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Untitled - Steven McCallum and Friends

There were India import stores and â€œhead shopsâ€� selling all manner of pipes and ... few actual survival skills and minimal experience working with my hands. 
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Song List Don’t Get Around Much Any More The Yellow Train Blues Got No Shirt Ode: To the North End of a Southbound Mule The Sunrise Into the Light! Say It Isn’t So Last Words On Our Way One Moment Empty Words Meat and Potatoes Cowboy What Love Is For Comin’ Home Returning The Blues Begin Again



Autobiography of Michael M. Stevens Introduction It was nearly 8:15 a.m. on a bright sunny day on the sixth of August when a woman sat down in front of the Sumitomo Bank to wait for it to open for business. She was startled by a brilliant flash of light in the sky just a few blocks down the street and barely had time to raise her eyes before she was instantly incinerated by a blast of heat that scorched the surface of the stone steps, leaving only her shadow behind her. Two weeks later my father celebrated his thirty-second birthday and my mother turned twenty-six on November 12th. In five months their first child would be born, just after the end of World War II. He would be among the first of an explosion of babies that stretched the limits of society in every direction. Much as a wild boar passes slowly through a reticulated python, the Baby Boomers jogged, hiked, and SUV’d down the alimentary canal of life, taxing every organ from the mouths of the maternity wards, through the digestion of the educational system, and then glutting the job market and nearly rupturing the retirement system on the way out. They launched revolutions among blacks, women, gays, even animals and computers, and they raised the consciousness of our environmental interdependence. Boomers were the first television generation, the first fully automobile generation, the first rock ‘n’ roll generation, and they were also the first nuclear generation. The bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki may have been the most significant events to shape their future. It was not only a reaction to the materialism and security concerns of their parents who had survived the war and whose conservative values had amalgamated during the rigors of the Great Depression, but it was the shadow of the nuclear cloud that most energized their self-indulgence and skepticism of traditional values. The Post-Nuclear Baby Boomers lived their whole lives with the knowledge that all of civilization might end at any second beyond their control, and “Now!” became their mantra. More than seventy-five million lives began in the United States between 1946 and 1964 and at the end of this period they represented forty percent of its entire population. Worldwide, the number is more like a third of a billion. My life has not been one of the most remarkable, and it is certainly not the most typical, but we are all connected in more or less significant ways, so I think you will discover something of yourself in what follows.



From the Journal of Nuland Veuid: 6.20.00.00 Periodic Notes & Observations: In the pioneer attempts at remote regeneration, the most difficult part of the process was to locate a stem cell at or near the target system. That problem was resolved millennia ago with the cataloguing of discrete stem frequency spectra, but many instruction sets of the early explorers resonate eternally on carrier waves throughout the Universe, presumably still unexecuted. Because some cosmic rays are members of widely separated particle pairs, they can communicate instantaneously by flipping their spins. They are travelling away from each other at near light speed and time has stopped relative to one another, so in a sense they are not separated at all, but occupy the same space and time in a single chronon. In this way, digital instructions for my regeneration were transmitted to a planet in a remote star system. It is my third re-gen but I am nonetheless exhilarated by the emotional side-effect that has often been described as transcendental rapture. The mixture of gasses near the surface of Sol III of Sector Sigma Incognita is rich in both minerals and more complex molecules, which made it relatively easy to re-assemble my physical body. The data of all of my previous observations, education, and experience is imprinted within each new cell. Nourishment will likewise be assured by breathing the delicious mélange of chemicals. With such a magnificent atmosphere, this remote planet must be wealthy beyond all imagination. The relatively weak solar radiation will provide me with adequate energy for locomotion and inertial displacements of other masses if necessary. I am somewhat disoriented because a high amplitude interference pattern was detected in the carrier wave and I was redirected to alternate coordinates on a distant part of the globe. If not for our science, I would be a jumble of unassociated atoms randomly colliding with one another. Re-animation was accomplished without further incident, but the perturbation emanated from very near to my preferred destination and was caused by a high intensity nuclear fission. Residual gamma particle radiation will make it impossible for me to research the Han culture in China that I had originally chosen. It is the most ancient continuous civilization on the planet, although it was not the first. The earliest known civilization was Sumer in what is now called Iraq, but its culture became indistinct almost four millennia before the present. I have been diverted to a much more primitive sector of the planet where complex agriculture, long-distance trade, a centralized government, and large population centers have only been widely established for about two hundred local years. In some way I must accommodate my project to these unfortunate circumstances. I had to quickly select a research subject from this pubescent society and his life is expected to begin within a few days. Actually, his life may be said to have already begun, but it is mostly unobservable within the womb of his mother. It is a male, very physically active, and he has already developed beyond the normal term of gestation. I will follow all of his growth and activities from birth until death, a period that is equivalent to only three of planet Acu’s orbits, but will require approximately seventy-five circuits of Sol. My nervous system allows me to holographically project animated images of my memories and thoughts by using the dense troposphere as a prism, much in the same manner that we often communicate with our closest companions at home on Acu. I will also be invisible at most frequencies by diverting or absorbing radiation and I can increase the relative distances between my molecules to a vapor, or contract to the size of a tiny red cherry. In this way I will remain undetected in compliance with our Code of Non-Interference with the natural course of another being’s evolution. At first impression, the dominant species here seems to resemble our own ancients. Of course they have not developed the shorter third arm and hand that created such a revolution in our arts and crafts when it first evolved, but they are vertical bipeds with all of the normal sensory organs. Apparently they still take bulk nourishment through their mouths and they excrete an enormous amount of waste as a consequence. According to the Seventh Postulate of Evolution Theory we would expect that the most dominant species in any environment will not be the most intelligent species. The corollary also holds true within a single species, and often prevails even within small groups, so we shouldn’t look for excellence at the top of the food chain, nor even among the leadership. Since the planet is mostly covered by salt water I will explore the oceans



