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John saw an angel, a woman clothed with the sun.
He saw in her the native image of mankind.

He saw her not covered, hidden, or embellished.
He saw in her the sun crowned with stars of rejoicing.



2

The story, Clothed with the Sun, comprises a chapter of the
novel, Winning without Victory, by Rolf A. F. Witzsche, which
is Episode 3 of the series of novels, The Lodging for the
Rose. The series is designed to explore the great renaissance
principle, the Principle of Universal Love, the foundation for
civilization. The fictional story, Clothed with the Sun, plays in
the mid-1980s in the dessert of Arizona. It is in part the story
of another story, the story of the Royal Dance, a dance
centered on enriching one-another by honoring our common
humanity.

(c) Copyright, 2005, Rolf A. F. Witzsche
all rights reserved

US Library of Congress reg. TXu-1-020-218
Canada reg. 1024305

The Lodging for the Rose (Episode 3)
Published by Cygni Communications Ltd.

 North Vancouver, BC, Canada
 (http://books.rolf-witzsche.com)

ISBN: 1-897271-24-7



3

Clothed with the Sun

  Under Tony's direction a two-week tour had been arranged for Ushi and
me. Ushi wanted two weeks in the dessert to heal the soul. Granting her wish
was Fred's note of thanks to her for her help. My role was secondary. I was
'allowed' to accompany her as her security escort. Of course, knowing Tony,
I wasn't surprised that the entire Air Force contingent in the area knew of our
arrival. Ushi's fame, based on her efforts in Venice, preceded her. In compari-
son, I was just a diplomat, someone doing his duty.

  Perhaps it had been under Tony's 'orders' that nobody spoke about
politics. Getting away from the political world had been the purpose of her
holiday. In respecting her wishes, politics appeared to be a forbidden subject.
We were treated like newlyweds instead, discretely, but affectionately. Maybe
that's what Tony had told them that we were.

  We stayed in remote hotels at first in various parts of the dessert of
the Southwest. We even camped once. At mid-week a newlywed Air Force
couple joined us. They came with a four-seat helicopter at their disposal. With
that we could go wherever we wanted, and the couple knew all the best
places. Ushi and I became a part of the family so to speak, and apparently
a part of the Air Force family as well. We were treated to life as it unfolded
at the grassroots level where the games are easy, unlike at the diplomatic
level, and full of fun and wide open for anything.

  At one of the parties that we were invited to, Cathleen, our newlywed
bride, wanted to act out a fantasy. She confided to Ushi that the fantasy had
come to her like a dark urge during her wedding party.

  "Why don't you act it out now, right here?" Ushi asked.

  Ushi might have imagined what this dark-urge fantasy had been. With a
grin on her face she encouraged Cath. It seemed safe enough to do something
daring. Everyone at the party had called her simply, Cathy, or Cath for short.
Her full name, Cathleen, had never been used by anyone. She appeared to be
'family' to them all, or someone closer.

  With a great smile on her face, when the music tape had come to an
end, Ushi stood up and said that she wanted to tell a story. She asked for help
to clear a space in the middle of the room. A table had to be moved and
chairs rearranged. She brought one of the children's high chairs from the kitchen
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and placed herself in the middle of the open space and told her story.

  Ushi told the story of a king. It was a king with a good heart who had
received visitors from a far away land. The visitors were not royalty, or
philosophers, or priests. One was a poet, another a composer and performer
of music, another was a man of science, and so forth. They were traveling
together to explore the beauty that can be found in being human. Rumors had
it that wherever they went people became uplifted by their wisdom.

  So it was that they came before the king. The king was pleased with
their performances, their stories, and their wisdom. A few days later, during the
royal banquet, on the night before their departure to new destinations, the
poet of the group asked the king if he was happy being isolated from his
people by his wealth. The king answered that he wasn't at all happy about it,
but that he was also unable to do anything to change that. He explained that
if he gave away all of his possessions in order to be closer to his people, it
wouldn't help many and he would end up as poor as the rest of them, so that
in the end nobody would be bettered.

  The poet agreed that this wasn't a workable solution. The musician
however had an idea of how the problem might be solved. Both the poet and
the man of science agreed that the composer's idea could work.

  The composer had been told during his travels that there lives a man
in the king's realm that has an exceptional ear for music. He was also told that
the man was poor and his musical instrument was of a poor quality. The
composer suggested to the king that he should purchase a violin for that man.
He described the violin as an instrument that sings the melodies of the heart.
He told the king that such an instrument could be obtained in a foreign country
at a price far above the means of a poor man. He also assured the kind that
the poor man could perform wonders with it, while the king could afford it
easily and should bestow it as a gift of love to him.

  The king protested. He protested, because if he did this, so he said,
the lineup of beggars at his door would be endless. He was sure of it.

  The composer waved him off. He told the king that he should never
present such a gift as a royal handout. If he did that, indeed, those problems
would occur, but more than this, his gift would thereby become tarnished. A
gift becomes tarnished if it is perceived as a means to bring the bearer of the
gift calculated advantages, such as fame and honor. The composer suggested
that the king should present the gift while being disguised as a traveler, as an
ordinary man, and that he should bestow the gift in such a manner as would
be necessary to assure the recipient that it is a gift of love and nothing else.
The composer said to the king that the gift would then not be tarnished. A gift
is not tarnished if it can be accepted as a gift of love. "Then it will shine."

  Ushi said that the king didn't like the idea at first, but as the days
passed it seemed more and more right to him that he should do what his wise
visitors had recommended. So he set out one day in disguise to visit the poor
man. Indeed, everything that he had been told about the man was true.
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Consequently, a month later the king stood before the man again, in wayfarer's
clothing, and bestowed on him his gift of love. It was by then a gift of love
indeed, bestowed with all his heart and soul, as he had personally traveled to
the far country that his visitors had spoken of, to obtain the precious instru-
ment.

  The king was pleased with himself. In fact, he was so pleased that he
repeated the process in many other ways. He also found out that other people
were emulating him once the violinist began to enrich the lives of the people
of the kingdom with his own gift of love, his music. It wasn't long after that,
that a group of people in the kingdom banded together to construct a much
needed irrigation dam at the river that had been long desired. They con-
structed the dam as a gift of love to themselves. In this manner, as the king's
pioneering venture caught on, the entire kingdom became enriched and up-
lifted.

  Naturally, the king was more than pleased with this development.
However, soon a new problem developed.

  The problem was, that the king's daughter had been inspired by her
father's success and had wanted to extend it still further. Only, she had no
riches to share. Still she had seen that the people had become closer to one-
another by extending gifts of love to each other, although not close enough to
love each other fully as human beings. She felt that unless people began to
really love one-another for their humanity, they would remain forever divided,
and that she herself would thereby remain forever isolated in the king's castle
as an outcast from society, an icon of a royalty for which society had little true
affection. Thus she sneaked out of the castle one night, secretly in disguise, to
the local inn where she began to dance. She danced night after night in the
nude, sharing not the king's riches, but herself, her own riches as a human
being.

  When the king found out about his daughter's adventures, since the
people were beginning to realize who she was, he was wroth with her.

  The princess told her father that he was wrong to be angry. She told
him that she had followed his own lead of removing what isolates people. She
told him that if one takes away everything that is artificial, the whole of
humanity would recognize itself as being one. She told her father that this
outcome is inevitable, because it is based on the truth, and that the inevitable
can be realized at any time if one is willing to do what is necessary to
acknowledge the truth. She told her father that she had seen an image in her
mind of many people embracing one-another in a dance powered by a great
joy that was rooted in themselves. She told him that they had found their unity
in their beauty as human beings and in their love for themselves that was
blossoming into an out-flowing love for one-another.

  The king was not impressed by his daughter's logic. Nevertheless, his
daughter convinced him over the space of the following months that she was
right. The king became confronted with certain facts that he couldn't ignore,
because the people themselves continued the practice that the princess had
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started. It gradually brought a greater sense of family to his kingdom. People
began to respect each other more, and began to see each other more and
more as human beings. They supported each other more. Soon, crime lessened
and the whole atmosphere in the kingdom became enriched. But most of all,
the princess became regarded by the people as one of them. This break-
through, the king could understand and appreciate.

