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Part 1 - Bridge to the Past

     We all loved our respective home-planet and what it stood for. Naturally, the best of it was 
reflected in our new house. We loved that new house almost as soon as the work begun for it 
to be built. Natalia and Jill and I loved it especially as a reminder of the history where we had 
come from, and all the precious aspects that were connected with that history. Indeed, how 
special now, appeared those days at which I first fell in love with Jill at the sewer station, 
surrounded by blooms of Water Hyacinths. How special were the adventures I had shared 
with Natalia when I first relished her soft, warm, well-endowed female body as a most 
precious gem of our humanity as we faced the endless void of space. How much had grown 
out of this marvelous beginning? Still, I knew that I hadn't reached the end of the road of 
growing up personally, until I had come full circle and found a way to include my family back 
home on earth into my new life, so that we would share our life once again.
     Fortunately I had been a fast learner. If I hadn't, I might have despaired at the challenge of 
adding two more children to our family. It wouldn't be as easy as it had been back at the ship 
when Jill gave birth to a son that the whole crew had admired, which hadn't destroyed my 
association with Natalia, or even dampened it. To the contrary, the event increased our happy 
feelings for each other. And after we had brought Cira on board who had never been 
privileged to carry a child, Jill and Natalia suggested that this could be easily changed. So, 
once again, another new association didn't destroy or dampen what had been established 
before. Only how would one correlate the new with those earth bound traditions cemented in 
centuries of emotional isolation between people?
     "Don't ever expect to bring your previous family into this environment without serious 
repercussion!" Alex had warned me once.
     Oh how little he knew about human dreams, enduring obligations, investments of a 
lifetime, shared treasures born in trials, hopes, and affections. One couldn't just throw all this 
on the ash heap of technological progress, as one would discard an outdated car.
     "How would you like it if our family increased by three more people?" I asked Jill, Cira and 
Natalia. I explained that I wanted to try bringing Helen and the children to Bohr's planet. 
     "That's wonderful!" answered Cira and began to smile as if the greatest miracle in the entire 
world had happened.
     Jill asked Cira why she felt that way.
     "If you knew what it means to me to have my parents with me on this planet, you wouldn't 
have asked?" she replied to Jill, still smiling. "Could I be less happy, then," she said, "when the 
same might come true for Haniat?" as she affectionately called me.
     "That's how I feel, too," added Jill and hugged Cira and me.
     Natalia said nothing. She just took my hand and squeezed it gently and nodded.
     My plan also involved Martin. I told him about it during one of our daily walks along the 
beach. He referred to the astrophysical phenomenon of a black hole again, something I had 
long dealt with, and considered from every angle. "From inside a black hole, an observer can't 



see the universe that we see. Our universe appears totally black to him." He said it was 
likewise impossible for us to see the world that exists inside a black hole, as if the two were 
separate universes, which they are not. "But, this is how our world on Bohr's planet must 
appear to your family on Earth who lacks the mental technology you have acquired. What you 
tell them will never be more than a fairy tale to them. They live in a mental environment that 
hasn't seen any significant movements for decades. But you have moved. You're miles ahead 
in many ways, at least to them you are."
     Martin reminded me not to forget that the Earth has a history of conflicts between 
advancing technologies, and elements within the society that are afraid of them. "Then you 
must answer yourself one important question: On which side does Helen stand?"
     Still, Martin offered to help. "Let's find out where she stands," he suggested.
     We selected a place on the Hawaiian Islands, where Martin would bring my family to, so 
that we could talk in peace. He would brief them.
     There were tears in our eyes and embraces that lasted longer than it took for the tears to 
dry. The gentleness between us was the same as it had always been. There was no distance in 
respect to our feelings for each other. "But I can't come to your New World," Helen said the 
next day at dinner, through a shower of tears. "I can't cope with the prospect of sharing your 
love with three other wives. I just can't, so I won't.... Please forgive me!"
     "What wives?" I said. "The concept of wife or wives is unthinkable on Bohr's planet," I said, 
but immediately remembered Martin's warning. I wanted to add that we regard each other as 
human beings, with human needs, and respect each other in a way that these needs are being 
met in the most gentle and honest manner. But I couldn't say it. I had said already too much.
     "No wives!" she repeated. "You must be running a commune then?"
     "A commune? No!" I said. "In a commune, an individual has few rights, if any, while on 
Bohr's planet, the very concept of rights is invalid. Nobody talks about rights, but about life 
and living. Rights are related to poverty bound situations. The concept becomes invalid when 
you step outside the sphere of poverty and its related looting and dominating."
     Oh my God! How could she have possibly understood a single word of what I had said?
     "You mean, I wouldn't even have the right to protect myself?" she asked.
     Oh how could I ever explain to her, that on Bohr's planet, no one assumes any right over 
any other person? The thought is unthinkable. No one ever would. The concept is invalid 
because it is redundant when there is no 'distance' between people. I explained it as best as I 
could. There was no way she could grasp what I meant. I could see she was making every 
effort to come to terms with what I was trying to tell her. It was to no avail. A person simply 
can't deal with what the 'rational' mind won't accept.

     We came to an arrangement that day. I proposed that instead of her coming to Bohr's 
planet, I would visit her twice a month. We would meet in Hawaii or at any other place on the 
globe that she would care to choose.
     Her face lit up. She gladly agreed. I must admit, I was glad too. I could see no other option. 
Also this project had all the potential of becoming a long drawn out sequence of very special 
meetings and adventures that we might otherwise never have had.
     "I'm becoming the talk of the town," she told me one day in Bangkok. "My friends back 



home are turning green with envy over that secret lover they insist I must have; and a rich 
diamond dealer at that, they say!"
     At another visit, in Cairo, she told me with the biggest smile she had ever produced that she 
was the happiest person alive and didn't care one bit that I lived quintillions of miles away in 
another galaxy with four other ladies, a son, and a baby on its way.
     While visiting Madrid, she embraced me with a kiss. "Do you realize that there isn't another 
woman on the entire Earth who can boast of having greater riches than I have, being with 
you?"
     Oh, these words were music to my ears.
     "Does my association with 'other women' bother you when we sleep together?" I asked her 
in a ski hut in Austria.
     "Bother me? It's exciting to realize that I still measure up to the best of them!" she replied in 
Cuzco, Peru, after thinking it over for a week.
     "If you had a choice to start all over again," I asked her in Mazatlan on the beach, "would 
you still marry me as you did, even if you knew that all this would happen?"
     She nodded and answered yes, and did it in Istanbul after a thorough consideration, and 
squeezed my hand. "I would most certainly marry you gain, and I would do it because of what 
has happened, rather than in spite of it."
     In Vienna, a week later, I ventured to ask her again if she would now consider a visit to 
Bohr's planet. She shrugged her shoulders.
     In Calcutta, she told me that she had to think about it some more.
     In Djakarta, she finally said a 'definite maybe,' and added sadly that there are far too few 
places left on Earth where one could feel save.
     "Save from a nuclear war?" I asked.
     She shook her head. "From people!"
     We met twice after that. Once in Rio de Janeiro, where we got robbed twice, shot at by 
mistake, and propositioned by sex seekers, all on the same day.
     "A person can't even dress up excitingly anymore," she grinned.
     It wasn't that these things hadn't happened before. We were shot at in Cairo too, were 
robbed in Rome, and propositioned right in our hotel once, in Mexico City, both of us together. 
But it had never happened all on the same day between breakfast and lunch. "The trouble is, 
one never gets used to being treated like dirt," she said to me.
     Budapest, the week after, seemed to be safer. In a way it was. We were merely arrested 
there, under suspicion of espionage, dragged into a police cellar and questioned by 
revolutionary guards. Some holiday this turned out to be, a trip back into history to the 
mentality of the Third Reich!
     During the interrogation I managed to get near to Helen and staged a sobbing, emotional 
embrace.
     "Close your eyes!" I whispered into her ear.
     I held her as tightly as I could, then.... Zip!
     "You may open your eyes now!" I said to her on Bohr's planet.
     She blinked twice. "Hey is this place real, or am I dead and are dreaming this?"
     I offered her a glass of wine from a bottle I had kept on our balcony for this very occasion.



     "What do you think?" I asked her. "Is the wine real?"
     She stood there dazed, sipped some of it, looked at me, and smiled; "That's out of this 
world!" she said.
     "It's an Ehrenfelser from the Rheinland!" I said.
     "It's real alright," she replied and grinned.
     She just stood there for the longest time and then scanned the horizon. The beach always 
glowed. A lovely orange yellow filled the sky in the late afternoon sun.

