 
top-down domination of society for imperial objectives, usually implemented for an elite, a 
priesthood, a financial oligarchy, or similar imperial rulers." I explained that this imperial 
vertical system serves a hierarchical society well by keeping the humanist fire in society 
quenched. 
      "That's in essence how the imperial vertical model operates. Under this model the human 
being is defined as a slave. This unnatural model stands behind every imperial war that was 
fought against mankind, from the Three Thousand Years War, to the Three Hundred Years 
War, all the way to the modern Thirty Years War of the Project for Cultural Freedom. If we 
don't succeed in stopping this vertical imperial process, society may soon be drawn into a 
Three Years War of horrific physiological warfare with the long awaited Three Days War of 
nuclear annihilation erupting at the end. The exciting thing about all of that is, Sylvia, that we 
are dealing with only one single model for the entire anti-renaissance imperial system. By 
recognizing and understanding the defective model behind the imperial system we can 
potentially stop all of the wars now ongoing against mankind and prevent future ones. I also 
think that the ideal way to accomplish that is not found in fighting the imperial system on its 
own low-level ground. All we need to do is create a renaissance in our own lives with such 
brilliance that society will invalidate the imperial system by its own accord by pulling itself up 
to higher ground. That approach makes us responsible only for our own renaissance and for 
its own exciting prospects."
      "Are you sure that you are not dreaming again?" Sylvia interrupted. "It can't be that simple."
      "I didn't say it is simple," I replied. "I said it is possible, and that makes it exciting. We are 
facing a frontier that has never even been recognized before, much less explored. Of course the 
imperials have put quite a few roadblocks in our way. They had no choice in that. In order to 
prevent their imperial vertical system from collapsing in the minds of society, they could never 
allow society to revert back to its natural renaissance model for relating to one-another 
laterally. The imperial priesthood had therefore established their hierarchical model at the 
grassroots social level, deeply rooted, cast in iron. Their model for people relating to one-
another defined the ownership of a human being by another human being as totally legitimate, 



even a holy arrangement, a holy wedlock as it is now called. It's all done under the 
priesthood's own imperial hierarchical vertical model. That model renders human beings as 
property of one-another under the will of God. In order to corrupt society sufficiently to accept 
this perverted model the priesthood in ancient times turned Moses' gentle Decalogue upside 
down. They turned it into a law governing property rights. This vertically dominated property 
law gives each person the right to hold another person as property by the process of marriage, 
controlled by the priesthood, and circumscribed with severe penalties, even the death penalty, 
when the property rights are violated.
      "This arbitrary vertical power structure was so important to the priesthood," I said to 
Sylvia, "to protect the very existence of their cleverly arranged hierarchical society, that they 
not only imposed the death penalty for transgressions by stoning on a person to death, but 
also caused the sentence to be carried out by the members of the community themselves. The 
people of the community were all required to throw stones at the offenders until their inflicted 
injuries would cause the victim's death. The imperial vertical law, in effect, became thereby a 
deep reaching form of fascist religious terrorism that enabled the easy domination of society. 
The imperial vertical model has always been designed to force a response out of fear. The 
priesthood simply couldn't take the chance that society might recognize itself primarily as 
human beings existing laterally, side by side with each other, endowed with a common 
humanity and a common universal human Soul, and to even build a renaissance on that 
recognition. The priesthood couldn't afford that the lateral model becomes discovered by 
society, and becomes recognized as the natural model for human relationships, and as the 
model for building a renaissance. If the core renaissance principles were to be discovered by 
society and be claimed for its freedom, the impact would be like that of an earthquake that 
would end the very existence of every hierarchical society that ever was."
      "That discovery certainly would have put the priesthood out of business," commented 
Sylvia. "I can understand that they couldn't allow this."
      "Of course they couldn't, Sylvia. That is why the perverted marriage laws were created and 
maintained, which divided mankind more deeply and more fundamentally than any other 
form of social division ever created. That is also why the imperials censored the biblical story 
in which Christ Jesus defeated the imperial law when he defended a woman who stood 
accused of having had unauthorized sex. They pulled that story from the Bible. It's no longer 
there. In the New English Bible the book of John, Chapter 8, begins with Verse 11 instead of 
Verse 1. That is what we find echoed today in political division, economic division, ethnic and 
religious division, and so forth. The truth is censored. But it all boils down to an issue of the 
spiritual self-denial of society as human beings. Many people try to solve the problems of the 
world as political issues, with political processes, and they all fail and become frustrated, 
without ever touching the underlying dimension, which is a dimension of human relationships 
and humanist principles. That is probably the reason why the critical political problems have 
lingered on and grown into a monster without ever really becoming addressed much less 
resolved. The Principle of Universal Love, and the Principle of the Advantage of the Other, are 
efficient platforms for solving these human relationship problems. People don't realize 
however, that these principles cannot be sidestepped without consequences. The result is that 
society is moving ever further from creating a new renaissance that would uplift us all above 



the imperial quagmire."
      "I am well aware that the imperials were successful in maintaining their system to the 
detriment of humanity," Sylvia commented.
      "They maintained their perversion so well, Sylvia, that the natural model for human 
relationships, the lateral model, became totally squashed," I said. "That is why we too, now 
stand divided. The idea of human beings existing side by side, laterally and universally, bound 
to each other by universal bonds of love for our common humanity was declared to be 
absolute treason under the imperial vertical law. Thomas Hobbes and the like, later expanded 
this perverted platform still further and made it crime, even a capital crime, to interpose love 
into the affairs of state. Socially, society hasn't moved far away from this platform to the 
present day, just as it still operates financially on a feudal platform. The key imperial 
platforms, which are feudalism and the privatization of society, are still the main features of 
our world."
      "What are you getting at, Peter?" Sylvia interrupted.
      "Can't you can see Sylvia, the two models for human relationships, around which all of 
human history revolves, are in complete conflict with each other. The lateral model is the 
renaissance model. It is the natural model that is reflected in every renaissance in history. It is 
being trashed by imperial force wherever it is brought to light. The imperial vertical model, in 
contrast, is the counter-renaissance model. It is an artificial construct to eliminate any form of a 
humanist renaissance wherever and whenever the faintest notion of if begins to appear. On 
this counter-renaissance model hang all the wars and the destruction of civilization and society 
that we have seen and experienced, while on the lateral model rests the self-development of 
society as sovereign human beings in a community of principle devoted to their common 
welfare."
      "If this is so," said Sylvia, "then creating a renaissance at the grassroots social level, as you 
propose, is the most natural thing in the universe, but also the most challenging at every step 
along the way."
      I nodded and replied with a kiss. "Technically speaking, for society to survive, the natural 
or lateral model, where we stand side by side as human beings, male and female universally, 
needs to be reestablished in order for the imperial vertical model to be invalidated and thereby 
become abolished, which presently corrupts, isolates, and enslaves the whole of society, and 
divides it against one-another. Realistically, our goals should be set higher than just 
invalidating the imperial vertical model. Our goals should be to discover and experience 
evermore of the sublime nature of our humanity as the gem of the universe, and to let the light 
of this love become a sun. If that happens in that light, the shutdown of the imperial model 
becomes a none-event. That's what it means for society to be bound up in the Principle of 
Universal Love, and the Principle of the Advantage of the Other. I would even say that we 
really don't have any alternative to exploring these principles and putting them on the table to 
live by them. As you may guess, that is what I have discovered in East Germany, and that 
necessarily includes women into the sphere of my world, and also sex that comes with the 
package though without the 'sludge of the sewer' attached to it."
      Sylvia began to laugh. "So, you have actually discovered that women are human beings 
too?" said Sylvia with a smile. "In this sense I can accept your 'womanizing' as something 



precious. I wonder now why it took you so long. Still, I must admit, I didn't expect it to unfold 
in the way it has." 
      "Neither did I expect that," I said. "But is it any wonder that it happened? By the way the 
whole world stands divided and isolated along sexual lines a man would never recognize that 
women are human beings too. The way we've behaved socially, one might suspect that woman 
are a species from Mars, and men a species from Pluto, and never the twain shall meet unless 
specifically authorized to do so with a license to prove it. That's the result of the imperial 
vertical model in action, Sylvia. Ushi and I have simply reestablished the more truthful 
relationship that reflects the lateral platform where we are all human beings together without 
any distance between us to isolate us from one-another. This breakthrough may not seem like 
much, but it is absolutely profound. It is profound, because it reflects a fundamental truth that 
we seemed to have lost sight of."
      "Nevertheless, Peter, haven't you been committing adultery?" said Sylvia. However, she 
smiled as she said this, and she no longer spoke sharply. "Technically speaking you have 
committed adultery, haven't you. You have admitted this yourself."
      "I cannot dispute, Sylvia, that I have had intimate moments of great joy with other human 
beings that also happened to be women. Nor would I ever deny that, Sylvia. However, does a 
person's experiencing intimate moments of great joy constitute committing adultery? I have to 
admit, I have committed gross adultery countless times in the past, and so have you. 
Committing adultery happens to be the most common game in the world, but those intimate 
moments of great joy weren't part of that."
      "I have never committed adultery," Sylvia protested. "I have never laid eyes on another 
man, much less had intimate 'moments' as you have put it."
      "And this is precisely how you and I both, have committed adultery in the past, Sylvia," I 
replied gently. "We all have done this. We are all guilty as charged. In East Germany I have 
learned to stop this."
      "I really want to hear you explain this one to me," said Sylvia and kept on smiling in a 
wicked kind of way as if she already guessed the answer.
      "Actually, Sylvia, I should let the Master of Christianity explain this for you. As you may 
recall from Sunday school, Christ Jesus was once required to judge the adulterous woman who 
had engaged in unauthorized sex. She had been discovered in the very act. This means that she 
had been involved in the crime of unauthorized sex for which she stood condemned beyond 
recourse, to die by being stoned to death under the law of the Three Thousand Years War. 
Since the woman was obviously guilty under the imperial law--the law created by the priests--
which represents the imperial vertical model, Christ Jesus had no hope of exonerating the 
woman on the basis of that law. No did he have the option of speaking against the imperial 
law. It would have been treasonous for him to do so. But neither could he have let the woman 
die."
      "So how did he get her out of the claws of the imperial law?" said Sylvia. "You said earlier 
that he invalidated that law."
      "Well, as you may recall, the solution was simple," I said. "He merely talked to everyone of 
her accusers and requested them to regard themselves and the woman as human beings, 
existing laterally side by side with them, reflecting a common humanity and a common human 



Soul. He asked the accusers to look deep into their heart as human beings and judge the 
woman laterally as a fellow human being. He suggested to them that whoever could still 
condemn the woman from this standpoint should pick up a stone. As you may remember, no 
one did. They all left the scene. They all walked away. No crime had been committed that they 
could acknowledge on that truthful platform. Thus, by their own action, the imperial vertical 
law on which their case had rested had been made null and void in their heart. Christ Jesus 
didn't have to invalidate this law for them. The accusers did this themselves and walked away 
as their case against the woman was closed. All what Christ Jesus had to do in this case, was to 
draw their attention to the natural platform of human relationships, the lateral model, where 
we all relate to one-another as human beings, primarily and exclusively. With this shift in the 
peoples' axioms, the life of the so-called 'adulterous' woman was spared and a decisive battle 
in the Three Thousand Years War was won on the side of humanity. That's probably the 
reason why the imperials removed the entire story from the Bible. They must have recognized 
that this story opened a vulnerable flank in their Three Thousand Years War."
      Here I paused. "Did Christ Jesus thereby excuse adultery, by simply invalidating the 
imperial law that had defined it?" I asked Sylvia.
      Sylvia didn't answer. She simply grinned.
      "I would say that he didn't excuse adultery at all. To the contrary, he redefined it, and 
fought against it wherever it existed, and defeated it. In the original Decalogue, in the German 
translation, one finds no mention of the imperial concept of adultery. We find only a request 
that one should not break the honorable bonds, such as the bonds that love has forged. This 
gentle law of the Decalogue was subsequently taken by the priests and turned upside down. 
They perverted the natural law of the lateral model, into a fascist law under the imperial 
model. It is here, in the perverted version of the Decalogue, the adulteration of a natural 
principle, where the marriage boundaries are introduced and with them the death penalty for 
transgressing the boundaries and the corresponding property rights. That is where the real 
adultery happened. The priests were the champions of this adultery, and became society that 
bowed to the false laws that caused isolation and division."
      Sylvia kept on smiling as if she suspected something along this line.
      "By this process of perversion, the gentle Law of Moses that reflects the lateral model, was 
completely adulterated," I continued. "It was twisted around until there was nothing left of it, 
that is, until it conformed to the imperial vertical model to protect a hierarchical society. This 
adulteration of the natural law became the foundation for the marriage laws for society, 
complete with the death penalty for unauthorized sex. This adultery of the natural model has 
been maintained throughout the entire Three Thousand Years War, and society still bows to it 
deeply. It even persecutes itself accordingly. Every time that society bows to this adulterated 
law, it actively subscribes to the adultery that is involved. We both have done this. We both 
bowed to it for years."
      I paused while we looked quietly at the reflecting pool together. I paused to watch her 
reaction.
      "The bottom line is," I said, "that whoever embraces the vertical marriage concept under the 
imperial hierarchical model, actively embraces an adulterated concept and thereby commits 
the same adultery as the priests in ancient times have committed, which is an adultery of the 



truth and a denial of the renaissance principles. The concept of unauthorized sex exists only 
under the adulterated law that has turned the natural model, the lateral model for human 
relationships, upside down for imperial objectives. In order to stop this adultery of the truth, 
one really needs to get back to the truth, to the natural model that defines us all as human 
beings with a common humanity, reflecting the Principle of Universal Love. That's the 
challenge that we have put on the table for one-another in East German. In East Germany we 
followed the advice that Christ Jesus has put forward to stop the adultery of the truth. His 
advise was to the accusers to invalidate the imperial vertical model in their own heart and 
mind and to create a renaissance of reason and humanity in the world, to become sublime 
human beings. This may sound like an easy challenge, Sylvia, but it is far from that. It is an 
extremely difficult challenge. However, if this challenge is courageously met and universally..."
      "Wars will forever cease and poverty will become forgotten history," Sylvia took over.
      "The challenge that Christ Jesus has put forward is really as radically far-reaching as that, 
Sylvia," I said. "Also, I think we can meet this challenge when we empower ourselves with the 
imperative of the Principle of Universal Love. We have merely touched a tiny bit of that 
challenge in East Germany, and even that turned out to be profound, especially our daring to 
cross the sexual isolation and division that has been maintained for thousands of years."
      "I agree, the religions have been the greatest adulterers of the truth," said Sylvia quietly. "I 
have to agree with that. But what is the truth?"
      "Indeed, what is the truth, Sylvia? Every religion has their own God that demands different 
rules, many of which are totally contrary to one-another, especially the marriage laws. One 
religion kills you for having unauthorized sex with another woman; in another religion 
universal sex is a holy act if it is performed in a temple; in still another religion a man won't go 
to heaven unless he has multiple wives and has sex with all of them. Even sex with children is 
imposed by a religious edict in one religion. The whole religious conglomeration is obviously 
all arbitrary, Sylvia, including our own sexual division and isolation. So, where is the truth to 
be found then?"
      "The one uniting truth that I can see, Peter, is that we are all human beings of a common 
humanity, as you have pointed out, and with the same human needs and the same human 
Soul. You are right about that part, Peter. I agree. Obviously, everything else is arbitrarily 
superimposed for various objectives."
      "For imperial objectives," I added. "The concept of God had been adulterated and used as a 
tool to render the human being small and impotent. That's what Homer had been fighting to 
overcome twenty-seven centuries ago. Mankind still hasn't learned that lesson. Every religion 
has a different concept of an all-powerful super-being that the people are corrupted to fear and 
bow to. That process renders humanity small and impotent. It is impossible to build a 
renaissance on that foundation. The model that we see operating here is the imperial vertical 
model. God is put up into the clouds as a super-being, all-powerful and out of reach, and 
mankind is put into the dust of the ground, impotent and small, groveling for special favors 
from their super-being often on its knees. Some religions hire priests to do the groveling for 
them, or engage in rituals and mental exercises to make themselves look even more pitiful 
than a beggar to attract some dribs and drabs of blessings from their deity. That's a perfect 
example of the imperial vertical model in operation. It is impossible to build a renaissance on 



this platform of self-prostration that's the opposite to science."
      "Of course there is no such thing as a gray-bearded mighty man sitting above the clouds," 
said Sylvia, "or even a universal arbitrator whose 'divine ear' one might gain in prayer for 
extracting special concessions from that would exempt a person individually from the 
principles of the universe. How can people believe in such a course of action? They say that the 
God of the universe is good and that all creation is perfect and harmonious, but then, in the 
same breath, they feel themselves justified to grovel for special exceptions from the perfection 
of creation and the wisdom of their all-wise God. Aren't they saying in essence, hey God, 
you've screwed up, you need a little advise from us to get this thing right? That makes most 
religions a joke, doesn't it?"
      "Most of the religious God concepts are arbitrary constructs, Sylvia," I interjected. "They are 
constructs of various types of imperial philosophy as far as I can tell. The entire imperial 
vertical system is a perversion of reality. Why would you expect it to make sense?"
      "So, what makes sense then, Peter?" Sylvia asked. "Is there anything that makes sense, that 
we can build a renaissance on? There must be some underlying truth behind the perversion."
      I nodded. "The underlying truth is found in the principles that shape and govern the 
universe," I said. "The only God-concept that makes sense is, Truth. That concept that defines 
God as Truth doesn't render the human being small and impotent anymore. It makes us stand 
tall as a part of the universe. It defines us as standing side by side with the universe as a 
manifest of it. On this tall self-perception we can create a renaissance. The German poet 
Friedrich Schiller calls this Truth-based self-perception, the sublime of our humanity.
      "Life is another element of the God-concept that makes sense," I continued. "Life is the 
pinnacle of the self-enriching process of the universe. The tallest manifest of life that I know is 
evidently the human being. Life isn't an aberration, Sylvia. It is a lawful phase in the 
progressive development of the universe, and the human being is the absolute gem of it. 
Mankind is the equivalent of a renaissance in the unfolding of life. That's the renaissance that 
we are privileged to carry forward in our living. Men, women, children, they are all part of 
that renaissance. As soon as we begin to see ourselves mirrored in our humanity as the 
renaissance of life, we find ourselves empowered to carry forward that renaissance into our 
living."
      Sylvia nodded as she smiled, as if to say that the battle has been won.
      "This inner human renaissance began aeons ago," I said to her. "It began with the 
agricultural revolution. The intelligence of our life has made it possible to so enrich the world 
beyond its primitive state, so much so that the same world now carries towards to five-
thousand times as many people than the primitive world had been able to support before. 
Notwithstanding the Ice Age, there had never been such a large human population existing on 
our planet in the entire 2.5 million years of human development, as we have now. Our very 
existence on this planet, in the rich manner as we have it today, is the result of the unfolding 
renaissance of the human genius that began after the last Ice Age. In other words, we have 
something exceedingly precious to protect when the Ice Age resumes or else we may dwindle 
back in numbers to the few million people worldwide as had during the last Ice Age."
      "A renaissance is the process of going back to the greatest discoveries of the past and 
building on those discoveries, vigorously moving forward with them," said Sylvia. "So, it 



makes sense what you are saying, Peter. In this context the Principle of the Advantage of the 
Other is nothing more than just a challenge to advance the process. Once you start on this road 
there is room for going back. That would be self-denial."
      "So it is that renaissance principle that causes us to honor one-another more fully," I 
replied. "It makes us honor our God that is Truth, that is Life, and is Love, which is reflected in 
us and the universe. No one grovels here, Sylvia. This principle renders us standing tall, and it 
honors everyone else as standing tall, likewise. The Principle of the Advantage of the Other 
doesn't make anyone a servant of anyone else either, but stands as a demand to upraise the 
world to that state that honors all human bonds and thereby honors us as human beings in our 
own sight. The Principle of Universal Love doesn't enslave anyone, but brings light to the 
world, it brings the principles of mankind's universal renaissance into our lives."

      "In this case it might be wise to change our dinner plans," said Sylvia abruptly. "Would it 
be to our advantage to interrupt the flow of our exploration here, and let a taxi take us to some 
dark hole in the wall for some lesser delights than we have right here, to dull our senses with 
wine? I like what is happening here. I suggest that we let it continue."
      "In this case we might consider a plate of beef smokies grilled to perfection, on a bed of 
toasted bread overlaid with sauerkraut and garnished with fresh onions," I said and began to 
laugh. I pointed to the food vender at the far end of the pool near the Lincoln Memorial.
      "See, Sylvia, there are tables set up right at edge of the pool. Would that be suitable?" I said 
and laughed.
      "As long as they have yellow mustard and ketchup for the chips," said Sylvia and began to 
laugh too. 