  With the king's consent, therefore, the princess continued her dancing
on occasions of her own choosing, arriving unannounced as she had done
before. At the end of the year however, at the occasion of her own birthday
celebration, the princess dared once more to take the process one big step
further into the open. During the entertainment portion of her birthday celebra-
tion she danced before the king herself, unembellished as she was born, and
before the king's ministers, before her guests, before the maids and the
butlers, and even before the boys that looked after the king's horses. Her
dance became known, affectionately throughout the land, as the Royal Dance.
It was said that her dancing didn't degrade the image of royalty, that it
bestowed instead onto the people who saw her dancing, a certain 'royalty' of
their own.

  Within seconds after Ushi had finished telling the story, Cath got off her
chair with a smile on her face, loaded a new tape into the music blaster and
started to dance the Royal Dance for her friends. She danced slowly at first,
and as she did, she began to take all of her clothes off to everyone's surprise.
The surprise was justified, because the music wasn't designed for erotic
dancing. She was dancing to the music of Tchaikovsky's Swan Lake ballet that
made the scene magical as well as beautiful and exiting.

  Cathleen's daring had made the party sparkle that day. Long before her
chosen music had ended some of her friends had joined the dance. Her
husband gave her a curious look at first and didn't seem pleased, but then as
the others joined in he changed his mind and joined the royal dancing himself.
I overheard Cath saying to him while they were both dancing, "Why shouldn't
we dance like this for one-another and our friends while we're still young,
pretty, and exiting to look at? Why shouldn't we dance, naked as we were
born?" Her husband just smiled and nodded.

  Ushi asked Cathy a while later, "Cath, I am curious, why had you
wanted to do this at your wedding? What was your reason? Why did this idea
come up as a fantasy?"

  She smiled at her and shrugged her shoulders, "I really don't know. You
tell me if you can solve the puzzle. I suppose I simply wanted to do this,
because I was in love with myself. Does that sound so crazy to be unbeliev-
able?"

  "That's what I thought you might say," said Ushi and embraced her.
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"That's the best state that one can possibly be in, being in love with oneself
as a human being." She added an kiss to her answer. "I can say this honestly
out of my own experience," said Ushi. "And don't ever let this being in love
with yourself die in your heart, Cathy."

  Long after the Royal Dance story had been told, Cath's daring feat had
been repeated by nearly all of her friends. It was all done in good fun of
course, and later even with the 'correct' music. Eventually all the men got into
the act too, not to be outdone by the ladies.

  With the chopper at our disposal we had no need for hotels anymore.
We camped in the most beautiful spots, miles from anywhere, surrounded at
times by the great organ pipe cactuses of the dessert, or by Joshua trees.
Naturally, as we would awaken to greet the morning sun in the now 'royal'
fashion that Cath had established, naked as we were born, becoming envel-
oped by the still cool dessert wind.

  Her husband, who was named Peter like myself, loved the idea. In fact
he became quite exited about "reverting back to something natural" as he had
put it.

  Ushi told him that Cath's dance at the party had been in many ways
like her own wedding dance. All of her closest friends had been present that
day. She said that in her case the story was told by somebody else, a dear
friend named Helen who had hosted the wedding party and had danced the
opening round of the Royal Dance herself. Ushi told him that only the music
had been different in her case. Helen had chosen to dance to the Nutcracker
Suite. "The music had made the dancing natural and beautiful," said Ushi with
a grin. "And there, too, long before the music had ended, most everyone had
joined the dancing."

  Ushi added a while later added that the idea of the royalty of an
individual has a beautiful and valid meaning when it is applied universally to
humanity in honor of those profound, natural, human qualities that we all share.

  Cath's husband, Peter, wasn't surprised therefore against this back-
ground, when Cath extended the trend that she had started, one more time
in her own pioneering spirit.

  We had stopped at a pub one evening on the way back to our camp.
The pub had a reputation of being a lively place. It was a small place, but alive
with laughter and music, a gathering place of friendly people. Once every hour,
erotic dancers added to the atmosphere. They drew out the smiles with their
festive kind of entertainment. They made people's eyes sparkle. That's when
Cathy got her 'extended' idea. The bartender agreed to inquire. Moments later
Cathy was introduced on the stage as "the beautiful, the exotic, the out of this
world, the star of the morning, our very own Cathleen, from our very own
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crowd . Give her a warm welcome," the announcer concluded.

  And Cath danced beautifully. But more than that, she set a trend into
motion. Right after Cath had danced, Ushi stood up and told the story behind
the Royal Dance, and then she danced it herself. As soon as she was done a
beautiful man followed her lead, and after him a heavyset woman. Even I
made a contribution. It appeared that some of the men who had been there
had called in their girlfriends. A few of the newcomers, too, dared the dance
when an opportunity opened up for them to do so. The rest who didn't, simply
joined the crowd.

  I got the impression that quite a few people fell more in love with
themselves that day, and with one-another than they might have thought
possible. Ushi was later called upon to repeat the presentation of her story
after a lot of new people had arrived and the place had become crowded.

  "Do you realize what is happening here?" I asked Ushi at one point. "I
think the tectonic plates are moving, the sea change that Steve has been talking
about has begun. The Royal Dance story is really the story of the sea change
from Greed-Based Fascism to Love-Based Economics."

  "It's an expression of the Principle of Universal Love," said Ushi. "It's
an expression of the natural unfolding of Helen's lateral lattice of hearts. It's
universal unfolding has been delayed for much too long. When Helen was
moved by a sense of great urgency to help her friend in hospital who was
undergoing a major operation, she had brought together all that she knew about
human existence. I think she told you about it, didn't she? She saw a visual
construct unfolding in her mind in response to her sensing a great crisis in the
making. In response she saw before her a visual construct of a vast lattice of
human hearts, all arrayed laterally side by side, of which her friend's heart was
one. In this visual construct she beheld the Principle of Universal Love in
operation. She observed, like a spectator might, that the lattice was held
together by countless stands of love that appeared like channels of light
through which each of the hearts in the lattice contributed a bit of its strength
to the heart in need. Helen beheld this process in action at three different
times throughout the timeframe of the surgery. In the end a great peace come
over her. And as you know, the biggest surprise awaited her later that afternoon
when she visited her friend in hospital. She found him sitting up in bed with
a radiant smile, a smile powered by a great joy as if a profound victory had
been won. What she saw totally defied what one would expect to see from
a person having come out of surgery just hours earlier that took all morning to
be performed. I can see similar expressions of joy erupting here, tonight," said
Ushi.

  "I had no idea that the principle of the lateral lattice could unfold so
simply and in an everyday-type context, and so beautifully," I commented with
a smile of my own.

  "And so powerfully," added Ushi with a nod.

  "But is it really a human power that is at work here," I said quietly, "or
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is it not something greater? A discovery of the great Apostle John comes to
mind here who said the God is love, and he that dwelleth in love dwelleth in
God, and God in him. If this is so, then the strands of light that Helen saw
pervading the lateral lattice are strands of love, but they are also divine
strands, a force from the spiritual background of our world that we simply tap
into, which comes to light in our life as love. The fact is, Ushi: we don't create
love, we simply live it. It's a part of us. The evidence for this is that something
greater is found wherever love does come to light. It adds something profound,
something that sparkles with joy as we see it right here. The Apostle John even
suggests that by not having love in our life, we have no evidence of God."

  "Some scholars suggest that the discovery that God is Love was made
by the same person named John who wrote the book of Revelation," said Ushi.
"He describes in Revelation a woman clothed with the sun, representing
humanity. Helen had mentioned this metaphor many times to me, of the
woman clothed with the sun. She thinks that her perception of the lateral
lattice might be rooted in that image of mankind being arrayed with the sun,
with universal love. Helen also thinks that from this root unfolded her idea of
the Royal Dance, the dance that we have unfolding right here, which truly is
a dance of love, the love in which God comes to light." Ushi grinned from ear
to ear as she said this and added something about this pub being a rare temple
of love, and thus a greater edifice to the name of God than any church she
knew.

  "I wish that Perfidious Albion could see this," I said to her with a big
grin too, a wicked kind of grin. "Perfidious Albion, who lives in perpetual
darkness would be blinded by this light, but might find a new life in it."