     "Would you like to join me for a swim?" I asked her.
     "Right now?"
     "This very minute!"
     "I've got no bathing suite. I left it behind at the hotel!"
     "No problem, I've got an assortment of them in the bedroom. But you don't need to use 
them, unless you want to!"
     She didn't answer. Instead, she made herself comfortable in a lounge chair and closed her 
eyes.
     Ah, this was my opportunity! Zip, splash!!! I relocated us right as we were, into the Ocean, 
in our Sunday finery.
     "You fiend!" she shrieked and splashed me as fiercely as she was able.
     Out of this developed a marvelous water fight!
     Eventually we did take our clothes off and went swimming.
     Suddenly she blushed. "What shall your three wives think if they saw us like that?" she said.
     "Wives?" I repeated.
     She began to laugh now.
     "Friends, then," she added.
     "I wouldn't call them friends, either," I said. "The term is so loaded with implied meanings 
and obligations."
     She nodded slightly. I had the feeling that she was beginning to understand. The only 
obligation that we found ourselves bound to, was the obligation to support each other in any 
way possible. That wasn't just friendship. It was an outpouring of love.

     After we showered and dressed, we walked a long way down the beach and back again. 
Cira had dinner ready when we returned. Jill was home by then, and Natalia had gone and 
brought Mahesh and Alenaah. Even Alex and Odessa were at our house when we returned. It 
was a surprise party, hastily arranged. I had a slight hunch that something was going on when 
I noticed Odessa's floating automobile that she was so fond of. It was 'parked' in front of the 
house.
     Martin came somewhat later, Werner Heisenberg, too. What better reason could one invent 
for having a party, than honoring a visitor who had traveled quintillions of miles in more ways 
than one?
     We celebrated Helen's arrival until the sun came up.
     "Excuse me for being so nosy, but what had changed your mind about coming?" Alex asked 
Helen before leaving.



     Helen hesitated. The glare of the morning sun had made her eyelids heavy.
     "We escaped from the Gestapo," I replied on her behalf and told Alex how we were 
arrested, dragged into a cellar, and then brutally interrogated.
     "No, no, I had thought about that earlier," said Helen. "My mind was made up when we 
were propositioned in Rio. I had had enough when the abundance of prostitutes everywhere 
had made it impossible for one to dress up a bit daring and exciting without being 
propositioned for it. That was worse than getting arrested."
     "I can see that," remarked Heisenberg.
     Alex smiled and scratched his head.
     "Don't knock the prostitutes, though," said Heisenberg moments later. "What people can 
buy, they don't need to take by force. Not every person lives in the same sphere. Different 
perceptions generate different needs, and those needs must be supplied one way or another, or 
else a person withers away emotionally."
     "What sphere?" asked Helen, surprised.
"Mental spheres; subsets of reality; you know what I mean, different mentalities in which love 
or sex mean different things," said Heisenberg, "from the grossest form of passion to the most 
esoteric experiences imaginable. Prostitution has a place somewhere in there, and so has the 
sexuality that can't be referenced by material convention."
     Helen nodded and smiled.
     "Hey, when did you ever get involved in that subject," said Martin, grinning at Heisenberg. 
"You're a physicist, not a...."
     "Heisenberg isn't really his name," Alex interrupted Martin, looking at me with a grin. "His 
real name is Miller!" He began to laugh.
     "The Miller, as in the Bohr/Miller?" I asked surprised.
     Alex nodded.
     "I always thought it was Alex, or you. Well, in this case I'm not surprised," I said. "A 
scientific technologist can't be blind to what's happening around him, he must be sensitive to 
all facets of reality. If he wasn't, he would be merely a technician."
     "Thanks, buddy!" Heisenberg replied. "See Martin!" he said, "I have friends!" He grinned at 
him with a self-satisfied grin.
     "He is right," Alex replied to Helen on the subject of prostitution. "I don't see it as a crime 
that some people don't grow up as fast as others do, or never grow up at all. It's sad, for them 
to have to rely on physical sex. But that's not the point, is it? My point is that when people 
become dawn away from the real universe by debating these trivial issues, they loose their 
lock on reality. They loose their lock on what really counts. This can destroy entire societies in 
the space of days. I have seen this time and time again. These types of silly cultures never get 
anywhere. They remain locked into a sphere of conflict that they lack the inner strength to get 
out of. That strength has been drained out of them by diseducation carried on for decades 
upon decades. They've become babies!"
     Helen looked perplexed, puzzled, stunned. "Well, I've never met a man who hasn't started 
as a baby and developed from this point on."
     "Some haven't moved from this stage," Alex explained, "and many who did, found 
themselves mentally murdered."



     She shrugged her shoulders. "How can a person grow up under these circumstance if 
everything about reality is shrouded in mystery, hidden behind taboos, subjected 
simultaneously to ridicule or false promotion? To blame it all on the prostitutes, is like blaming 
the military for inventing the nuclear bombs."
     "It's the artificially created klutz that society nourishes, who's the real culprit in both cases," 
said Alex. "For more than a millennium now, the human society has had no real compassion 
for its own offspring," he added in a rather sad voice.
     "I should have warned you about Alex," I said to Helen.
     She shook her head. "No, don't say that! You should have warned him, about me!"
     "Has it ever occurred to you that you could have felt proud to have been propositioned for 
our exciting appearance?" said Alex to us, and grinned.
     "Oh you!" she grinned back and punched him gently.
     "Some consolation that is!" I replied.
     She grinned, even after everyone was gone, and gave me a great big bear hug. "Your friends 
are certainly interesting people!" she said.
     "Unpredictable perhaps, but interesting?" I began to grin.
     "So, you don't mind staying here, then?"
     "Mind? Why should I mind? It's fascinating here! We had never talked about things like that 
at home. And here, a few words and a joke, can change a mental position that one has held for 
a lifetime."
     "Oh, you haven't seen anything yet!" I said. "Just wait a few days!"

     We slept in until late afternoon.
     "To be honest, I can't imagine now why I've been so hard headed about coming here," she 
said. "It's a lovely place to be."
     "You couldn't have acted much different, than you had," I replied.

     We went back to earth several times after that, to talk with our two sons. I offered them the 
same option, to join us on Bohr's planet. Initially they were exited about it, but then both 
turned the offer down. They told us that they had no option but to remain on the Earth and 
dedicate their lives to the survival of humanity. I was disappointed of course, but I could 
understand their reason. On our next visit, I brought a crate of diamonds along, a war chest to 
see them through. "People sell their souls for these rocks," I commented as they examined 
them.
     Peter, the younger one, smiled. His face radiated. He must have been captivated by their 
sparkle, or perhaps by the realization of the fantastic riches these rocks represented. But he bit 
his lips together, shook his head, and declared that this was the very reason he couldn't accept 
them. He said it wasn't right to induce others to sell their soul for a bunch of rocks! I know 
Alex would have been proud of them had he heard them. "To sell these diamonds is like 
selling our own soul," said to older one. "It is like cutting off the very hand that one needs to 
fight for the continued existence of the world."
     He closed the lid of the crate and gave it back to me. "Take them home with you," he said 
and cried, "they are too costly for us to have."



Part 2 - Swimming in Mud.

     It took the best of Alex's dry humor and mental magic to help Helen overcome her sadness 
that day, after we left the boys behind. The door, of course, remained open for them to join us. 
But mostly, our parting had a much more profound effect on me than it had on Helen. Never 
throughout the entire mission, had I felt so impelled to assist humanity in its struggle, than I 
felt from this moment on when I was taught a lesson by our boys. 
     The boys' response gave me hope, a kind of hope that not the tallest of Alex's wisdom could 
have overturned. I could feel it in my bones that my real job had just begun. Everything up to 
this point appeared to be merely a preparation. I pressed Alex hard for advice and assistance.
     "Maybe I should take you to planet Monar Aquilae," Alex answered in response to much 
prodding. "What was that chap's name?" said Alex, turning to Miller over lunch the next day.
     "You mean the fat guy whom you had hired as counsel to help the Gribbork people save 
their civilization?"
     Alex nodded.
     "Zaho!" said Miller.
     "No, no, his name is Ziyanho," said Martin. "You'll be interested in his story too," he said to 
Helen.
     "Ziyanho is the foremost authority in the universe on the life cycle of civilizations," Alex 
explained. He grinned as he said it.
     Somehow the grin didn't fit the seriousness of the matter. "Do you know him well?" I asked 
him.
     "All too well," Alex replied. "He is a very fine scholar, originally from India." Alex said they 
had both studied in Oxford together, but had never actually met there. "We met in Oslo for the 
first time, long before the Gribbork project came about," he said.
     He had me wonder now. He had never mentioned a Gribbork project before.
     "We should pay him a visit," Martin suggested.
     Alex nodded.
     As it was, we didn't leave right away. We stopped for a holiday on the way, visiting the 
Steam Ocean, as Bohr called the hot-water ocean that had become his favorite resort on planet 
'O'.