      On the way to the hotdog stand I reminded Sylvia that creating a renaissance in human 
living after three thousand years of cultural warfare won't be an easy process. "We face huge 
challenges in overturning the age-old concepts that reflect the imperial vertical model. They 
have so deeply corrupted society over time that these perverted concepts have become 
accepted as the ultimate of civilized living. Technologically we may have entered the Space 
Age, and the age of instant communication, but financially we still live in the Feudal Age, and 
socially in the Mythological Age."
      I reminded Sylvia that in spite of all the progress that has been made, the deepest of all the 
division and isolation that we've inherited from the ancient axis of imperial hierarchical evil, 
for which no principle exists in justifying it, is still found between the sexes.
      I watched Sylvia's reaction. She nodded slightly, but no longer reluctantly.
      "The imperial vertical model that we all bow to," I continued, "codifies these artificial 
divisions. They have arbitrarily split humanity apart into two giant isolated camps, and 
beyond that, into a sea of isolated tiny empires, called marriages and families. The axioms that 
control us in this deeply divided realm, that are designed to maintain this near universal 
division and isolation, have over time forced and twisted the human dimension to the point 
that we honor dishonesty. We have been trained to become so inward looking socially that 
nobody dares to challenge the games of the rulers of the world who rule the world outside of 
our little enclaves, who thereby determine how we live and cause us to accept what is most 



detrimental or disadvantageous to our living. Thus society has become evermore obsessed by 
greed, by property values, by stealing, and by maintaining their imperially sanctioned fascist 
prerogative to steal universally with no regard to human life. Many parts of the world have 
already been destroyed by this process, such as Africa, India, Ibero America, Russia, China, 
and Southwest Asia. We need to free ourselves from the imperial model that is strangling the 
whole of mankind, and become human in the truest sense of the word, rather than in the small 
religious and imperial sense. However, I am certain that this process has to begin at the home 
gate lest we find ourselves to be totally hypocritical. In fact, it cannot be done in any other 
way. The imperial powers of the world really have no power of their own. They merely 
exercise whatever power society gives them. The real enemy of mankind is society itself. The 
healing has to begin there. Will you help me, Sylvia? I cannot do this alone. Will you join 
hands with me contrary to all the religious dogmas and emotions that deny the principles of 
our humanity, which we should be placing our lives on? I think it would be to your advantage 
to say, yes."
      Sylvia nodded slightly, and kept on smiling.
      I must warn you though, Sylvia," I added, "that the principles by which we can gain our 
freedom are none other than the Principle of Universal Love and the Principle of the 
Advantage of the Other, which have been rejected and trashed for centuries. You would be 
joining a long uphill battle with more than just a few challenges along the way. The goodness 
of our humanity and its universal love have always been pushed deep into the background 
and into private isolation rather than put into the foreground of universal civilization. It won't 
be easy to bridge this abyss of the near universal privatization of good and of love that stands 
between human beings on so many fronts today. Nevertheless, ultimately, we cannot isolate 
ourselves from the universal dimension of our humanity by denying its principles. That 
includes the oligarchy too. Ultimately, the deep motes will all disappear that presently isolate 
society from one another for countless superficial reasons, because no universal principle 
supports these motes. The only major hurdle that I can see is that we are running out of time 
with the Ice Age fast approaching. Fortunately, as human beings we do have the capacity to 
overtake the evolutionary process by means of intentionally directed scientific development. 
We have the potential to accomplish on this platform what ages of evolution might never 
accomplish, and do it comparatively instantly. That potential puts us into an exiting arena, 
doesn't it?"
      "Yes, that's true, but don't forget, Peter, the taller the goal is, the more willing will society 
be to make the effort to attain it," said Sylvia. "That's been my observation, Peter. Look at 
World War II. The tall goal was to eradicate fascism. Nearly the entire global society dedicated 
itself to the task. Economic miracles were achieved under the name of protecting freedom from 
fascism. Huge sacrifices were made. Now we've become small again and everything has been 
privatized once more into the smallest confinement to the point that living itself has become 
too expensive. More and more people can't afford food anymore, clothing, healthcare, and to 
heat their home in the winter if they are fortunate enough to have one. It's becoming too 
expensive even to keep our industries operating, while we import cheap slave-labor products 
by which people become too poor to buy them. As I said, human living has become too 
expensive. That's ironic, isn't it?"



      "No, it isn't ironic, Sylvia. It's foolish," I replied. "The irony is that we don't do anything to 
change the situation. It seems we like it that way. We stopped developing, because we've been 
told that development is a bad word. The fact is that the entire universe unfolds in a process of 
constant development. Mankind emerged within this process of development. We are part of 
the process of constant development. We are insane if we think that halting this process is 
possible without jeopardizing our very existence. Conservatism is a death trap, even social 
conservatism. Life is a process of development. The reason why we need tall goals now reflects 
the growing deficit in global development that we've been corrupted to worship. We've made 
ourselves smaller and smaller, economically and socially. We need big goals to get us back on 
track."
      Those words were strangely intertwined with the revolution in humanist development that 
Abraham Lincoln represented whose memorial formed the background to our eating place. 
The man was like a renaissance himself, without whom the American Union would have been 
lost to the imperial forces. The American Civil War was without doubt the most vicious civil 
war ever fought against a people anywhere on the planet, and it was fought off to victory for 
the tallest goals, involving the greatest sacrifices from a nation ever made in defending itself 
against the corruption of the imperial system. Lincoln evidently knew that he was fighting this 
war to a large measure to protect the continuing renaissance of mankind. Had he lost that war, 
which he came close to several times, the renaissance of mankind would have been lost at this 
point, and for a long time to come, perhaps forever, and the imperial system would have been 
strengthened to rule the world, perhaps in perpetuity. But for once, the critical choices had 
been made in the interest of human development. Imperial fascism and slavery would have 
been advanced instead of diminished, had the critical choices not been made at this time.
      All of that came to mind while we sat with our smokies in hand in front of the 
overpowering monument of Abraham Lincoln and his achievements in inspiring humanity to 
become human beings in the sublime sense. I began to cry inwardly as I faced the magnitude 
of the great achievement of this time in history, because the renaissance that so many people 
had fought for and laid down their life for had become lost. The victory of the Civil War had 
been betrayed thereafter, over the short space of a few decades. The world has become an 
imperial hellhole on a much wider platform than ever before, with universal fascism and 
universal slavery on the horizon under the banner of globalized imperial looting, saturated 
with the new feudalism and its derivative scourge in the form of free-trade colonialism. I told 
Sylvia all this, and suggested that the vast scope of it indicates to some degree the scope of the 
uphill battle before us.
      Sylvia nodded. "I agree that our world is in a terrible mess," she said quietly. "We simply 
can't go on like we have been going and hope to somehow magically survive in a nuclear-
armed world with an Ice Age fast approaching and no preparations for it being in progress. 
But to get to where we need to be, from where we are now, seems impossible too. One can't 
simply bridge the space from hell to heaven in one giant leap."
      I shrugged my shoulders. "What else can we do? Do you want to have us lay down and 
die? Sure, the challenge that we face is enormous, but it isn't that enormous, especially when 
our greatest potential, the scientific development of our humanity, hasn't even been applied 
yet. Naturally we still have a lot to discover about the principles of our humanity and the 



universe, in the process of developing ourselves as human beings," I continued moments later. 
"But it has become fairly obvious to me that all the good in the world unfolds from our 
humanity and its development and not from imperial power. That should make our choices 
easy. Our humanity exists as a great universal good that cannot be divided. Whenever we 
have tried to divide the indivisible, which is the platform that imperialism is built on, our 
world has become smaller and smaller, and has become filled with ever-more problems to the 
point that nothing works anymore. Today's imperialism seems to be an accelerated expression 
of the kind of small-minded world that we've been corrupted into. Even our civilization is 
thereby collapsing under the weight of our submission to the insane perversion of reality that 
the imperial vertical model represents. That model defines us as animals or less, rather than as 
human beings. That is why the world is in such a mess, because we believe this perversion by 
insanity to be natural and to be an ideal state. Haven't we got three thousand years of history 
to prove that?" 
      "The imperials seemed to be trapped into the same mess," said Sylvia. "They are attempting 
to climb Mt. Everest in tennis shoes, and much of the world hails them and follows their lead. 
They all either have to come back down to earth and embrace the renaissance principles, or 
they'll all die." 
      I applauded Sylvia. "Congratulations," I said. "You have taken a majestic step in 
understanding the model behind on of the sad aspects of our world, the imperial domain. 
However, you have only taken a tiny baby step in the overall sense. The next step involves the 
vastly more complex challenge to understand what a human being is, which is the basis for 
any renaissance."
      Sylvia raised her hand as if to object.
      I waved her off. "We have a tool available to us that enables us to take that, that enables us 
to do the climbing the human way," I continued between munching down heaps of sauerkraut 
while we were enjoying our 'Smoky Delight!' "As I said before, the tool is called science. 
Science is a progressive escalator for our self-discovery as human beings. Its model is a vertical 
model, like the imperial model, but instead of being a hierarchical model, the vertical model of 
science is a progressive model. It takes us on a journey of advancing scientific discovery and 
creativity. Its low-point may be called the moral domain, a kind of minimal starting point, a 
kind of zero-science point, while its upper leading edge is our portal to the truth and the 
universal principles of our humanity, defined by the lateral model above it, which science 
becomes a portal to. This means that in advanced scientific development we also achieve a 
profound spiritual self-development as human beings in which the portal of our science gives 
us a truthful access to the reality of our humanity and its principles, such as the Principle of 
Universal Love that we find rooted in that lateral domain. Do I make any sense?"
      Sylvia shook her head. "To be honest, you don't make any sense, and even if you did, I 
think society is miles away from acknowledging science as a tool for its self-discovery. You 
may be expecting too much, Peter."
      "Oh, it sounds too good to be true, doesn't it?" I said. "That's why Schiller may have called 
it the Sublime. He did not call it the Impossible Utopia. He called it the Sublime. That's 
mankind's antidote to the Ice Age, the greatest threat to civilization that mankind ever faced. 
Right now mankind is responding to with closed eyes and closed minds. Yes, we live in a 



bankrupt world right now, Sylvia," I said with a sight. "On that platform my expectations may 
indeed appear hopelessly esoteric. But that 'bankruptcy' is an artificial situation, socially, 
civilly, and economically. As I said, that bankruptcy can be dealt with. Our world can be 
reorganized on the principles of the universe that are reflected in our humanity. The lateral 
model represents those principles. We can close our eyes perhaps to the principles of our 
humanity, but we can't walk away from them and from our humanity, and from the model 
that represents it. Sure, moving forward with these principles, especially the Principle of 
Universal Love causes a few challenging and interesting problems in the sexual domain. But 
look at the brighter horizons that we are moving towards, the horizon of the progressive 
discovery of ideas in the domain of scientific and spiritual development!"
      "That's what I've been saying, Peter. You are toying with great challenges. The idea of you 
having sex with other woman is still terribly hard to swallow. I know we can't walk away from 
the renaissance principles for that, like the Principle of Universal Love, but it isn't easy either, 
to move with it. I know we can't live by two opposite models at the same time, or claim 
exception from the universal principles of the universe if we find them inconvenient at times. 
Nevertheless, I find the idea of you having sex with another woman or women hard to 
swallow."
      "Who said that challenging those long-standing doctrines is easy, that have isolated us all 
sexually, and socially for sexual reasons? I found it extremely challenging every time I faced 
the opportunity to break away from these ancient doctrines that have been erected up around 
sex for sexual isolation. That's a scary thing to break away from that. Suddenly one stands 
alone and faces nothing but universal principles to guide one. Immediately one faces the 
question; am I doing the right thing? The challenge is doing the right thing when no one has 
any experience in knowing what the right thing is. That's anything but easy, Sylvia, I can tell 
you that. Doesn't that also tell you that we haven't bothered to lift the idea of sex out of the 
animal sewer until now, or out of the imperial hierarchical sewer where sex is privatized and 
exploited in countless ways, and to raise it up to the sublime level with us where we are 
profoundly human beings and not animals," I said to Sylvia. "Maybe whatever you abhor 
about sex is the kind of crap that should be left behind in the sewer, to be forgotten like a none-
event as we uplift our humanity. Uplifting our humanity doesn't mean that we trash sex and 
hide it, since we find it inconvenient to deal with it. It means that we take it with us to higher 
ground on the path of scientific and spiritual development, and develop it into an element of 
our being that matches our sublime image. Maybe we need to learn the 'technology' of leaving 
the crap behind that has become attached to our humanity, mostly by imperial corruption. It 
should be left behind in the sewer where it was conjured up. We need to learn this 'technology' 
of uplifting ourselves in all human aspects, and we need it badly, otherwise we allow our 
world to be destroyed by default for its countless causes, either by a nuclear war, or by 
economic looting as we see it happening in Africa and many places around the world, or by 
the Ice Age that we enter unprepared. My take is that humanity is too precious for it to be so 
ravished and murdered. Humanity exists to be cherished, because Love exists. You can't 
separate the two. The universality of our humanity naturally reflects itself in universal love, 
without boundaries, without barriers, without limits, without conditions attached. That needs 
to be brought out universally."



      "Right, Peter." 
      "So I ask you, who is going to start the ball rolling, if people like us don't?" I asked.
      "But why does it seem to be so inconvenient and scary to face the challenge?" said Sylvia. 
She began to laugh. "Do we expect the politicians to do that for us, or the imperials?"
      "They are a part of the problem, Sylvia," I replied. "We can't look to them for a solution. The 
solution has to come from us, from the most sensitive, the most courageous, and most alert 
people of society. We have to be the leading edge. We have to provide the leadership that is 
necessary to guide the politicians. We have to build the world that we want to live in. Shall it 
be a world at peace; a world built on universal love? Or shall it be a world of isolation, 
privatization, and war? If sex has become such a big thing under the imperial vertical model 
that it now divides the whole of humanity against each other and causes near universal 
isolation, then we should know in which direction the solution is found. It is found in undoing 
the imperial perversion with a new renaissance. That means that we deal with that issue 
scientifically in a truthful manner within the progressive model of science, and this honestly 
and courageously. If we don't do this we live as slaves to a defective arbitrary model.
      "The German poet Friedrich Schiller calls this process of scientifically reaching out for the 
truth that empowers our humanity to create a new renaissance, the process of reaching for the 
sublime," I said to Sylvia. "When Christ Jesus defended the woman accused of having had 
unauthorized sex, he didn't treat the case as a sexual issue at all. He treated it as a case of the 
accusers' obedience to an unnatural model for human relationships that has no legitimacy to 
exist, and authority to rule society. With that higher perception, the scientifically truthful 
perception of the situation, he uplifted everyone to a higher level of thinking and caused them 
to perceive the divine nature of the human being. He raised the perceptual sphere of 
discovering ourselves to a higher ground, way beyond conventional wisdom. With that he 
saved the woman's live, and he saved the accusers from committing a terrible tragedy.
      "We have to do the same," I said. "Without those kinds of steps we cannot create a 
renaissance, and the Ice Age Renaissance that requires a great deal more, will remain forever 
but a dream."
      "It seems to me that Christ Jesus didn't really demand anything personally, of anybody," 
said Sylvia quietly. "He merely said to the woman's accusers, are you not all human beings too. 
That's what he said in real terms, didn't he?"
      "He simply raised the accuser's perception scientifically," I said, "and asked them to 
consider an obvious element of the truth that they are perfectly capable of knowing as human 
beings. He asked them a few simple questions, like: Are you not capable of uplifting your 
perception of our humanity to a higher level? Are you not capable of touching the Sublime? 
Are you not capable of creating a renaissance in your life? We are told that the accusers found 
themselves to be indeed capable of all that."
      "So, why do we find it so difficult to be capable of this, likewise?" said Sylvia.
      "Because we haven't yet learned to step away from the sexual division model, the model of 
the sewer," I said, "and become sublime in our thinking and acting through scientific 
development; through discerning the truth, and through then relating this truth to one-
another. That's how we create a renaissance in our life. That's what he did."
      "A church official said recently that whoever has a grip on society, sexually, owns society," 



said Sylvia. "I can see your point that we need to get out of their claws as fast as possible. Is 
this what you mean with being sublime?"
      I nodded slightly. "That may have been a daring statement for a church official to make, 
Sylvia, but what he said is nothing new. As I said, he merely recognized what had been a part 
of the Three Thousand Years War from the beginning. But he offered no solution. Nor does he 
aim to raise anybody to a higher conceptional level for creating a renaissance in people's self-
perception. So ask yourself, Peter, is he merely complaining, or is he taking active, courageous, 
progressive, scientific steps to end this war within? I don't think he is taking any of those steps, 
and by not taking those steps he avoids the real issue, which is the conflict between two 
fundamentally opposite models for people relating to one-another. He hides from that. The 
issue of sex isn't actually fundamental in the sexual conflict. Sex merely got dragged into the 
perversion of the natural model of human relationships, the lateral model, into an upside-
down arbitrary imperial model. Sex became abused for this objective of a gross perversion that 
was needed to justify the imperial hierarchical system. The result, as was probably intended, is 
a mess, indeed. Sex has become adulterated for political purposes. That is why we have such 
grotesque contortions as authorized sex and unauthorized sex, or free love, or free sex. All of 
these are features of the imperial model with which the mess was created, and that mess 
should stay in the sewer, Sylvia, where it belongs. Yes, this mess has now dragged society into 
some sort of inner civil war, Sylvia. The church official sees that civil war and is complaining 
about it, but he is far from actively solving the problem. That's what I see, Sylvia."
      I pointed to the Lincoln Memorial that was looming above us across the street. "This 
memorial is in my eyes not a memorial for a great man alone, who guided a nation to win 
mankind's greatest civil-war struggle in history," I said. "I see it also as a memorial of the great 
folly of the American society in failing to shut down the imperial system in its very midst, at 
the moment that the nation was created. There should have never been a need to fight this 
horrible civil war. The destruction and killing that ensued in this war was a terrible waste in 
human terms. It should have been avoided in the light of the renaissance that created the 
nation. But the war wasn't avoided, because the root of the renaissance hadn't been 
understood, and therefore the process hadn't been carried far enough in society's own thinking 
to society's home gate, to be applied at the grassroots level. And so, the American Civil War 
became an emergency rescue operation, a kind of last ditch effort to make up for the deep 
mistakes of the past, to save the nation at least in its larger structure as a renaissance republic. 
Emergency rescue operations always become necessary when people are reluctant to carry the 
renaissance spirit and its principles into their lives."
      "Six hundred thousand people died on the Civil War battlefields in America," said Sylvia, 
"while billions of dollars were wasted in conducting the war. It was a horrendous tragedy."
      "The greater tragedy was that the winning of this war by the republican forces didn't end 
the imperially corrupted thinking of society that 'inspires' hatred and civil division. Their 
winning the Civil War was at best just a partial victory. The full victory remains yet to be 
achieved. And so, the price that America paid has been immense, for its earlier reluctance to 
create a renaissance within, while the old reluctance still continued. Now, after World War I 
and II demanded a vastly greater price of mankind, for another emergency rescue from the 
continued folly of its omissions, we stand poised again, to pay the price again, and much more 



of it in the nuclear war that we are racing towards. So we loose again on a still larger scale, and 
for the same reluctance to create a renaissance within. In addition the whole of mankind is 
poised to pay an even bigger price, a vastly bigger price as mankind stands determined to 
enter the approaching Ice Age without the needed Ice Age Renaissance."
      "You don't make this easy, do you?" Sylvia replied.
      I shook my head. "But it's only hard to grasp when you remain dwelling on the 
conceptional low level, on the imperial sewer level where mankind recognizes itself as nothing 
more than essentially animals, or at the very best, moral animals. Johann Sebastian Bach, the 
great composer of the Second Renaissance took us to a much higher conceptional level than 
that."
      Sylvia shook her head in frustration.
      "Let me try to explain this," I said gently. "As you know, mankind has existed on this planet 
for 2.5 million years. We are the eighth human species and the shortest lived in this long 
universal development process. The most successful of the species before us was Homo 
Erectus that existed for 1.5 million years. But the Homo Erectus became extinct like all the 
other species, probably during one the ice ages. We are the only exception, the Homo Sapiens. 
When the last ice age ended we came out of it with a tiny world population of less than five 
million. That's the end-result, Sylvia, of 2.5 million years of development. The reason for the 
small world-population was that we were living essentially like animals. We hadn't discerned 
our humanity yet and its principles and its power. We had remained curtailed by our 
perceptional limits. Suddenly an idea was created and a principle that launched the 
agricultural revolution. As the result of this perceptional revolution our population increased 
over the next 3000 years from 5 million to 150 million. That's a thirty-fold increase. This huge 
increase was caused by a qualitative uplift in thinking. A new perceptional level had been 
reached that literally staged the beginning of civilization.
      "At this point the dynastic and imperial age began," I continued. "The mental scene became 
darker. Nothing much happened that raised the perception and self-perception of mankind in 
a revolutionary way. All the breakthroughs that were made, like that of Plato of Christ Jesus, 
were almost instantly perverted. As a consequence the world-population increased only at a 
snail's pace. The pace was so slow that after 7000 more years the world population had barely 
reached the 500 million mark. This brings us to the time of the Second Renaissance in the mid-
1600s. Here the perceptional geometry of mankind suddenly became uplifted once more, 
resulting in a new rapid increase in the world-population. Over the next 200 years, unfolding 
out of the background of this higher-level perceptual renaissance, the population expanded 
again and reached the one-billion-mark in 1825. From then on it simply kept growing in what 
became a scientific and cultural and economic renaissance. A 100 years later, in 1930, the 
human population had reached the two-billion-level. Then the population growth became 
almost explosive as the humanist perception continued to advance, especially during the 
Franklin Roosevelt era and built, for example, on Roosevelt's four freedoms. After 30 more 
years in this perceptional renaissance the world population stood at three billion, and 15 more 
years after that it stood at four billion in 1975.
      "What we are seeing here is the physical result of a profound progressive perceptional 
development in mankind's thinking, especially its self-perception, that began almost 



explosively with the Second Renaissance in the mid-1600s," I said. "This is the result of a 
profound, progressive scientific development. This development is represented by the vertical 
model of science that brings us evermore fully to the realization of the infinite nature of the 
human being. We can see in this progression a vast qualitative increase in the perceptional 
achievement of mankind that is now reflected in a five billion population. We started with a 
less than five million population existing at a low perceptional level at the end of the last Ice 
Age, that we increased to a five billion population today on a course marked by at least two 
dramatic jumps in perceptional development. That's a thousand-fold increase that we 
experienced. That, Sylvia, reflects our power as human beings in raising our perceptional level 
to a higher platform."
      Sylvia laughed. "Obviously, this huge increase isn't caused by a sudden change in our 
breeding habits," she said jokingly. "We never had such a large population as we have today at 
any time during our 2.5 million year history."
      "Nor has the Earth suddenly become physically different in the mid-1600s," I added. "It 
didn't become suddenly more fertile so that it enabled us to support a 4.5 billion people 
increase. We created the foundation for this increase in the vertical model of scientific and 
spiritual development. We started the scientific age, and the result was phenomenal. We 
added 4.5 pillion people in only 350 years and raised the standard of living beyond anything 
we had before. The only thing that had changed in the entire equation, to cause this revolution, 
was a revolutionary uplift in the perceptional quality of the human thinking. This was the 
result of the Second Renaissance and of people like Johann Sebastian Bach, and Karl Gauss, 
and Bernhard Riemann, etc. Gauss had put on the table a whole new geometry in 
mathematical thinking. He solved a complex problem that no one had been able to solve for 
170 years and he did so by creating a new and revolutionary perceptual concept in geometry. 
Then Riemann came along and raised this concept once more to a still higher level of geometry 
that provided an even higher conceptional power. Gauss proved that the human being is 
capable of creating perceptional concepts that have no equivalent in nature, that can only 
beheld in the human mind and be proven there to be truthful.
      "Bach did the same with music in a developmental sense," I continued. "Bach created 
principles in music that enabled him to raise the perceptional level of society to a higher level. 
His choral composition, Jesu meine freude, is an example of his use of musical principles and 
compositional principles to raise the perception of an audience to a whole new way of looking 
at themselves, especially at what defines a human being as a spiritual being. In Jesu meine 
freude, Bach has taken an old choral and extended it, and interspersed it with texts from a 
letter that the Apostle Paul write to the Romans. Bach literally created a choral composition 
that was also a platonic dialog at the same time. In eleven steps he raised the perceptional 
quality of the human being from the level of religious fundamentalism to a concept that puts 
man into the realm of a divine spirit that makes the human being equal in quality with God as 
the image of God."
      Sylvia's response was one of astonishment. "This really happened in the 1600s?" she said.
      "It happened in the early 1700s," I replied. "At this point the Thirty Years War had been 
history for half a century already. The old hymn, Jesu meine freude, which in English means, 
Jesus my Joy, had been used by society to celebrate the end of the terrible tragedy that the 