  "No, he would get a heart attack and die," Ushi replied and continued
grinning. "What is happening here has not been done on such a platform and
on such a scale since time began. Perfidious Albion would have a hart attack
indeed, out of fear that the age of love is dawning."

  I shook my head. "I think this isn't possible, I mean for him to have
a heart attack. Perfidious Albion has no heart. Still, I think that just seeing all
this would certainly scare him to death."

  "Maybe that's the solution," Ushi replied and grinned again.

  "Perfidious who?" Cath's husband, Peter, interjected.

  "Albion," I replied. "That's an ancient name for the English islands that
happen to be alo the operational center of the largest private empire ever
created on the face of the Earth. This private empire is presently at war with
humanity."

  I turned to Cath. "You, Cath, may have just invented a trend that can
save us and our entire human civilization from the inhuman monsters of the
fondi's empire."

  Peter started to laugh out loud. "Our Cath, you say?"

  I nodded to him. "Yes my friend, and I am serious about that. Be proud
of her. She has unearthed something that is deeply human."
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  Peter raised his glass to Cath. She was talking to somebody else at the
time. "Did you hear that, Cath?" he said in a loud tone, "your dancing might
have the potential to save the world."

  Cathy became quite famous that night. She was appropriately intro-
duced the next time she danced, as "the Queen of the Nile who holds in her
soul the doom of empires and the light of humanity and civilization." Everyone
cheered for her.

  Ultimately though, it was probably Ushi that made the event most
memorable for everyone there. Ushi came onto the stage one last time. This
time she came dressed in dirty rags and quickly shed them. Moments later she
stopped the dancing and signaled the music to stop. She sat on a chair that she
had brought up onto the stage and began to tell another story, a double story.
She said that the double story was both sad and profound, a story about our
civilization.

  She began with the story of Prometheus Bound from an ancient Greek
drama. Prometheus was a god in love with mankind who was being persecuted
for this love by the imperial gods of Olympus. Since Prometheus couldn't be
killed, being a god, he could be subjected to eternal torture by the Olympians,
and so he was punished. They ganged up on him and bound him.

  In the endless pain of being tortured Prometheus was given a chance
that he might be set free. Of course this would involve his betraying his love.
Prometheus wasn't prepared to make this huge sacrifice. Thus, instead of
pleading with the Olympians and begging them for mercy, he laughed at them.
He told them all that whatever pain they could dish out, he could bear forever,
because the pain was small in comparison with his love. He also told them that
that they thereby proved that they had no power over him at all, which also
proved that they had no claim to be called gods. Thus, he won his freedom
without a sacrifice.

  "I guess the playwright wanted society to ask itself if it had the same
kind of love for one-another that supercedes everything," said Ushi. Then she
told her second story, which she said was from the same 'neck of the woods,'
but from a slightly later time. She said that the writer of the second story was
a writer of prophesy. He had a vision, and in this vision he beheld a woman.
The woman that he beheld was naked, but being naked she appeared him as
clothed with the sun. She stood upon the moon with her head held high that
was crowned with a crown of twelve stars, the stars of rejoicing.

  "Both of these stories are stories about love," said Ushi. "The Royal
Dance story was modeled after both of these two stories, because my friend
Helen found those two stories reflected in her life. She found herself many
times in the position of Prometheus when she was challenged to denounce her
love of mankind by the demands of small-minded thinking. She always stood
her ground just as Prometheus did. She stood her ground for her higher vision
of mankind that few shared and that most of the modern 'gods of Olympus'
denied. She proved them likewise to have no power, really, and no legitimacy,
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because she saw herself and all others as arrayed with the sun and as having
the universe under her feet and on her head a crown of rejoicing that no one
could take away. Thus, her life became the Royal Dance. It became a light for
many."

  Ushi paused and smiled. "Helen always had a profound answer ready
for the gods of Olympus when they raised their ugly head. Helen's answer
always was, to whatever problem came her way, 'what has the problem got
to do with anything, does it change the principle involved?' The principle that
she referred to is the Principle of Universal Love, the principle of the woman
clothed with the sun, the Prometheus's principle, and Helen's principle, which
I have also made my own," said Ushi. "The Principle of Universal Love is also
the principle of the Royal Dance."

  Ushi received a standing ovation that night. The whole crowd was
instantly on its feet. At that moment she signaled the music man and when the
music started again she continued to dance while everyone remained standing
and clapped in the rhythm of the music of her dancing.

  Peter and Cath took us to Vegas the next day for the sparkling lights,
the swimming pools, the fine restaurants and cabarets. Ushi loved the service
at the hotel, the doormen opening the doors for her, the bouquet of flowers
in the room, the bowel of fruits and nuts that she found set up there to
welcome us. Still, Vegas appeared somewhat dull in comparison with what we
had left behind. The lights of Vegas didn't measure up to the warmth and the
excitement of our own shows. The sparkling lights of Vegas were no match for
the sparkle in the people's eyes in the dessert.

  After Vegas, Peter and Cath took us to Tampa. That's where the
helicopter had been borrowed. In Tampa we joined hands for another day and
two nights of extravaganzas of the most extraordinary rides: the Scream
Machine, giant carrousels, the Cork Screw, Satan's Tracks, Tumble Weed, Jungle
Drop parachute rides, and the world's biggest water slides in the biggest water
park in existence. Then, when the end when the time came, time to say good
bye, one more giant surprise awaited us. This time even Peter and Cath were
surprised. "We've got a four day extension," said Peter after he had checked
in with his home base.

  "And the reason for the extension is?" I asked.

  "We have been offered a ride to Athens and back," said Peter. "It's all
free. Arranged by some general from on high that I never heard of. We'll be
flying with the 908th Airlift Wing from Maxwell Air Force Base in Montgomery,
Alabama. We are going to be 'guests' on the C-141, all four of us."

  "Athens sounds exciting," said Ushi.

  "I can hardly believe it, we are really going to Athens?" said Ushi as
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we climbed up the steep crew ramp to a fully loaded C-141. The plane stood
in the morning fog, ready to roll onto the runway at Maxwell Base. The sun was
barely breaking through. Fog filled the entire airbase.

  "Welcome to the C-141 Star Lifter," said the captain as we came
aboard. "This airplane is the last in a long line of heavy transport aircraft and
the finest ever built. We have unlimited global reach as the only heavy
transport in the world that is built with in-flight refueling capability. This aircraft
is a part of our country's proud tradition of absolute air-superiority, a tradition
that makes the United States Air Force unchallenged in the world."

  "I always wanted to stand on the Acropolis," said Ushi as if she hadn't
heard a word.

  "You will find the modern world of Athens more exciting than this
dusty site of ancient relics," said the captain who had evidently expected a
different response.

  "The Athens of the Parthenon is the Athens of Pericles, the Athens of
empire, the Athens of the Peloponnesian War," said I to the loadmaster in
support of the captain. The loadmaster was taking his seat behind us, getting
ready for takeoff.

  "That's precisely why I brought the Acropolis us," said Ushi to the
loadmaster, then turned her head to the captain. "I brought the Acropolis up,
my friend, because you speak exactly like Pericles did. Pericles had built the
Parthenon and other great works on the Acropolis, but he also launched the
Peloponnesian War. To Pericles Athena was superior to anything in the world.
This imperial dream of superiority over everything became the root for the
eventual defeat of Athens. His arrogance became its downfall. So, my friend,
why do you strive for air-superiority? Why do you strife for superiority at all.
Pericles never saw the total defeat of Athens. He died in the war that he
created. Be careful therefore my friend about wanting to be superior. Are we
not all human beings right across the world? Why should any of us strife for
superiority over another?"

  "Don't worry, we will search for the real Athenians," I interjected since
the captain didn't care to answer. "We'll look for the Athens of Solon, Socrates
and Plato, and of Aeschylus the Athenian tragic dramatist, the author of
Prometheus Bound," I said to the captain.

  "Helen would love that," said Ushi. "Do they still perform Aeschylus
and the Prometheus-Bound tragedy?"

  "Maybe they do in back-alley theatres for the tourists," said the
captain. "What interests me more, is the puzzle that you guys are? I can't
understand what is happening here. Which one of you knows General Tony?"

  "General Tony?" I repeated and began to laugh. "Did General Tony
arrange our passage to Athens?"