     It wasn't until a week later that we traveled to Monar Aquilae where Ziyanho had last made 
his home. Alex was certain that we could still find him there. We went to the great city above 
the swamp where the two men had spent much time together. Alex still knew a few people by 
name and started asking questions about Ziyanho's whereabouts.
     The city itself was an enormous steel structure that resembled a cube standing on edge, 
rising out of the swamp of sweet smelling swamp plants that were covered with red and 
yellow blossoms in the shape of orchids. We were told Ziyanho might be at the debating center 



that Alex said, he and Ziyanho had set up for the Gribbork project. It was a place where people 
of all ages, sex, or profession stood up and voiced their opinions to whoever would listen. "We 
usually found many assembled. Ziyanho had practically lived at this place," Alex recalled. As 
it was Ziyanho wasn't there when we came. This time we were told we might find him below, 
in the swamp, some distance from the city where the swamp had been converted into a health 
center mud bath complex.
     Alex shook his head when we entered the park-like compound dotted with hot mineral 
pools. Some of the hot pools contained homogenized mineral-rich mud.
     Ziyanho recognized Alex immediately. "Hey buddy!" he shouted out of one of the mud 
holes, "What brings you to Monar Aquilae?"
     "My dearest friend Ziyanho, you are the attraction!" Alex grinned, and climbed straight 
away into the steaming mud hole where he embraced Ziyanho.
     He motioned us to follow and introduced us as we climbed into the mud.
     "The lady here, is from Earth," he said to him. "She likes to hear about your great 
experiment..."
     "The Quian affair?" his face became lifeless.
     "You don't want to hear about what we did to Gribbork planet," he said to Helen, as she 
was last to enter the mud bath.
     "No Mr. Ziyanho," I replied, "my wife and I would love to hear what you have to tell us."
     "Wife?" He replied.
     I was rather shocked at myself when I realized that I had replied in Helen's stead, as though 
she couldn't speak for herself. This had never been my way. I immediately apologized, but 
before I could say too much, Alex came to the rescue. "She must hear your story," he repeated.
     "My friends, you may call me Zy," Ziyanho said as if this would take the seriousness away 
of a subject he didn't want to deal with anymore. He turned to Helen, shaking his head, 
"Believe me, you don't want to hear that story." He said nothing more after that, but let himself 
slide deeper into the mud.
     "These two have been pressuring us to intervene at the Earth and save humanity from 
itself," Alex replied to Zy's silence. He spoke in a serious manner.
     Zy shook his head, looking at Alex. "It's always the same, isn't it?" he said to Alex. Then he 
turned to Helen and myself. "It was like that with us too," he said. "I wish to God that 
somebody had stood up against us back then, and made us stop and think."
     "The Earth is in a much more terrible mess," I said to him, "then it has ever been. Somebody 
must help. If you have any experience in this sort of thing, you've got to tell us. Something 
needs to be done!"
     Alex looked at Zy and shook his head, still without the slightest sign of any smile or a grin. 
"Its another type G situation, a bit more advanced than the one we had at Quian, or on 
Gribbork."
     "Please sir!" said Helen; "our children are still there. They had chosen to remain on Earth, 
aiming to sort things out. What is a mother to do in such a case, but to help them," added 
Helen.
     "What do you mean by, our, children?" replied Zy. He emphasized the word 'our.'
     I stood perplexed in the hot mud and couldn't say a thing, ashamed to the core of my being 



for what she had said. I new that I would have spoken the same words myself, in the same 
way that she had.
     "If you feel responsible for them, then you had better get 'your' children out of there," said 
Zy, "that's the only responsible thing you can do."
     "We would bring them out, except they refuse to leave," I said to him. I explained to him 
again that they wanted to stay and help save their civilization.
     "The children have noble motives, no doubt!" he said to Helen. He sat up now; great gobs of 
mud were dripping from his shoulders. "Except noble motives don't change anything if the 
children don't have the scientific foundation to confront the root of the problem with which 
they can change the political platform for creating the necessary policies. Hitler, too, had noble 
motives, and so had we when a fellow scientist from Quian asked us to help his civilization to 
survive. The rest, you may guess." He suggested that he had told us already much more than 
we wanted to hear.
     "No you haven't," Helen assured him.
     "All right!" he said, and stood up in his mud hole. "Remember..."
     "Yes, I know, we asked for it!" I interrupted him.
     He sat down again and started by explaining that every civilization goes through a typical 
sequence of stages. "Very early they discover that two and two equals four. Then they put 
other facts together. Eventually they discover that heavy atoms are very unstable, and reason 
from this, that if one were able to poke at them, they would fall apart with a big bang! 
Suddenly, the nuclear bomb is born. They also realize that the sun has a different nuclear 
furnace that burns only light atoms, those of hydrogen. So once again, they put some facts 
together and reason this thing out by which they discover that this furnace might be made to 
work. And it will work, because the lightest elements also have an extremely weak atomic 
structure which can be penetrated if one bangs these atoms together violently enough that 
their structures fuse into each other. By this process a heavier structure is created, but the 
process also sheds off a lot of left over, free energy that has no place in the resulting structure. 
And so, with another bang, the hydrogen bomb is born. This bomb gives them for the first time 
in their history the capability to erase their civilization."
     He told us that every intelligent civilization reaches this stage at some point in their 
development, and it frightens them. He said that most civilizations find it extremely difficult to 
deal with this newly found capability to blow up their entire world. "Some deal with the 
capability intelligently and make it the basis for their rapidly advancing self-development. 
Others stop developing out of fear and shut themselves down, technologically, or they blow 
themselves up. In either case, their civilization disappears."
     "This is what happened on Quian," I interrupted.
     Zy nodded and let himself sink back into the ooze, relishing his mud bath. "But it doesn't 
have to be that way," he continued. "The collapse situation is usually created by some form of 
greed which tends to be encouraged by the ruling empires that maintain themselves on this 
basis. In such a situation everything becomes underfunded and people are worked to death, or 
starved to death. This type of society, which is a society that embraces or tolerates oligarchic 
systems, cannot long survive in a nuclear age, because these systems are fascist by nature. It's 
as simple at that. That is the situation the people on Earth are in. Their only hope for survival 



lies in eradicating oligarchism. Nothing else will save humanity. This means that humanity 
must rout out all oligarchic structures, their supporting institutions, ideologies, practices, 
axioms, and beliefs, from the very top to the very grass roots level. Not a thought about them 
must be allowed to remain."
     He turned to Helen and me. "Do you still believe that this enormous task can be 
accomplished by children? We once thought we could fix such situations easily with our 
special capabilities, but we failed. We failed twice, and we failed miserably. You have no idea 
how hard it is to live with the terrible knowledge of such failures. Please don't ask us to 
become involved once more."
     Alex nodded in agreement. "You really don't want to hear the rest of it."
     I shook my head. "We need to know. We are not asking you to become involved. We nearly 
need to understand what you have experienced."
     "How can you possibly understand what you need to understand when you talk about 
'your' children as if you owned their life?" Alex replied. "This type of thinking is oligarchic 
thinking. Those children that you refer to are a part of the whole of humanity, none of us 
stands apart from this universal oneness that exists without separation, but we have no right to 
become their collective consciousness. You should have called them children that you care for."
     He turned to Zy, "What shall we do with such shallow minded people? Shall we tell them 
about our experiences?"
     Zy nodded.
     "I suppose you are right," Alex replied. "If they are sensitive enough to what we are saying, 
they may gleam something of the fundamental principles that we believe to understand, 
finally. And if not..."
     "All right then," Zy interrupted Alex, then turned to me, "I just want you to be aware of the 
price you may have to pay."
     "Actually it started quite innocently," said Alex. "One day, one of the most advanced 
scientists from the planet Quian arrived on Monar Aquilae where Zy and I had come from 
different parts of the universe for a science fair. Somehow the chap found out how we got 
there." Alex explained that this wasn't difficult since he and Zy had made a great adoo about it, 
boasting how they had become 'masters of the universe.' "That's when one of their top 
scientists implored Zy to help his people," said Alex. He turned to Zy. "I think we were in a 
bar, when it all began."
     Zy nodded. He lifted himself out of the mud again. "Well, what did you expect of a bunch 
of greenhorns who had the universe in their pocket? We told him it was piece of cake. We 
jumped to the chance of putting our new mental technology to work. We felt as though we 
could do anything. We told the chap that we knew exactly how to handle a budding nuclear 
civilization, how to prevent the confrontation, how to put the people on the right track. We 
simply called all the great minds together that we knew and formed a think tank."
     Zy told us how he personally assembled two dozen men at his place in the mountains. 
Initially it was for strategy sessions, a vigorous brain storming. Then came the task force 
assignments.
     "God those were exciting days," Zy interspersed from time to time while he spoke about 
these sessions. He had suddenly lost all his seriousness, Alex, too. They grinned like a couple 