as the most likely abode for a more highly evolved form of consciousness. Nevertheless we must remember that this primitive planet has only existed for 4.5 billion years and has such a highly unstable climatic pattern that evolution has been proceeding slowly. By comparison, our own planet is over six billion years old, and our culture has evolved without fracture for nearly a third of that time. The intellectual evolution of Sol III is retarded by three orders of magnitude. It is difficult to comprehend the psychological impacts related to such a brief life span, and it is very disorienting to experience day and night flashing past stroboscopically at a rate of 365.25 per annum! At home on Acu, there are only five planetary rotations within an orbit that would measure nearly twenty-five years here. As a youthful student of twenty, I have been alive for almost five terrestrial centuries or seven Terran lifetimes, perhaps seventeen generations. On Acu I am not even old enough to be in the Leadership Lottery! I will be only twenty-three when I complete my dissertation on Inter-Stellar Anthropology and become eligible to specialize in Ethno-Politics. It is no wonder that this culture has not advanced more quickly, but the short life cycle has also contributed to a rapid rate of physical evolution. The cerebrum of the “humans” (as they call themselves) has grown at a phenomenal rate from more primitive ancestors. In less than two million years it has increased in size by more than one third, and it has only been a few thousand years since they began year round communities, growing their own food. Humans have preserved written history for less than 6,000 of their years, roughly equivalent to a single individual’s average lifespan on Acu! It almost seems as if higher consciousness was injected into their evolution from an extraterrestrial source. There is a flourishing culture being transmitted through the generations, as evidenced by the 2,500 Carnegies that were built in the last sixty or so local years. In my first few days after regen, I visited one of them to learn the language and absorb the history and art that is collected there. The greatest difficulty that I encountered was in sifting out the relatively small number of scientific discoveries that are buried among stacks of mythology, speculation, and superstition. Even the “histories” seem to be fictions that have been concocted by the winners of numerous wars. The glorification of their forefathers is vainly and fatuously accepted by children, but the surviving offspring of the vanquished are offered no resources to preserve their own histories and dignity. Warfare has been nearly continuous. It is the most significant influence upon the psychology of almost every individual on the planet. It is the engine of the economy, which is organized around the manufacture of weapons and the support of vast armies. It is the rationale of political power, which is based upon the fear of external threats. It determines the direction and application of all scientific research and discovery. Just as I arrived here, a war that involved nearly the entire human population was ended by the most potent weapon that has as yet been created. Seventy thousand people were instantly killed, and everything in a small city was totally destroyed for a mile in every direction from the blast. Then, just three days later, they did it again in another city. Thousands of people are still dying every day from the effects of their injuries. This was the culmination of more than six years of fighting in which over fifty million were killed. The whole planet is in a state of shock. However, where one would expect to see a depressing expression of grief, there is rather a sense of relief to those who survived. Families are being reunited and new ones started and I believe that we can expect thousands, perhaps millions, of new births in the coming months. The casualties of the war will be more than replaced by a population explosion. Until the birth of my subject I will continue to study the languages, customs, and belief systems here, which is vastly complicated by the fact that the population is still fragmented into hundreds of sub-cultures. Globalization has not yet been implemented, neither by domination nor agreement, and the various language groups occupy relatively small territories. Each has its own legal system and there are multiple forms of leadership which range from totalitarian military terrorism to a primitive form of democratic representation that is structured so as to perpetuate mediocrity, because decisions are made by a simple majority rule of the adult population. Using local notation, it is Friday, December 28, 1945, just three days after a major religious holiday celebration, and only three more days before another celebration at the end of the calendar year. These special days seem to correspond roughly to the time during each solar revolution that one of the poles of the axis



of rotation is pointed most accurately toward the dominant star, marking a reversal of the trend of steadily decreasing length of daylight for the most populated hemisphere of the globe. The return to longer days is an event of enormous significance to most primitive peoples that we have studied, and it has often been observed to have become the focus of superstitious mythologies. It seems appropriate that the life that I will be examining is about to begin at the debut of a calendar year, just as this hemisphere of the planet is returning into the light after the prolonged darkness of winter, and also when the even more extended gloom of a worldwide war has dispersed, and the prospect of peace is brightening.