  "He ordered it, apparently on recommendation of General Dag," said
the captain. "And who on earth is General Dag?"

  "You don't know who they are?" I said as if this was a joke. "Those two
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generals are the heroes of the century and the reason why you and I are still
alive today," I replied. "Less then four weeks ago a Russian cruise missile was
launched against the Unites States from a vessel off the coast of North
Carolina. General Tony witnessed the incidence and immediately assumed
command to have the thing brought down. He went right over the head of
everybody to save time. Within seconds he had contacted General Dag at
Seymour Johnson Air Force Base. General Dag immediately diverted all aircraft
in the area to search for the cruise missile and to confirm the projected flight
path. At the same time General Dag alerted Langley Airforce Base to mobilize
the 1st and 307th combat wing. By the time the cruise missile was in range they
had three AWACS in the air. A pilot from the 307th brought the thing down just
outside of Arlington."

  The captain's face became pail momentarily. "My parents live in
Washington, DC," he said quietly.

  "The cruise wasn't meant for Washington," I said. "The target was
Baltimore. I have it from the horse's mouth. Baltimore was the target. The plan
was to fly this thing right across Washington, right under our nose, totally
undetected across the most monitored airspace in the world and take out
Baltimore. That would have caused hysteria and fear on a scale that you cannot
imagine, enough to justify blowing up half of the world. That was the plan.
General Tony and General Dag spoiled the whole thing."

  "You are pulling our leg," said the flight engineer. "Not a sparrow enters
the United States airspace undetected much less near the Norfolk Naval Base,
the largest naval base in the world. And getting to Washington, that's totally
impossible. You are talking about the most heavily defended air space on the
planet."

  "That's true, until the defenses are shut down from within," I inter-
jected. "In any case, it happened. As I said, the plan was to fly across
Washington DC, probably detected so late that it would leave no room for
anyone to react. That's real history. It happened four weeks ago. Baltimore was
the target, and to fly right cross Washington DC was the plan. It's all been
confirmed out of the horse's mouth. Tony and Dag threw a monkey wrench into
the works. Tony was with me when the thing few practically over the house of
a naval tracking station in North Carolina. Not a trace of the missile was
recorded by any sensor. Tony is a long-time airman. He took charge of the
situation immediately, like any patriotic general would, and he did fire up
Dagmar and demanded that she too act like a general. That's how one has to
act when the situation is critical. Dag is the nightshift communications officer
at Johnson Air Force Base, Tony's sweetheart, and the rest happened as I have
told you. The Soviet's had actually very little to do with that. I've been grilled
for over three hours by the fondi in Venice. The fondi had planed this and they
didn't take kindly to us spoiling their plan."

  The captain just shook his head in disbelief.

  "The real hero is Ushi," I assured him. "Ushi was my contact for a
prisoner exchange in East Germany. I work for the diplomatic service. Because
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of Ushi I met Tony, and the two of us had this crazy idea of launching a nudist
beach project, a kind of university on the beach. So we bought a bit of
beachfront, far out of the way. That's where we met Ross, the naval observer.
We had dinner at his place. That night, just as a big storm was blowing in I
noticed a fishing boat that seemed to be in trouble. But it wasn't a fishing boat.
It was a Russian spy ship. With Ross' equipment we were able to observe the
ship taking on cargo from two submarines, three long and slander crates.
Minutes later a fire erupted that blinded Ross' equipment. Nevertheless we did
see the cruise missile emerge from the smoke. It looked like it was going to
hit the house. That's when General Tony and General Dag entered the scene.
The cruise was brought down just outside Arlington because of their immediate
intervention. In times like these everyone is the general in charge. One simply
does what is necessary to save the country. The consequences can be dealt
with later. Tony acted like a human being should. He was brilliant. He was
clothed with the sun. Had he cut right through the command chain. Had he not
done what he did and bypassed all the normal channels, the escalation in the
chain of command would have stopped at the broken link were the defenses
were shut down. Tony bypassed all of that. He let his light shine and saved the
world."

  "And your part in that was?" asked the captain and shook his head
again.

  "My part was that I saw the fishing boat." I replied. "If I hadn't seen
it, nobody would have noticed anything. And that little thing, my friend, was
caused by a chain of events that Ushi had started months earlier. So you see,
we little people sometimes have the power to change the world, and some-
times we even make good on that."

  "Do you really expect me to believe that?" said the captain.

  "Why would I expect you to believe anything?" said I. "It's not my job
to make you believe a single thing. It's my job to tell you the truth. In any
case, I left the really unbelievable parts untold, like Ushi's fantastic story of
the Royal Dance. Dou you want me to tell you?"

  "Oh, I can imagine what this is all about," said the captain.

  "I think you told us enough," said the flight engineer and laughed. "If
General Tony and General Dag aren't the world-champions of the 'Royal
Dance' who is?" The engineer had a good chuckle over that "revelation."

  "Right, Malcolm," said the captain and shook his head again and grinned.
"That just about sums it up, doesn't it?"

  At this point we had crossed the Atlantic coastline. Athens seemed still
infinitely far away, too far for such an atmosphere to be left unhealed. The
flight engineer tried to change the subject to make us more conformable. He
said something about us being guests.

  "Oh, come on Malcolm, we've been had by a bunch of con-artists,"
said the captain. "We've been given the Royal Dance to give these bums a free
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ride. It happens in the military too, you know. The world is full of them. Why
should the military be spared the pain?"

  His tone changed when the loadmaster handed the captain a magazine.
"This is Lt. Dagmar Ferris at her decoration ceremony three weeks ago," he
said to the captain. "Didn't you tell me some time ago that you have family
in Baltimore, Jack?" he added. "If I'm not mistaken you have a brother living
there. I would suggest to you that you write this Lt. Dagmar Ferris a nice thank
you note...."

  I invited Peter and Cath to our beach when we said good bye to each
other four days later after our return to Maxwell Base. I told them to come
whenever they felt like coming, or needed to get away. I also extended the
same offer to the captain and the crew. "I am always there," I said to them,
"unless I find myself once again in the belly of Puff the Magic Dragon on yet
another quest to defeat the monster of the underworld." The captain under-
stood the metaphor. Peter and Cath promised to look us up when we saw the
off on their flight home. We wished each other well in parting, and not with
sad faces, but with happy tears in our eyes. We were happy for having shared
this time together.

  On the commercial light back to Washington, as if a light had been lit,
I began to understand something about the deeply rooted significance of
Helen's Royal Dance. I realized that this dance had also been Tara's 'dance'
that she had danced so beautifully in Suchumi for us all, and had done so daily
for two entire weeks. Hers had been a Royal Dance, indeed, though in a slightly
different form, but just as beautiful.

  I remembered again what Steve had said about Pandora's box, that one
has to deal with everything that's in it. I suddenly realized how much I had
misunderstood Tara's dance. I had seen my affairs with Tara in Suchumi and
with Olive too, in isolation from the larger world, as if the world was divided
into occasions and scenes with categorical differences. I realized suddenly that
this division was invalid. No principle supported it. Each one of the people that
I had met and had danced the Royal Dance with turned out to be a precious
gem in his and her own way, a gem of a wonderful world that we all share
together. The love of those people that all had danced the Royal Dance had
been unimpaired by the dictates of the countless forms of conventions that
stood like iron curtains. But we had all stepped across them and had danced
in our own way that one universal dance that unites us like so many grains of
sand blowing on the seashore that each is a part of. And so it was that Ushi's
dance and her love, and Erica's, and Sylvia's, and Steve's, and Tony's, and
Ross', and Fred's, and mine, came to light as being all interlocked. We were
all dancing in our own way, but we are all dancing the one Royal Dance. In that
we were united, united by our love for the humanity that we all share in our
hearts and will continue so forever.

  I asked Ushi if she felt the same way. She simply smiled and asked
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me in return why it took me so long to discover that.

  Puff took us home from there. On the plane the inevitable question
surfaced. Did we do the right thing? When one opens Pandora's box, one has
to deal with what comes out of it. We had opened Pandora's box in a big way
with the Royal Dance. We had dug deeper than ever before, but did we deal
intelligently with what came out of it? Did we elevate it? Did we turn the
scene into something rich? Did we turn the emptiness that is so often attached
to nudity into something rich that brought light the naked royalty of the human
being as something beautiful to behold and worthy to honored? I asked myself
many such questions on the way home. It seemed that the answers had not
yet been developed.