Thirty Years War had caused, and a long string of wars before it, in which half the population 
of Europe had been slaughtered. In Bach's time few of the people who saw that The Thirty 
Years War were still alive, but the memory of the tragedy was still there, and so was the 
celebration that it was over and past. Bach took the celebration one step further into a 
scientifically growing experience designed for society to create the kind of renaissance in 
thinking that develops the capacity to prevent the tragedy from happening again."
      "You speak of perceptional quality," said Sylvia. "Maybe you mean perceptional intensity, 
similar to energy intensity, but expressed in the humanist realm."
      "You mean like comparing the perceptional intensity in a renaissance to the various 
intensities of physical energy, like comparing fossil fuel power, to nuclear fission power, and 
then to nuclear fusion power?" I replied. "That makes wood fire energy equal with the last Ice 
Age level of perception where we lived like animals. Brining oil and coal power on line would 
then be the equivalent to the perceptional intensity of the agricultural revolution. Nuclear 
fission power is then equal the revolutionary perceptional uplift that occurred from the Second 
Renaissance on. That leaves us with nuclear fusion intensity for the Ice Age Renaissance. That 
last kind of qualitative uplift in the intensity of perception remains yet to be achieved, but it is 
necessary."
      I suggested that the comparison is valid, because the coal and oil renaissance needs to 
superceded. As fuel, oil and coal are of a low energy density that is fast becoming insufficient, 
and the existing resources for it may not last for more than 200 years anyway. That's the 
equivalent to the Agricultural Renaissance that had conceptionally revolutionized the world. 
Nuclear power, in turn provides a far higher energy density with enough resources to last us 
probably for 10,000 years. That may be seen as the equivalent to today's leading edge 
perceptional level that began in the Second Renaissance and now gives us the perceptional 
power to support ten times as many people than we did during the start of that renaissance. 
Compared to that almost explosive increase, nuclear fusion power promises to add another 
magnitude in physical energy intensity with enough resources at hand to last us for six billion 
years. That's the equivalent of the kind of perceptional intensity that we need to develop to get 
us into the next higher renaissance, the Ice Age Renaissance. We need a quality of perception, 
including our self-perception, which is ten times more efficient in creative power and in 
truthfulness. We cannot even imagine yet what the perception of sex will be at this high 
intensity humanist level. We can safely assume, however, that it will be infinitely far advanced 
above the level of the animalist sewer. The advanced perception will be such that any form of 
sexual division and isolation simply become unthinkable, together with a lot of other worn-out 
Old Word concepts."
      "You are saying then that a renaissance always starts with a perceptional jump, a quantum 
jump, even a revolutionary jump, rather than being the result of a gradual stepping up," Sylvia 
asked.
      "I seems that way," I replied. "It has to be that way. A revolution is never a gradual thing. 
When a new idea is created, bang! Suddenly the world becomes transformed by it. Evidently 
Bach latched onto this reality and tried to stimulate the process by utilizing a similar process 
that happened in the past. The verses that he included as dialog into his choral piece, Jesu 
meine freude, came from Paul's letters. Paul had evidently experienced such a revolutionary 



perceptual uplift. He had been one of the chief persecutors of the Christians, the Torquemada 
of his time. A law had been passed that outlawed the Christian preaching and practice. But a 
few had defied the law, even at the threat of death. Among them was one named Stephen. He 
continued practicing and speaking the truth, knowing that doing so would get him killed. 
Paul, then named Saul, witnessed the execution by stoning the man to death. What he 
witnessed caused a deep change in him. He might have been wondering what would cause a 
man to risk his life to uphold a truthful idea that had the potential to uplift civilization. Why 
would a man regard an idea of truth to be of such value? Out of this background erupted in 
Saul's thinking a profound perceptional revolution that totally changed the man. This didn't 
happen gradually. It erupted into a quantum jump in perception. In the wake of this jump his 
old name was left behind, as well as his vocation as the Torquemada of his time. Instead of 
persecuting the Christians he helped put Christianity on the map for all future ages. He 
became Paul, the man who powered the new movement. Scholars suggest that it was Paul who 
wrote down the Gospels; who probably wrote almost the entire New Testament of the Bible. It 
was this kind of perceptional quality in thinking that Bach incorporated in the form of a dialog 
into his choral work, Jesu meine feude.
      "Are you suggesting that what happened to you in East Germany was of a similar nature?" 
Sylvia interjected.
      I shrugged my shoulders. "I think we all knew that this kind of quantum jump has to be 
achieved again and with a far greater intensity to start the next higher-level renaissance. We 
didn't even see it as the necessary Ice Age Renaissance. We only knew that we had to pull 
ourselves up to still higher ground in our perception of the nature of the human being. Did we 
start a renaissance revolution?" I laughed. "No, I don't think we did. Still we moved as far as 
we could see a truthful idea unfolding in the scientific domain. We moved with that. Now the 
door is open to move forward from that. The task is now defined to develop the kind of 
intensity in perceptual quality that causes the revolutionary uplift that is required for creating 
the needed Ice Age Renaissance."
      "So you say that we can begin the revolution with small steps," said Sylvia, "and maybe 
with small questions too, like the question as to where the boundary really lies between 
forbidden love and free love, or authorized sex and free sex, and gentle intimacy and rape? Or 
do they all belong to the same model?"
      I shook my head. "No Sylvia, these are invalid questions. They are invalid questions, 
because they belong to the low-level model that is no longer valid. We should be far away 
from this model, focusing on the next higher renaissance in thinking, creating that renaissance, 
considering the magnitude of the challenge that the whole of mankind is facing. Nor can 
anything ever be truly resolved by contemplating invalid questions that pertain to an invalid 
model. Christ Jesus could have argued these kinds of questions until the cows come home in 
his defense of the 'adulterous' woman, and would have achieved nothing. The reason is that 
the imperial vertical platform, to which these issues are bound, has no principle. The model is 
a perversion of principle. Arguing these issues is like arguing on a platform that has no 
principle. We've become trapped by doing this, into a process that offers no solution. We 
become trapped into thinking in low-level terms. The solution rests three levels higher in the 
lateral model that the world denies. That's were our arguments and our thinking should be 



based. That is where we find the Principle of Universal Love anchored that needs to become 
the center of our new renaissance. I think Christ Jesus stepped up to this level which the world 
presently regards as treason under its cherished imperial vertical model. Christ Jesus didn't fall 
into the trap that we are in. He didn't acknowledge the imperial vertical model at all. He 
stepped up two levels into the scientific domain, the sublime domain, which is our gateway to 
the lateral model and he defended the woman according to the lateral model. Science is the 
gateway to truth, the gateway to every succeeding renaissance, even though it's just a tool. 
Christ Jesus said to the people in essence, you are human beings, act like human beings. That 
demand put them all three levels above their enraged arguments. It literally ended their 
arguments. He simply suggested that the details must reflect that fundamental truth. No other 
demands were needed, or are needed now. Of course, in terms of sex and the Principle of 
Universal Love, that opens up rather exiting set of demands, which force us similarly to bring 
the details up to reflect the absolute level. Christ Jesus summoned the people to locate 
themselves in the lateral model, where all humanity and we exist side by side as human beings 
of a common humanity. The whole adultery issue that he confronted wasn't about sex at all. 
He was saying to the people, go and locate your humanity in the lateral model, and you will 
know what this all means, what the real issue is. That is also what we said to ourselves in East 
Germany, Ushi, Steve, and I.
      "And so you brought sex into the equation on purpose, Peter?"
      "We didn't have to make it a part of the equation, Sylvia. It is inherently a part of the 
equation. It comes with the package of our humanity. We just let it be what it is, but only in the 
highest possible lateral sense, not it the imperial vertical sense. That's damn scary to do, Sylvia, 
to scrap the vertical model that has been in control for thousands of years and step into a New 
World three levels higher where the conventional world is conspicuously absent. It is scary, 
even if this New World is the natural sphere of human relationships. One has nothing but 
universal principles to guide one there. What if one screws up? A great deal of sensitivity 
becomes necessary in the world of the lateral model. Sex becomes a totally different aspect in 
that world. And yes, the possibility exists to make mistakes along the way. If the path is 
difficult, mistakes are made. I probably made my share of them."
      "But was it really necessary to move that far and so quickly?" Sylvia interrupted.
      "In real terms we didn't move far enough and fast enough," I said, cutting her of. "We 
didn't know this then, but I know this today. Look at our history again, Sylvia. After 2.5 
million years we had developed a world population of about five million people. Through a 
single revolutionary perceptional jump we created agriculture at this point, and with it the 
beginning of a human civilization with a 150 million population. Then 7000 years later we 
created another revolutionary perceptional jump that presently enables us through advanced 
concepts in agriculture and economics to support five billion people. That represents a huge 
quantitative increase in perception, or intensity of perception as you suggest. In other words, 
until now the achieved population density in the world has always reflected itself as a 
consequence of the achieved perceptional intensity. But now that we are in an Ice Age World 
the whole geometry is turned upside down. We suddenly face the challenge to support a huge 
population in an environment in which all the agricultural achievements from the past, that 
support our huge population, are about to be wiped out by the coming cold climate. This 



means that the task of maintaining the modern population size suddenly requires, in fact even 
demands from us, an enormous increase in our perceptional intensity in order the create the 
physical infrastructures for indoor agriculture and to create further increases in agricultural 
efficiency. And for that to be possible in the 100-year timeframe that we have left, the required 
perceptional quantum jump for this to happen has to begin almost immediately. That is why I 
say we moved too slowly in East Germany, even though we moved with lightning speed."
      "Nevertheless, Peter, didn't Christ Jesus, after he saved the woman's life who stood 
condemned for adultery, admonish the woman to sin no more? That admonition obscures the 
issue of sex the way you see it from a high-level perceptual standpoint, doesn't it?"
      "No it doesn't, Sylvia. As I've been saying, it is damn scary to stand in the New World of 
dealing with one-another laterally, standing side by side as human beings, relating to one-
another without playing games and with nothing but universal principles to guide one. It's 
easy to screw up. As I said, it takes great sensitivity not to screw up. I suspect that the woman 
in Jesus' case had messed up big time in that regard. I suspect that while she had dared to step 
boldly onto the lateral platform of our universal humanity, acknowledging the Principle of 
Universal Love, reflected in universal sex, she had probably done this with the imperial 
vertical model still in her heart, bringing with her what that model defines as sexual 
intimacies. In other words, she may have dragged up the low-level sludge of the sewer into the 
new high-level environment that she daringly pioneered into. She should have left the sludge 
behind in the sewer where it belongs. The end result of that failure of perception may have 
been quite a messy scene. It may have involved numerous types of rape and exploitation, 
active or passive. Most likely it did, because what society pursues in terms of sex in the hidden 
world of its private little sphere often involves numerous types of rape and exploitation, 
leading to ever grosser forms of spousal abuse, even violence in some cases. In many cases, 
what goes on there wouldn't be fit to be published in the morning paper with one's name put 
to it. Obviously one can't drag the sexual sludge from the imperial vertical-model sewer into 
the lateral universal domain. The woman in Jesus' case may have done this. But her failure in 
being scientifically alert hadn't been on trial, had it? Still, Christ Jesus advised her to be 
cautious."
      "This seems to mean that we should put ourselves on trial for it, Peter," Sylvia interrupted. 
"We should make that our own growing up perceptual issue. That's scary too."
      "Indeed I have done some of that, Sylvia, and painstakingly so. Nothing happened in East 
Germany and thereafter that couldn't be published with pride in any newspaper. Universal 
sex, that reflects our relationship as human beings as defined in the lateral model, requires the 
kind of alertness to the principles of our humanity that assures that nothing is put on the table 
that violates the sovereignty and integrity of a human being, or that degrades, or causes harm. 
That's as tall a goal, Sylvia, as is creating an Ice Age Renaissance. We are probably far from 
getting there. But at least the goal has been defined and we have taken a few steps. I suspect 
however, that when this higher challenge is met universally, society's marital problems 
become eliminated as a vastly more universal sense of marriage between human beings 
develops, reflecting the natural Principle of Universal Love. Rape and abuse simply isn't a 
possibility on that lateral platform that will then be coming to light. Universal sex is possible 
without the sludge of the sewer attached to it. That much I'm certain of."



      "But can this be really done universally, Peter? Don't you think you might be dreaming, 
expecting this to come about?"
      I raised my hand. "I think this can be done, Sylvia. The challenge is enormous, but the 
Principle of Universal Love implies that the challenge can be met. My experience supports this. 
As I said, nothing ever happened between Ushi and me that couldn't be printed on the front 
page of the morning news, or be acknowledged before the whole world with joy. I wonder 
how many people can say this about what is allowed as 'normal' in their small marriage world 
where everything goes, guarded by tight borders and impregnable barriers, behind which 
everything is on the table to be pursued at will. And what about the universal reflection of that 
greater sensitivity towards one-another that we need to develop as human beings when the 
revolutionary renaissance concept of the Principle of Universal Love unfolds politically and 
economically? Wouldn't that lead to a whole new global renaissance such as we have never 
seen before?"
      "We are far from that," said Sylvia. "Right now society is stuck up to its neck in its imperial 
vertical-model mess, as you have put it. Our world has become like a sky filled with nothing 
but black stars that drain all the light from the firmament."
      I laughed. "I found my experience in the East refreshing in that sense," I said. "I found it 
refreshing to know at least a few people exist in the world who are committed to turning the 
black stars of this firmament into a profusion of suns radiating light effortlessly to each other 
and the universe."
      "Maybe we should put sex on the agenda tonight to explore the new sensitivity that brings 
out the sun in us," said Sylvia and laughed as she finished the last bite of the two smokies on 
sauerkraut that each of us had for supper that day.
      "Wow! What a turn of events!" I said, hearing Sylvia talking about sex in that way that 
seemed so impossible just a few hours earlier. "Is this for real, Sylvia?" I asked. 
      "Of course it's for real," Sylvia replied. "And, WOW, is probably the correct response to an 
invitation to start a renaissance," she added and grinned.
      "The, WOW, was an honest reaction, Sylvia. I just hope I'll measure up, since I don't know 
enough yet about the absolute Principle of the Universal Unity of all Good and of Universal 
Love," I said. "I am just beginning to find my way through that jungle. I don't even have any 
irrefutable proof of the substance of what I have discovered of this principle. I have had a few 
lovely experiences that have opened up a whole New World to some degree, a beautiful 
world, a bright world, and a world I that I would love to share with you if you allow me. But 
this is all that I have to offer so far. The real perceptual quantum jump remains yet to be made. 
Will you join me?"
      "I'll take my chances with that," said Sylvia and began to laugh. Within moments the 
laughter became a grin.
      "That's a difficult world to get into," I said. "It poses huge challenges."
      "What about them? Do the difficulties change the principle involved?" said Sylvia and 
laughed some more. "Hey, Peter, look at this way. We couldn't possibly screw up any worse 
than we have in the past."
      "Yes, but the science of the Renaissance principle has raised the bar, Sylvia. I am talking 
about the kind of scientific development that caused the Second Renaissance, that gave us the 



Treaty of Westphalia and a portal to peace, that also gave us the development of classical 
music. And we have to make a jump to still higher ground. The Second Renaissance also gave 
us the Peace of Westphalia that was built on the Principle of the Advantage of the Other. We 
have to step beyond that, too. That renaissance principle had made it possible for all the 
nations of Europe to forgive each other's war atrocities, and war debts, and forego all 
reparation demands, and most of all respect each other's sovereignty regardless of a country's 
size or might. Now we have to raise that to an absolute commitment to mutual support, 
internationally, nationally, socially, and individually. And so the challenge becomes to do this 
also sexually, to serve the advantage of the other in an uplifting and ennobling sense, and this 
with nothing left standing that doesn't fulfill this tall objective."
      "If it was possible during the Second Renaissance to open the gates to the Principle of the 
Advantage of the Other, through scientific development, then the same process will not only 
be possible again today, sexually, politically, and economically, but we can move forwards on 
from there into all kinds of exiting new frontiers in human relationships. I can think of quite a 
few ways we can move forward," Sylvia said excitedly all of a sudden.
      "Maybe that's what classical music is all about, which was developed on the foundation of 
the Second Renaissance and its Principle of the Advantage of the Other," I said. "It became 
society's expression in its commitment to moving forward."
      "Why didn't I know that?" said Sylvia. "And here, I call myself a classical musician."
      "Classical music is a scientific process in music that draws out an echo of what is already in 
the human heart," I said. "It draws on the complexity of beauty, the flow of love, the sublimity 
of scientific awareness, and it presents it for the advantage of the other, even those far in the 
future. That is what we find reflected in the music of Bach who started this kind of musical 
trend, followed by Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven, Brahms, and others. Steve and Ushi live on the 
same platform, aiming for the advantage of the other, only in a more direct way. The most 
incredible freedom and peace resulted from this Renaissance principle that has uplifted 
civilization and will continue to do so, to the point of uplifting the future. I experienced some 
of that in East Germany with Steve and Ushi, and with Helen too. The focus there was always 
on enriching one-another."
      "Ah, that should make the rest of our evening a rather interesting evening," said Sylvia.
      "Steve always said, we bring to each other our love, to enrich one-another's existence," I 
added.
      "That's a great motto to live up to, Peter, isn't it?"

      As it was, we didn't go back to the hotel right away. We set out for a stroll to the Thomas 
Jefferson Memorial in the late evening sunshine, and from there for a stroll along the river to 
watch the sunset. At least that had been our plan. On the way we crossed the Vietnam War 
memorial, another folly from another time, resulting from failures to create a renaissance. It 
seemed that the whole of our century had been a century of follies, from World War I to the 
Cold War, and ranging from Africa to Cambodia. Whenever people are forced into misery, 
invariably some mad 'Savior' will come along with a promise for a better world at the barrel of 
the gun. Then things will always get worse, a lot worse. One simply cannot create wellbeing 
through violence. That simply doesn't work. But that is what we have nuclear bombs for, don't 



we? Nothing good will come from them.
      Everything that I saw happening wherever I went told me that there is a principle 
operating in the universe that can take us away from those bombs and fascist ravishing, and 
away from the vertical model and directly to the lateral model that is expressed in the 
universal unity of good.
      That's what I could now see unfolding in Sylvia. When we arrived at the beautiful white 
marble memorial I hugged her and kissed he out of sheer gratitude for our now unfolding 
renaissance that I hoped would never stop. 
      I recalled at this moment that Steve never talked about the principle of the Second 
Renaissance, the Principle of the Advantage of the Other, and barely mentioned the Principle 
of Universal Love, but that he lived them with every fiber of his being. They had become his 
life. Now the possibility was dawning that they also become our life.
      I also felt quite sure that my invitation to Sylvia to join me in projecting these principles in 
our lives was bound to unfold for the advantage for both of us and for that of all mankind. I 
saw that these principles would empower us to become more fully human in our life ahead, 
more than we may have ever imagined to be possible."