of twelve-year-olds telling each other of their naughty tricks.
     "It was fun only at first," said Alex, correcting Zy when he mentioned again that those were 
exciting days.
     "If I had only listened to you," Zy replied. He turned to Helen and me. "Alex told us right 
from the beginning that our project would never work. But who took Alex serious? You 
should have seen Alex in those days, he was so frail, so little, so round in the face like a baby, 
and so funny at times. No one took him serious. We were the wisest of the wise! We didn't 
need any counsel. Not us! No!"
     Zy turned to Alex again. "You did the right thing when you quit."
     He told us, that ironically, it was Alex's idea that got the thing going. Zy said, that since 
they had no military force at their disposal, and reasoning with the people seemed hopeless, 
the think tank had to find a clever way, and in this department, Zy said, Alex excelled. Zy said 
that the scientists on Quian had already attempted to use reason as a means to get their people 
to scrap all the nuclear weapons they had created, but they had failed miserably. In response 
to that, Zy told us, Alex had reminded the think tank people of an ancient principle of the 
martial arts, a technique that is used which re-directs an opponents strength against himself. 
Zy said, this is how the idea was born to employ the people's own resources against their 
nuclear war capabilities. "Nothing needed to be brought in from outside the planet. No one 
needed to be forced to do anything. It seemed like an ideal plan, it shouldn't have failed!"
     "What did go wrong?" Helen wanted to know moments later.
     "Everything!" Zy replied. "For starters, we had become the oligarchy. We thought like an 
oligarchy, we behaved like an oligarchy, and we acted like one. By this, everything was 
doomed. Everything we touched turned to dust."
     Zy told us that their plan provided for a three tiered approach. The challenge was correctly 
recognized as something tremendously tricky and not totally certain. "A grand approach was 
called for," he said. "The first priority was to discredit the nature of their weapons technology. 
This was accomplished by distorting it as something evil and dangerous to life and happiness."
     "Surely, that's what it was," Helen interjected, "wasn't it?"
     Zy sighed, "that's what we thought, too. We failed to realize that technologies are an 
outcome of intelligent awareness of fundamental principles. If one discredits this, one 
discredits the very soul of an intelligent people; one destroys their identity from within. Then, 
what has one got left with which to counter the force of nuclear weapons?"
     "The discrediting part wasn't hard, even though it was wrong," Alex interjected. "Their 
military had insisted that nuclear weapons technology was essential, that it was stupid 
wanting to disarm. If anyone had cheated in the process, that person would instantly become 
ruler over the others - a fate worse than death, as the people saw it. Still, the people were easily 
convinced to fear their technology, since they couldn't be convinced to fear the power 
structures that would abuse their technological capabilities. Attacking technology in such a 
setting was like feeding milk to babies. They cheered!"
     "But discrediting technology wasn't the only stupid thing we did," Zy told us. The military 
insisted that nuclear weapons would have to remain. "On the other hand, the situation became 
so urgent," said Zy, "that if a single person as much as sneezed, the entire planet would have 
been incinerated."



     "For this reason," said Alex, "a second front was required. The logic was simple," he said. "If 
the military didn't want to give up its weapons, then the physical economy had to be 
destroyed that supported these weapons." He paused and shook his head. "This was an 
awesome task. Who were we to kill this giant economy? But we did it. When we were finished, 
they had nothing left. They had no pride, no functional infrastructures, and no functional 
development platforms that could have rebuild their economies. Everything was destroyed by 
shifting the focus on individual financial gain that was derived from looting the productive 
society to its deepest levels. All they had left after we were don, were their nuclear weapons 
and a whole range of terrible conflicts that nobody possessed the means to confront with any 
kind of sense of reality."
     He turned to Alex. "We've killed those people. We've destroyed everything they needed to 
survive. We've taken it upon ourselves to protect them, when our goal should have been to 
develop them further, to create a renaissance on their planet, like the Golden Renaissance on 
earth, in the 15th century. If we had done this, their civilization would still be intact and 
infinitely richer. The conflicts would have vanished in this atmosphere."
     Alex turned to me. "There were three power blocks on Quian planet, each with an economy 
comparable to what we've seen on planet 'O'."
     "Oh my God!" said Helen. "You mean you went in and wrecked all that?"
     He nodded. "We thought it had to be done. We thought this was necessary to disable the 
powder keg."
     "Let me assure you, this was no longer fun," said Alex. "It hurt deeply to do these 
treacherous things."
     "That's when Alex quit," said Zy.
     "Not only did it hurt," said Alex. "It wasn't easy either. It was like administering a slow 
death. We had to destroy what supports an economy, which are two things: Faith in the 
system, and a ready pool of investment funds for maintaining a productive environment. Once 
this pool was drained, and it was easily drained by introducing speculation into their world 
that was totally foreign to them, their faith in their system was shattered and things went from 
bad to worth, until one morning all hell broke loose. Now, there is no one living there 
anymore, and won't be for a very long time."
     "Before this happened," Zy said with a long sigh, "every continent on Quian had been 
reduced to the state that Russia was in at the end of the second millennium, which had been 
looted to the bone by speculators to the point that nothing worked anymore. Everyone thought 
that nuclear weapons were not a threat anymore. That was the situation we had hoped to 
create. We didn't realize that this would also destroy their armed forces, which can only be 
supported by a healthy economy. This meant that these people had no options left to defend 
themselves with in a tense situation of a global collapse, but by resorting to nuclear strikes. It is 
widely believed that the final conflict that ignited their world started at mid morning in one of 
the capitals. By noon their entire world was destroyed and the sky was filled with ashes that 
would take a decade to settle to the ground. Nor was anyone able to tell me afterwards what, 
specifically, had set off the firestorm."
     Alex turned to Helen. "Get the children away from earth. Bring them here. Educate them. 
What do they know about the scientific principles that support civilizations? They may 



become misguided environmentalists and do the same thing that we did, except they may do it 
with a green pencil instead. What do they know about the structures of oligarchies and the 
necessary development processes that can cause the kind of cleansing that is needed to 
dissolve the oligarchies? What do they know about a world powered by a global economic and 
cultural renaissance? Do they even know how many nuclear power complexes still exist on 
planet Earth, and when the lights will go out when the last of these become demolished, do 
they know what happens then? Do they know what happens when the nations have no 
economies left, and no defenses except for those tens of thousands of nuclear weapons? I do 
respect their noble motives. We had noble motives, too. But they need much more than that. 
They need the kind of scientific understanding of the underlying principles of civilization that 
we didn't have."
     Zy said that the investment pool on Quian was drained in six years. "In fact the financial 
organizations did the job themselves. It took a bit longer on earth, except they turned on the 
printing presses at the end to satisfy the speculative needs, which they didn't do on Quian." Zy 
said that his collaborators on the planet introduced a fast buck security instrument that was 
sold without backing, but which offered huge returns. "It was a two edged sword. Not only 
did this system bleed the productive economy dry, it also turned the looted funds into a 
battering ram for the destruction of the planet's most successful industries that were stripped 
of their assets after manipulative control was gained over them."
     He turned to Helen, "it's infinitely more difficult to defeat this trap, than it was for the 
children to refuse the diamonds you had brought."
     "Another destructive tool that we applied, was debt management," said Alex. "The game 
was designed so that the weaker were strangled. They were forced into debt for which they 
had to sell their products at rock bottom prices. They were forced into competition with their 
entire world in order to earn some income to service their debts. This unleashed the worst 
fascist looting anyone can imagine, because in a dying economy there are no buyers, even for 
cheap products. The game that we created became a time bomb that killed the stronger 
economies when they were forced to absorb the cheap imports and let their own industries 
collapse. And on the other side of the fence the exporters were forced to produce cheap export 
goods for starvation wages, rather than devoting their labor to developing their own 
economies. This has a worse effects on people than slavery."
     Zy told us that this two pronged game was so successful that it inadvertently helped us 
with the third phase of the project. As the economies collapsed, the food industries lost ground 
and disintegrated.
     "Under semi-starvation conditions, people become weak and develop diseases," said Alex.
     "This was meant to be the final clincher that would bring the society back to the primitive 
ages in which nuclear weapons have no place. This should have rendered their nuclear 
weapons systems impotent. At least, this was the unanimous answer of all the think tank 
people," said Zy.
     "Not only were the sick unable to work," said Alex, "but the necessary care for them added 
such a huge load on this dying economy that this care was often simply abandoned."
     "Still, their nuclear weapons systems were not shut down by this wave of collapse as we 
had anticipated," said Zy. "They were protected to the very end, until they were expended on 



the day of the firestorm."