  "What comes out of Pandora's Box can take us in three different
directions," I suggested to Ushi when we began to explore the subject. "If
nudity entices lust, it needs to be avoided, because lust is slavery. We didn't
find any of that at the nudist beach in Leipzig, did we? If, on the other hand,
nudity inspires honesty with ourselves, it needs to be welcomed, because this
honesty has the tendency to dissolve our self-isolation. We experienced the
power of that ourselves," I said. "It was the key element that brought us so
amazingly close to each other on the first day we met on the beach in Leipzig.
Nudity can also inspire a feeling of nakedness, which immediately causes one
to cover things up, and this leads to self-denial. Obviously, the Palmerston-type
crowd in ancient times has done its utmost to make humanity ashamed of
itself by blinding it to the riches of its own beauty, and with it its inner beauty,
and so demanded to cover it all up. That's self-denial. Maybe that is what nude
dancing is in protest against. Unfortunately, protesting doesn't solve anything,
does it? We need to focus on the active principle that brings out what is real.
Protesting is an invalid pursuit, because it doesn't elevate anything. It doesn't
enrich society. However, do we really know what this active principle is that
elevates society? We call it the Principle of Universal Love. That's a wide
concept, Ushi. But what does it mean in everyday living? It seems that we have
explored only a tiny bit of it."

  "That is why the human journey is a spiritual journey of discoveries,"
said Ushi. "But don't forget, Peter, if we take our clothes off, we are naked.
We are as naked and as rich as when we were born. The active principle here
is the principle of Helen's lateral lattice where we all stand side by side,
bound to each other with strands of love. John the Revelator saw in those
strands the image of the sun. He saw us enveloped with this sunshine of the
strands of love, and he gave the sunshine the name of God. He said flatly: if
you can't see love, you can't see God, for love is God's expression. Some say
that this perception belittles God. It makes God dependent on mankind. I
would answer to that, that it ennobles mankind as the very expression of what
God is. And that's what love is, isn't it? It isn't something that we create at
will. It just is. We can only open ourselves up to its flow. Nor can we actually
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see it, touch it, measure it, and bottle it into cans and save it for a rainy day.
But we can feel its effect and are uplifted by it. We also know that when we
close our 'eyes and heart' to it, our world becomes dark and our civilization
disintegrates. Thus, the trick is to open our eyes ever wider and to search for
the principle of it. Helen suggests that the principle of love is illustrated in her
visual construct of the lateral lattice where everyone is standing side by side
universally; not above; not below, but side by side. She suggests that her lateral
lattice construct is a visual celebration of the principle of love. She suggests
that this might be the reason why it had such a profoundly healing effect on
her friend. She also suggests that the Royal Dance is another form of acknowl-
edging the lateral-lattice reality. Helen sees it as a conscious celebration of it,
and she suggests that it should have an equally profound healing effect."

  "Love makes us as rich today as we were born as human beings," I
replied.

  "That's something we can treasure ourselves for as the brightest stars
in the universe of life," said Ushi. "We are not human cattle or glorified
monkeys. We are infinitely greater. We are greater even than what is reflected
in the grandest symphony of Beethoven, Mozart, Haydn, Brahms, and so forth.
And those are just some of the gems of our humanity. They are gems of a
profound mind and a profound love."

  "Isn't that to some degree what the metaphor signifies of the woman
clothed with the sun?" I interjected.

  "Don't forget, as human beings we have also discovered the ability to
move beyond that and to make ourselves appear more beautiful with the
riches of our mind," said Ushi. "Clothing is an element of culture, of intelligent
development, of art, grace, and beauty. We have achieved in our development
of culture what no other species of life has come even close to. Clothing then
becomes not an embellishment but an expression that reflects the riches of
our grace. That's a uniquely human quality that we should be proud of and are.
However, we should also recognize and value ourselves as beautiful and
complete just the way we are and keep in mind our place in the lateral lattice
of love, without which everything else becomes lost."

  "The proof of that is found in the simple fact that science, music, art,
technology, poetry, literature, language and so on, together with all the other
the grand things that make us human, are complete within us, as we were
born," said I. "We appear to be stars even in our nakedness, stars clothed with
the sun."

  "Everything that enriches our world and ourselves is drawn from what
we are," said Ushi. "Our highest form of education will never add to what we
already are, but help us develop it and bring it out in ever-brighter ways so
that its light becomes the light of the world. Without it we dwell in darkness
and the dark ages might begin anew. But if we move with it, the unfolding light
becomes the light of a renaissance in which we can face the coming Ice Age
and say to it with laughter: Where is thy sting? That is how I see the potential
of love. I also see the Royal Dance to have a profound impact on the
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development of that love. Maybe that is what Helen means when she expects
the Royal Dance to have a profound healing effect. Am I dreaming in saying
that?"

  I nodded, smiled, and then shock my head.

  "It's the same with culture, like art, music, literature, poetry, clothing,
and so forth," said Ushi. "They do not add to our humanity, or supercede what
we are, but bring to light the sunshine of our humanity in which we are rich,
which inspires a flow of celebration."

  "I would say that we might be moving towards this more rapidly than
we give ourselves credit for," I said to her. "In countless different ways our
clothing has become more open than it has ever been before, and more sexy,
and more daring and provocative. It actually emphasizes what our brutish sense
would hide. But that also reflects a certain dishonesty with ourselves? We are
highlighting an element of our humanity that we proclaim that we don't want
to look at."

  Ushi laughed. "We hide it and emphasize it at the same time. That's
silly. However, is this shift in focus breaking the isolation between one-another
that had been built up over time by sterile imposed conventions?"

  I shrugged my shoulders. "Maybe some day we'll find ourselves in-
spired to put our smallness aside and see ourselves as the grand and beautiful
beings that we are, without needing embellishments, and in a celebration that
inspires us to dance a kind of native dance."

  "We shouldn't call this naked dancing then, but native dancing," said
Ushi. "Maybe the whole nakedness thing is nothing more than sophistry carried
on for thousands of years to make us look small and ashamed of ourselves."

  "We should break the sophistry and redefine nakedness as nativeness,"
I said and laughed. "It would certainly change the way we regard one one-
another."

  "This means that the active principle of truthfulness gives us the
freedom to develop our self-love, our love for our humanity that we all share
and by which we are united as a single humanity. That's culture too, and on a
much higher level than the culture of covering things up. Why shouldn't the
native dancer then stand proudly in front of the whole world and say, here I
am, I am a beautiful human being, I am worthy to be admired with or without
embellishments. I am complete, profound, serene, sovereign, sublime. I don't
want to steal from your self-perception by being called naked, but enrich your
love of your humanity it its full native worth."

  "The fact is, Peter, people do respond to this self-love and this spiritual
honesty. They enjoy it without knowing why. They came from miles away in the
dessert, and they came just for that. They came in droves to the pub in the
dessert and filled the place to the brim. The Royal Dance brings out our royalty
as human beings if we can see it as that. It seems to touch a responsive chord
deep in people's soul that creates a sense of unity. I suspect also that this
sense of unity will somehow spill over into the larger world and grow in
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profundity."

  "Maybe this is what the creators of lies had aimed to prevent?" I said.
"It seems to me that the biblical Adam mythology is a political statement of
a courageous dramatist of satire. It speaks of forbidden knowledge. That's a
perfect metaphor for the political lie. The lie shines like a jewel, but it will
kill you. The first effect that Adam discovered is that it renders the Royal
Dance as being immoral and shameful. Then, as the story goes, with this first
step into the sewer of lies established, the whole scene disintegrates into
chaos and utter poverty. It seems to me that the political writer that created
this Adam-satire had discovered an engineered process that is powerfully
destructive to civilization. It remains so to the present day. The writer was
saying to society, open your eyes! But no one responded, or wasn't allowed
to."

  "The reality pertaining to any lie is found in the opposite of it," said
Ushi.

  "Doing the opposite appears to be the most honest and open, and
leading edge process to pursue. Maybe the erotic dancer doesn't really dance
in protest, but dances to fulfill the law of truth as the Royal Dance is
designed?"