      "Do you feel richer because of what happened today?" I said quietly to the Sylvia when we 
came to the edge of the Potomac River. The sunset still seemed a bit distant in time. We made 
ourselves comfortable on a park bench at the edge of the river.
      "Richer?" she asked. "In which way?"
      "Do you feel richer as a human being, Sylvia. The Old World is left behind and a New 
World lies before us. Do you free richer facing that New World?"
      "The world appears brighter, Peter, but will this be our future, or will it all end again in the 
dead-end of an unrealizable hope?"
      "We've already taken a few steps into this New World," I said. "Just look at the Old World 
that we are getting away from. The Old World is a world that is devoted to lies. The Old 
World is a world in which no one has for a long time demanded any type of irrefutable proof 
of whatever it is that we have built our life on. Everything is taken on faith; faith in traditions, 
faith in ancient axioms, faith in ideologies and religious dogmas that no one can deliver any 
proof for anything. It has been like that for centuries. It is now getting rapidly worse. Would 
you ever want to get back to that as the foundation for your life? There appears to be no 
truthfulness in almost anything anymore that we have devoted our life to in the Old World. 
Everything is falling apart there. Nuclear war looms on the horizon. We shouldn't really be 
surprised at this, should we? Because, when everything is taken on faith, humanity leaves 
itself wide open to be spoon-fed with a diet of lies, which has become custom tailored for the 
purpose of looting and dominating society. And in order to make the lies stick, whatever bit of 
our humanity still remained in people's life has been reduced to the absolute lowest possible 
denominator so that any notion of universal principles is driven far out of sight. I would call 
that abject poverty, Sylvia. That's what I'd say we've begun stepping away from and will 
continue to as quickly and as radically as possible, because it is destroying the Old World. We 
shouldn't try to hold onto it, but be glad to see it disappear. Nevertheless, the real riches of our 
New World are yet to be discovered. We should rejoice in the potential brightness of that New 



World that we are able to build."
      "You are right, we shouldn't be focusing on preserving," Sylvia interrupted. "We should be 
focusing on building. Preserving implies perpetuating the Old World. We don't want to do 
this. We should want to get away from it. We should want to develop what have never been 
developed before. The return of the Ice Age forces this on us, and I think the needed Ice Age 
Renaissance will be created. We are human beings. It is not in our nature to capitulate and lay 
ourselves down to die."
      "Once we break the universal division and isolation in society from the ground up," I said, 
interrupting her, "beginning with the sexual division where the battle is closest to home, we 
will begin to create the brightest Renaissance World we have never seen and experienced. We 
will see everyone's income doubled in real terms in five years, with an equivalent increase in 
the standard of living. This trend will go on for a hundred years until the Ice Age Renaissance 
has been completely created and the very concept of economic prosperity becomes irrelevant 
as it becomes the universal standard, and poverty becomes unknown."
      Sylvia simply nodded.
      "Actually, the Old World can't be preserved," I said and began to laugh. "Too much of it has 
already disintegrated. It has become an empty world, a world for dummies, and the rest will 
end with the Ice Age forcing us to higher ground."
      I told Sylvia about the shock that I had experienced recently in a bookstore on my way to 
the Dallas airport, before leaving for Russia. An entire section of the bookstore had been 
devoted to books for "Dummies."
      "We have created a culture devoted to a world of lost souls," I said to her. "This culture is 
focused on a society that sees itself devoid of the most basic element of our humanity, our 
intelligence. In these books, advertised for dummies, the most intricate elements of our world 
have been watered down to nothing more than baby talk with simplistic illustrations that, as 
the titles suggest, even 'Dummies' can understand. I counted 243 titles of books for 'Dummies.' 
I was told that there were more available. I was also told that the hot titles were, 'Car Buying 
for Dummies,' 'Parenting for Dummies,' 'Classical Music for Dummies,' 'Dating for Dummies,' 
'Sex for Dummies,' even 'Gourmet Cooking for Dummies,' and of course, 'The Universe for 
Dummies.' The only titles that I didn't find," I said to Sylvia and laughed, were, 'How to Love 
in Three Easy Steps, for Dummies,' or 'Open Heart Surgery Made Simple, for Dummies.'"
      I suggested to Sylvia that those titles might be next year's addition. I also suggested that 
this explosive appeal to ignorance has become a dehumanizing disease that needs to be healed.
      I had to laugh suddenly before I continued. "Did you realize, Sylvia, that the first book on 
how to love in three easy steps had actually already been published many ages ago. Everyone 
has memorized it: Get married. Have sex. Raise children. That's 'Living for Dummies,'" I said 
to her, "all wrapped up with detailed instructions on related emotions, relationships, 
boundaries, duties, penalties, condensed into three easy lessons covering a half a page each, all 
prepared for people with small memories and small minds, and no awareness of the Principle 
of Universal Love. Tragically, this 'small-world' doctrine is being preached from every pulpit."
      "That's what I mean, Peter. Do we really want to spend our entire life at this primitive level, 
not to mention preserving it?" said Sylvia.
      Wow! That comment, coming from Sylvia, was music to my ears. I suggested to Sylvia that 



we have already preserved this primitive level of living far too long. "But the books for 
'Dummies' are wrong," I said to her. "Love isn't found at this primitive level. That's not its 
native divine domain. I suggest that for Love to be found in its native domain, we need to look 
for it in what Carl Friedrich Gauss, Germany's top genius of the early 19th Century, calls the 
'complex domain.' The complex domain is the domain of universal principles, the domain 
where we see with the mind the substance of the higher level principles of the universe that 
the eyes cannot behold. The perceptual range of the physical senses is limited to the physical 
universe. The eyes cannot see the substance of a renaissance before it becomes reality, but the 
mind can see it, and thereby creates it. This fact proves that the substance of our humanity lies 
in the mental and spiritual universe, the universe of universal principles and of profound ideas 
that exist only in the mind and nowhere lese. This is the complex domain where we see with 
the higher-level process of perception what the physical eyes cannot behold. That is the 
domain where we discover ourselves as human beings with the power to create a whole new 
civilization and a completely new world. That New World is the human world that sets us 
apart from the world of animals and that of any other form of life."
      "Including the world for 'Dummies,'" Sylvia interjected and laughed.
      "As I said, Schiller had called this human domain, the Sublime," I continued. "Gauss had 
called it the Complex Domain. Others may call it the domain of Science, the Portal to Truth. I 
would like to simply call it the human domain, because a goat, for instance, has no concept of 
advanced universal principles. Only human beings are capable of creating those concepts. A 
rat, in the same manner, even lacks the capacity to 'see' the beauty of a rose. Only we human 
beings have this capability, and if we use it, creating higher levels of beauty on that 
foundation, our lives become rich with a renaissance. Unfortunately we've barely used this 
potential so far. That is why the Principle of Universal Love is shunned, because the human 
dimension can only be recognized in the Complex Domain where this exclusively human 
capability unfolds. Universal love exists in the Complex Domain as a form of peace beyond 
emotions that unfolds as joy in the realization of our wondrous humanity. The Complex 
Domain is the New World. Universal love is a unique element of our humanity that unfolds 
only in the Complex Domain where its principle is anchored. That's where we discover the 
vast dimensions of our humanity. Peace, like universal love, is not an emotion. It's not the 
result of animalistic instincts or moral motivation. It unfolds from active principles created in 
the mind, scientifically understood, and proven in life. Peace and universal love are a part of 
our humanity that makes us uniquely human. They are also something that we cannot get 
away from, even if we were to try. If we are honest with ourselves, we will find them always 
knocking at our door in countless different ways, manifesting their infinite, universal 
Principle. That's the universe that we should be exploring together and build our New World 
on, Sylvia, instead of remaining locked to the Old World that has become a 'Universe for 
Dummies.' The Old World is already disintegrating anyway, and one day it will cease to exist. 
So what about it? What do you say? Do you want to get away from that? I think you will find 
this to your advantage."
      "I have already given you my answer, Peter. The answer is yes on all counts. Nevertheless, 
that's a big step to take, Peter," Sylvia answered quietly.
      "No, Sylvia, that's a huge step into a hugely wide world filled with wonders and challenges 



that we may have never even dreamed of before, and proofs of Principle that no one had dared 
to imagine yet as possible. But that's what it really means to be human, doesn't it?"
      "Right, Peter. We can't even manage yet what we have already lost by not having created 
this New World sooner," said Sylvia.
      "Right, Sylvia, if we can't manage to become human in real terms and manage to step 
beyond the confines of our little enclaves in which we keep hiding from reality, if we can't 
cherish one-another on an ever wider scale and enrich one-another in this context, then we will 
loose even the little we have left of our civilization that is already far from what it could be. In 
any case, that Old World is already collapsing around us."
      "I understand this," said Sylvia. "The issue then is to live in the complex domain where our 
humanity is truly anchored, where Good is our substance, and Love is our Life. That's the 
issue as far as I can tell, isn't it?"
      "That's the only issue, Sylvia," I interrupted. "I think we have already stepped up beyond 
the threshold that closes the Old World down behind us. There is no going back possible now, 
is there?"
      I noticed tears in Sylvia's eyes as I said this. But they we no longer sad tears.
      "Everything falls in behind that one core issue that opens up the New World and becomes a 
part of it," I continued.
      I felt tears forming too. "The fight that is involved here; the battles that must be fought, and 
they must be fought mostly within ourselves, must be won. We have no other option but to 
step up to a higher level and move forward from there. While this may appear difficult, even 
scary, it promises a brighter and richer world than any that has ever been created in all of 
human history. As I said, it will double society's income in five years in real terms, and that 
will continue for a hundred years until the whole concept of individual prosperity becomes 
meaningless in a world of universal prosperity."
      I paused, then pointed out that the Principle of Universal Love has been the hallmark of 
every renaissance in history, while it has never been translated it into life at the grassroots 
level during any renaissance, but had been implemented only philosophically and to some 
degree economically, and politically.
      "It has never been made the foundation for living," I said moments later. "That is the kind 
of renaissance we are going to create to the deepest recesses of our individual living, far from 
the universe for "dummies." That may have never happened in history, but it is about to 
happen. So, fasten your 'seatbelt,' we are about to embark on a new adventure for a New 
Renaissance, completely in accord with the Ice Age agenda, which promises to become the 
greatest adventure in renaissance building since the dawn of mankind, a building that 
obsoletes our wildest dreams of what can be done on this planet. That renaissance will be such 
that we will drag the entire natural world into it, to weather the Ice Age until the day when we 
will learn to artificially cause global warming to end the Ice Age for all times to come."
      "And all of that is built on your expected breakthrough at the social level that obsoletes 
social division and isolation?" said Sylvia. "You are right. This has never happened before, but 
it may yet be possible."
      "That is why all the brightest movements in the history of renaissance have failed," I said to 
Sylvia. "They have failed, because the core breakthrough to the social level has never been 



made before. To fail this time, at this late hour, in achieving what must be achieved, would 
open the door to the greatest tragedy of all times with the Ice Age on the horizon. While this 
potential tragedy is something to take note of, the big thing that must drive this issue for us 
has got be human development, if not the Ice Age Renaissance itself, since such a renaissance 
has never been created in people's individual living in the entire history of the world. We've 
always been stuck in a small world kind of thinking, in a divided world existing as an isolated 
people, a petty small-minded people, reduced by cultural warfare into a crowd of pathetic 
'dummies.' The Ice Age Renaissance that the universe has put on our agenda, if we will accept 
it, will give us the total opposite of our small, divided, isolated, insane, pathetic, world for 
'dummies' that we currently love, even while it is killing us."
      "That's something enormously big to look forward to, Peter. In this case, all those battles 
that need to be fought within us to get us to this higher level where the building of the New 
Renaissance becomes possible, must be won. They must be won, Peter, no matter what it will 
cost us in honest efforts. The cost must be born. If we are not willing to do this, then we have 
already lost, and everything else becomes meaningless thereby."
      "Wow!" I said. My response was to hug her. What she said seemed like a miracle. It all 
seemed so impossible just ours before. She fully agreed now! And here, I had dreaded this day 
of facing her on this issue. Instead it had become a day of deeper union of hearts and minds, 
the kind we haven't had for years. It had become a day for celebration.

      She offered me her hand as we walked back to the hotel in the bright afterglow of the 
sunset.
      With the river now far behind us she told me along the way to the mall that she was now 
beginning to understand something about a world she had never known before to even exist, 
which had evidently motivated me in the Communist East to become open to these women. 
She also said that this newly emerging world of a new and spreading renaissance appears a lot 
scarier to her than what had frightened her before in the Old World, which she referred to as a 
world of blessed ignorance. She said that the Old World seemed less scary, because the blame 
for the calamities was always conveniently heaped upon somebody else's shoulders. Now that 
one shoulders the responsibility oneself, together with everybody else, the world became 
scarier, even as it becomes brighter. "What if we fail?" she said.
      "When one opens the door to a New World," she continued, "the Old World vanishes from 
sight. Everything suddenly changes. Something has changed between us, and I love it. 
However, when the Old World disappears where the New World begins, no bridge is left 
behind us for going back to the way we were. The old perception of the world is gone. The 
responsibility that we now carry, that we have always carried but ignored, can no longer be 
put aside now. But will the renaissance promise for a brighter world be realized in the little 
time that we have left for it to come true, as it always does in the fairy tales in which everyone 
lives happily forever after? That unanswered question should inspire both haste and caution. 
We should be both pioneers and saints of caution, because this bright New World before us 
has not yet been explored, except in the most superficial manner so it seems, as you admit 
yourself. But, on the other hand, should we even want to as much as look back, since going 



back is already impossible? The Old World is scary, too. Living with closed eyes as we have 
endured it, putting the responsibility for one's life into others' hands, holds no promises for 
anything grand and lovely, and sublime, as you have put it in so many ways."
      "Oh I see, Sylvia, you want a world that is 100% guaranteed," I said and squeezed her hand. 
"If that's what you want, sit back and do nothing, and you will die with a 100% certainty. 
Apart from that, there are no guarantees in life, except the promises of timeless principles. The 
substance of those promises is now closer at hand to be discerned or be discovered and be 
realized, than it ever had been. And some of it has already been discovered, while a lot of it 
probably remains in the as yet unknown."
      "Nevertheless, the tallest of the principles that are known is the Principle of Universal 
Love," I interjected. "It promises certain results based on historic observations. The principle of 
loving universally is one of the profound elements of our civilization that has been discovered, 
but which we have barely begun to explore, which we know enough about to reach out for it 
in order to realize more of its potential. The same can be said about the Principle of Universal 
Sovereignty that protects us individually and empowers our democracy as individuals of a 
society. The principle of cherishing our universal sovereignty comes together with the 
principle of loving universally, as if the two were one. These two elements are probably 
elements of the same principle, the Principle of Universal Love, which is itself but a facet of a 
still larger principle, the Principle of the Universal Unity of Good. This means that the 
promises that we have unfolding with the already discovered principles, are not empty 
promises."
      "These promises are as powerful as the promises were that stood behind the development 
for the Peace of Westphalia," said Sylvia. "Some of these promises came already true and 
changed the world. They became a new foundation for civilization and the founding of our 
country as the very first true republic on the planet that established itself as a nation-state, 
existing outside the imperial mold."
      "Those promises did come true, didn't they, even if we let them slip away again?" I said. 
"Benjamin Franklin said to the people of his time, 'We'll give you a republic, if you can keep it.' 
Well, he and his fellow founding fathers did give us that republic. The discerned principles 
had been applied and the republic was created. We have let it slip away, tragically, but the 
idea that was demonstrated in the historic founding of our republic, and the principles on 
which it was founded, can never be eroded.
      "They have already changed the world," Sylvia replied. "But what precisely we will be able 
to gain from them in our age by utilizing these principles more fully?"
      "That depends on us," I replied with a smile. "It depends on our honesty with ourselves as 
we explore these principles and create clearer perceptions of them. This is life, too, Sylvia. 
There are no guarantees of course, except the promises that are offered by the universal 
principles if we care to work with them, and struggle with ourselves to bring our life into line 
with them. We can also let them blow away again with the wind as we have done many times 
before. It is our privilege, however, to realize their promise to the degree to which we embrace 
them, like the principle of aerodynamics that enables human flight. We now claim that 
privilege of utilizing the principles of flight to such a degree that this capability will never be 
lost."



      "Maybe it is more than a privilege," said Sylvia. "Can scientific development be seen as a 
privilege, or even a duty? I think it neither of that. I think it is more than that. I think we 
engage in scientific development, because it is the human thing to do."
      "I can see the same in respect to our demonstrated capability for creating a New 
Renaissance," I interjected. "The drive for a New Renaissance will never become lost then, but 
expand forever, because it is the human thing for us to do. Then we will create the Ice Age 
Renaissance without fail, and not because it is desperately needed, but because it is the human 
thing to do. In fact, our looking a hundred years into the future, and to let the future determine 
the present, is definitely a human thing. No animal species has the capability for that. Only we 
can do this, and we do it, because it is the human thing to do. That assures that it will be done. 
That's what I see happening, Sylvia, for our future. We have already begun to build our 
civilization on that renaissance process. Take the history of flight, for example. We didn't really 
need to fly, but we wanted to fly, and we created a way to do it. Thereby we proved ourselves 
to be human beings. That beginning was small in real terms. The Wright Brother's short initial 
flight lasted just a few seconds for a distance of 120 feet, but it started an unfolding that 
became unstoppable, it started a renaissance process, didn't it? Now we can fly 9000-km none-
stop. None of that was ever easy, of course. The Wright Brothers do testify to that. Nor will the 
further steps be easy, like developing ground level transportation with speeds of fifteen 
thousand miles an hour, which are all possible in our New Age Renaissance. The principles 
exist and the realization of their promises is but a developmental step away. This means that 
the promises of the already discerned principles are all attainable, both in our individual living 
and in the ever-larger context of the world and the universe. I can also tell you this, Sylvia, that 
the promises that the highest principles hold are the most exciting. They offer the best 
guarantees for the greatest good that we can get in this world. That's life too, Sylvia. The 
Principle of the Advantage of the Other takes us completely away from the imperial sphere of 
Olympic competition where only one person can win the gold and the rest are losers. And 
stepping up from this to still higher ground takes us to the point of fully recognizing the whole 
of humanity as the Supreme Being in a world in which the concept of losers will become a 
forgotten relic of Dark-Age history. In the world of universal principles everyone wins as 
society as a whole becomes uplifted. Sure, Sylvia, there are risks involved that we may screw 
up along the way. But so what? What do they matter when the whole horizon is vibrantly 
aglow?"
      "I suppose we face risks in every facet of life," Sylvia interjected. "Every time we step out of 
the house we face dangers. We could be shot, be run over by a truck, or slip and break a leg. 
Still, we go out into the world, because that's what living demands. We face the dangers and 
go about your business and make the world as rich and as beautiful as we can."
      "And that, my love, is exactly what I think this is all about in an expanded sort of way," I 
said, squeezing her hand again. "So, what do you think about those risks that we face in 
opening a door to a New World that takes us into a more promising direction than the one 
we've taken in the past in the Old World? Doesn't that look like a fresh new wind? In an 
addition, as an extra benefit, we are building the required new platform without which we 
cannot survive on this planet."



      Here I remembered what Steve had said about opening Pandora's Box. Once one opens that 
box, the box is open, and one has to deal with everything that is in it, which is like opening a 
window to a New World.
      Sylvia agreed with those words of wisdom.
      "So, Sylvia, to answer your first question of today about my sudden involvement with 
women?" I said. "The answer must be, that it reflects the principle that is involved, the 
principle of universal good reflected in universal love, and its imperatives on us all. I didn't 
create this principle, nor did the others who pointed it out me. Nor do I expect the 
development to end that has begun. It can only become broader, and wider, and more precise 
and more powerful in its universal beneficial renaissance effect, as any renaissance indeed 
unfolds as a universal phenomenon. One simply doesn't have a choice about what one finds 
once Pandora's Box is opened, which represents our New World. One has to deal with 
everything that's in it. Fortunately, that puts us all onto a platform on which we can begin to 
deal with all the other issues that linger behind, and uplift them in an intelligent manner, even 
those lower issues that are killing our world, for which people kill one-another."
      "On the Old World platform, we have become caught up in a living imperial tragedy," said 
Sylvia, "which the Principle of Universal Love now empowers us to shut down. That's 
something to celebrate and not to mourn over."
      "There's nothing to be found that's worth mourning over in the old imperial world," I 
replied, "but there's a lot to celebrate as we get into a freer and richer world. We have 
sacrificed so much of our love in the past by the denial of our love, which had been demanded, 
so much so that our physical world is now careening towards a crisis that we may not survive, 
in which everything that we worked for is now in great danger of becoming lost. That too, is in 
Pandora's box among the items that Zeus wanted to hide from mankind forever."
      "He hid all the renaissance issues so that they won't be dealt with," said Sylvia, "in order 
that we won't gain our freedom from the imperial impositions that the Zeus mythology 
represents. He made Pandora, the beautiful First Lady of Greek Mythology, the keeper of the 
box with the charge never to open it and reveal its contents so that she would be carrying the 
blame for the destruction of mankind."
      I nodded. "Now that a few courageous people in East Germany have opened the Pandora's 
Box, we are faced with the task of dealing with what is in it. Some of it is beautiful, 
challenging, and immensely uplifting. And some of it, by omission of the work that should 
have been done, is terribly ugly, frightening, brutal, and is fast becoming critical, but which 
can be dealt with by utilizing the principles that we now know." 
      "That's the difference that makes all the difference," interjected Sylvia. "That appears to be 
the critical difference that makes our world a whole lot brighter, because solutions to our great 
problems are now possible, even attainable."
      Sylvia seemed proud of herself having said this. "This means that we can face the ugly and 
the brutal now with a new and justified hope and celebrate that we have at long last a chance 
to get past the ugliness of it if we dare to face it honestly," she added.
      "In this context, what happened in East Germany and afterwards has nothing to do with 
'carousing' with other women," I added in turn. "What happened there has something to do 
with taking a couple of steps up to the sublime world where those lower level concepts don't 



have any meaning, as indeed they never had any meaning in real terms. These lower level 
concepts are like concepts of a fairy tale world that ends once the storybook is closed."
      "These concepts belong to the mythical stories in which horses have wings and elf folk 
fulfill the needs of mankind," said Sylvia, jokingly.
      "That's not the real world, isn't it?" I replied. "However, those are the stories by which 
mankind has become enslaved, once the tale is believed to be the truth, so that mankind now 
believes that only magic can rescue us, or a divine super-hero."
      "Unfortunately for mankind, the whole world has been dragged into these stories in which 
those low-level concepts apply," said Sylvia.
      "No, Sylvia, mankind has been corrupted into embracing those tales as the truth, and into 
acting them out, the kind of imperial horror-tales in which mankind bows to the dictates 
designed to limit its love for one-another, thereby creating conditions of poverty and 
impotence, and of self-deprivation that have now become too dangerous for us and for the 
whole of humanity to live under. By living as an imperially corrupted society, we have worked 
ourselves into a state of crisis that is fast becoming so critical that it now threatens to collapse 
our civilization beyond the point of no return," I added.
      "That's exactly what Zeus would have loved to hear you say," said Sylvia, "as he would 
close the box again and hand it back to Pandora to keep it safe for another three thousand 
years, or another hundred thousand years," she added.
      "That's why we've got to keep the box open and keep on looking at what's been hidden for 
so long," I said, grinning now. "If it contains the key to a New World, even a more wide open 
and truthful private world, this box must never be closed. If we didn't have the tools to deal 
with its contents, keeping the box open would be futile, but we have the tools now to deal with 
all the issues that it contains. That tool is our perceptual renaissance arising from the unfolding 
Principle of Universal Love. We have the potential with that tool to clean up the whole 
accumulated mess and to start a real and lasting renaissance at last."
      "That gives rise to celebration," interjected Sylvia.
      "However, before we can effectively deal with the critical nature of the onrushing 
civilizational crisis, which Zeus wouldn't want us to recognize before it hits us beyond 
recourse, we need to review some basic aspects of nuclear physics."
      "Nuclear physics?" Sylvia repeated. "Isn't it amazing what comes out of this box?" she said 
and began to laugh. "What started as a controversy about sex and womanizing has broadened 
into nuclear physics. Are you trying to hide something about sex that is uncivilized? Or are 
you saying that it is so insignificant in comparison to what really counts that it shouldn't even 
be a factor?"
      Now I laughed now, too. "Oh, I wish that sex was so far removed from what matters in 
human relationships that it wouldn't be a factor. Then the whole world would not be divided 
and isolated over it. Of course I don't think sex is uncivilized so that it need to be hidden. It is 
an issue that among a lot of other aspects relates to being human. However, we have to uplift 
it from the perception of it relating to civility. We have to uplift it to a truer perception of it 
that falls in line with a truer perception of ourselves as human beings. That truer perception 
elevates us universally into the sphere where we come to light as spiritual beings with a 
profound intellect and a wonderful mind that is keyed to universal love."