     "You bastard!" I heard myself say to him.
     "Bastard is right!" he replied.
     Alex and Zy were no longer just telling a story. They were acting it out. Each sentence was 
like a death sentence against those people who had enlisted their aid.
     "We were totally convinced that all this should have worked," Alex defended himself.
     "But it didn't," said Zy. "The plain fact is, we didn't know what we were doing, compared to 
what we know now, and what we know now prevents from ever becoming involved again as 
manipulators of nations."
     "Actually everything worked far too well, right from the beginning," said Alex.
     He turned to Helen and me. "The anti-technology campaign worked wonders. It was so 
effective that the people actually forced their respective governments to dismantle all of their 
nation's nuclear power facilities. Some nations were in competition with each other. Only this 
didn't effect their nuclear weapons programs, which the oligarchs had lobbied for. The country 
that was the first to complete the destruction of its nuclear power sector had actually 
congratulated itself as if it were some kind of a hero. The goal was set, that within a few years 
the entire planet was to become a nuclear power free world, one way or another, no matter 
what it took."
     Zy said that it was painful watching them as they destroyed the technological infrastructure 
on which their livelihood depended.
"The most minute scare was enough for then to become suicidal, without them realizing it," 
said Alex. "We should have stopped right then."
     "We arranged a single nuclear accident that was totally harmless," said Zy, "and the thing 
mushroomed out of all proportion until every nuclear power plant was shut off."
     Alex said, "Nobody listened to those who predicted that the unemployment lines in an 
energy starved economy would be thousands of times more deadly than the worst nuclear 
power disaster. But who listened to them, once the disintegration had broken the people's 
spirit and weakened their bodies?" He spoke about a cartoon he had seen. It showed an 
unemployment line trailing in the distance into a grave.

     The intensity of this talking had the strangest effect on me. Time and time again the Gorans 
came to mind that Werner and I had caused to be destroyed.
     "We had had the best intentions in mind," said Werner when I brought the subject up.
     In response to the way Alex had reacted, as I tormented myself with this incidence, I asked 
Alex what he would have done. Would he have done the same thing? I could still see the 
Gorans' ship in its final power dive. We could have zipped it back to the fleet before it 
exploded on impact.
     Alex just shrugged his shoulders. "I wasn't there. You must search for the principles 
involved. I might have relocated the fleet to a different galaxy. But what we did was better. We 
elevated the 'O' people to a higher state of living. We might have even taught the Gorans that 
they are not all powerful, that in fact their chosen way of life is a rather stupid way to live."
     I tried to listen to Alex and Zy as intently as I could, especially when they compared the 



episode of the Gorans to their earlier experiences. Also, I had insisted that their story be told. 
Now its essence was almost escaping me under a burden of emotions that seemed too 
immense to grasp. Nevertheless, the agony seemed put their story into the kind of perspective 
in which it must be seen.
     Zy, unlike Alex, was like any other man. He was apparently drawn by the same emotional 
strains as I was. Under normal circumstances he might have looked even cute at times, 
especially after he had submerged into the hot mud and stood up with globs of it sliding from 
his face.
     The nightmare of them telling their stories appeared to have had the same effect on Helen 
too. In spite of the comical situation with the sliding mud and whatever, she never smiled.

     There were numerous mud pools in operation in this park. Not all of them were occupied. 
Ours was somewhat remote from most of the others. Zy said the mud was 'cleaner' there, 
although it was everywhere artificially circulated and constantly 'washed and filtered.'
Sitting in such a mud hole, one felt like as floating in air, surrounded by this constantly up-
welling, bubbling ooze.
     As to its supposed medicinal effects, I couldn't vouch for any, except to say that the entire 
complex smelled like a sulfur pot.
     A few sparse plants somehow managed to grow between the pools of mud. They looked as 
strangely foreign to this place as did the towering great city of Monar Aquilae in the distance, 
which was regarded as some kind of national monument of this richly functioning nation-state 
planet.

     "As I said," Zy continued after he took a dip in the mud and had cleaned his face off so that 
he could speak again, "the antitechnology hype we had cooked up, had no impact on the 
nuclear weapons programs on the planet Quian. It only destroyed the civilian technologies."
     Zy told us that these weapons were the most protected price they had. In fact, they were not 
only protected, they were continuously being modernized, and new ones were added in 
increasing numbers, even while the economies were disintegrating. "That's when we thought 
of a new plan. This was also the time when the Gribbork people came to us again, for help," he 
sighed. "We developed a new angle, something that could be implemented quickly, because 
time was running out fast, on both planets." Zy told us that the think tank's Biological Task 
Force had correctly estimated the emergence of pools of diseases in the most impoverished 
areas, and that these diseases would be spreading relatively quickly, although often unknown 
to the carriers, who in turn affected others. However, the spread appeared to be much too slow 
to seriously affect the nuclear weapons game.
      Zy also told us that one of their researchers came upon a cult that practiced a blood rite 
which had been forbidden for centuries, but which had started to make a come back. He 
suggested that the rite could be promoted, so that it would act as a fast track channel, like a 
highway, to extent this pool of diseases to every major population center on the globe. Once 
this was done, it could spread almost immediately across the general population. Zy told us 
that this was intended to weaken their entire civilization to such a low level that any thought 
about physical support processes for, and the maintenance of complex weapons systems, 



would become unthinkable.
     Zy leaned back into his mud hole, so much so that his hair became covered with the brown 
ooze, and his ears.
     "What happened on Gribbork planet?" asked Helen, looking at Alex.
     "He won't tell us about this one."
     "Was it that bad?"
     Alex poked Zy, "tell her the end! She needs to know."
     "I wish I didn't have to," he said. "We were extremely successful!" He sat up and scraped the 
mud off his hair. "We saved seven percent of the population of the planet. This was a great 
improvement over Quian, but it stank."
     "I suppose the people themselves helped you to do it?" I asked him. "You couldn't have 
killed billions of people on your own. You must have had help to wipe out ninety three 
percent of the population of a planet. They actually helped you with that? How did you 
manage to recruit people for such a monstrous task?"
     "It was a cinch to recruit people for this," said Alex. He suggested that if I understood the 
background behind it, I wouldn't wonder at all about that. "It's a function of any think tank's 
favored algorithm for population management."
     "What algorithm?" I asked perplexed. "What population management?"
     "That's simple," said Zy. "Look at war, for instance." He turned to me, "You told me that for 
many centuries the numerous wars on earth had drained off the nations' best people. The best 
men are chosen to become the officers, the second best are next in line. This means that the best 
are always the first to be killed in these wars. They lead the charge into battle. The second best 
stay behind them. Some follow their leader to a certain death. It will always be that way, that 
the very best people are slaughtered first in any war. The ordinary Joe soldiers may never stick 
his neck out of the trenches until the coast is clear. They will likely survive and propagate the 
race. We discovered that they had used this process on Gribbork planet."
     Alex compared the process to that of a gardener, who, in the process of cultivating his 
flowers is pulling out the very best and strongest plants, while keeping the weakest to produce 
the next generation. "No sane person would ever do that!" he said. "But this is exactly what the 
people of Gribbork did. All we needed to do, is extent this process a little."
     Zy told me that he could have convinced the people of Quian to kill their own mothers for 
the shallowest reasons. He said he never did any recruiting at all. People were applying to him 
for the honor of being part of his organization that would save their world from nuclear war. 
He had his pick. There were plenty with great ambition for the highest posts. Those were 
stupid enough to be subserviently loyal to do anything. Zy told us, he had his people 
everywhere. "They were so blind, they didn't see the killing effect of their actions as something 
immoral. They literally murdered each other for the good of their planet."
     Zy explained that he was not aware of any species of wildlife that used this idiotic 
propagation 'technology' that the Quian people had used on themselves. Such a species can be 
quickly reduced to a very low state of existence that puts them far below the technological 
expertise that is required for maintaining nuclear weapons systems. Alex insisted that their 
extension of their own policy hadn't really killed anyone, since much of the Quian population 
had already been dead from the neck up. "They had literally become unfit to survive. Their 