  "That's an interesting thought," Ushi replied.

  "I had hoped to find some evidence for the Royal Dance in Athens,"
I said to Ushi. "If it is based on truth it must have had manifests also in the
ancient world. But I didn't see anything?"

  "I think the sophistry was already established before the time of
Athens," said Ushi. "The Adam-satire might have come for that area however.
It uncovers the sophistry that may have been developed in the early dynastic
age. The sophistry is hard to beat. The Adam man is portrayed as made of
dust, and the woman of a stolen body-part, taken from the man made of dust.
And the dust-creature is further degraded by seduction centered on lies and
conspiracies. Mankind seeking truth, the forbidden knowledge in any empire, is
immediately punished. The human image becomes torn to the ground to the
point that mankind, the tallest of creation, is no longer deemed worthy to live
in its native environment. Mankind becomes an outcast. Unfortunately the
satire was twisted into becoming regarded as the truth. It appears that the
Prometheus story was an attempt to help mankind to dig itself out of this
ancient trap that is really a form of religious terrorism."

  "The terror is often hidden," I suggested. "The world is full of politically
forbidden knowledge that one must never talk about. Don't talk about conspira-
cies! Don't talk about truth! Humanity is not allowed to explore reality, to
discover what isn't approved, to recognize fundamental principles that stand in
contradiction to empire as a form of government, and to develop knowledge
and understanding whereby society would become free and become capable
of developing the universe and to scrap the notion of empire. Don't open your
eyes! Knowledge is forbidden! Adam disobeys the strangulation doctrine and is
banished, first by himself, then by God. It appears to me that Helen's Royal
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Dance stands at the forefront of the breakout of mankind from the ancient
mental terrorism of self-condemnation, into human freedom. While the Adam
story of mental terrorism may have been originally written as a satire to make
people think, the ruling imperials seemed to have latched onto the satire and
turned it into a truth that became religious teaching for thousands of years. The
perversion of the truth has thereby become deeply ingrained in society's
axioms."

  Ushi nodded and smiled.

  I suggested to Ushi that this political creation story, imposing mental
terror, has been so skillfully crafted into a profound truth that if it weren't so
ancient, one would suspect it to have originated in one of the modern leading
psychological warfare institutes. "But then, suddenly somebody disobeys. The
clouds break overhead and the dancer stands up, native as the person was
born, and proclaims: Here I am, I am beautiful, and I understand that I am
the tallest creation in the universe. What the dancer thereby really does,
perhaps without being aware of it, is actually far more profound than we may
think," I said to Ushi. "The dancer then doesn't shed her clothes primarily. The
dancer stands up and sheds the ancient sophistry of mental terrorism. That is
what really happens, and of course, it's scary to do this. It is scary, because
the terrorizing axioms condemn the dancer and call that person shameless,
which is actually true, because shame is one of the impositions of the ancient
mental terror. If this shame isn't overcome the entrapment goes deeper. The
man in the story is presented as the deceiver of the woman, and the woman
is presented as one who is weak, who doesn't stand up for herself. Finally,
when the whole mess comes to a head, the terrorized man denies himself, he
denounces his own conscience and blame it on the snake. Hey, God, it wasn't
my impulse to seek knowledge. The lowest form of life urged that. After all,
the human being is an animal, isn't he? The man in the satire didn't say this,
but he was supposed to think it and feel it. What a trip, Ushi!"

  "So, the self-denial that eliminates any sense of truth deepens the
human division further and further. As a result, the man and the woman are
both expelled from the garden of creation, condemned to scrape a living from
the dust of the ground. What else can this totally denounced man and woman
do, that have been forcibly denied access to knowledge and understanding, and
whose sense of discovery and self-discovery, the very nature and capacity of
the human mind that makes us human, has been trashed and ridiculed? This is
how the rulers of empires wanted humanity to see itself: divided, impover-
ished, and ashamed of itself, with no legitimate need for intellectual develop-
ment, a mindless mass of toiling slaves, easy to rule and to exploit.

  "But when we danced our native dance," I continued, "all this became
overruled. Everyone felt closer to one-another. There was a sense of joy and
unity, and honesty. We really touched on something that was rooted in the
sublime. One could see it in people's faces. This means we need to recognize
that the scripts for mental terrorism in the scriptures were written by the
servants of empires rather than by honest theologians and historians, since the
ruling imperials are still playing this tune, especially the tune of small-minded
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thinking interlaced with terrorism. If one looks at today's world with an open
mind, it becomes immediately apparent that the imperials of the world
demand absolute obedience to the politically created farce that inspires
people to feel small and ashamed of themselves and thereby shun their
scientific and spiritual potential and block their self-development, even their
nature as spiritual beings. Thus we bow to deindustrialization, to poverty, to
smallness, to impotence, and even to the notion that man is a cancer on the
earth. The imperials continue to demand that people become obedient to the
farcical rules that they have designed to isolate and degrade humanity into
being ashamed of itself, and thereby to accept the divisions of mankind as the
norm."

  "We have always known that in countless different ways, haven't we?"
Ushi replied. "That's why we have danced for our humanity. That's why we have
all danced together in the dessert. It only took a spark to ignite the fire."

  I suggested that this confirms that there is but one single truth threaded
through all aspects of human existence, a thread that unites us all as one.

  Unknown to us, our flight northwards from Alabama, occurred in the
shadow of another stock market crash. The papers we full of it while the SDI
cancellation didn't cause any headlines as if it never happened, and Steve's Ice
Age Renaissance proposal that would have exposed the whole stock market
mythology as self-defeating, never got a single mention in any of the papers
that were handed out in the plane. Fears about a recession became the front-
page-center stuff that everybody talked about, fears about loss of profits and
so forth. It appeared that we stepped back into the 'real' world coming back
from our holiday in the dessert. It appeared that this 'real' world wasn't likely
to change for a long time to come. On the other hand, it seemed that we did
set off some tremors.

  I found it odd at first that in the midst of all that, practically on the
day we arrived back at the beach, that were we handed a notice by the local
sheriff that a public inquiry would be held in three days to consider our
application for the nudist beach project. I could hardly believe it. Why now?
The beach project seemed so totally out of place for us now. There had been
more movement on that front unfolding in the dessert than we had dared to
hope for with our beach project, and in the dessert it had all unfolded so
easily with no one driving anything. Ushi said that it had come as easily as the
rain that falls by its own movements and refreshes the Earth. But why did the
fondi suddenly focus on our spiritual development project for advancing the
royalty of the human being that our beach project had been designed to
become? Why did this happen now in the middle of an unfolding financial
breakdown crisis? Was there a connection? Or was there a connection with
what happened in the dessert? If there was, I couldn't see it. Or was there
a connection between all of that and what we had started in Venice?

  Steve just laughed at my question. "Their sudden interest happened not
in spite of the breakdown crisis, but because of the crisis," he said. "It appears
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that what happened in the dessert shifted people's attention away from the
fondi's royal lies and onto something real and human that opened up the inner
substance of their lives and of their humanity. Somebody must have found out
about this and became alarmed by it. That is what you had planned to do here
with the beach-project, only in a bigger way. So, the relevant fondi illuminati
reacted we due haste, and they aim to preempt you. As I had told you, the
fondi won't allow your project to unfold as you had envisioned it. Whenever
the imperials are in trouble, when the foundation of their power crumbles,
which includes their looting financial system, they resort to staging wars and
whatever else they can think of to knock down a people's humanity. In the
present breakdown situation that is still relatively minute they'll be contend
with little wars. You have been chosen as a convenient target for one of those
little wars. Congratulations Peter, you've got their attention. So be prepared,
this is going to be a scathing attack. That's how their little wars are designed
to unfold. They will be bringing in one of their big guns."

  I told him that he didn't make much sense, especially considering what
we did in Venice.