Predicting Catastrophe Chapter One: Emergence The natives of the planet Earth call their star system Sol, and locate it in the Orion Spur, near the Sagittarius Arm of the Milky Way Galaxy, so named by them because it appeared to their ancients as if spilt milk was flowing across the sky. The Solarian system was discovered in an indistinct back eddy of our galaxy that has remained largely unexplored. Sol is 118 light-years directly outbound from Celeste and approximately 25,000 light years from the galactic center, well within the habitable zone, a region containing mostly younger stars that are roughly 4 billion to 8 billion years old. Much like Celeste it is close enough to the galactic center that it has a sufficiently high level of heavy elements to favor the formation of rocky, or terrestrial planets, but far enough from the galactic center that it is not affected by the dangerous high-frequency radiation. As in other inhabited planetary systems, consciousness and intelligence have evolved following a familiar pattern. In the beginning, pure energy coalesced into sub-atomic particles which further fused into the basic elements. These elements combined into more complex molecules which became self-replicating, first as crystals, and eventually as plant forms that are able to benefit from the energy concentrated in the simpler molecules. Further complexity resulted in animals which could use the energy of plants, and these evolved into other animals which preyed upon them. As nervous systems grew more complex, the emergence of memory began to allow an awareness of the continuum of events. That resulted in self-consciousness as temporal beings, with hopes and fears projecting into the future and pride and remorse retrojecting into the past from a perpetually transitory moment of tranquility. This system appears to be evolving toward better vessels to accommodate higher consciousness and there is no reason to assume that other steps may not lie ahead that will result in beings as distant from them as they are from plants and rocks. These revolutionary forms will likely use the existent humans to further concentrate their energy, much as humans have used plants and lower animals.



Haight-Ashbury ‘68 (Skipping Childhood, High School, College, and Navy Chapters) I arrived home on Memorial Day of 1968, a surprise to my folks who were entertaining friends. I hung out there for a few days until I got the old Honda running. Then I went back to Ann Arbor and found a job as a sandwich cook in a campus bar. That was where I met my wife. At the time I was still planning to go back to New Zealand where there was a lovely girl whom I had promised to marry, and the woman I met was talking about going to Australia. As a registered psychiatric nurse she could work almost anywhere in the world. I realized that I had been entirely around the world, but had only seen the eastern half of the United States. I was becoming interested in the hippie movement, rock music, and drugs, so I suggested that we drive to San Francisco to drop acid and see the Jefferson Airplane perform Surrealistic Pillow at the Fillmore West. It seemed conveniently on the way toward the romantic South Pacific so she quickly agreed. We added a carrier for my motorcycle to the rear bumper of her ’62 Chevy Impala. I bought a pup tent, a camp stove, and two sleeping bags that zipped together, and I traded my baritone ukulele for my sister’s old guitar. Before we left we bought a set of acrylic paints and had a car painting party with some artistic friends who covered its white body with colorful flowers and peace symbols. My hair was growing longer and I started my first beard. I let my freak flag fly before I even knew what it meant. Hippism was in perfect accord with my avowed pacifism and defiant attitude toward authority. ... It was late in the summer of ’68 when we arrived in Haight-Ashbury, and though they had officially buried “Hippie” the previous summer, there was still a lot of love there. Sex, drugs, and rock ‘n’ roll are individually seductive, but the combination was irresistible. We settled in a remodeled Spanish mission-style hotel with 50 apartments in a U-shaped building that enclosed a big banana tree in a rose garden, the Casa Madrona. It is on Frederick Street, just two blocks uphill from Haight Street and a block and a half from the Ashbury Street Market, close to Buena Vista Park. I didn’t know if we were lucky or if it was like this everywhere, but you could walk down any of the hallways until you smelled pot and just drop in and be welcomed. Haight Street supported a continuous party with a parade of hippies in outrageously brightcolored clothing. There were India import stores and “head shops” selling all manner of pipes and paraphernalia, such as black light posters, cotton print spreads, incense, and everything you needed to transform a drab apartment into a trippy place to do acid with your friends. A walk down Haight was like a visit to a carnival except that the hucksters offered, “Grass, acid, hash?” The Diggers still managed a store where everything was free! Music swirled out of every window and door, as ubiquitous as the zephyrs of billowing smoke. ... We found many people just like us: middle class backgrounds, young, intelligent, disillusioned, and searching for a better way to live than materialism, hypocrisy, greed, and fighting a corporate war that we blamed on our parents. Perhaps if we had grown up through The Great Depression and World War II we might have had more sympathy, but even today it is difficult to rationalize the prejudice and fear that had enveloped America and was turned against anyone with a dark complexion or hair that covered part of his ears, and a new consciousness was rising among young women. Freedom must be for everyone, justice must be blind, and love was universal. We would accept nothing less. We may have been raised comfortably, but we grew up under the threat of nuclear annihilation. I began to believe that when something made me feel good, the Universe was telling me that I was on the right path. We studied philosophy and religions and dropped acid together trying to figure out what was going on.