insanity had become so great that a single spark would have turned their planet into an ash 
heap. By our intervention for making these weapons useless to them we gave three-hundred 
million people of the Gribbork a second chance."
     I shook my head.
     "Admit it," said Zy to me, "That's more than many a civilization ever had."
     I still shock my head. It seemed monstrous to talk in these terms.
     "Why must you measure a civilization by its physical size?" Zy added. "You should rather 
measure a civilization by its ability to survive and increase it potential population density by 
means of scientific, spiritual, and technological progress. What good is a ten billion people 
civilization when it is so rotten inside that it is willing to wipe itself out in the space of a few 
hours? We didn't kill the Gribbork. We saved of their civilization what was salvageable. They 
fought the same kind of war that Europe fought in the 1600s. They were in a Thirty Years War 
mentality. The concept of universal love didn't exist for them, which had ended the Thirty 
Years War in Europe. This means we had to reduce them to a state of existence where they 
could fight their Thirty Years War without wiping themselves off the map."
     Alex then poked his head out of the mud and said that he didn't agree, but for a different 
reason. He argued with Zy that the nuclear weapons era on Gribbork had been one without 
major wars, which meant that the self-collapsing algorithm had not been in effect for several 
generations. "People were beginning to become alive again before we moved in."
     "Bull shit!" Zy disagreed. "They were not anywhere near becoming alive again. War isn't the 
only factor of a self-collapsing algorithm. Just look at the Earth, the sorry mess the people are 
in. Religion has smothered their best minds, and still is doing this. Just look at the ecological 
religions that have made it their goal to depopulate the earth to about the same degree that 
Gribbork planet became depopulated. It's being done under different disguises, my friend, but 
for the same effect. The Gribbork people were waking up to a new fascism, and that is very 
dangerous."
     I told Zy about Johnny, our captain.
     "That's nothing," said Zy. "Look at drugs, and this music you call Rock. Remember that the 
oligarchy created this Drug-Sex-Rock Counter Culture when the Vietnam War was winding 
down. This secondary attack destroyed what the impact of the gore on the battle field hadn't 
destroyed in the hearts and minds of the people."
     "You shouldn't have included sex," Alex said to him.
     "Oh no!" I replied. "Zy is correct. Sex can be a deadening game. It can, however, also be the 
very opposite," I told him. "Man isn't born to be a breeding machine. The impulses that 
humanity developed, that have been denied, ridiculed, suppressed, exploited, strangled, 
twisted and abused, have all survived for one reason or another, and not just for the process of 
breeding. These impulses go deep. If one is sensitive enough, they can overturn all sorts of 
erroneous perceptions about the substance of one's very identity and being. Such an 
overturning can be a source of life if it happens totally honestly."
     "Ah, but you're not talking about that Mother Earth type of sex," Zy defended himself, "the 
messy, scary, destructive, and often bloody rituals."
     "Still, all this points to the existence of something deep inside that cannot be made subject to 
any self-collapsing algorithm," Alex argued. "Out of this, I believe, the people of Gribbork 



could have found the strength to overcome their nuclear weapons...."
     "But only if they had made an effort," Zy interrupted.
     "And they did try, until you came in and squashed that!" Alex replied.
     "Try! God they didn't make the least effort. A hand full of peoples; some pioneers among 
them; might have, I grand you that. But this happened not at the grass roots level. The grass 
roots were dead, I tell you!" Zy almost yelled.
     "No, they were not!"
"Oh?" Zy turned to me, "What response did Alex get on your star ship when he offered to take 
the ship to planet 'O' instead of to this Gamma planet, which he told you, would be an act of 
suicide to visit? And I'm not talking about the captain's reaction. That ass hole had no brains. I 
am talking about your people. How did they react?" Zy argued feverishly, standing upright in 
his mud hole. "I'm talking about the crew, the grass roots level people. They heard Alex tell 
them what they would find, and why, but the whole damn lot sat on their asses and let the 
suicide proceed. And it wasn't any damn different on Gribbork planet, I tell you, not one bit!"
     "That's not the same thing," insisted Alex and stood up.
     "Now, now, look at you two," Helen stood up between Zy and Alex. "You are fighting each 
other now."
     "Yes, so we are! How stupid of us?" said Alex and submerged his entire body totally into 
the mud. Zy did likewise, as if this ritual would cleanse the soul.
     "Ah that felt good," Alex grinned after he wiped his face clean when he came out again.
     "Have you ever been on the slide?" Zy asked.
     Alex shook his head. "A mud slide?"
     "You go like greased lightening. Really, you do!"
     Alex smiled.
     "Shall we go?" said Zy and started to climb out of the mud hole.

     Oh my God, we went like greased lightening, indeed. They had built a ten-stage multiarm 
slide that went in every direction and twisted in every possible way, ending with a 360-degree 
loop at the bottom of one of the chutes. The slide was constantly lubricated with a thin film of 
brown ooze that felt like soap to the touch. I had never thought that mud sliding could be fun.

     Before we left the health center, both Alex and I apologized to Zy.
     "Hell, what for?" was his reply.
     "For implying that you are a monster!" I said and grinned now.
     "Me a monster!" He started to laugh. "Is this what you thought?"
     Moments later, while lining up for one of our last runs of the day, he said in the most 
serious tone he had yet used: "If you only knew the deep hurt this job has caused me, you 
would never dream of calling me a monster."
     He described how the three power blocks had been destroying one another from within, 
until they were totally vulnerable to the viruses and the bacteria. Their nuclear weapons were 
never actually scrapped. They didn't have the strength and resources for that. Some of the 
plutonium slowly decayed into a none-fissionable state. He described a recent visit to the 
planet, where he saw one of the great missiles that survived from that era set up like a 



monument with an inscription painted on it that defined the monster rocket as a relic of their 
history's most glorious epoch. "You have no idea, how the sight of this monument and its 
inscription has torn on the gut of my soul!" as he put it.
     "You will never be able to measure a civilization apart from its technology," he added. "The 
two are one. The bottom line is; I have destroyed a civilization, I have destroyed it, even while 
I have saved it with their help. This civilization will not rise again for a very long time, 
possibly for ten to twenty generations. The creation of advanced technologies requires a huge 
and well functioning infrastructure, with a large population to support this infrastructure. On 
this platform a civilization creates a new foundation for the powerful economic processes that 
richly support an advancing civilization. Hopefully, one day, this monument that they now 
cherish will point to a lesson that they had refused to learn before."

     After this Zy slid head first down the steep slope, the one with the vertical loop at the end, 
and with a tight 180 degree turn that deposited our friend head first into the receiver mud 
pond; splork! He was hauled to the edge by an attendee with a pole, who then signaled the 
next of us to come.
     We stayed in this mud pool until the last of us had come through the loop and Zy had gone 
one more time. Eventually, he too had enough and invited us to his home.



Part 3 - A Jewel at the Edge of the Universe

     When we arrived at his place I felt totally drained, both physically by the mud bath that had 
zapped all of my strength, and emotionally by the tragic stories. In this state we made 
ourselves comfortable in luxurious recliners on Zy's glassed in balcony. Nor was I alone in this 
state. Jill fell asleep within minutes.
     Zy's place was a jewel, of course, set in a winter wonderland of snow covered peaks, 
solitary trees sculptured with ice and snow, but we hardly took note of it, at least not until the 
next day.
     Zy served bowels of hot soup after we got up, which he said was excellent after a mud bath 
on the previous day. I just drank it down. It tasted all right. I couldn't forget the ninety three 
percent of the people who had died on Gribbork, under his care. Everyone must have been 
thinking on these lines, for no one spoke.
     "The Earth has a type G civilization, or a type H," Alex broke the silence.
     "I see the same damn pattern developing there that we orchestrated artificially on Quian 
and on Gribbork," answered Zy. "Someone else is orchestrating them there. My hands are 
clean. Maybe they are doing it for different reasons. Still, I see the same process orchestrated 
on Earth in a big way. And there again, nobody cares. In fact, there too, the vast majority of the 
people are aiding the perpetrators. I see the same pattern unfolding one earth that we have 
seen on Gribbork."
     I looked at him. I knew what he meant.
     "No, don't look at me! I told you I had nothing to do with the planet Earth," Zy defended 
himself.
     "I'm not saying this," I replied.
     Alex said, "neither can we rule out the possibility that someone might be sitting behind a 
desk somewhere, maybe right on planet earth, orchestrating the same cycles of collapse that 
we have once set in motion on Quian and Gribbork."
     "Maybe its all a natural progression," I suggested to Alex.
     "No, this isn't happening naturally," Alex replied firmly.
     "If this happened naturally I would have come across the phenomenon elsewhere in the 
galaxy," Zy added. "Most civilizations don't blow themselves up, as the Quian people were 
about to, or the Gribbork, when they reached the nuclear stage. Most civilizations dig very 
deep into themselves, into their soul, and come up with the technologies that allow them to 
deal safely with one another in the shadow of their nuclear capabilities, whatever their forms 
may be. I have never seen a civilization that voluntarily forced itself into a suicidal regression. 
When these things happen, I bet, one will always be able to detect an imperial force in the 
background that has poisoned the people's thinking. We did it to help them. Others might do 
it for more sinister motives."
     He said that the Earth people, in this regard, were a puzzle to him. "The Earth's people have 