      I paused and grinned again. "My being with you; my being touched by you as a woman; 
my being touched by your wonderful female nature, is such an enriching and uplifting 
influence, that I wouldn't call any aspect of this sexual intimacy uncivilized. The slander that 
defines sex as uncivilized is designed to degrade our humanity and force it into universal 
isolation. We have to elevate it with the fire of our passion to the image of the human being 
that defines humanity as the Gem of the Universe! We have never done this. We have messed 
up instead. Mankind has messed up in this regard so badly over the ages that hundreds of 
millions of girls and women have been killed over it during the Vedic Dark Age, and 
Brahmanic Dark Age. Even now, society stands ready once again to throw civilization away at 
the altar of universal division and isolation and vilification. So, sex remains an issue for as long 
as it needs to be that, until the issue is resolved for which we are universally divided, and we 
begin to relate to one-another as human beings in every respect. We've built 65,000 nuclear 
bombs to prove that we failed in relating to one-another as human beings. Since this failure is 
becoming critical, the sex issue is becoming critical in that regard, because the one is reflected 
in the other."
      Sylvia just smiled. "This means that we have made enormous progress already, with 
historic dimensions perhaps, by starting our own little renaissance in this arena."
      "Yes, we've made a start," I said, "but nothing more. That is why we need to look at nuclear 
physics to understand the process, because we have a similar process happening there. I 
propose that we look at nuclear physics as a metaphor."
      "Actually we shouldn't be talking about nuclear physics out in the open in the middle or 
Washington DC. We might get arrested," said Sylvia and laughed again.
      "We only need to talk about the basic facts in nuclear physics that every person in the wold 
should know," I countered her. "It should be known for instance that the universal feedstock 
for nuclear energy and nuclear bombs is in both cases 'natural' uranium, the stuff that we dig it 
out of the ground. Few people realize that this natural stuff is rather harmless and useless in its 
native state. It is extremely heavy, even heavier than lead, with an atomic weight of 238. 
Physicists call it U238. Apart from its unique property of being extremely heavy, it's useless. 
You can't make a bomb with it. It won't fission. You can't fuel a power reactor with it. Its atoms 
are too well balanced internally for us to poke them apart in order that we might harvest the 
stored-up atomic energy. However, the natural uranium that we dig out of the ground also 
contains a minuscule amount of a freak isotope of uranium that is slightly lighter in weight. It 
weighs only 235 on the atomic scale, instead of 238. This means that the lighter U235 has 
something missing from its atomic structure. That missing part upsets the internal balance. It's 
like some 'glue' is missing that holds the atom together. In fact, the U235 atom is so unstable 
that occasionally a neutron particle escapes from its atomic confinement. When it does, it dos 
so at very high speed. That's where the energy comes from that we can harvest. Normally the 
leaking energy from the unstable atoms doesn't pose a problem since in the natural uranium 
that we dig out of the ground the portion of the unstable atoms is so small that they don't 
affect on one-another.
      "However, from here on it gets interesting," I said to Sylvia. "Physicists have found a way 
to separate those unstable U235 atoms from the natural uranium, and extract them. They 
reasoned that if they can bring more of the unstable atoms together, the leaked energy 



becomes more concentrated. They also reasoned that the thereby escaping neutrons might just 
be moving fast enough to poke a hole into shell of a neighboring unstable atom. They figured 
that the target atom would thereby become even more unstable, so that more and more 
neutrons would escape, which in turn would target still more unstable atoms, and so forth. 
They reasoned that when they get enough of those unstable atoms close together, that the 
interacting destabilizing process would self-escalate so rapidly that a nuclear explosion would 
occur. They exploited this process for making the bomb. They also reasoned that if they keep 
the concentration of the unstable atoms quite low, near the 5% range, a lot of energy would be 
released by the destabilizing interaction for generating electricity, but not enough of it to reach 
the critical state where the explosive chain reaction occurs."
      "Now what has this got to do with our issue at hand, Peter, of developing a renaissance on 
the Principle of Universal Love? Where is the connection."
      "You don't see the connection, because we've all been corrupted by the imperial system to 
think in small terms. The real issue, Sylvia, is much bigger. It's so big that Zeus had to hide it. 
And that is where nuclear physics comes in. The real issue is centered on one question. This 
question is becoming evermore prominent in the world. That question is about fascism. 
Fascism is fast reaching the critical stage. The million dollar question is, can we establish our 
needed grassroots renaissance fast enough and wide enough to prevent the growing fascism in 
the world from reaching the critical mass, at which point it will explode into a chain reaction of 
fascist madness?"
      "That makes our renaissance a vital issue for civilization right now, doesn't it?" said Sylvia 
in a tone of astonishment, "because fascism is definitely on the fast track of reaching into every 
country and every society. So you are asking then, when will the escalation of fascism reach 
the critical mass that overcomes all barriers?"
      "That's one question, Sylvia," I replied. "The other question is; what can we do about it? It 
seems to me that the Principle of Universal Love is the only principle we have for preventing 
the critical mass of fascism from forming. That makes the Principle of Universal Love one of 
the 'biggies' that we took out of Pandora's box in East Germany where universal love became 
of central importance. The Principle of Universal Love appears to be the only interposing 
element that we have available, which we can apply to diffuse the escalating chain reactions of 
universal fascism."
      "Those are big words, Peter," said Sylvia. She didn't laugh anymore as she said this.
      "Fortunately, those 'big' words reflect the nature of the potential that we have to stop the 
chain reaction of fascism, or else we would have no hope at all, Sylvia. In a nuclear reactor we 
can shut the reaction process down by interposing an inhibitor element that is not conducive to 
the reaction process. The Principle of Universal Love has that kind of quality for diffusing the 
fascist firestorms. Nothing else exists in the world that I know of, that can do it, Sylvia. No 
technological weapon can be built to diffuse fascism. No political process can do this, or 
religious ideology. Fascism results when human beings loose their humanity. The whole of 
America has been subjected to a thirty years cultural war to achieve exactly the kind of 
emptiness in people that results into fascism. Our new renaissance must become wide enough 
to fill this void that is conducive to fascism."
      "That's terribly frightening, Peter," Sylvia interjected.



      "No it isn't," I replied with a smile. "That's precisely my point. It would be frightening if we 
didn't have the resources to pull us out of it. Two months ago this would have been 
frightening indeed. Now we are no longer impotent and small. We have begun building a 
renaissance that, if it becomes a fire, can pull the whole world out of the imperial's Three 
Hundred Years War of cultural corruption that mankind has been dragged into. That's not 
being small and impotent. That's something to celebrate. We are on the road to creating the 
kind of universal renaissance in which the current escalation of fascism towards the critical 
stage of explosive madness can be made a none-event, because it won't achieve its goal 
anymore and become rather insignificant once it is beginning to fail. Isn't that worth a 
celebration?"
      "Are you referring to the Congress for Cultural Freedom that had been started in Germany 
shortly after the war?" said Sylvia. "I remember us celebrating something like that in school, a 
long time ago. It seemed as if a whole new era was ushered in. Something big was on the 
horizon that would change the world forever. It appears that it has changed the world."
      "What you remember was a phase shift in history that was started in Berlin in 1951, Sylvia," 
I interrupted her. "There was an international Congress for Cultural Freedom convened in 
Berlin as apart of a hidden movement of the Cold War period to wreck the Soviet Union 
culturally from within. As far as I know it was started with a man going to the CIA bragging 
that if they would give him a hundred men and ten million dollars he would be able to destroy 
the Soviet Union from within so deeply, by tying them culturally into knots, that they would 
cease to be a problem on the international scene. Apparently he got this money, and a whole 
movement started from that."
      "Oh, I get it!" Sylvia interrupted. "In imperial terminology, Cultural Freedom, really means 
freedom from culture. I thought you had made this up. It implies the total collapse of 
everything that is human. And the real target is whichever country is the most culturally 
leading country on Earth, which was our own country at the time," said Sylvia. "That meant 
that the real target was us, and the goal was to degrade education in order to prevent it from 
developing the human genius through scientific discoveries. I wondered why we wrecked 
education so badly. This also meant disabling the human genius by means of ideological 
insanity, like introducing fascism as culture, Adam Smith as an economic leader, Thomas 
Hobbes as a humanitarian, and so forth. I remember studying that crap, and I wondered how 
on earth does anybody think that crap makes sense. We were taught all the 'fine points' of 
empiricism and romanticism, and stuff like that. And you know, Peter, in time I did make 
myself believe that does make sense. That's how we became corrupted into impotence, Peter."
      I nodded. "I love to hear you say that, speaking in past tense. The project for Cultural 
Freedom did cause a phase shift, didn't it? It started a cultural war for 'freedom from culture' 
that is still ongoing all over the world. It degraded everything, even science, music, literature, 
art, economics, politics, and also the way people relate to one-another. It was set up as a fascist 
process to create more fascism. Fascism breeds more fascism, Sylvia. The more you have, the 
more you get. It expands like a nuclear chain reaction if left unchecked. That's why we need to 
interpose the Principle of Universal Love that takes the reactivity out of the fascist process and 
restores some measure of humanity. That's why I love to hear you talk about fascism in the 
past tense. This also means that while we still have a steep climb ahead of us as society, we can 



celebrate that the climbing has at last begun, because we can deal with what would hold us 
back."
      "I'm quite aware now, Peter, that the only substance that we have within our humanity to 
get to the top of that, is our love as human beings. And I mean big love, universal love as you 
call it, or all-embracing love, all-enriching love, the love that fills the emptiness of fascism with 
elements of truth."
      "The Principle of Universal Love also elevates people to higher levels in the sublime 
process," I added. "An honest embrace by society of the Principle of Universal Love can restore 
people's lost humanity and their love for one-another. Here nuclear physics comes into the 
picture once more as a model. When the humanist perceptual intensity increases in scientific 
and spiritual development, a different kind of critical point can be reached. At this point the 
perceptual intensity becomes self-escalating into a different type of nuclear explosion, 
exploding into a great cultural renaissance, like the Second Renaissance that absolutely 
changed the world. This can happen again, but on an ever higher level and on a hugely bigger 
scale."
      "Let me guess what you are going to say now, that this won't happen for as long as our 
own love is all bottled up and privatized," interjected Sylvia. "However, while this ancient 
imperial process of bottling up and privatizing a people's love for one-another has had no 
doubt opened the door to the growth of fascism, I would say that our daring commitment to 
create a renaissance, in which this process can be reversed, may get the world out of its fascist 
mess along the way of this unfolding renaissance."
      "Provided we expand the perceptional intensity beyond the critical point," I interrupted 
her. "While our prior reluctance to embrace the Principle of Universal Love, especially in the 
sexual domain, has made us small and pitiful, our perceptual development process towards a 
renaissance has made us rather formidable with a potential that its spark might light a fire 
right across the world."
      Sylvia began to laugh. "It all sounds like a fairytale story now," said Sylvia. "But that the 
kind of story we will tell to our children one day to spark their imagination, to create a society 
of human beings that is no longer kept hidden behind fences created by countless forms of 
division and isolation, and with people's love all being kept bottled up by religious dogmas 
that made them impotent with emotions and old traditions. In our story a pioneer had visited 
society and had uncorked the bottle and had set people's love free. We will tell them that in 
response people tore down their fences and embraced one-another as human beings in the 
universal arena, right across religions, sex, marriage, politics, and so forth, and then the lived 
happily ever after for the first since the dawn of man. Do you think people will tell those 
stories one day?"
      "Not in the present world, Sylvia. Some day, certainly. Right now, people are saying about 
fascism, so what? They say we have lived with the scourge of fascism before, and have 
survived. Consequently, we will continue to survive living under fascism."
      "We've survived just barely," Sylvia replied. "It appears we were fortunate enough the last 
time around that there was enough love left in the world to shut the fascist emptiness down. 
But even then, it took the combined strength of America, Russia, and much of the world to 
quench the fascist fire. Yes, we did beat Hitler's Nazi fascism into the ground, but the victory 



came at a horrendous cost that tens of millions of people ended up paying with their life. Also 
in Hitler's time most of the fascism was concentrated in a relatively small area of the world. 
Today, it has become a worldwide plaque, Peter. We can see it popping up everywhere. And 
to top it all off, America, which had once played a vital role in defeating Hitler's fascism in 
World War II, is now the chief fascist itself, armed to the teeth with nuclear weapons. America 
will soon be breeding fascism everywhere. Already, fascism has made an explosive recovery in 
the Middle East, in Africa, in South America, and in parts of Asia. It's disgusting what is 
happening wherever fascism blackens the landscape of civilization. Whenever I open the 
newspaper my stomach gets turned into knots as more and more people get butchered in the 
most awful ways. It sometimes makes me want to cry for them, Peter. In this agony one 
thought keeps coming back again and again. What will it take to stop this? What can people 
do? Thanks to you, the answer is already unfolding. The beginning of the end of that tragedy 
is already happening. And so we will survive. I'm sure of it."

      Her speech was music to my ears. I hugged her for it. "And so, while fascism is moving 
closer and closer to the point of it reaching the critical global mass at which the whole thing 
blows up, we can see the shutdown of the whole movement by a process towards a great 
renaissance that already takes the wind out of the sails of fascism."
      Sylvia just nodded and began to cry, which she said was for the joy of a resurrection, a 
resurrection of a nearly lost hope.
      "Are those tears of joy for the Principle of Universal Love?" I asked. "Every time there's 
another operation of genocide erupting in the world, the media tells us also that it is just a 
local event that doesn't affect anyone else. But it isn't a local thing, is it? It is a crime against our 
humanity. It is another step forward in the fascist war against love. It is another manifestation 
of the escalating movement of fascism towards its eventual chain reaction, like when more of 
the unstable uranium atoms are brought together in a reactor by which the thing begins to 
crackle more and more throughout the entire mass until it blows up."
      "There is no 'local' event possible in a chain reaction," said Sylvia. "Every contributing event 
then becomes a universal event. That's what we must see when Egypt gets hit, or Palestine, or 
Israel, or Afghanistan, or Kashmir, and so forth. The fascist tension is already crackling all over 
the place, and I guess we can stand assured that those are not local events, but subcritical 
global events. We are fast moving toward the stage where the reactions of people all over the 
world can no longer be predicted, when wars take on a life of their own and consume entire 
regions unlike anything we have seen in the past. When things become supercritical, boom, 
anything can happen, and when that happens nothing can be stopped."
      "We are racing towards this threshold now, Sylvia with evermore killing going on, and 
assassinations, and destabilization, and the economic rape of nations, financial looting, 
military threats. For years, Sylvia, the imperials have been crying that they will disassemble 
the Soviet Union and then Russia and take over the pieces, but before this plan succeeds the 
entire theatre will shift into a new geometry of madness, that, as you correctly said, will take 
on a life of its own that no one controls. Fortunately, we have the means to intervene if we 
choose to do so. We have the tools to start an explosive New Renaissance. And that means we 
have our work cut out, Sylvia, because the situation has already become almost supercritical. 



We are in a race therefore; to assure that our movements towards a new renaissance reaches 
the supercritical stage first. For that we need to support each other in every way possible and 
imaginable."

      "Yes, we are no longer small and impotent," Sylvia replied after a long pause. "And yes, my 
tears of joy are in appreciation for the Principle of Universal Love that makes us a decisive 
factor in the world-equation. So it is no longer frightening that fascism is openly promoted by 
our own government's new policy for creating more and more tensions around the world, 
because we can counter-pose that."
      "In Hitler's days there was still enough strength left in the global society to resist the fascist 
processes," I said quietly. "Our own country had been the economic and moral powerhouse of 
the world that saved the world from fascist dictatorship with the power of its dedication and 
logistics. This was possible only because our country stood on its founding tradition to 
promote the general welfare of humanity as a reflection of the Principle of Universal Love. 
What we had in terms of humanist commitment in the world, at this time, Sylvia, to defeat 
fascism with, has long since been destroyed. There is nothing left of it. What was once the most 
potent cultural force in civilization, the American culture, built on the Principle of Universal 
Love, which itself had been put on the map in the cultures of Europe and Asia, in Islam, in 
Christianity and in Judaism, exists no more. It's all been destroyed in the service of imperial 
fascism under the mantle of its deep reaching cultural warfare that takes the humanity out of a 
people. The only power that remains against that is the Principle of Universal Love and the 
commitment by a few daring pioneers like Steve and Ushi in Germany, and Nic and Olive in 
Russian, to build a renaissance on that principle from the grassroots level up. I think I can also 
count us among them, including you. I also count this now unfolding renaissance as a greater 
unfolding power than all the logistical and moral might that America once had, and all the 
courage of the Russian people who bore the brunt of the fascist menace during World War II. I 
am saying this for the simple reason that the Principle of Universal Love is now unfolding at 
the grassroots level for the first time in history. It is no longer brought to the scene in a round 
about way. It is now the center of the scene. In fact it now IS the scene. That scene is destined 
to become the global scene."
      "That's something to celebrate!" said Sylvia. "So we won't be fighting the whole world to 
make it a better place. We'll be simply uplifting it into the new light of a higher sense of 
humanity."
      "I think, it is truly as simple as that," I said and hugged her again. "I can say that, because 
fascism isn't a qualitative state that people choose like a career, it is a non-qualitative state, a 
state of corruption-induced idiocy that results when everything human is taken away. This 
emptying out of society has been carried out on a massive scale. Entertainment has become 
fascist. Religions have become fascist. Governments have become fascist. Ideologies have 
become fascist. The watchword has become, to kill. Even finance and business have become 
fascist, also healthcare where human life no longer matters much in comparison with the 'cost' 
of maintaining it, has become fascist. So you see, the policy of fascist tension is everywhere. Of 
course, some of it goes back millennia, especially in the arena of the sexual division of 
mankind. Marriage has been turned into an environment of tension eons ago in order to 



maintain the universal sexual division of mankind. Some religions have enforced the isolation 
with the death penalty, especially in early ages, and some still do. That's a form of fascism, too, 
killing people, isolating people. As I said, the policy of fascist tension has become so common 
that it is now visible everywhere, especially in politics that has become a hotbed of deadly 
covert operations, covert assassinations, terrorist actions, and so forth. Things are crackling all 
around the world, and more and more so militarily. All of that is the outward face of fascism, 
of a people having been emptied within. The wonderful thing about fascism is that it is not a 
qualitative state that one has to fight to defeat, but is a non-qualitative state, a lack of quality, 
which is curable. While we can't fight fascism on its home ground and hope to win there, 
because fascism acts like a black hole in space that corrupts every effort, we can help fill the 
emptiness that causes it. Our love for our humanity is a profound resource for that. In fact, the 
Principle of Universal Love is a powerhouse in that regard. If you can think of something that 
has a greater potential, I want to hear about it."
      Sylvia shook her head. "That was nicely said, Peter. Still, I suspect you might think 
differently if we faced Hitler's Nazi fascism today. You wouldn't talk about a renaissance, you 
would be running and hiding from the fascist beasts. We all would run and hide." 
      "Of course, Sylvia, I would be running and hiding. Once the critical mass is reached the 
whole thing blows up everywhere in a nuclear-bomb-type chain-reaction. Then nothing can 
stop the conflagration of fascism until it burns itself out. We have already seen what this 
means. Hitler could have been stopped. He was clobbered at the polls in 1932. However, the 
world's imperial game masters loved his taste for fascism, and they loved the little Austrian, a 
man with an empty heart who was easily bought. Hitler was literally bought for a song by the 
imperials of the time. They poured in a bit of money into his coffers and got their puppet into 
power. However, the little puppet hadn't been bought by them to make Germany a great 
nation that Hitler had boasted in public, he would create. He was bought as a servant of the 
empire to destroy Germany and Russia together, and he obeyed. The biggest mistake that 
Hitler ever made was to start that war that he was 'hired' for to start. Starting a war has never 
produced anything good for anyone in history, nor was Hitler 'hired' with the intentions to do 
good, but to light those flames of war that the imperials wanted. If Hitler had been smart 
enough to see through the fascist imperial game plan, he would have seen that there was 
nothing in it for Germany. He would have realized that Germany would lose its best educated 
and skilled people by the millions, and would lose all of its industries that were among the 
most advanced in the world, and that it would lose its deeply humanist culture. Indeed, if 
Hitler would have seen all of this, and he would have had his humanity not been stolen from 
him by the fascist ideology that he embraced, he could have turned the tide for the advance of 
civilization instead of its destruction. In this case he would have linked Germany up with the 
economic humanist miracle that Franklin Roosevelt had started in America, and would have 
linked Germany up with Russia and China to spread the world's greatest economic miracle 
across the entire Eurasian continent. He would have made Germany into a major hub of the 
Eurasian-American transportation network that would have linked Europe, Africa, and Asia 
via a Bering Strait Tunnel complex with the American continents, staging the greatest 
worldwide development period in human history. The process of creating the Ice Age 
Renaissance would have started at this point. That is precisely what the little man was hired to 