Songwriters were our prophets. ... I tried to learn how to make acid awareness persist in my daily life. We quickly learned that taking acid more frequently or in larger doses were not effective. Clearly love was the most important component. Love enabled one to get past the fears of ego death and move among diverse souls without tension. Forgiveness and tolerance and understanding became essential concepts, and we explored the limits of giving and sharing, discovering freedom in detachment from possessions. Being secure may mean to be sheltered, but it also means to be bound, like taking refuge in a prison. We were attempting to fly. ... From all that I had been reading about the population explosion and dwindling resources, I concluded that society would likely fall into chaos. Though I had been academically successful I had very few actual survival skills and minimal experience working with my hands. I felt that I should be prepared for a looming future of economic collapse. I wanted to know how to provide food when the Safeway stores closed. Native America seemed the right place to acquire this type of knowledge, so I told my partner that I intended to go to an Indian reservation and learn how to live closer to the earth. She didn’t want to lose contact with me so she suggested that I go to work on her family’s farm in northern Michigan and learn from her father. That was a good compromise for me so I sent him a letter offering free labor in return for food, a place to live, and some old-fashioned experience. I bought one of those $100 flowers from Acapulco and rolled it up inside my sleeping bag with a bottle of Chianti, a loaf of French bread, and a pound of cheese. After saying good-by to my girlfriend, I boarded a Union Pacific train back to my birthplace, Pontiac, Michigan. During the long ride I entertained myself and the other passengers with songs on my guitar. In Omaha I got off to stretch my legs for the first time in 2-1/2 days. A fluffy light snow was falling when I beheld the garish yellow-orange color of the coaches against a bleak Nebraska winter, and that provided inspiration for my first composition: The Yellow Train Blues.



(Go to Songlist)



The Yellow Train Blues I’ve been ridin’ all night on a yellow train. I’ve been ridin’ all night on a yellow train. And the night before that, well it was just the same. Chorus: And that old yellow train keeps a rollin’ on, And that old yellow train keeps a rollin’ on, I’ve got the Yellow Train Blues but I’m happy to be homeward bound. I left San Francisco two long days ago; I left San Francisco two long days ago, Across a land cold from winter keepin’ warm ‘neath a blanket of snow. (Chorus) (Instrumental) My woman lies behind me but my future lies ahead, And tryin’ ta think ‘em back together like ta ‘splode my head, And that old yellow train keeps a rollin’ on, I’ve got the Yellow Train Blues but I’m happy to be homeward bound. I’ve got nuthin’ to do but eat my cheese and bread, Just drink my wine and eat a little cheese and bread. We’re ‘bout an hour behind, got most of a day ahead. (Chorus)



The Mule Trip (excerpts) I think the best of the Hippie Movement was buried after that Summer of Love in 1967 while I was still in the navy. After that, all the “real” hippies abandoned the city for a “House in the Country” dream. With the Mule Trip I finally began to feel like I was “on the bus” with The Merry Pranksters and the Hogg Farm and the Rainbow Family. I was still trying to do something to earn respect from my peers, but it also symbolized my own highest ideals. We were really going to drop out and live a natural life, and were doing it in a defiant way. This would stick it right in the face of the materialist greedheads who sold insurance and automobiles and petroleum products. We would burn no gasoline, produce no poisonous exhaust fumes (only fertilizer), and live peacefully in the present moment, simple and free. We intended to travel to Louisiana in a covered wagon and build a house on land that we would farm with the draft animals. ... We awoke early and no sooner did we break our camp than the wagon and team pulled up alongside of us. The Amish family had arisen even earlier than we did and harnessed the team and hooked them to the wagon after greasing the wheels to make us perfectly ready to start. He showed me a bag of oats under the seat and a box of vitamin-fortified grain to mix with it at the end of the day. He said the mules could eat whatever was growing along the roadsides, but the extra grain would ensure that their energy would keep up for the long days of pulling the wagon. After thanking them profusely we loaded our gear into the wagon box under the big tarpaulin and set off down the road radiating joy through sparkling eyes and irrepressible grins. The feeling was of a real life high, the natural equivalent of coming on to two hits of Owsley’s “White Lightning.” We plodded along the county roads, following narrow blue lines in the map book and smiling broadly at everyone we passed. Who could look at us without smiling back? We were a long-haired, full-bearded, lanky young man, and a petite woman holding a cat on her lap, both wearing wide-brimmed straw hats, driving a pair of red-sorrel mules with white stripes down their noses, and pulling a homemade government surplus imitation of a covered wagon.



...