demonstrated a much greater vitality than the people of Quian, or the Gribbork. Humanity 
also has had greater technological resources which the people could have mobilized to deal 
with their nuclear threat."
     Zy added that he simply couldn't figure out why humanity has chosen the course of 
regression to collapse its civilization. He said that the only possible answer is that somebody 
has to be steering the ship towards its ultimate doom.
     "The people on earth appear to be asleep with their eyes open," said Helen, "and not caring 
that someone is stealing the very substance out of them."
     "Well, maybe Helen is right," said Alex. "Maybe somebody should go back and waken 
humanity out of its slumber!"
     "Fat chance!" said Zy. "You'll be arrested so fast...."
     "I know what you mean," said Helen.
     "No, you don't know," said Zy. "Somebody is orchestrating that global suicide and will see 
to it that it won't get stalled, or even be held back. Still, people are resourceful. Humanity, 
especially, is extremely resourceful. If the right effort is expended they might yet do something 
wonderful with this wonderful planet. Also, you would not get arrested if you kept your head 
low to the ground, to the grass roots level were some strong movement may already be in 
progress."
     "Then, why don't you come back with me to the Earth?" I said to Zy. "With your knowledge 
we could start such a movement if it didn't exist. Then the sacrifice of Quian and Gribbork 
would not have been in vain!"
     Zy shook his head. "Never again!"
     "Don't you go either!" said Alex, turning towards me. "Their only hope lies in themselves. If 
you went back to do their work for them, you would deny the very substance of your hope. 
You would come as a guru. How, then, would you be able to tell them that they have what it 
takes, within themselves? You would kill your dream; you would in fact finish their suicide. 
Then you would be the monster. Besides, neither Zy, nor I, have ever claimed to be someone of 
superior intelligence to anyone."
     Alex looked at Zy, and nodded. Zy nodded back. "I hate to tell you that," Alex said to me. 
"The fact is, that humanity has far greater resources within itself than the whole lot of us 
combined. To say that this isn't so is an insult to them. Their suffering, as tragic as it is, will 
eventually force them to accept what best promotes their growth as a people. Then watch out! 
When the giant awakens there will be a surge in technology you have never seen or dreamed 
of."
     Alex turned to Zy; "That's why you haven't found any type H societies in the galaxies, 
except the one you've artificially created. The type H stage is normally very short, a transient 
moment, a mere birth pain out of which evolves a great civilization...."
     "Or a total bust," I added. "I can't understand how you can live with yourselves, sitting idly 
in your mud hole with all the knowledge you have, while doing nothing to assist the world 
you came from in the most crucial moment in its entire history? Maybe there are things I don't 
understand, or I'm too stupid to ever understand, but I can't sit here on my ass while every 
day brings our home world closer to a nuclear war!" With this said, I stood up, went outside 
on the balcony and slammed the door shut behind me.



     This was the first time I had been rude to them. It hurt to realize that. I wasn't like that. I 
never swore. The thing that hurt me most was that they left me out there as if nothing had 
happened. Neither did I have the courage to go back in and face them after this uncalled-for 
show of bad temper.
     Eventually Zy came onto the balcony and spoke to me like a friend. "I wouldn't worry about 
nuclear war, if I were you. AIDS poses a much greater threat. It's much more immediate, and 
its destruction has already begun. The nuclear weapons mania is easy to stop by comparison. 
It wouldn't take a week to scrap all nuclear weapons once everyone begins to realize that this 
standoff is artificially created for someone's political intend to cause the mutual annihilation of 
the world's nations. But you can't stop AIDS like that, even if you want to, not in a week, if in 
fact it isn't already too late already."
     "Perhaps, that is what's eating me," I said to him, without looking up.
     He put his big arm around me and hugged me. "I have an address for you. There is 
someone who might help you to deal with this concern," he said.
     He gave me the address of a certain Nahor Qhydte who had been on the Biological 
Holocaust team during the Gribbork affair. He said the man had done a great deal of research 
into the dynamics of slow virus infections. "He lives in the first cluster on the way to Earth, on 
the outermost galaxy; you can't miss it," he said. "His planet is near the end of the shortest 
spiral arm...."
     I nodded.
     By the time I had written the address down, nearly a page was filled. The planet was 
identified by distance from the galaxy center, and from its galactic plane, and further by the 
distance from its spiral center, etc. etc.

     Zy's directions were good. I had no problem finding the planet.
     The planet was no less a gem than Bohr's planet, a place of perpetual springtime, perpetual 
light, moving in a gravitational confinement of a four sun system, having twelve moons that 
stood like stars in the noon day sky. Neither were there any cities on this planet. The housing I 
saw was modular, portable, and totally self-contained. In some places they were piled up into 
social clusters, on other places scattered along beaches, over meadows, or perched on high 
mountain ledges. To locate a person in this disorganized form of living would have been a 
greater task than finding the correct planet. It would have been hopeless, trying to locate 
someone, were it not been for an institution called the Finding Center where a person's name 
could be translated into a machine intelligent code that would schedule and guide the planet 
wide air bus/taxi service. Thus, in the greatest of comforts, I was delivered to Nahor's front 
door.
     His place was part of a sea side manufacturing/resort community. The manufacturing 
complex, he told me, is forty miles inland, and the community is scattered over a hundred-
mile range. His place, an eighteen-module unit, was right at the beach facing the sea. Little 
piles of sand had blown into his study through the partially open door. The air was clear, 
moist, and bright; the ocean sparkled in the afternoon sunshine. As out of nowhere came soft 
music; a Mozart piano concerto was chosen of all the music in the universe.
     "Would you like something to eat?" my host asked after I had introduced myself and 



conveyed Zy's greeting, and the purpose of my coming.
     He produced a type of tropical fruit that he cut into slices and served with a bitter tasting 
ice water. To my surprise, he was a most gentle and likable fellow. I had expected to meet a 
tough, hard looking Gestapo technician, having been involved in Zy's Biological Holocaust 
Task Force.
     Two girls stayed with him, two of the loveliest females, one from the Earth and one he had 
met on Gribbork planet before they shut their civilization down.
     "You've certainly come to the right place," he said to me, while he made himself comfortable 
in some kind of a chesterfield made of soft leather. "But are you sure, you really want to 
know?"
     "I have to know," I said, and told him why.
     "Let me draw you a graph," he said. He drew steeply rising and falling lines, something like 
a sharply pointed capital 'A.'
     "This represents the infectiousness of a fast virus disease like the flu," he said. "It proliferates 
rapidly, makes a lot of people sick; but dissipates just as rapidly, and all is well again." He 
explained that the dynamic pattern of a slow virus infection is fundamentally different. He 
said that a slow virus disease like AIDS doesn't flair up, nor does it ever dissipate once the 
infection has taken place. He drew a curve that rose in the shape of a backward skewed 'S' that 
never fell, but leveled off towards the 100% height on the graph.
     "With a slow virus," he said, "people have no way of knowing whether they are infected. 
Without being aware of it, they infect others, who infect still others in turn. In a typical slow 
virus outbreak, millions become infected before the first case of disease breaks into the open 
with visible symptoms."
     Then he drew a second graph beneath the first, which represented the typical percentage of 
deaths within a population. It was an identical graph, but offset to the right by seven years, 
which represented the average incubation period of a slow virus. He said the graphs 
represented the natural dynamic growth of slow virus infection in which 50% of an AIDS 
invaded population dies within 15 years.
     "This natural growth pattern, of course, can be accelerated or be retarded," he said.
     "Of course!" I agreed.
     "If you superimpose poor nutrition," he said, "and coincidental diseases...."
     "...I know, then the same result can be achieved in five years," I interrupted him, "as it had 
been done on Gribbork."
     "Yes," he replied quietly, his head bowed. "It also works the other way," he said.
     He said that if it were possible to identify and isolate all carriers of the virus, so that cross 
infection could be halted, the graph would rise no higher, but slowly taper off with the deaths 
of those already infected.
     "That, of course, is not a practical possibility," I replied. "You can't quarantine tens of 
millions of otherwise would bee healthy people for the rest of their lives. That's morally, 
economically, and politically unfeasible. It simply can't be done."
     "Of course," he replied, then he raised his head up and turned to me, and smiled. "It's totally 
clear that it can't be done under the kind of draconian fashion that we have on the planet earth 
right now."