wreck, and he did succeed to serve his masters well. After he succeeded and run his course he 
killed himself while mankind has lost a hundred years in its preparation for the coming Ice 
Age. The hundred million human lives that were destroyed in this process of the greatest 
manmade catastrophe in history may still proof to have been minuscule in comparison to the 
tragedies that might ensue if the lost hundred years will be missing in the end in mankind's 
preparing the world for the coming Ice Age. Indeed, this delayed effect might have been the 
deeply hidden reason for organizing World War II. As improbable as this might seem, these 
are the kind of games that are hatched in the imperial mansions behind gilded doors in utmost 
secrecy, by stone-hard men and women. The Global Warming Doctrine appears to be the latest 
renewed attempt to achieve this goal with the empire's modern massive drive to wreck the 
global economy and prevent mankind from preparing the world for the Ice Age at this now 
critical time, which might be our last opportunity."
      Sylvia stopped me. "Do you know what you are saying?" she said. "You are saying that the 
Global Warming Doctrine is the modern equivalent to World War II."
      "I am saying that World War III started in 1975 when the Global Warming Doctrine was 
imposed on the world," I said to Sylvia, facing her in utmost secrecy. "Evidence suggests that 
the Global Warming War, or World War III, was organized by the same imperial establishment 
that organized World War II, and this probably from the same imperial mansions and from 
behind the same gilded doors, and again in utmost secrecy, concocted by stone-hard men and 
women."
      "If what you are suggesting is true, we are loosing this war again," said Sylvia, looking 
astonished. "The whole world is playing into the game master's hand, just as Hitler had and 
other nations that he had 'inspired.'"
      "What I am saying appears to be true, Sylvia," I replied. "What other reason would there be 
for the imperials to launch this Global Warming War? It has been fully known for 150 years 
already that the Earth has been subjected to Ice Age conditions for the last two million years 
already, probably longer, that are interrupted every 100,000 years for a brief warm-spell of 
roughly 10,500 years, like the one we are in now that is coming to an end. All of this has been 
known prior to World War II. Why then would they launch this Global Warming World War 
III? Why would they lie about the global warming trend that started 300 years ago when the 
Earth began to come out of the last Little Ice Age? Why would they launch a big hype about a 
warming trend that galactic forces caused and which started long before any industrial 
pollutants were in the atmosphere. Why would they be hiding all the scientific opposition, if 
their project wasn't to wreck mankind's last chance to prepare itself for the coming Ice Age?"
      "Isn't the answer obvious?" said Sylvia. "The Imperial World would vanish at the dawn of 
the resulting New Renaissance World. The imperials can't allow this to happen. It's as simple 
as that, isn't it?"
     "In an Ice Age World, Sylvia, in which only one-tenth of the present population level of the 
world might possibly be maintained by natural means, which is doubtful at best, the world 
population would be small enough that it would be controlled forever in a primitive feudal 
setting. I hope I am wrong, Sylvia, but I think this might be the imperials' long term goal for 
their survival, and their only hope, really. That is why they must prevent an Ice Age 
Renaissance. World War II was probably the first element of that long-term goal. It was 



certainly required for the Empire's survival in the short term at this time."
      "Are you aware that you are talking about the intention of an empire to cause the death of 
five billion people?" said Sylvia and started to walk again.
      "Actually, that might be ten billion by then, which may have in 100 years time. That is what 
I am trying to tell you, Sylvia, we must prevent from being wiped out," I replied.
      "Unless we are facing a fascist critical mass of insanity in the sort term," said Sylvia, "at 
which a 'nuclear explosion' occurs that the mankind won't be able to recover from. I am talking 
about something bigger than just the death of five billion, or ten billion people. I am talking 
about the end of civilization and the end mankind, at least as we know it with its present 
potential for creating an Ice Age Renaissance."
      "A big nuclear war now would certainly end mankind's opportunity for creating a nuclear 
fusion powered world," I said in total agreement. "The Global Warming World War III appears 
to be designed to force mankind into a primitive future in which the global oil supplies are 
exhausted and nuclear fusion will likely forever remain an unrealizable dream, which cannot 
be created without large-scale economic infrastructures that are required to support the 
technologies. That is what we still have, which are about to squander, Sylvia, just like Hitler 
squandered the greatest opportunity that Germany ever had. Hitler would have transformed 
the Eurasian continent into an economic and humanist paradise, which the continent had the 
potential to become, had the fascist critical mass not been reached at this time. Indeed, Hitler's 
take-over was nearly prevented. There were powerful people in Germany's government 
committed to the continent-wide economic development in conjunction with the FDR develop 
in the USA. The imperials however, were equally as committed to prevent that, and they won. 
Hitler became the idea stooge that could be trusted to play the role of a fascist fool. He was 
hired for this role and he played it well, because as a fascist he was not be able to see the 
greatest and brightest opportunity of the century that was unfolding before his very eyes, 
which would have made him the hero of the Eurasian Renaissance. We are facing the same 
fascist escalation towards the critical mass being promoted out of the imperial camps, with 
probably the same results. Hitler's fascist emptiness assured the imperial masters his loyalty to 
them, and his blindness to the grand opportunity of a Eurasian Renaissance, which he thereby 
squandered. Don't we see the same fascist blindness again all over in the most powerful 
leaders, picked for the same purpose, Sylvia, promoted out of the same imperial camps? Had 
Hitler been a sane human being he would have turned every empire on the planet to dust. 
There simply would not have been any place for an empire to survive in an age of that 
unfolding universal renaissance. Instead, he destroyed everything that existed and every 
chance that mankind had and rebuilt if for a long time to come, and thereby endangered the 
whole of mankind perhaps for all times to come. In order to assure that mankind's greatest 
opportunity at this time would be squandered, fascism had been openly promoted to reach 
critical mass, with a lot of help from the imperial circles in America. With this massive help, 
eventually several nations bought into the fascist corruption by its shiny lies and empty 
dreams, nations like Italy, Spain, Japan, and so forth. Somewhere near this time the critical 
mass began exploding. Thus, instead of an Eurasian Renaissance unfolding, a vast orgy of 
destruction was unleashed in which over fifty million people from over fifty nations of the 
world lost their life while large areas of the Eurasian world were reduced to rubble. That was 



the intended outcome for which Hitler was bought and brought in. He even over-succeeded 
and attacked the empire itself. That's the outcome of fascism that Hitler delivered as promised. 
However, Sylvia, that was then. Now things are worse with the returning Ice Age looming on 
the horizon, which mankind is not allowed to prepare itself for. Can you now see why our 
project in developing the Principle of Universal Love into a grassroots renaissance movement 
that needs to become supercritical is so crucial, and why your help in this process is so deeply 
appreciated by me, and may soon be appreciated by many others too?"
      "I've never dreamed in my entire life that I would be drawn into something that big," said 
Sylvia. "I take it, in modern times we have many new Hitler's applying for the same old job."
      "They have already been hired, Sylvia, and put in charge of the world's greatest nations like 
the USA, or Israel, or Palestine, or Germany, or Russia and so forth. China too, had its brand of 
fascist monsters that provided a bitter foretaste of what 'cultural revolution' means, instead of 
a cultural renaissance. China miraculously survived its fascist era. Germany did not and is 
trending towards fascism again. Israel, Palestine, Iraq, and the USA may likewise not survive 
once their own fascination with fascism exceeds the critical mass. Nor do the imperial game 
masters intend for any of them to survive, as in Hitler's days. That's not a part of their plan."
      "These nations presently serve the imperial plan as sacrificial elements," said Sylvia. "That 
is what I mean with fascism crackling everywhere. Germany never recovered from World War 
II to its former potential and may soon drown in fascism again. Today's aspiring fascist nations 
will most likely follow the same path to national suicide that Germany had once trod as a 
willing pioneer in the process."
      "So what's holding fascism back in our time, from reaching the critical mass as it threatens 
to explode?" said Sylvia quietly. "We are only two people, with the other four added that 
makes six. Our own renaissance movement is only one day old and is far from being critical. 
What can those people do? I'm tempted to feel so impotent. What you are offering as the hope 
of mankind looks like a joke to me," she said and began to laugh.
      "Well, that's all there is," I said. "No one can solve this global crisis that is deeply anchored 
in the growing greed-based fascism around the world, and overturn it as a political project. 
You have to reach deeper into people's humanity and uplift it with its own built-in principle, 
the Principle of Universal Love. That's the only hope mankind has got."
      Sylvia looked at me and shook her head.
      "That's all we've got," I repeated. "But we can do this, Sylvia. Don't despair! For starters, we 
can inspire an earthquake of universal love. As challenging and as difficult as this may seem, it 
can be done. What else is there that might prevent today's fascism from exploding into an orgy 
of violence that destroys civilization altogether? Humanity and fascism are opposites. Fascism 
is a lack of humanity. I think we can eradicate fascism if we pull all the stops out against the 
Principle of Universal Love that is the foundation of our civilization, anchored in mankind's 
universal humanity. That is what we must do in every respect, even to survive in the near 
term. Right now the greatest world-financial collapse in history is in progress. It might blow 
out soon or in a few decades from now, but it will blow up the imperial's system of feudal 
fascism that is adding evermore instability to the world-financial system towards it's own 
critical mass of insanity. That critical mass, too, can be prevented with the Principle of 
Universal Love by nationalizing and reorganizing the entire world-financial system globally, 



in a comprehensive bankruptcy proceeding that protects pensions, industries, and the 
economic infrastructures for human living. That, too, must be done, since the global system is 
already bankrupt and cannot be saved in its present form. That reorganization too, is possible, 
but it takes a profound grassroots-renaissance movement to develop the broad universal 
support for it. Failing that, the presently hyper-destabilized system will go supercritical and 
explode like an atomic bomb into worldwide economic destruction and poverty, as we have 
never seen before, and that nobody can foresee how it might end. Only a broad based 
universal love by humanity for itself can prevent this. That is exactly the kind of renaissance of 
universal love that we started in East Germany, that I saw some evidence of in Russia, and that 
we are developing right here. All we need to do is pull out all the stops. If the imperial citadel 
of the private financial ownership of the world falls on its face, all it takes is a broad-based 
grassroots renaissance of universal love to hold back the ravishing fascism that won't be far 
behind the crumbling façade of imperialism aiming to resurrect it. This means that what we 
doing right now is crucial, and not just in terms of preparing for an Ice Age."
      "You may be right, Peter," said Sylvia quietly. "I see no other option but to shut down the 
worldwide regime of fascist tensions, and fascist looting. None but a society of sublime human 
beings can diffuse this dangerous fission of fascism and shut it down. You're right. We can't 
fight fascism itself by any form of force. We would never win. We would have to lower 
ourselves to the same level at which fascism rules to fight it, whereby we would become 
impotent. But we can 'pollute' fascism with love and disable it." Sylvia began to laugh at her 
own idea. "That sounds funny, Peter, doesn't it, love becoming a 'pollutant' to make fascism 
unfissionable? That's like sunshine 'polluting' a world of darkness."
      "It's more than that, Sylvia. Love is not a pollutant. It is the native air of our humanity that 
enriches what is touched by it. It takes away the emptiness of the empty people that have 
become fascist. It inspires them to reclaim their humanity. That's precisely what we are doing 
in embracing the Principle of Universal Love. We don't stoop as low as combating fascism, but 
we embrace the Principle of Universal Love that enriches our humanity, and with it we enrich 
one-another whereby fascism looses its foothold and falls never to rise again. That is how we 
win the Three Hundred Years War and the Three Thousand Years War all at the same time."
      "Except we shouldn't do this out of fear," said Sylvia. "It is illogical to love out of fear."
      I reached my hand out to her. "Congratulation," I said with a smile on my face. "Now you 
might be able to resolve the paradox in Mozart's, The Marriage of Figaro," I said to her. "At 
first glance we seemed to be asked, is the grass really greener outside the marriage fence? The 
Count proclaims that it is when he pours his heart out, being deeply in love with Susanna, the 
bride of one of his servants. It seems that Mozart suggest that the grass is indeed greener in the 
sphere of universal love, because he gives the Count the most beautiful music to sing, with 
which to express his heartfelt love. With this music Mozart also touches the audience deeply 
and draws an echo in the heart that comes from the Soul. Thus he touches briefly on something 
that is real, but which shouldn't be real according to general perception. From that Mozart 
takes the scene back to the relative emptiness that is in accord with the general perception of 
love as something much smaller and circumscribed. However, the audience doesn't get away 
that easily. The audience takes the paradox home with it, where it tries to resolve it. It is 
moved by the brightness of a love that it should abhor, but feels the emptiness instead of the 



small conventional world that it should regard as bliss. As far as I know, Sylvia, no one of the 
audience has yet openly resolved the puzzle. It appears that the puzzle has remained 
unresolved for all those two hundred years since it has been put onto the table. Now, what is 
your take on this, Sylvia? Is the grass really greener in the realm of universal love as Mozart's 
music suggest?"
      "You expect me to say that it is," Sylvia replied. "But is it really? Logically it shouldn't be, 
but my heart, too, tells me that it should be."
      "Your answer can only have one meaning then," I said to her.
      "I guess it must mean that in the Count's case a higher sense of love is involved," said 
Sylvia. "No other explanation adds up, doesn't it?"
      "I think you are not reaching far enough," I interjected. "Let me ask you this. Are we talking 
about a higher sense of love unfolding in the universal domain, which the Count ventured 
into, or are we talking about a case where the real face of love is unfolding? Could it not be 
that the real face of love unfolds only in the universal domain? If love is truth, its nature must 
be universal, since truth is universal. This means that love might really be found only in the 
universal domain, since its principle is universal. This makes the Count's love, which Mozart 
renders as being exceptional and extraordinary, the only case of real love in the opera and a 
rare occurrence in the real world."
      "Oh my God, Peter, do you realize what you are saying?" said Sylvia. "You are saying that 
in comparison to the Count's love for Susanna every other case of love is a case of privatized 
love, which doesn't measure up to real thing and may not be love at all, and is ultimately 
inconsequential. Is that why the whole world has become stuck and left the scene open to 
fascism?"
      "That appears to be the reason why Mozart made the Count's love song so beautiful, 
because it was a celebration of real love that is by its very nature truly profound," I said to her.
      "Are you saying that we may not be loving at all until we experience love in the universal 
domain, as universal love?" said Sylvia. "Is this why you are so confident that our grassroots 
renaissance of universal love can take the wind out of the sails of fascism, because it is 
something that is real, profound, and supported be one of the greatest universal principle, 
which we have never even tried to turn into a renaissance before. That is why it have has never 
been seen before, or its efficacy been achieved before, because it implementation has never 
truly been attempted before.
      I nodded. "And that, Sylvia, is what mankind has been corrupted to block with all its might 
for millennia," I said to her. "We have created a world for ourselves without love in which 
fascism has been able to grow unopposed. This tells me that when the Count's song becomes 
our song, a sea change might begin to erupt across the world that drowns out fascism in the 
light of the sunrise of universal love unfolding on the horizon."
      Sylvia nodded in reply and hugged me close to her and began to cry momentarily.

      With the mall and its wide open spaces framed by the brooding presence of government 
structures behind us, the unfolding scene became 'smaller,' the streets narrower, the houses 
drabber, except on the brightly lit streets that appeared like rivers of commerce in some places. 
We mixed with the flow of those rivers amidst crowds that moved about apparently without 



aim or purpose. Myriad forms advertising tried to capitalize on the aimless wanderers' 
apparent lack of purpose. Like fishermen by the river dangling their worms and shiny 
reflectors before the fish, which always seem to float without a purpose that they are conscious 
of, the commercial establishments dangled their lures in great designs that sometimes ended 
with the word "Palace." One started with the word "Temple." However, it seemed that the 'fish' 
in these nightly rivers of commerce came with an apparent disadvantage that the fish in real 
rivers didn't have. Sylvia pointed this out to me when we came to a place that advertised itself 
as the "Temple of Unrequited Love."
      "What do you suppose that means?" she asked.
      "Well, it could be a bar, a dance hall, a strip joint, a theatre, anything of the kind that 
capitalizes on a human condition that the fish in the Potomac River would know nothing 
about."
      "It might a temple dedicated to the poverty of the rich," said Sylvia and began to laugh.
      "Or it's a temple dedicated to the poverty of the impotent?" I added.
      I told Sylvia Erica's story that takes the concept several steps farther. Erica was abducted 
one dark night after an evening class at the university in Leipzig. A man had followed her and 
forced her into a building that he apparently knew would be empty. She decided that it might 
be too dangerous to fight the man off, while it would cost her far less to let him have what he 
obviously needed. She told me that at first the man had covered her mouth so that she couldn't 
scream, and then when she didn't struggle to fight him off he covered her mouth with his lips 
to steal a kiss, which she let him have willingly. That's when she felt him 'explode' in his pants 
by which the tensions suddenly drained away.
      He apologized to her profusely. He even asked her for a date before he walked away, 
which she refused of course. However, she felt ashamed afterwards about her refusal to fulfill 
an apparent deep unfulfilled need. She had replied to him that he was an intelligent person 
and should therefore be able to establish many friendships with many women. His response 
had been that he had found only closed doors. She felt sad for him afterwards, being alone 
again, while she waited at the streetcar stop.
      She had told me that she felt sad that society had become so poor in its games that this man 
went starving amidst a sea of plenty. But mostly she felt sad and ashamed of herself that she 
found herself no different than the rest of society. Why couldn't she have offered the man a 
date in a public place for a cup of coffee and a chat? She was ashamed suddenly at realizing 
how little this gesture would have cost her, and how much it would have meant to him as an 
acknowledgement of him as a human being. It might have given him the courage not to give 
up hope.

      "That's quite a story," said Sylvia. "That really happened?"
      "Apparently so," I replied. "I'm sure she didn't make this up. No one would invent such an 
unbelievable story."
      "But Peter, that's a story about pity, not love. Aren't pity and love contradictory terms? One 
can't really love out of pity, can one?"
      "Isn't that a bit like asking why elephants fly?" I said to her. "I think the distinction that you 
are referring to between pity and love is invalid. Elephants don't fly. This fact makes that 



question invalid, just as is yours. If Erica had not been moved by a deeply rooted sense of love 
for a fellow human being, and had not felt him worthy to be enveloped in love as a human 
being, for what reason then would she have agonized over that incidence and her inability to 
respond with a loving gesture? Isn't that what the man had really asked for? She realized 
afterwards that she would have enjoyed responding in such a loving manner, and would have 
found it enriching. And what about the man? Why should his love that had been starved, have 
been countered with closed doors to make him as desperate as he became?"
      "Why don't we go in and see what the 'Temple of Unrequited Love' has in store for us?" 
said Sylvia.
      "It probably has no bearing on Erica's case," I said, but I agreed that it was intriguing. It 
seemed to be a place for dancing. I saw pictures of a dance floor and a band in one of the 
display windows. Thus, arm in arm, we lined up at the Temple's entrance. The cover charge of 
five dollars each promised live music. More enticing, however, was the inscription on a banner 
that loomed at the rear wall above another gallery of photographs. The banner was strung 
high above the two doorways that were the entrances to the dance hall.
      "Please dance with a stranger," was printed in silver letters on a wide red band. No one 
could not have seen the banner and its message that had been strung across the wall from 
corner to corner as if it were a condition for entering.
      Surprisingly the place was crowded, considering that we came quite early in the evening. 
Half the space in the hall was devoted to the dance floor and the band, with a sea of small 
tables and chairs surrounding the main attraction. Actually, the main attraction were the 
people themselves. We found a tiny table in an obscure corner of the place, but we barely got 
there when Sylvia became the attraction for a neatly dressed Spanish looking man. "May I have 
the honor to dance with the lady?" he said to both of us and bowed to Sylvia. Sylvia said yes 
and smiled and followed the man. 
      Before I realized what happened I was invited too. Seconds later I found myself on the 
dance floor facing a total stranger, but she wasn't like a stranger at all. We were moving with 
the music in a flow of rhythms and gestures and sounds that became our dance, and she and I 
became one with the flow of the music and the center of it, so it seemed.
      The woman who invited me was rather 'ordinary' looking in the general sense, but looking 
closely I noticed a faint familiarity in the features of her face that reminded me of the fabled 
Odo from a TV fantasy situated at a remote outpost at the edge of civilized space. As the dance 
progressed the familiarity broadened. But there the familiarity ended. Her moves, her 
reactions to the music, her faint shy smile and secret smug grin of satisfaction in the enjoyment 
of the dance, were far from ordinary and familiar. They mirrored in many ways my own 
responses in the 'whirlwind' of the dance, which seemed all new.
     She was of a freckled complexion that she managed to make her suite well in the way she 
dressed. Nor did she try to hide the fact that the freckles extended deep down to her breasts. 
To the contrary, her deep cut dress was not designed to hide anything. She was proud to be 
herself just the way she was and stood tall with her red-brown hair tied high rather than 
hanging down loosely. She had a faintly exotic, Hungarian, and down to earth kind of look 
about her. She became a puzzle in that sense that became constantly more complex and 
intriguing.