While sipping on a cup of camp coffee the next morning I studied the tangle of harness with bewilderment. I had never harnessed a team before and I had to try to understand how it would all fit together by stretching it out on the ground. It wasn’t the Eiffel Tower, but to me it might as well have been the clockworks of Big Ben. I had fed the mules and they were all set to go, so I fetched one of them and brought him over to the harness and tried to center it over his back. It sorta made sense, and I remembered to slip the padded collar onto his neck and fit the hames around it. Good. Now what’s this little thing? Oh, it must hook under the tail. It wasn’t rocket science. I made the straps all snug and then remembered the bridle. Apparently the mule remembered it too, because when I put it in front of his face he reared up, let out a snort, and bolted. I pulled back hard on the hames, but that meant nothing to a half-ton mule. At first I ran along side of him but I knew I couldn’t keep that up for long. I also couldn’t bear to lose half my team on the very first day, so I pulled a Hopalong Cassidy move and jumped astride of him on the run. I bounced around on top of the leather harness, hanging on to the hames with one hand and the loose bridle with the other, still thinking that I would get it onto him somehow. When he felt me land on his back he broke into a full run and we galloped up the tractor road, through the open gate, and out onto the county blacktop, and he continued running wild on the wrong side of the street. I could see a jeep pickup truck coming toward us in the distance and I waved my arms frantically to signal that I was out of control. The truck slowed down to a crawl, and then completely stopped. I saw a raisin-faced old man inside, so short that he was squinting back at me from between the dashboard and the top of the steering wheel. The mule kept right on running straight at him in a bizarre game of chicken so he slowly



pulled into the opposite lane to let us pass. At this point the score was two points for the mule and zero for the humans. Fortunately that was the only traffic at seven o’clock in the morning but the mule kept on running until he reached the farmhouse. He turned into the driveway and went straight up to the fishpond and poked his muzzle into the water. I let out a sigh of relief and was just about to climb down when the farmer came to the door and yelled “How ya doin’?” That startled the mule again and he went right back out through the gate and carried me further on up the road. I had to think fast while I was bouncing around on his back and I remembered the story about using a twitch on his lip when he was shod. I was desperate for a way to get his attention and break through his panic. I hooked the bridle over the hames and grabbed one of his ears and twisted. I had to change hands and get a new grip to twist it even further, almost double. This caused him to turn his head toward that side and he couldn’t continue galloping blindly. He slowed, and when he was finally standing still I cautiously dismounted, but still holding tightly to the ear. Then I began to speak softly and gently to him while I tenderly stroked his muzzle. As he started to calm, I let some of the pressure off his ear, and this progressively relaxed him. Slowly we reached an understanding. As we both stood in the middle of the empty road panting, I reached for the bridle. I knew it would give me control if I could just get him to accept it. I talked softly to him as I slowly slipped it over his face and he took the bit in his mouth. That was when I first noticed that the corners of his mouth were raw. The bit was too tight and it had probably bothered him the day before. It’s no wonder he shied at the sight of it. Well, that was one point for the human, but by then I was a half mile from camp and there was little choice but to climb onto his back and ride to the wagon. I passed the farmhouse and waved at the farmer, acting as if this was the way I usually started my mornings, and continued to the stump fire where my worried wife breathed a great sigh of relief. I finished harnessing the other mule, hooked them to the wagon, loosened both of their bits, and attached the long reins. With everything packed we were ready to roll again so I drove the wagon back to the fish pond for a good long drink and said goodby to the farmer and his wife. At that point I felt I could safely give myself a 2-2 tie. I was in the driver’s seat for rest of the day, but my butt was sore from the bareback riding and I had to stop at the next town to buy some cordage and snaps for neck ropes so this would never happen again. I learned some valuable lessons that first morning on the road, but I would continually be reminded to pay close attention to everything. I had developed a sense of confidence that I could do anything anybody else could do, but that attitude led me to try new things with little related experience. Such audacity will surely begin with a series of mistakes. If there is a learning curve that describes the rate of improvement of performance at a new task, there must also be a mistake curve that is the mirror of it. Mistakes are definitely to be avoided, especially painful ones, but they must be accepted as an essential part of growth. Each one contains a lesson. I think part of my excitement was caused by the high state of arousal that was required to attend to all of these unfamiliar tasks. The whole world glimmered with interest around me and I tried to open up and absorb as much as possible. ... One day there was a miserable squall, so we parked the wagon behind a billboard to shelter us from the driving wind and rain. We considered our options. We even thought of turning west to cross the entire United States like early pioneers, but it was the wrong time of year to begin such a journey. We had become accustomed to a primitive lifestyle that required very little money, but even a warmer southern route would pass through difficult country and we no longer had an inspiring destination. We had lost both of our pets. One was hit by a car during the night, and the other ran off to live with some barn cats. During the trip my wife discovered that she was pregnant and she had long been suffering the usual discomforts of her first trimester. She was intrepid and dauntless. Her trust and confidence in me had given me strength in the face of many disheartening obstacles, but the reality of our situation was turning bleak.