     "But something must be done to stop AIDS on Earth!" I said.
     He suggested that vaccination might some day reduce the infectiousness of the virus, 
provided that it is possible to grow vaccine for the rapidly growing number of strains of the 
virus.
     "Right! This will at best only slow the rate of increase," I said "if it works at all."
     "There is another way. Close the door on sex and drugs, raise the standard of living, create 
quality food for the population. If you do all this, some of the fast track proliferation can be 
brought under control."
     I shook my head. "You're asking for miracles!"
     "You've met Odessa, haven't you?" he asked. "Did you ever have physical sex with her? 
Most likely you haven't. Most likely you had a much more satisfying association with her, 
something that physical sex would in fact have prevented...."
     "Right, and it wasn't a denial of her sexuality in any way," I completed his sentence. "All this 
arose out of the Bohr/Miller Effect!"
     He suggested that one doesn't have to hire a truck to transport a loaf of bread that one 
bought at a store. He said that he had developed a subset of the BME that was specifically 
designed for moving beyond physical sex.
     "You can't ban sex," he said. "Monasticism is self-denial. Neither has marriage ever stopped 
sexual proliferation. Operating as a subset of monasticism it increased the focus on physical 
sex, rather than reducing it, instituting processes of emotional denial and mental starvation. 
Nor will the fear of AIDS close the door on sex. It hasn't yet. The only process that has any 
hope of succeeding, is that which opens the door to something much more satisfying, which 
focuses on the deeper substance of sex rather than imposing a denial of something that is very 
much a part of one's being. This is what could rescue humanity. Do you think it can be made 
to work?"
     I didn't answer him for a long time. I watched some children playing outside on the beach. 
They were so precious, innocent, clean save....
     "What makes you believe it could work?" I asked him, breaking the silence.
     "Research indicates that it will work." Using the intercom he asked his two female assistants 
to come in. He introduced them. "Please tell our visitor how well we succeeded with our 
project," he said to them.
     "Nahor had posted a question with our planet wide personal interest information 
interchange system," said the girl that he had introduced to me as, Gail Reed, coming from 
New Mexico. "Nahor had asked in the communication if anyone was interested in forming a 
friendship based on that new mental technology he had proposed. He hadn't indicated that it 
was related to research for saving an entire civilization."
     "We had many more responses than we could handle," said the other girl sitting on the 
recliner beside me. She smiled gently, like Odessa did. "We all participated in the project," she 
said. "It required great wisdom at times and dedication to the principle involved, also a great 
deal of honesty with oneself."
     "It opened a whole New World for all of us," said Gail.
     I looked at the girl from Gribbork planet, sitting beside me. She simply nodded and smiled. 
As our eyes met, I was certain that neither of them had exaggerated.



     "But will it work on Earth?" I asked them. "Can the project be reproduced there, and 
succeed on a large scale?"
     "I will never live on the Earth again," said Nahor. "I will merely pass my findings on. The 
people there must do this work for themselves."

     We left his house and went outside onto the beach and played ball with the children.
     "If you succeed," I said to Nahor, "you could save millions of people."
     "Millions!" he laughed, and passed the ball on that had been thrown to him. "The First 
World War caused five million deaths," he said. "The great flu epidemic that came out of it, 
killed ten times more, almost fifty million." He said, that if his calculations were correct, he 
might be able to prevent two and a half billion deaths. "That amounts to two and a half 
thousand millions of people." He said that he was confident that he would be able to steal 
these people away from AIDS. He failed. He suggested the Earth would become depopulated 
by nuclear war in the background of the unfolding poverty and another civilization would bite 
the dust.

     In a way he was a monster. He spoke of an entire civilization in these terms. He was also a 
scientist. He had put together a mental technology that he was sure could override the 
emotionalism that had crippled mankind in a stranglehold of self-denial that had become so 
ensnaring that humanity could no longer move.
     I liked his approach. I invited him to meet Alex.
     "Maybe we should copy Zy's and Nahor's research material and add it to the archives of the 
ship." I had suggested to Alex at the minute we arrived on Bohr's planet. "Couldn't we do that 
at least? Couldn'y we help them just a little bit?"
     Alex shook his head. "They have no need of it, but...." He began to nod.
     "All right then! If it makes your friend happy," Zy said to Alex, "I'll let him have a copy to 
send home. It makes good reading if nothing more comes out of it. Besides, it is any author's 
dream to share with the world his vision and his work."
     Alex nodded.
     Zy shook his head. "Well, if it makes you happy, why not! It's a waste of time, though."
     He looked at me and grinned. "Its funny," he said. "Most human needs are rather easily met, 
don't you think, whether they are real or just imagined?"

     His comment brought to mind what Natalia had once said in the beginning, about our 
sexual needs. It brought to mind the explosive intensity of feeling alive. Was it this awakening 
to life that had opened the door to us to the universe? That's what had attracted Martin's first 
visit? Had that been the key factor in all of this? Is this also the key that mankind needs so 
desperately to discover for itself in order to pull itself away from the grave it is digging? I 
knew that no one could answer these questions, so I didn't bother asking. I also knew that I 
didn't need anyone to answer them anyway, for I felt certain what the answer had to be. One 
thing was clear, and Odessa with her great sensitivity had already spelled it out for us, that 
there was only one process required on Earth to solve humanity's myriad problems.
      There wasn't a separate strategy needed for dealing with the nuclear weapons crisis, the 
economic chaos, the scourge of world terrorism and international crime, and most of all the 



species threatening disease that looms larger by itself than all other threats combined. They all 
had one 'flavor,' one root. Odessa felt that she was certain she was totally right. She felt that the 
key to solving all those problems is scientific, spiritual, and technological development. In a 
richly developing world the world's oligarchy has no foothold to exist. But before than can 
happen, people need to come closer to one another. We must help them with that. We must 
help them to realize that the distance between them has no validity. We have learned that. 
They can learn this, too. Nothing else will help them.

     The days that followed at Zy's winter resort mansion where we soon met again, were 
beautifully calm and wonderful days. We never talked about politics again, and all the earth's 
problems that needed to be solved. The subject was closed for me, too. Instead of politicking 
and worrying, we went on a three-day cross-country ski trail through an icy sun filled world at 
the outer edge of the planet Gribbork.
     A week later, Natalia and I returned to the ship and reproduced a copy of Zy's research 
work, which was subsequently added to the ship's archives. Natalia, herself, entered a 
message into the ship's log in her official capacity of once having been captain of the Earth's 
first star-research ship.
     We stayed a few days on board just for old time's sake. It felt good looking back, realizing 
what worlds of worlds we had crossed since the days the mission had started. I felt also a great 
sadness, realizing that the most important message the ship could have brought, could never 
be written into any log in a way that might be understood. For such a communication, we still 
lacked the required technology.

     Ah, but I hadn't counted on Alex's always coming up with something new. Alex appeared 
on the ship with me and offered his services as counselor and facilitator.
     "It would be a crime to send this ship back," he explained. "This ship is a tool for 
exploration, and that is what it must be used for." He offered the crew to take them to the most 
interesting places they can imagine. He said he has seen research facilities and institutions for 
learning that challenge the most advanced mind. He suggested that this would open up a 
whole new dimension for self-development and it would help to get all the rest of humanity 
out of the rut, too. He also offered to set up a monthly shuttle service between the ship and the 
earth, for taking information back and to take the crew home for vacation or replacement. The 
ship could also serve as a base to give the most advanced thinkers from earth, access to the 
universe. "If this doesn't help solve the humanity's problems," he sighed, "nothing will."
     "In time, we may even teach the most trustworthy of the ship's people the secrets of the 
Bohr/Miller effect," he confided to me quietly. "The fact is," he almost whispered, "humanity is 
perfectly capable to invalidate the distance between one another. No natural barrier exists that 
would hinder them if they ever were to put their mind to it."
     He paused for a moment to allow me to digest what he had said. Then he continued 
speaking to the crew. "What I am proposing, here," he said to the crew, "is the modern 
equivalent to the voyage of captain Maui. Maui had crossed the Pacific Ocean, setting out from 
Egypt in the year 232 BC. The voyage of Columbus, 1723 years later, should be seen as an 
anticlimax. He had crossed the Atlantic and opened up a whole new world for humanity, but 



the feat of the voyage itself was old hat. With this fine star ship as a research center for 
exploring the galaxies, we can usher in a whole new era for mankind. Maybe here, facing the 
frontier, humanity will discover its real identity. When this happens humanity will be able to 
create for itself a brighter future than its most daring pioneers have ever imagined. Who needs 
the Bohr/Miller effect when such a potential lies at one's feet?"
     Alex was behaving like a conductor as he was speaking, gesturing about the possibilities, 
standing at the podium of the great hall where everyone was assembled. Soon people asking 
questions surrounded him. I have never seen him as alive. This, evidently, was closer to 
paradise for him than anything else. There was no doubt in my mind that we, too, would all 
get caught up in the flow of this momentous development that would likely involve us 
regularly between mud baths and visits to the beaches of planet 'O', or those treasured ski 
excursions at Zy's winter wonderland.
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borders and travel its landscape.

 * Episode 2A - The Ice Age Challenge  
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coming Ice Age climate shuts down most of the world’s 
agriculture. The resumption of the Ice Age could happen 
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  Universal Divine Science - Spiritual 
Pedagogicals 

Unknown to the world, Mary Baker Eddy created a 
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pedagogical structure is so large that she made all of her 
major works a part of it, and so far-reaching that it may 
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years of peace in the world between 1866 and 1914

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