      I felt lucky to be in a dance with her that made it quite acceptable from me to 'drink in' that 
wonderful sight before me, with looks that might otherwise be construed as staring. Dancing 
allows this deeper inward looking with an unfolding embrace of her that was constantly 
broadening. It struck me that this is what the dance might have been intended to evoke, 
breaking the barriers of the universal apartheid of so-called civility.
      It seemed to me in the flow of the dance that the 'deeper' I looked, the more I found and 
echo of myself unfolding in her, an echo of our common humanity in which we stand side by 
side with one-another as human beings, so that I found myself enriched by her expression of it. 
For a moment I dreaded the thought that the dance would end, after which the normal 
apartheid would resume that covers so much of the world's social scene.
      I wondered, while we danced, whether the universal apartheid that made no sense at this 
moment had been invented in distant ages to prevent that kind of echo of ourselves in the flow 
of 'touching' one-another and in the deep satisfaction that it stirs within the sense of wonder 
resulting in the profound realization that we do indeed all stand side by side as human beings. 
The broader unfolding of this realization would have endangered any imperial structure. It 
seemed to me that the death penalty had been needed in ancient times to enforce the apartheid 
in its early stages. It seemed to me that the death penalty was later relaxed when the apartheid 
had become self-enforcing in countless different ways just as the Brahmanic genocide became 
apparently a self-enforcing impetus in distant ages in India.
      The woman that I danced with told me between songs that her name is Maria-Ilona. She 
invited me to continue to dance with her for a few more songs. I told her my name with a 
smile and assured her that one more dance would be "heaven," and then another, and still 
another, would cement that heaven in place in my memories. Her smile in reply lit up the dim 
dance floor.
      It seemed to me that our dancing was happening not on a dance floor, really, but in Helen's 
lateral lattice of human hearts, all linked to one-another by strands of love through which we 
find a reflection of ourselves in one-another as we share a common universal humanity and a 
common universal human Soul that comes to light in us in our unique individuality. It seemed 
as if the flow of our dancing was carrying us ever deeper into an aimless exploration of 
ourselves in the flow of the light of these fibers of love of the lateral lattice.
      At the end of the sixth dance we returned to the little table to where Sylvia and the Spanish 
man, who gave his name as Alejo, had just come back to, themselves, equally as exhausted as 
we were.
      "That's the trouble with this place," Alejo commented. "It wears a fellow out." He suggested 
that we might all find the atmosphere more relaxing at "Aladdin's Palace" across the street 
where the music is quiet and the atmosphere more intimate and conducive for conversation. 
We all simply nodded.

      Alejo was right, Aladdin's Palace was quiet. What the Temple of Unrequited Love lacked 
on decor, Aladdin's Palace had in abundance. We entered an oriental world that spoke of a 
thousand tales of sun drenched desserts, gilded palaces, snake charmers, pirates selling 
priceless treasures for a song amidst adventures in silk, interwoven with images of flying 
carpets. The music fitted the atmosphere created by the decoration that took one out of the 



present into a magical realm of a distant age that existed only in the shadows of imaginary 
tales. The drinks, though, were from the present world. Still the Grand Marnier seemed exotic 
enough to apply to both worlds.
      "Let me tell you tale," said Sylvia, "in which the kind of dancing that I had experienced 
would have made a world of a difference."
      Maria-Ilona suggested that the place we were in was perfect for storytelling. Alejo agreed. 
So it was that Sylvia leaned back and began by saying that her story appeared to have been 
from an equally distant age. She had heard the story being told in a theatre in China. She said 
that the story had come to mind while she and Alejo were dancing. She said that her tale is 
about a tragedy that resulted from the lack of a wider vision and has something to do with one 
being able to see both sides of a coin before its face value can be determined.
      "That's the issue here in our present world," she said, "isn't it?" She added that this is 
something that very few people are able to do or do well. She said that the tale has something 
to do with that, and with the goodness of living and its fragility.
      She said that the tale is that of a woman who had married a princely man, both by stature 
and by intelligence, and also by his manly looks and strength. But the man was not a prince. 
He was a soldier, and as a soldier he was killed in war like many others in countless wars. 
However, the woman who mourned for him carried their child. In time the child was born and 
grew up in her arms and became a beautiful boy, wrapped in the tenderness of her care and 
her love.
      As the boy grew older he displayed evermore of the attributes of his father so that the 
woman's love for him became the very reason for her living. She longed for no other love. Her 
life was fulfilled in the happiness of those years.
      Then came the years of famine. The boy was twelve. A great migration began that many 
people undertook in the hope that they might escape the worst of the famine. She and her son 
were among them. One day, in the throng of the escape her son was stolen from her side. 
Many children were stolen in those days, to become laborers for somebody else.
      Grief-stricken to the deepest recesses of her soul the woman refused to marry again. She 
had many suitors, since she was attractive as a person and still young, but her heart was too 
heavy with grief and fear. She feared that she would not survive another lost love. She felt it 
would be better not to love again than having to bear the pain of loosing once more all that she 
had lived for. Instead of marrying, she made it her quest to find her lost boy.
      As the years passed, however, her fading hope weakened her heart. She became more and 
more hateful and trusted no one. She hated especially the people who stole. Unfortunately, as 
the times were hard, many people resorted to stealing from one-another. Indeed, she herself 
had suffered hunger on several occasions, when thieves had broken into her home and had 
stolen her living.
      As time went by the villagers set up patrols to protect themselves from the thieves, nor did 
they deal kindly with whoever got caught. One day, the woman herself encountered a thief. 
She confronted the man on the spot, right in her own cottage. She screamed at him, but 
realized there was no one nearby to offer her help. Without wasting a moment she confronted 
the man in a rage of up-welling anger and grasped a knife and thrust it in him without 
thinking. It all happened in a flash of a whirlwind of uncontrollable emotions. Moments later 



the man lay on the floor in pain, grasping at his stomach, gasping for air, asking her for 
forgiveness. As she kneeled down to him she noticed a birthmark under his left ear that 
identified him as her son. She saw the birthmark as she lifted his head off the floor to give him 
a cup of water, which he had requested. The birthmark was uncommon. It was the same as 
that of her son. She embraced her son while he died. She knew she would have embraced him 
for his whole life even as a thief. She would have cried for him and let her love heal him. Now 
she could cry no more.

      "How would the dancing have made a difference in that story?" asked Alejo after a few 
moments of silence.
      "No!" said Sylvia. "I won't tell you how it would make a difference. You have it within you 
to know that answer yourself. So, let me challenge you to tell it to me." 
      "Unconditional, universal love is not an easy thing," commented Maria-Ilona. "We may 
never pass the test. This means we must be patient and gentle with one-another if we fail." I 
nodded and hugged her for the answer.
      In order to give Alejo some time to respond to Sylvia, I told everybody that I had a story of 
my own to tell. I had heard the story told in Baghdad. It's from a time long before the 
Caliphates came to be, and before the great empires that preceded them. From this distant time 
a story is kept alive about one of the early kings.
      Among the families of the kings was a wise prince who in time became king himself. As 
king he ruled in an oppressed kingdom that was kept under the thumb of the mightiest empire 
in that region. But even while still being a prince, the royal heir developed a great love for his 
kingdom and his people. His love was such that it had also inspired his people's love for one-
another. Later, after he became the ruler of the land he hired the best poets and musicians that 
he could find, to compose songs of love with such purity and power as would be needed to 
inspire a revolution for the freedom of the kingdom from its imperial oppressor.
      It turned out that the revolution succeeded. The people became free. Except, in the 
euphoria of their freedom the songs of love that had inspired them to grasp their freedom had 
drifted into the background and soon vanished from sight and mind. Other songs, songs of 
greed, replaced them. In their greed the people became oppressors themselves, of one-another, 
and this in more cruel ways than the imperial oppressors had oppressed them before.
      It was in this period of darkness that a holy man started to sing the old songs again before 
the king. He sang them without a comment and without a prayer, as none of these were 
needed since the king understood the message of the holy person. But who of the people of the 
kingdom would sing those songs again? The king asked the holy man, but received no answer. 
He longed to know if it was possible once more for anyone in the kingdom to inspire the 
people with songs of love for freedom in the darkness of their deepest depression, when the 
darkness of their depression was deemed to be light and freedom.
      The king received no answer to his questions. He determined that new songs should be 
written, but who of his people could write such songs in the darkness of the perversion that 
the people considered a panacea?
      As it turned out, the king never found the answer to his puzzle. He died shortly thereafter 
by the sword of an assassin. The king took the puzzle with him to his grave.



      The question, thus, remains still to be answered.
      "Shall the same be said of us?" Sylvia added.
      "Perhaps it was too late in the story to write the new songs after the perversion had gone 
too deep," I replied. "Perhaps those new songs should have been written at the moment of 
victory that gave the kingdom its freedom. The new songs, then, should have raised the 
curtain still higher to inspire bonds of love in which people reach out to enrich one-another's 
life. Maybe there comes a point when it is too late to compose those songs and to sing them. 
Maybe it is too late for us too, to do the same today in our world as we face the gravest crisis 
since in history. Still, we must not give up hope. There always remains some hope if we uplift 
ourselves high enough, because the principles for gaining freedom and building a bright New 
World are forever the same, from the beginning of time and for evermore, waiting to be 
discovered and to be applied. They are as valid today as they have been for all times. 
Whatever human breakthroughs we expect to be possible in the future, will be possible 
because they were possible in the past. And so they are possible now."
      "This means that your story too, needs to be rewritten," said Maria-Ilona.
      I nodded and told everyone still another story to give us time to rewrite the endings that 
need to be rewritten.
      I told the story of a king whose people had become enslaved in another kingdom. They 
became enslaved in the very kingdom in which they had found refuge in earlier times when a 
great famine had parched their land. As guests they were honored at first, but soon they 
became slaves, and becoming slaves they were badly treated, especially in later years. Because 
of their now endless anguish, their own king found a way to free them from the land of their 
enslavers.
      By his wisdom, diplomacy, and spiritual leadership a great exodus was arranged. 
However, as the people left the land of their enslavers, on the way out, they began to riot and 
liberally loot their previous host to the point that they now possessed great properties in gold 
and jewels.
      As one might expect, they became corrupted by their golden properties. They created idols 
of gold. And as the idols grew their humanity became lost. They became worse than their 
masters had been. As a consequence, the king who had rescued them led them deep into a 
dessert and kept them there for thirty years until the older generation had all died, whose 
property ideology had prevented the people from forming a viable new nation. Only after the 
purge was complete, were the people allowed to go on and become a nation.

      "That's the story of the Israelis," said Sylvia.
      "If you refer to the State of Israel, the answer is no," I said to her. "If the state of Israel 
continues to pursue the path it has chosen, which is in some ways worse than that of their 
former oppressors, the state of Israel will destroy itself and its people with it. However, this is 
not what my story is about. My story is that of the Israelite's exit from Egypt in ancient times. 
The king is Moses. According to Scriptures, Moses kept the Israelites in a dessert for thirty 
years for the reason that the story explained. Apparently the people had corrupted themselves 
too deeply for any practical redemption to be possible."
      Sylvia nodded her head. "That's the challenge we face today, isn't it?" she asked. "We must 



ask ourselves if we are not already beyond the point of no return in our nuclear armed world 
wrecked with insanity and mired in reductionist thinking, for any practical redemption to 
happen that would allow us to create an new renaissance, or even an Ice Age Renaissance."
      I explained the Ice Age Renaissance part.
      "What do you think, Peter?" asked Maria-Ilona when I finished talking. "Has today's society 
already regressed beyond the point of any hope of becoming human again?"
      I suggested that this question needs to be asked again and again. I suggested however, that 
we have the tools today that weren't developed in Moses' times. "We have the scientific 
intellectual tradition of 2,500 years of humanist development to support us, with principles 
established that Moses might not even have dreamed of. By utilizing the best of this tradition 
society becomes indeed redeemable."
      "Just look at us today," said Sylvia. "Peter and I have come to realize that two opposite 
models exist for people relating to one-another, which we have recognized as a vertical and a 
lateral model. This world of two opposite models for relating to one-another reflects itself in 
the existence of also two opposite models for marriage. As a society we have lived under an 
imperial vertical or hierarchical model for centuries. We have built on this model a hierarchical 
society. We have recognized this model to be imperial and fascist in nature, as it was required 
for supporting a hierarchical society. The present marriage doctrine was developed under this 
vertical model that evidently precedes Moses. This model isolates and divides society 
universally into the smallest possible spheres and creates an environment of tensions. It 
represents all the features of the imperial vertical model. It renders the human being small, 
weak, even evil and impotent, and of such a low quality that society is deemed to be in need to 
be ruled over by a superior sovereign or an elite authority such as the church. This imperial 
vertical-model reflects itself in a marriage model that is extremely small and confined, 
encumbered with ironclad limits, supposedly to confine the evil tendency of the human being 
within the smallest sphere of private living, especially in the sexual domain. By this process 
the whole of society became fractured, privatized, and isolated. That has been done so that 
society won't interfere with the hierarchical system, but becomes a part of it. That is what we 
see today on the political horizon. However, the entire imperial vertical model and the 
mythology that it rests on, is a perversion of what is true about the human being and our 
humanity. The natural model for mankind relating to one-another reflects a society of human 
beings existing laterally side by side, and by no means as little entities. In the lateral model we 
discover ourselves as the tallest species of life in our universe, endowed with incredible 
capacities and potential for good in our self-development. By this natural lateral model each 
human being comes to light like a sun with incredible brilliance, enriching the universe with 
light and life."
      "I see what you are getting at," said Maria-Ilona. "If we live by the lateral model, then our 
love for one-another doesn't unfold with the kind of the gravity of a black hole in space as it 
does in today's world and as it did in Moses' world. Instead, our love radiates outward from 
its infinite base, enveloping the universe. That's something that Moses probably wasn't aware 
of could even happen, and few today are. With that kind of love we can win our peace and 
freedom in today's precarious world that is identical to the one that Moses once faced, and for 
the same reason. Therefore, our solution is also his solution. That is how we rewrite that story."



      I applauded her. "That is also how we save civilization and mankind from an Ice Age 
collapse," I added. "We don't have the luxury today that Moses had, to wait for thirty years. 
The Ice Age is too close. We are running out of time already. We need to commit ourselves to a 
hundred years scientific, technological, and economic development cycle to maintain the 
global food supply in indoors facilities. If this development is delayed by thirty years, the Ice 
Age might overwhelm us before we are ready. We need to start the Ice Age Renaissance now."
      Alejo just shook his head.
      "I know what you are thinking," said Sylvia. "Forget global warming. The Global Warming 
Doctrine is a scientific fraud designed to hide the fact that we face the return of the Ice Age 
within a hundred years or slightly more. The imperial goal is to prevent the necessary Ice Age 
Renaissance in which no empire would survive. They sooner incur the destruction of nine-
tenth of mankind than let their imperial status become endangered. They own us, lock, stock, 
and barrel, just as the kings of old owned those people. But Alejo, I think we can foil their 
game this time and save mankind form an otherwise certain doom. Pete and I are committed 
to that."
      "Are you saying that this lateral model for human relationships, in which we all stand 
laterally side by side, also reflects itself in a corresponding marriage model?" interrupted 
Maria-Ilona and hugged me.
      "The Principle of Universal Love doesn't eradicate the marriage concept, as one might 
expect," I said to Maria-Ilona. "It doesn't destroy anything. It uplifts the marriage concept and 
makes it all-inclusive, or at least more inclusive. Only the ironclad boundaries fall away, which 
presently isolate us from one-another universally. If we make an effort to allow ourselves to 
live like human beings in full acknowledgement of our common humanity and our common 
universal human Soul, then we have nothing to hide and to confine, for which boundaries 
would be needed. In this lateral universal context the marriage model represents an infinite 
and progressive idea, a seed kernel for human development and the boundless embrace of the 
whole of humanity. It becomes universal in scope. It becomes a universal marriage."
      "It is no longer inward looking then, like a black hole that draws everything unto itself, as 
in today's world of universal privatization," replied Maria-Ilona. "Universal love and universal 
privatization are opposites by intent, aren't they?"
      The concept of marriage, as universal marriage, reflecting the Principle of Universal Love, 
appears to be designed to functions like a sun," said Sylvia. "It is designed to envelop the 
universe with light and with the warmth of our love for our universal humanity. It becomes 
out-flowing and ever expanding. I see a universal marriage unfolding where the specific form 
of a people's relationship to one-another no longer matters, where the form of relationships 
gives way to the principles of respect for one-another as human beings, to honor kindness, 
generosity, and love in its highest sense, to uplift civilization and make the world in which we 
live a richer and brighter place."
      "Are you saying that by embracing this natural universal marriage platform we can step 
away from the threshold of no return and find a way to rescue our civilization?" Alejo replied. 
"We could have an accidentally unfolding nuclear war tomorrow."
      "I think that would be the doom of mankind for all times to come," I interjected, "as it 
would destroy the chief resource for our needed Ice Age Renaissance. A large, highly 



developed, and economically well functioning society is required for starting that renaissance. 
If this resource is destroyed, it's game over for mankind. We are certainly justified to call 
today's preparation for nuclear war suicidal insanity. Unfortunately, nuclear was is what 
society is after. We are like the people in the kingdom who thought that their darkness is light 
and their self-enslavement is the mark of freedom." 
      "The Cold War has been well named," said Maria-Ilona. "We have become stone cold 
towards one-another and ourselves as a society that calls itself human beings. But how do we 
change the ending of Peter's story of the king who saw no hope and could find no one to write 
the new songs of love and freedom that needed to be written? Considering how precarious our 
present world situation is, we might have already stepped past the point of no return to where 
a rescue of ourselves is no longer possible."
       I told everybody that this very question about the threshold of no return had already been 
asked in ancient times. One finds traces of it in the earliest Scriptures. I referred to the 
Abraham story in which Abraham argued this very point in a dialog with God. The argument 
was about the impending destruction of the cities of Sodom and Gomorra. God suggested to 
Abraham that if fifty 'righteous' people could be found in these cities, the cities and the 
societies in them would survive. Abraham wasn't that optimistic. He suggested to God, that if 
perhaps only twenty upright people were to be found, would that not suffice? God agreed that 
this might be sufficient. Abraham asked again, what if there were only ten? God agreed again 
that this might possibly suffice. As it was, those ten didn't exist and the cities were self-
destroyed. The societies within them had lost their conditioning to survive.
      "This imaginary dialog of Abraham with God," I said, "explores the question that the king 
had asked, wondering if the needed new songs of freedom and love could be written by a 
corrupted people who considered their corruption into fascism to be a state of freedom and 
love." 
      Maria-Ilona suggested that the threshold seems to depend on the quality of the 
breakthrough that can be achieved.
      I suggested to her, that if a village below a dam that is breaking up were to contain one 
single person who can inspire all the others to open their eyes to the reality of their situation, 
whereby this single person would break the denial of everyone's belief in a security that 
doesn't exist, then the actions of this one person would prove to be sufficient to cause a 
movement in everyone's consciousness by which the village could be saved, because then the 
whole society would join hands to repair the dam or to fortify the village.
      "That's a kind of universal marriage, isn't it?" Sylvia interjected.
      "It all depends on igniting that spark of the Principle of Universal Love that inspires the 
right actions," interjected Maria-Ilona.
      "Universal love begins with the focus on the advantage of the other," said Sylvia. "Nothing 
more than that is needed in the village behind the dam, than this spark of universal love that 
marshals the needed resources to save the village."
      Sylvia suggested that the villagers might join hands to rebuild the dam, or drain the 
reservoir, or build a flood channel to protect the village when the dam breaks. She also 
suggested that none of that could possibly happen until the threshold is crossed by people in 
getting out of their state of denial of reality, which presently isolates the whole of mankind 



from its humanity and from each other as we see it almost everywhere today.
      Sylvia turned to Alejo, "have you figured out yet how my story of the woman who lost her 
son should have been written differently? That's a hard nut to crack, isn't it?"
      "Not for me it is," Alejo replied and grinned. "The story is a simple one, and so is the 
answer. The story tells us that a great famine erupted from which the people fled. In the course 
of fleeing the boy was abducted. What does this tell us about the people of that society? It tells 
us that the people were sloppy, small-minded, a bunch of thieves and slavers. A famine is 
never an act of nature, but the result of stupidity. They knew that the possibility for a famine 
was perpetually on the horizon, but they made no preparations for it. They might have built 
sufficient water supply infrastructures to water their fields. They also might have built 
storehouses to cover the deficiencies that would be incurred in the years ravished by pests. 
Obviously they didn't do that, just as Peter suggest we still fail to do today in preparing our 
world for the coming Ice Age. And the reason for the people's failure in the story, as far as I 
can tell, is not any bigger than their isolation and division from one-another as human beings. 
That isolation is evident by the fact that they stole from one-another and enslaved one-another. 
Isn't that the story of our present world? This means that the entire story starts out wrong, and 
of course by natural consequence it ends wrong. It probably reflects metaphorically mankind's 
entrance into the Ice Age under such conditions as we have today in which nine-tenth of 
mankind would perish, to the point that even the whole of mankind becomes extinct.
      "I wouldn't rewrite the ending of that story," Alejo continued. "I would rewrite the story at 
the very beginning and would establish within that society a copy of the Temple of Unrequited 
Love, as we find it across the street, and I would have it established with the same banner 
strung from wall to wall displaying the house rule that each person shall dance with a 
stranger. That temple would heal the society's lack of their love for each other. End of story. 
The rest would be a none-event not worthy of any special mention. It would be the same with 
resumption of the Ice Age in a well-prepared and well-functioning society."
      "What do you mean with saying 'would be'" I cut him off. "Shouldn't you have said, 'will 
be?' The thought of facing the Ice Age unprepared is unthinkable. The consequence would be 
unthinkable."
      "But that's what we are heading for," said Alejo.
      "Our humanity is too deep and too profound that we would fail ourselves by not creating 
the Ice Age Renaissance," I almost protested. "We will create the needed indoor agriculture 
that can support a ten billion population."
      "I see no movement in that direction," said Alejo.
      "That movement starts today," interjected Sylvia
      "Let me tell you a story which is true," said Maria-Ilona. "It is also a story for which the 
ending does not need to be rewritten, which only needs to be extended. The story is not about 
foreign lands. It begins right here in America. It begins barely a few hundred miles to the 
North of where we are, in a small town in New Hampshire, in Concord I think.