We gave up. We held onto the dream of homesteading and living a natural life, but Louisiana would not be our destination. In the next town we located someone to help us sell the mules and wagon. We expected to take a loss on the mules because they were more common in this part of the country and we were motivated sellers. Even still, when the man said he thought he could get a glue factory to take them for a few dollars for rendering, we held out until he found a nice old farmer who would just use them to mow weeds around his barn. At least that was a story we wanted to believe. I have always wondered what became of the wagon with over a hundred town names painted on its side. We boarded a bus with the little that we could carry and headed back to the West Coast, chasing a new dream. We covered the next 2,000 miles in only two-and-one-half days after having taken seven weeks to sail seven hundred miles in the prairie schooner.



(Go to Songlist)



Ode: To the North End of a Southbound Mule Well, my woman told me, “Honey, We’re a-runnin’ out o’ money. Tell me where’re we gonna go from here?” I said, “Baby, somethin’s missin’.” We was a-cryin’ and a-kissin’, But the future weren’t exactly clear. Then a man walked in with a great big grin And said, “Buddy, let me see your smile.” I’ve got everything you need, If you follow where I lead, But we’ll have to walk a thousand miles.” I said, “Man, you must be jokin’ To imagine me a-pokin’ Toward my dreams behind a team of mules!” He said, “If you want you all can come. I’m a-leavin’ with the sun. You’re free to do most anything you choose.” So we sold Everything we had and bought some beat up trunks, Packed ‘em in a wagon with guitars and junk. We was rollin’ down the highway twenty miles a day, Just a-grinnin’ like the man who sent us on our way. We had everything we needed; We was truckin’ our blues away. (Instrumental) But then the wind got cold And the rain got old And the road began to disappear. So we sold our dreams for dust, And we gave away the rest, (A man with nuthin’ couldn’t be much freer.) Now if you’re sittin’ in the corner with an empty face, I’m gonna knock you off your chair! There’s a party for us all, And it’s a costume ball, Just be yourself and let the people stare.



Right now I ain’t got a nickel, I ain’t got a penny, I ain’t got a lousy dime. But I’m gonna keep on singin’, Let my guitar ring, You know I’m gonna have a real good time. I’ll just keep on singin’, Let my guitar ring, You know I’m gonna have a real good time. I said: I’m a-gonna have a real good time!



6.21.32.06 Periodic Notes & Observations: Michael has correctly identified that making a home and raising children can be one of the most natural and harmonious of life styles. It is giving meaning and purpose to a life that had previously dissipated into aimless Hedonism and existential alienation. Yet an exaggerated sense of independence and his defiant attitude lead him to a reactionary rejection of contemporary values and the commonly accepted ways of solving such universal problems as food, shelter, education, childbirth, healthcare, and even entertainment and recreation. He is always looking for a better way: cheaper, faster, more efficient, less stressful, or more elegant. Sometimes it is enough for him to simply find a different way, an expression of either iconoclastic creativity or stubborn unorthodoxy. While many other members of his generation are taking steady work at traditional jobs and borrowing money for homes and cars and children’s’ expenses that harness them to a lifetime of monthly payments, Michael is attempting to build a house and raise a family using natural and re-cycled materials and labor-intensive methods on a pay-as-you-go basis, working for himself and his family outside of the norms of society, using unconventional materials and archaic technology. He may be trying to out-hippie the other hippies, dropping out in a more extreme way to gain recognition from peers whose approval he seeks, but also with whom he appears to be competing. A pattern is emerging of trying to accomplish uncompromised expressions of his ideals. Because his objectives are so non-conformist and eccentric he can only pursue them by working alone. Fortunately or not, that is at least compatible with his general attitude of insubordination. He has displayed little ability to succeed when working for others, and he has never held the same job for six consecutive months. Likewise, he has a history of abandoning one home for another at about the same frequency. It is as if he becomes uncomfortable with his achievements in a given community and must purge his recognized identity and wipe the slate clean, starting over from scratch where he faces no expectations of success or history of failure. He has undertaken a monumental task utilizing the most arduous methods which demand the acquisition and application of knowledge and skill sets beyond anything in his experience and of which he cannot even yet conceive. If he is indeed addicted to scaling the slopes of steep learning curves, this time he has established an outpost at the frontier of comprehension, at the base of what must be a parabolic ascent. Between his dedication to his family and his vainglorious need for achievement he possesses the adequate motivation to mount up and clamber over the foothills, but will he have the tenacity to persist when the pitch begins to escalate? There is little in his history to predict success in such folly.