  Steve laughed at me as if this was a joke. "Forget Venice," he said.
"The little war that is happening here has nothing to do with Venice. This beach
thing is too trivial for them to be concerned with at the higher levels. The war
against the beach project is a local operation by one their local stooges that
look after the trivial things for the fondi. They'll do their job and get their
reward. Sometimes they even loose their little wars and nobody really cares.
Palmerston certainly wouldn't care about your beach project, even if he knew
about it. He might care only if he was actually on our side, provided that he
knew of it, which is highly unlikely. So, cheer up, Pete! The upcoming little war
might be fun. Let's face the music and dance, and as we do, let's change the
choreography so that people will wake up. Let's turn their war dance into a
satire. Let's have a little fun with this, just as you had in the dessert. We might
even make a Royal Dance out of it for them, if we can, which would get
people to look at their own humanity. With a little help from us the little
stooges will actually expose themselves, and show their real nakedness. They
always do this if they are properly 'invited' to. They tend to turn their own
dance against them. That's a weak flank in their armor."

  "Doesn't that violate our own principles, the Principle of Universal
Love?" I asked.

  Steve shook his head. "Our goal is wake a few people up in the local
community, to their own humanity, which the fondi's dance is designed to
ridicule, belittle, terrorize, and ban. That's how the fondi run their games. We
can uplift this game to higher ground. They aim to assassinate us with their
terror or slander. We aim to block this, and then uplift their real target, the
community, to a level where the community can defend itself. Remember that
we will not be fighting against the fondi. We can never win fighting against
something. We can only win by fighting for something, like fighting to uplift our
common humanity. The fondi's stooges will do their best to defeat themselves
with their own dance. We will be fighting for the people of the community and
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uplift their humanity. We will be fighting for this until the people will join us
with their own Royal Dance and carry forward their own fight. This kind of
fighting doesn't violate our principles. Nor will we ever have to violate our
principles. In fact we can't win without them. We require the light of these
principles with which to uplift our common humanity that exposes the emp-
tiness of the fondi's game. By this exposure of the truth the fondi's game
typically falls apart on its own. Of course, we can also screw up and make a
mess of things. This may happen if we are not alert, but I have a feeling that
we won't screw things up, but succeed in some fashion."

  Steve promised that he and Ushi would stay for the hearing just in case
we needed support, though he suggested that it was highly unlikely that we
would need his help.

  I gladly accepted the gracious offer in the spirit in which it was given.
In response to the offer Ross brought another bottle of his most excellent
wine from the cellar. "This one is from an old monastery," he said and smiled.
"It's for a special occasion!"

  Having Ushi and Steve remain with us for the impending 'trial' was of
course a special occasion. If times had been better it would have been the
greatest occasion, a carefree holiday at Ross' castle by the sea, tasting wine,
watching sunsets, even considering that we all had to camp on the floor at
night. Nevertheless we couldn't escape the awareness that far too much
needed yet to be achieved before any kind of real peace in the world would
be attained.

  Fortunately for us, Ross' place had been well stocked with food laid up
against a once deemed likely military emergency, or nuclear war, that might
include a long civil disruption in an emergency for which the station had to be
manned day and night. In addition we had plenty of food in our camping truck.
We had enough food on hand that way for all seven of us to be at ease and
to celebrate our upcoming trial and its sure success, and beyond that to remain
together for as long as Ushi and Steve would care to stay with us.
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Postscript for the novel

 Science fiction is often used as a tool to explore a possible future.
Science fiction can also be used to explore in metaphor certain fundamental
principles that are normally obscured by conventions and myths or for political
objectives. In addition, the writing of fiction can be interwoven with aspects
of the real world in such a manner that a number of fictional elements appear
real, while real elements appear fictional as this happens so often in life. All
of these elements have been utilized in this novel.

 In Chapter 1, Wreck Beach University, the point is explored that war
is fundamentally a human-relationships problem, rather than a technological
problem. Therefore it cannot be resolved as a technological issue. In fact, any
attempt to address technologically what is not a technological problem covers
up the real issue. This covering-up process is metaphorically countered in the
novel in a nudist beach story.

 In Chapter 2 and 3, Emergency Mission and Unity, a surreal sense of
social unity is brought to light that appears totally fictional, but represents
nevertheless some profound elements of truth. Some of these elements were
put on the table by America's spiritual pioneer of the 19th and 20th Century,
Mary Baker Eddy with her discovery of the divine Principle of scientific mental
healing.

 In Chapter 4, The Incompetence of the King, the focus is put on the
question of democracy, but not in the way that democracy is commonly
understood. It comes to light as something far greater than a process of
counting votes and running an elected government. It is understood as a
process of taking responsibility in an active manner by society itself, for itself.
The end-result is that society IS the real king and needs to regard itself in that
manner, and the elected President or leader must therefore be regarded as a
servant in office by design. This essential concept of democracy appears to
have become rather fictional in our time. But why should it be that?

 In Chapter 5 and 6, Our Seashore Paradise and Shadow in the Night,
a nuclear cruise missile is launched against the USA. The story is complete
fiction of course. In the story the nation is ultimately saved by the effort of
two 'little' people who took responsibility to protect the nation. They stepped
across all the established barriers and did what was necessary in the moment
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of this crisis to save the country. Acts such as these appears rather fictional.
Society is no longer thinking in terms of taking responsibility for the general
welfare of itself as a nation, much less of humanity as a whole. People have
become too wrapped up in little issues and blind to the processes that its
existence depends on. When a crisis erupts they simply protest. But in a ten
minute nuclear war that convention breaks down. While the story and its
heroism is fictional, the danger isn't that mankind has created for itself by
refusing to take the responsibility to live profoundly as human beings.

 In Chapter 7, Unto the Top of the World, the question of strategic
defense is explored. In this case the focus is on America's (by now) long-
forgotten SDI program. The question is asked whether a missile defense
system is invariably a provocation, or whether it can actually save mankind if
it is developed cooperatively by all nations, thereby creating a platform for
unity and universal cooperative development? How often has a country's
leadership provoked its nation into war under the guise of defending it? That
never happens. That's fiction, right? No it isn't. And neither is it fiction that
America once had invited the world, especially the Soviet Union, to coopera-
tively develop a global Strategic Defense Initiative based on new physical
principles. The goal was to protect all mankind from the 65,000 nuclear bombs
it had created to eradicate one-another. It is also a historic fact that the
Soviets refused. Evidence exists that the Soviets even demanded that the
author of the strategic defense proposal be imprisoned, who was promptly
incarcerated for five years on contrived charges. His name is Lyndon H.
LaRouche Jr., America's most widely known and globally respected economist.
He had warned the Soviets that if they continued their own strategic defense
in isolation, the economic burden would burn out their economy in five years.
The Soviet Union collapsed in six years. Looking back today, this part of
history still looks like a saga of pure fiction, as do many associated elements
of this part of history.

 In Chapter 8, The Shockwave Effect, the recognition dawns that the
world is presently in a historic boundary zone moving towards momentous
changes in our world in which nearly all of the present standards are doomed
to become irrelevant unless measure are taken to actively redirect society's
path ahead. Some early shockwaves are already developing. This corresponds
with the rarely known phenomenon in fluid dynamics where the shockwave that
results from supersonic flight begins to develop already in the boundary zone
before the sound barrier is actually broken. This boundary zone phenomenon
may appear like science fiction, while it is quite real. On October 6, 1997, a
jet vehicle, the famous "ThrustSSC" was photographed by Richard Meredith-
Hardy at the Black Rock Dessert, Nevada, travelling at approximately Mach
0.95 with a powerful sonic shockwave effect being clearly visible. (See: http:/
/www.flymicro.com/photolib/) Eleven days later the vehicle did break the
sound barrier at 1223.657 kmph. (See: http://www.andrewgraves.biz/ssc_stuff/
SSC_pics.htm) The point is that a lot of phenomena already begin to be felt
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in the boundary zone in many respects, economically, politically, socially,
ideologically, and meterologically.

 In Chapter 9, Glass Sculptures, the focus is on what kind of world we
can create for ourselves when love becomes developed rather than rejected,
a process which determines our future. While some leaders dream to be
reborn as a deadly virus to eliminate 'overpopulation' and other people
proclaim that the human journey isn't anything special, the reality is that it has
the potential to be a light more sparkling than the stars. And after all, that's
all we've got. However, is the potential for its further development fictional,
or is it real though largely unrealized? Perhaps it depends on how we develop
the human journey from the root of its key element, the Principle of Universal
Love.