      It happened one day less than a hundred years ago that a woman lived in that town who 
was literally at the end of her rope. The woman was partially paralyzed and destitute. Her 
home life was in shambles to the point that it had become unbearable.



      She had decided that day to leave and never come back. As she hobbled to the railway 
station she met a crowd of people streaming the other way. While the people were passing by 
in the opposite direction, she reasoned that they must have come for something important. 
Why else would so many people come? With this thought she turned around and followed 
them as best as she could.
      She came to a wide open homestead at the edge of the town where she saw the crowd 
assembled, being addressed by a woman speaking to the people from a balcony. She drew 
near to listen, but having been slow in coming she stood far in the back, too far to hear what 
was being said.
      She began to cry for this once more added disappointment to the long train of 
disappointments that had been the story of her life. She felt that something important was 
being said that she now missed.
      When the people dispersed she hobbled back into town. It happened on her way back that 
as she crossed the street towards a vacant lot on the other side that she noticed a team of 
horses approaching. She stepped aside and watched.
      As the horses passed by and the carriage, she saw the same woman riding in the carriage 
that she had seen speaking from the balcony. She saw the woman looking at her with a warm 
and radiant expression. However, what she saw in that woman's face was more than just a 
radiance of emotions. It was a flow of love that defies description.
      She said later of that incidence that she had never seen that kind of love in any human face 
before or since, or had known such love to be possible. She also had discovered by the time 
that the carriage had driven out of sight that her paralysis had vanished. She was free, healed, 
and completely whole like any other human being. She returned to her home with joy and 
found her home-situation healed as well.
      "According to the woman's testimony," said Maria-Ilona, "that incidence really happened. 
But also something else had happened along this line, long before this day, almost four 
decades earlier. That part is even more profound," added Maria-Ilona.
      In another town in this same general era, this time in Massachusetts, a woman had slipped 
on an icy street and fallen. According to the doctors she had suffered a spinal injury, which 
they said would become fatal. As her situation worsened and she seemed near the end of her 
days she began to reason about the nature of universal principles. She reasoned that the 
healing works of Christ Jesus couldn't have been miracles, since miracles don't happen in the 
real world. So she reasoned that they must have resulted from the operation of universal 
principles that caused the massive healing work to be possible that Christ Jesus had 
accomplished so long ago. She reasoned that if this was the case, which it obviously was, then 
the same principles would still as valid in her time as they had been eighteen centuries earlier.
      The remarkable thing was that while she reasoned along these lines she found herself 
suddenly well. She was healed on the spot, on the very day that her minister had figured 
would be her last. The minister had seen her in the morning that day, in a hopeless state, and 
had promised to return after his service to prepare her for her death. When he returned, she 
was up and about, completely well, and opened the door for him.
      She devoted her life from that time on to discovering and exploring the science of the 
principles and processes that had caused her healing, which she later called, Christian Science.



      The woman lived for another forty-four years," said Maria-Ilona. "She wrote a textbook 
about the science that she created and set up a college for teaching the discovered principles of 
scientific mental healing. The process became widely practiced by many people in healing 
others. The woman also created a church to promote her created healing practice. Historians 
also tell us that she set a portion of each day aside for the healing of the ills of the world.
      "That woman was the woman in the carriage that had been seen by the paralyzed woman 
who was healed that day in the flow of a deeply embracing love," said Maria-Ilona. "In fact, so 
great was her love for mankind that she gave up her beloved country home at her homestead 
outside the small town, at the age of eighty-six, and moved to Boston to launch a newspaper 
with the mission to "bless all mankind and to injure none." However, more profoundly than 
this accomplishment was the rarely recognized fact that when the woman died in December 
1910 she left behind a world that had been at peace for over forty years for the first time in 
centuries, corresponding to the period of her healing practice beginning in 1866. All the wars 
and long standing atrocities had ended at this time, including the American Civil War and the 
British Opium Wars against China. Even the religious wars against humanity by the 
ecclesiastical Inquisition, which had reigned since the 1400s with terror, torture, and burning 
people to death, had come to an end just prior to this time. The train of atrocities and war did 
not get restarted until a few years after her death, beginning around the start of World War I. 
Nor has the train stopped rolling since."

      Alejo shook his head in disbelief at the ending of Maria-Ilona's story. "You must be 
mistaken," he said to her.
      I intervened and told him that Maria-Ilona was right about the historic timing. I confirmed 
that the only major period of peace between 1510 and the present occurred during the period 
that Maria-Ilona had mentioned. "From 1510 onward the world had been subjected to a 
continuous state of war," I said in defense of Maria-Ilona. "It began with the League of 
Cambrai aiming to wipe out the Venetian Empire. The Empire retaliated with staging an 
atrocious religious war that wiped out the Golden Renaissance, that became a string of wars 
that culminated into the Thirty Years War that ended during the Second Renaissance that gave 
us the Treaty of Westphalia and the founding of the USA. But even at this time, while Europe 
celebrated its new achievement of peace and its profound renaissance the Spanish Inquisition 
still ravished the human landscape and darkened the face of civilization, though to a lesser 
degree for a few short years. Also the world saw a new series of wars erupting in the shadow 
if the 1688 invasion of England by the Dutch Prince William of Orange that brought the 
Venetian imperial system to Britain. Out of that erupted the British imperial war to deny 
America's independence, followed by the imperials' Jacobean terror operations in France, 
followed in turn by the Napoleonic Wars that wrecked Europe, and a string of smaller attacks 
on America culminating in the American Civil War. But the entire train of war-madness 
stopped around 1866. The Civil War had ended the year before. The Opium Wars against 
China had ended. Even the Spanish Inquisition had been finally abolished a few years earlier. 
No major wars ravished the world from 1866 on until World War I erupted in 1914 and 
brought to an end almost a half a century of peace. At this point all hell broke loose again, and 
the wars haven't stopped since."



      "World War I started a few years after the woman's death," said Maria-Ilona. "History tells 
us that the train of atrocities against mankind had been halted for the period in which the kind 
of love for mankind that the woman represented was put on the table. Peter is right. The train 
of atrocities was restarted and out on the fast track right after that, beginning with World War 
I, and it hasn't stopped since. I am not saying with that, that the woman in my story was 
responsible for that remarkable period of peace. I merely find it remarkable that this historic 
coincidence exists between the woman's profound love based on scientific principles, its 
expression in a period of profound mental healing in many parts of the world, all coming 
together into a remarkable period of peace that interrupted a five hundred-year period of war 
and inhumanity.
      "The coincidence of these three historic occurrences tells me that a principle is involved in 
all that," said Maria-Ilona, "and that therefore the ending of my story has not yet been written. 
The story says something to me about the power of love as an awesome impetus that can 
shape human history in a profound way. It also tells me that the train of atrocities against 
mankind can be stopped again, once society dedicates itself to the task of developing a love 
that is as wide as the world, because the Principle of Universal Love, which Peter has 
mentioned, is a timeless principle. Nor do we need another pioneer in the world to 
demonstrate this principle for us. One demonstration is enough, because we have the capacity 
to carry the process forward by ourselves. I would say that my story is the answer that king in 
Peter's story was looking for, that no one could give him since the principles hadn't been 
discerned at the time. I also think that our dancing in the Temple of Unrequited Love has 
something to do with this process, because it seems to have a healing and enriching effect on 
our love for one-another. That's what I think is also the ending for the story of our present 
world that will yet be written," said Maria-Ilona.
      Naturally, I applauded her. Sylvia and Alejo joined me.
      "I think we should go back to the Temple for some more dancing to celebrate the process 
that WILL be," said Alejo.
      "Indeed we should," Sylvia replied, "but let's expand the process."
      So, that is what we did. We danced with each other and with others as well, until we were 
all exhausted once more.
      As it turned out, the place had become crowded by this time with no places left in the hall 
for one to sit down and relax. Maria-Ilona suggested that this meant that the time had come to 
say good bye. We all concurred. We wished each other a pleasant journey to our respective 
home, since we had all come from different cities, and so we parted as friends, and to some 
degree as lovers too.

      Sylvia's response was a great big smile on her face all the way back to the hotel. More than 
this was not needed for the celebration to be complete. Our private world had changed that 
day. It had changed enormously and she was still with me, and more firmly now than ever 
before. What more could anyone dream of? We arrived at the hotel arm in arm, but there was 
nothing there at the hotel that we wanted. Being stuck in a hotel room seemed too confining.
      "Let's go out and have some ice cream to celebrate the occasion some more," I suggested to 
Sylvia.



      She agreed. She said that this was a perfect idea, much better than sitting in a hotel room.
      We asked the 'hotel captain' as we came in if there was an ice cream parlor nearby. He 
shook his head. "You can get ice cream at the coffee shop or through Room Service," he said.
      "That won't do. We need something big for celebration," I replied.
      He nodded. "What you really want is something bigger than ice cream," he said. "You want 
a cultural celebration." He looked at this watch. "Quite often around this time some of the 
professional musicians and performing artist, mostly from the Kennedy Center, get together in 
a pub near here. If you are lucky you may catch them celebrating their triumphant 
achievements, performing for each other. Ice cream is nothing, compared to that. The place is 
just north of Dupont Circle in one of the side streets on the way to the Phillips Gallery. It's 
called 'The Lion.' There is large blue neon sign of a lion in front of it. You can't miss it."
      We thanked the kind man with a tip for his advice, but declined the cab that he offered. 
Walking seemed better. We stopped just briefly at the room to freshen up.
      As we were getting ready to leave I asked Sylvia jokingly, whether she might not have 
forgotten to ask something of me that she hadn't voiced yet since our great encounter in the 
morning began.
      "You mean, me asking you to promise that you will never look at another woman again, 
ever?" she said and waved a finger at me. "I had this in mind, you know. But how can I 
possibly ask this now? Isn't it amazing how much our world has changed in one single day? I 
was determined this morning to ask for a divorce, and now we are closer than we've ever been 
before."
      "Still, I must ask you to consider this very thing," I said in a serious tone. "You have grown 
up and built a basis for making this judgement. I can promise you with all my hear that I will 
always cherish you no matter what lies before us, because you are in my heart and are bound 
to stay there, but the New World before us is an extremely demanding world from what I can 
recognize. It opens the horizon to great freedoms, but these freedoms could also cause great 
damage if we screw up. And even if we don't screw up, it will surely involve quite a few 
challenges that come with the blessings. Are you willing and daring to be the kind of pioneer 
who wants to venture with me into the New World before us? The future promises to be 
bright, but no one can guarantee that will we be able to tread safely in all respects..."
      "Of course I'll be with you, Peter," Sylvia responded before I even finished. "A divorce is no 
longer possible. You illustrated all day where a divorce would fit in, and that's no longer an 
option."
      "And how did I do this?"
      "With the two types of models, Peter, the vertical and the lateral model, and you related 
them to science and to truth. In the lateral model we stand side by side with each other, 
because at the top level no hierarchical differentiation is possible. There, the truth is the truth. 
We can't go above it or below it. We are all part of it and can't get away from it. A divorce 
really is not possible there. That is where we find our universal humanity and all the spiritual 
aspects that the eyes cannot see, such as love, spirit, soul, mind, life, and principle, all existing 
in the absolute sense with our humanity existing at the same level reflecting all of them. That's 
the reality of our being. That means that our love has to reflect that level. That's what unites us 
as one, and that is bigger and more profound than anything we had before."



      "But how do we get there?" I interjected. "Obviously, science provides us a path to it. But 
science is not an absolute thing. It operates on a vertical model, like a tool for developing a 
progressive recognition and appreciation of our humanity. As a vertical structure, science has 
a top and a bottom. At its leading edge we might call this the science of the spiritual idea of 
our divinity as human beings. Considering the capacities that we find in our humanity as 
creators of new worlds and of a richer universe, we truly are divine beings, together with 
anything else to which this term might apply, such as love, mind, or principle. These are our 
attributes. At this leading edge, our science is our gateway to discovering the reality of our 
being. At the bottom level, however, the vertical structure of science gives way to the inverted 
vertical structure that represents the very opposite of science, the perversion of science, the 
domain where science is lacking completely and universal principles are deemed not to apply. 
That's dangerous ground. That's the sphere of depravity, violence, theft, rape, etc, in all their 
countless forms. That's the inverted vertical structure that represents the imperial vertical 
model. The process of progressive science, of course, gives us a great deal of freedom to move, 
but if we screw up we may end up in dangerous territory, the imperial territory, the territory 
of depravity."
      "However, the middle ground is dangerous too," said Sylvia and grinned. "The middle 
ground is called morality. It's a transitional place that represents neither science nor depravity. 
It's a dead kind of place where nothing really moves. It's a perfect place for falling asleep in. 
No confrontations are happening at the middle ground. No dangers are faced there, but 
neither do we find any freedom at this middle ground, or any power to uplift civilization."
      I hugged Sylvia for saying that. "You are perfectly correct," I said, "the middle ground is a 
wonderful position for one to fall asleep in. That's the kind of life that your opting for a 
divorce would assure. You would marry another person who loves to be asleep with you. I 
personally think you would never choose that. Still, I need to ask you if you are ready to step 
away from this middle ground, called morality, in the face of all the dangers that are involved, 
and all the challenges that we may be confronted with by dancing together at the leading edge 
of scientific discovery?"
      Sylvia began to laugh. "What choice is this, Peter, a choice between sleeping and dancing? 
I've already chosen the dancing. It may be risky, but there is life in it."
      "Ultimately, the choice isn't made by us, Sylvia," I interrupted her. "Life makes the choice 
for us. It has been my experience that we can't turn away what is in our heart, which demands 
scientific explorations. To turn away from what is in our heart would put us to sleep indeed, 
which is a precarious situation that may get us all killed with our eyes closed when the fascism 
of the world is destroying our civilization. Sleeping is a dangerous state. Life is a dynamic 
thing, always growing and expanding and becoming evermore precious. Every tree grows 
higher and higher, but the moment it stops growing, it decays. A steady state existence is not 
possible in life. Life is development, constant development. The moment when life stops 
developing itself, it ceases to be, and what is left collapses into decay. That is why mankind 
cannot exist without an Ice Age Renaissance. Going back to the five million world population 
that we had during the last Ice Age is not only not an acceptable option, it impossible. We can't 
go back. Going back probably means extinction. We have to go forward with a ten-billion-
people Ice Age Renaissance. Nor is there a middle ground possible. The so-called middle 



ground is not a natural state and therefore not possible. It is a mythological state, and those 
who pursue the merely 'moral' position of doing nothing towards creating the New 
Renaissance, corresponding to the middle ground, put themselves and the whole of mankind 
into a precarious position. With their eyes closed they slip unwittingly into the imperial night 
of depravity where no scientific and spiritual development takes place; where they are spoon 
fed with lies and become corrupted by imperial systems, and enslaved to toil by the fascism 
that reigns in this dark world until at last mankind is offering up its life as a sacrifice on the 
altar of depopulation.
      "That's what I am inviting you to move away from, because the whole world is slipping 
into this bottomless pit of the depravity trap and it isn't pretty what I see," I said. "Still, as I 
said, living at the leading edge can be dangerous. We enter uncharted waters. The dangers 
there are real. However, there is life at the leading edge, an unbounded dynamism. Of course 
while we are facing the dangers and the challenges at the leading edge I can promise you one 
thing. I can promise you that you will always be at the pinnacle of my love. No matter to what 
height love becomes elevated in its boundlessly unfolding universal development, you will be 
at the pinnacle of it, above the clouds, touching the stars."
      Sylvia responded with a long lasting embrace and a kiss.
      
      People say that it is dangerous to walk alone in Washington late at night. But did we heed 
this caution? No, not us! Not this time! Life was no longer to be hemmed in.
      "Now I am beginning to understand your story about the kingdom that lost the ability to 
write songs of love," said Sylvia as we entered Massachusetts Avenue at Scott Circle, still 
looking for a place where we could get ice cream. "The people of the kingdom had once 
written those songs of love with such purity and brilliance that they became empowered 
thereby to liberate themselves from their oppressor. But once the people became oppressors 
themselves they lost their ability to write those songs of love. Isn't this the story of our world, 
Peter, the story of the Three Thousand Years War that mankind has not yet been able to win? 
Who is writing songs of the Principle of Universal Love and is singing them? Nobody has so 
far. But now you come along and say me, Sylvia, let's write those songs of love again, and let's 
write them with such purity that all forms of division and isolation melt away and we find 
ourselves empowered to claim the freedom to love universally. Isn't that also what Maria-
Ilona's story was about, the power of love that enriches humanity and lifts it to the edge of the 
sublime when wars become impossible. Maria-Ilona spoke of a renaissance of the human Soul, 
didn't she?"
      "She spoke of a kind of love that is free from exceptions," I interjected, "which is a hard one 
to get to, but not impossible. Those songs of love that the king thought could not be written 
when the enslavement of corruption was deemed to be freedom, can indeed be written on the 
higher level of perception, on a scientific basis. So let's write them together, Sylvia, you and I. 
Even if the world looks hopeless and precarious, let's write those songs anyway, because the 
principle of love is still the same as it was long before the dark ages began. Wasn't the 
agricultural revolution that gave mankind the dynamism of a boundless existence and 
profound song of universal love? The seven-thousand-year interlude that stopped the process 
for some dark ages can be brought to a close by us, because the interlude of darkness means 



nothing more than that mankind has been asleep for a while, ready to be awakened."
      "So my dear, now we can now say to the king in the name of the holy person," said Sylvia, 
"and in the name of the scientific discovery of the truth about our humanity, that we will write 
those new songs for the king, songs of love for mankind with such purity that they will 
empower the people to regain their freedom from their self-oppression. We will write those 
songs of love with our lives. If we don't do this, Sylvia, who will?"
      "This means that the king, representing mankind, will not take his puzzle unanswered with 
him to his grave," I said to Sylvia, "meaning that there won't be an grave for mankind in its 
near future, or in any future."
      "Yes, I think we can write those songs of love with our lives that will assure this," said 
Sylvia and nodded.
      "And with those songs of love in our heart we will be dancing at the pinnacle of the world," 
I added.
      Sylvia responded with a kiss.

      As it was, we didn't find an ice cream place anywhere along the way. We found something 
better. We found a small grocery store that had bundles of flowers for sale. I picked up two 
dark red roses and gave them to Sylvia.
      She looked at me with questioning eyes. "What is that supposed to mean?" she asked 
finally.
      "Those two roses represent what our lives have been like until now," I said and began to 
grin. Then I picked up all the rest of the roses from the bucket and gave them to her. "Those 
represent what our lives may be like from now on." I grinned as I said this, and kissed her.
      This time she didn't protest. She nodded, and kissed me in return. She also insisted on 
paying for half of them, which seemed to have a beautiful symbolic meaning.

      So it was, that with a great bundle of roses in our hand we went happily our way to the 
pub, looking for the sign of the giant blue lion.
      The hotel captain had been right. This was a place for cultural celebration. The place was 
filled with musicians and singers and a few other people who enjoyed being among them.
      "Look, somebody is bringing us roses!" said one of the singers as we entered, interrupting 
her song.
      "The roses come with one condition attached," said Sylvia. "We'll gladly share them with 
anyone who is committed to promoting the Principle of Universal Love from the grassroots 
level up, to create a renaissance big enough so that the coming Ice Age will be a none-event."
      "You mean the current 'Ice Age' in our dealing with one-another as human beings," said the 
singer.
      "That too, for starters," said Sylvia and started handing a roses to each performer. It seemed 
to me that Sylvia's criterion was satisfied by the lack of anyone mentioning global warming. It 
also seemed that the performers understood in some way that classical music is related to 
universal love as both are rooted together in our humanity.
      Moment later, a tall young fellow stood up and called out to another man across the room. 
"Albert, did you bring your violin? If you have, let's do the Dumky tonight, but let's do it the 



way it ought to be done, not as the music director thinks an audience want's to hear it. Let's do 
it from the heart."

      So it was that half an hour later, after things setting up and a bit of chatting, in the middle 
of the night and in the most untraditional setting that one can imagine, surrounded by beer 
mugs, the great Dumky Trio by Antonin Dvorak was being performed and in grand style. The 
music and the performance of it perfectly reflected the kind of day our day had been.

      Albert had personally introduced the artists that night. He had bowed deep and had 
grinned with one of our roses pinned to his vest. "Ladies and gentlemen, the Opus 90, the 
Dumky Trio by Antonin Dvorak, the greatest trio for violin, cello, and piano ever composed, 
performed by the world's greatest musicians, for the world greatest audience, small as it may 
be, which awards us roses before we even draw the bow." 

      Our 'victory' that night, mainly over ourselves, in celebration with the musicians, had 
become some kind of a turning point behind which all the gloomy problem were as left behind 
in the fog, unfolded one of the loveliest nights Sylvia and I have had together. We walked on 
after the musicians had ended their extensive performance that seemed to have been given in 
our honor. It was early morning when the musicians packed up and left. We left with them 
and walked out into the night with the music still echoing in the mind, occasionally looking for 
an ice cream store.

      Here the idea emerged to stay up for the sunrise. Sylvia and I picked up the car at the hotel 
and started to dive, hoping to find the most perfect spot for the occasion. We also found an ice 
cream 'palace' along the way, in the early hours of the dawn at a truck stop. Of course we had 
more than just a simple ice cream cone there. Each of us had a full-fledged sundae with all the 
trimmings, as loaded as it can get, and we had fun eating all of it.
      As for me, I enjoyed every minute that we were together. A sense of pride came over me 
for the privilege of being married to this wonderful woman. The joy that I felt that morning 
was faintly reminiscent of the excitement that I had shared with Olive, and the gratitude I had 
felt for Tara's touch and Ushi's wide open love, and Helen's sensitivity to the truth about our 
humanity. I found them all reflected in Sylvia, like sparks of light from the Soul that illumines 
the universe.
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