Housewarming (Skipping building the house and raising a family, growing pot, and forming a rock ‘n’ roll band) After having finished the house and then performing with a successful band, I experienced a sense of incomparable bliss and fulfillment. My recipe for happiness had been to have a good woman and a good male friend, to perform music often, practice healthy exercise and meditation, spend time with the family, and to do something for charity. I have accomplished this only rarely during my lifetime and I have since learned not to attach my happiness to anything that I could lose, but at this time I was successfully juggling all six balls. I could not contain my joy. It was necessary to throw a big party. ... It unfolded as one of the most enjoyable days of my life. Unfortunately the recordings captured only the debilitating effects of inebriation. There was very little music worth preserving but there was plenty of joyful and frenzied dancing. A powdery eight-foot high cloud of dust arose in the front yard that made the celebrants appear to be gyrating in an animated impressionist painting. It was a peak experience for me of being able to share my joy and show off the house, the family, and the band to everyone I knew and cared about. ... The band was very busy throughout the winter holidays and I didn’t make my usual effort to schedule gigs for the following months. In February our bassist, one of the lead singers, was offered more work with an old friend in Seattle and I learned another valuable lesson about being self-employed: Unemployment lurks at the end of every agenda. While the band was together I had continued to write songs, although we seldom found ourselves in the proper venues to perform them. Most of my original music reflects a blending of the swing jazz style of my parents with the rock ‘n’ roll influence of my own youth, but our job was mostly to play covers of pop tunes for dancing. “Last Words” is an expression of frustration about living under the cloud of potential nuclear annihilation.



(Go to Songlist)



Last Words Sailing on the edge of the galaxy Around a yellow star burning brilliantly Are nine shining planets and there’s life on number three. But from all we see and from all we hear The threat to that life is terribly clear And living on Earth is a life of constant fear. And if you’re wishing for a better day See if you can wish atomic bombs away. A weapon none would dare to use A war that everyone would lose And if you turn away that impossible day Is hangin’ over you. They say we live in a democracy But capitalism is all I see And that’s just a way to make the people pay and pay. Fear of mutual destruction is the only way To keep the threat of nuclear war at bay But that’s just another way To make the people pay and pay and pay and pay. (Chorus) (Instrumental) Let’s sit down and talk it over Find another way. We can learn to live together Throw them all away! (Instrumental) So I buried my fear and with my head in the sand Built a family and made beautiful plans And taught my children love and hope and charity. And every day that there is no war Reassures me more and more That we can trust our leaders and learn to love our enemies. Why can’t you see? It’s up to you and me.



Now we’re in the garden with the family; The children point and I look up to see As a streaking missile splits the summer sky in two. And in a moment there’s a blinding light, I try to conceal my helpless fright, As I turn to the others crying “Run! Come on and follow me!” But as we turn to run That impossible bomb Has blown us all away!



Vision Quest (After divorce, sailing in the San Juan Islands) It was just after noon Sunday, July 26, 1992, when I cast off and set sail for the most remote isle of the San Juan Archipelago, Stuart Island, farthest to the west. The day was bright and warm with a fresh breeze mostly abeam out of the north. I made good time cruising between Spieden and San Juan Islands and I let the peace and transcendent beauty wash away any remaining stress as I became one with the motions of the wind and sea. Spieden is a two mile long, uninhabited private island that was once used for big game hunting. It is nearly barren on the south, but deeply forested on the north side of a narrow ridge down its center. I saw some Mouflon sheep from Corsica and Sika deer from Asia browsing in the open sun. I popped a cold bottle of Henry Weinhard’s Premium Lager and leaned back comfortably against two coast guard approved flotation cushions with my left hand on the tiller, the sheet secured to its nearby cleat, legs stretched out in the cockpit, and I deeply relaxed in the shadow of the mainsail. It was late afternoon when I coasted along the shadowy shoreline of Stuart Island. On the northeast side I found a sheltered anchorage in Prevost Harbor, in the lee of a large barrier island that lay at its mouth. After lowering a crab ring over the side I buttoned everything up ship shape, swallowed the mushrooms, and paddled ashore. A state park bisects the small, forested island which has less than fifty year round residents. I wandered through the park, amazed at the number of eagles both soaring above and fishing below me in Reid Harbor, where a few tourist boats were also moored. I found a narrow lane that ascended from the harbor’s head and followed it past a beautiful handbuilt wooden schoolhouse, and then chose a fork to the southwest that continued to slope upwards, hoping I would find a beautiful place to sit and view the sunset. I jogged silently through an evergreen forest where the narrow dirt road was enclosed by branches of big-leaf maple trees that reached to one another across my path and enriched the air with oxygen. My breath came easily and the steady rhythm was like a chant that seemed to well up from deep within me: Hum-wa-hey-uh, hum-wa-hey-uh. Over and over I chanted as I ran and abandoned myself to the effects of the ‘shrooms that coursed through my bloodstream and opened my mind to the raw experience of nature, unadulterated by judgment and unfiltered through fear. I broke into sunlight on a high pasture with sheep grazing below me and the sea spread out beyond. The silver-blue saltwater sparkled with emerald islands scattered all the way to Canada. I opened my wings and flew up the path like a soaring eagle until I stood upon the highest rock at the very pinnacle of the island, 640 feet above the water on Tip-top Hill. It was breathtaking! But I had come on a quest with the clear purpose of becoming aware of my own contribution to the pattern of my recurring emotional problems. I sat for a while in meditation: Hum-wa-hey-uh, humwa-hey-uh… What was the meaning of it all? I reflected upon my history of wanting to be loved, desiring only to please others, trying to fulfill the expectations of my parents and my family and my friends and lovers. I had learned well to have an answer for every problem and though I tried to direct things in my own way, it was always toward the goal that I perceived others desired. Like an enthusiastic puppy dog I bounded ahead on the path, never out of sight of my mistress, following from the front. At forty-six-and-a-half years old it was time to grow up. A shadow suddenly passed over me and I looked up to see a great bald eagle. I gazed out from my perch to try to experience what the eagle was seeing. He had a much broader view of the world and could look far ahead to consider destinations that lay beyond his immediate surroundings. He was fearless and content in his lofty solitude. He chose the course of his own destiny, limited only by nature’s imperative to survive and reproduce. I felt that I must become more like the eagle, but there were traits of the puppy that I wanted to