 In Chapter 10, The Venice Project, the cover story is about scrapping
America's SDI program, while the real story behind the scene is much more
far-reaching. An Ice Age Renaissance proposal for the strategic defense of all
mankind is presented as a platform for defending mankind against the poten-
tially devastating influence of the return of the next Ice Age. This larger
project is fictional, of course. Such a proposal has never been officially put
forward anywhere at any time. Actually the scientific background for such a
proposal in the story didn't exist in the mid-1980s, the timeframe of the story.
Consequently the actual timeline of the unfolding scientific awareness has
been ignored in order fit today's advanced perceptions into the story, so that
the story reflects the leading edge perception of our modern time. The names
of the scientists that are mentioned in the Ice Age related part of the story
are real.

 (See: 21st Century Science and Technology Magazine, Fall 2005, p.4 - see:
http://21stcenturysciencetech.com/Articles%202005/NoGlobalWarm.pdf - and
Winter 2003/4 p.52 - see: http://www.21stcenturysciencetech.com/Arti-
cles%202004/Winter2003-4/global_warming.pdf - Also note the statement writ-
ten for the US Senate Committee on Commerce, Science, and Transportation
March 2004 by Prof. Zbigniew Jaworowski Chairman, Scientific Council of
Central Laboratory for Radiological Protection Warsaw, Poland; see: http://
www.john-daly.com/zjiceco2.htm )

 In Chapter 11, Perfidious Albion, the nature of conspiracies is ex-
plored in a surreal fashion by drawing on the numerous conspiracy theories that
fill the 'airwaves' often without a shred of proof, which nevertheless fit the
pattern of the imperial conspiracies that came out the background of the old
Venetian Empire. The 'art' of deep-reaching multilevel conspiracies has been
the backbone of every empire ever since. Empires are built and held together
by conspiracies. What then separates reality and fiction in this world? I don't
think anybody really knows. In the story, the names are all fictional, and the
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dimension has been kept somewhat surreal. One common name, that of
Palmerston, was chosen for the main character, a name that also links back to
the early days of the British Empire, the largest empire of modern time. The
term, Perfidious Albion, however is not from the realm of fiction, and so is
the comparison of empires with tectonic plates. Both concepts were presented
to journalists in Germany in the 1990s around the time of the East Timor crisis.

 In Chapter 12 and 13, Lord of Darkness and Lord of the Rings, the true
meaning of weapons of mass destruction is explored against the background of
Tolkien's saga, The Lord of the Rings. Tolkien is a master in linguistics and
metaphors, exposing elements that hide the truth, like the truth that the atom
bomb was coveted as a terror weapon long before it became a reality and
remains a terror weapon to the present day. We had 65,000 such terror
weapons in the world in the mid 1980s, of which we have 20-40,000 left in
various forms, while new ones are still being built including new mini nukes that
are ideal for terrorist purposes. If it wasn't for the secret love affair by the
imperial world with terrorism, we would likely have disabled all of the nuclear
bombs by now, including the 'daisy cutters,' as the latest weapons of mass
destruction are called. From a physical standpoint it wouldn't take long to
create a nuclear-weapons-fee world. All the nukes in the world can be disabled
in a week if society decides to value its humanity. We know where they are
located, and the task to disable them isn't that difficult.

 The tern "Daisy Cutter" that is used in the story is actually the code
name of the modern fuel-air bomb, a conventional weapon of mass destruc-
tion. It vaporizes volatile fuel over a large area and then ignites it, causing a
hyper-pressure envelope that forces a person's lungs out through the mouth,
and in lesser cases suffocate the victims as it burns the oxygen out of the air.
The "Daisy Cutters" were reportedly used in Afghanistan against unwanted
terrorists. Notwithstanding this, terrorism is hailed in principle. It has been said
that "one man's terrorist is another man's freedom fighter." The statement
comes from London to answer why London had been the headquarters of over
30 international terrorist organizations during the Soviet era. Here reality and
fiction intermingle while the real world supercedes in horror what would be
acceptable as credible fiction. The danger finally becomes complete when our
love for our humanity, that should be profoundly real, falls itself into the realm
of fiction.

 In Chapter 14, Drilling Holes into Sophistry, we look at the fiction
of lies that have blacked history, that have dragged the world into the sewer
and endangered the future of humanity. We find the sphere of sophistry a
captivating 'prison,' often by our own consent and free will. Here too, fiction
and fact appear to be reversed as society becomes strangled in its box that
it finds no exit from, except through love, which it denies as an option. The
challenge becomes raised that society rebuilds its humanity by, for starters,
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eradicating homelessness and slum living with a million new houses provided
for free, whereby the whole of society would come out richer. While such a
project could be easily accomplished in the USA with the available financial,
technological, and material resources, society chooses to deny itself that
potential and remains being mired in inhumanity, contend in poverty and
smallness. In this area fact and fiction are revered in a surreal manner by
which the present world should be deemed fictional, because it denies the
actual dimension of our humanity.

 In Chapter 15, Clothed with the Sun, the focus is on the 'Royal Dance'
in acknowledging the native value of our humanity. The 'Royal Dance' is a
dance carried in metaphor by dancers in their native attire, being "clothed with
the sun" as seen by John in the biblical book of Revelation. Here, the surreal
element is the truth. But should it remain surreal?

 In Chapter 16, The Supreme Being, we find a contest being staged
between the unyielding rigidity of old religiosity (The Man of The Cloth), and
the irrationality of modern religious fundamentalism unfolding from imperial
cultural warfare. We find both standing in contrast with an awakening daring in
society to look at the naked reality of our humanity. The stage becomes in
metaphor a civil hearing for an application for a nudist beach project, but in
real terms it becomes an exploration of who we really are as human beings.

 In Chapter 17, Resurrecting Carmen, the focus is on the dimension of
the Principle of Universal Love. This principle has also been threaded through
all of the other chapters. In its final chapter the question is asked, how can
we rescue Carmen? Carmen is the woman of Spain, in George Bizet's opera
by the same name. She stands for universal freedom, but is killed by her lover
who wants to 'privatize' her love. The tragedy of Carmen stands in metaphor
for the tragedy of the American nation that established her freedom from
imperialism as a Federal Credit Society, but which surrendered that freedom
and with it her life-force as a nation at Christmastime in 1913. After a 138-year
imperial war America became indeed privatized. It's currency and credit
creation was placed into the hands of private imperial central banks operating
for profit instead of for the development and the welfare of the nation.
America had become an Imperial Monetarist Society. A dozen years after its
historic defeat, America, the once most powerful nation on the planet was
'dying.' With its stock market crashed and its economy collapsed, the greatest
depression in its history literally 'consumed' the nation. After a brief FDR
holiday between 1933 to 1945, America is sliding back once more into the
same condition.

 In order to rescue Carmen in both spheres, it seems to be necessary
to rewrite history. When seen from the standpoint of the Principle of Universal
Love, America lost World War I on the 23rd of December 1913, and lost it for
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the whole world. It lost the war against empire that it started on July 4th 1776
when it claimed its independence from the Britain emporium with generous
logistical, financial, and ideological support from many parts of the world.
America had started a world war against empire. It was fighting for a New
World for itself and for all people around the planet. But it lost the battle after
standing its ground for 138 years. By acknowledging this profound defeat as an
element of history, society may yet rouse itself to a higher perception of self-
worth than is presently prevailing. Thus it may yet rescue itself from the
looming tragedies of an already unfolding global economic collapse and from
the not too distant return of the Ice Age that nobody cares to acknowledge.

 The final question therefore is this: Does the Principle of Universal Love
really belong into the land of fiction, where it is barely located even now? Or
does it belong into the real world? Every thread of every calamity in the real
world seems to converge at its root at the denial of this principle. Perhaps this
may also be the reason why the Principle of Universal Love appears to be the
most difficult element of civilization to come to terms with. The German poet
Friedrich Schiller lamented a long time ago that the great moments in history
all too often found society a small people. That still holds true, tragically so.
Perhaps it is here where the breakout needs to begin, a breakout into winning
our humanity back instead of loosing it further and further. Let's forget there-
fore about aiming for Victory, and focus on winning. Who needs to be
victorious over another when we always loose along the way to victory? On the
path to recognizing the Principle of Universal Love the concept of victory will
surely fall by the wayside. It will be recognized some day that it is enough to
win the greatest price, which is our humanity and our love for one-another.
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