retain. I conceived of a synthesis. “Hum-wa-hey-uh” could mean “Dog-Eagle,” a secret name that was given by the wind. I stood up and began dancing, turning to each of the four directions, and I experienced the world before me as a fresh creation. I didn’t need to please anyone. I didn’t have to be perfect. There was no pressure. The puppy dog took flight. Hum-wa-hey-uh! As the sun sank slowly behind Vancouver Island soft colors from the blazing sky reflected off the glassy sea at the international boundary, breaking into shards whenever breezes rippled across the Haro Strait from the other side of twilight. I silently descended the darkening path and carefully picked my way along park trails. When I dragged my little raft out from its cache under some bushes to paddle back out to the boat, I mused that the Songbird was the closest thing to a home that I had known since I left Park Road. She had swung 180° on her anchor when the tide turned during the afternoon, but I could see that the line to the crab ring was still slack and I hoped that it had remained flat on the bottom to collect my dinner. I sculled out, clambered aboard, and quickly removed the little padlock on the cabin door to get my jacket from below and pop open a refreshing beer. There were indeed crabs in the ring and I discarded the females and smaller males, keeping only a single prize, well above the minimum of six inches across its shell. While I waited for water to boil, I rolled a generous victory joint. My mission was accomplished. I had discovered the chalice, and all that remained was to drink from it. My serenity echoed back from the shoreline as I fingered the guitar strings and softly sang, “…All your life, you were only waiting for this moment to arise.” I fell asleep watching the stars through the forward hatch that lay open above my head, but I awoke later in the night when the moon rose so high that it’s light fell on my upturned face. I climbed on deck to pee and almost unconsciously confirmed the boat’s position against landmarks on the shore. I carefully mounted the gunwale and hooked my elbow around a mainstay to lean over the water. The night was perfectly still and celestial lights seemed close above and reflected equally in the obsidian water below me. It was as silent as if I was in deep space among the stars. At first there was only a slight hissing sound from the mouth of the bay near one end of the barrier island, but I soon perceived a lustrous effervescence like the surface of fresh soda poured into a tumbler. In sharp contrast with the surrounding blackness, the silver splashing seemed slowly to be approaching the Songbird. Transfixed in wonder, I stood spellbound as the boat was enveloped by a swarm of sterling-sided minnows leaping wildly above the roiling water in a frantic dance like a stampede of lightening bugs before a fluttering cloud of ravenous bats. The unfathomable phenomenon gradually passed the opposite end of the barrier island and receded into the Sound, leaving only a vacuous solitude in its wake. I wondered at the immensity of mystery that encompasses our pitiful knowledge. We are but flickering candles in an enormous concert hall, futile flames that barely illuminate the faces of our neighbors. On the mainland vanity struggles for power, but in the islands humility can drown us in the inevitability of our extinction.



6.22.46.07 Periodic Notes & Observations: I love all of this sailing on the wind, with plenty of fresh air and solar radiation. I especially enjoy studying the cetaceans. Those marine mammals are extremely intelligent, playful, communicative, and abide and forage in family groups. They can live for more than fifty years and are self-aware, conscious of time, and they display creativity not only at problem-solving, but also in more abstract ways. They artistically produce magnificent rings of bubbles which they admire with their highly developed sense of echo location. Their vision is only one tenth as good as humans, but their audition is ten times better. One clear sign of their high intelligence is their propensity to get bored with repetitive tasks. I must admit that I also have been getting a bit bored. Michael’s life in these islands is beautiful and playful, and it could be interpreted as a form of artistic expression except that it is not truly creative. I see that he is trying to develop his character and consciousness, but he mostly just chases females and indulges his passions. After years of trying to be cool, calm, and collected while pursuing analytical problem-solving activities, he has now overcompensated by engineering an emotional roller coaster. He rides it repeatedly with great excitement, but it is little more than an elaborate bubble ring that returns him breathlessly to the ticket booth. I realize that I cannot lay my own boredom at Michael’s feet. I recently observed the 22nd anniversary of my birth, one complete revolution of Acu about brilliant Celeste of which I did not experience even a moment of the five long days and nights. In my own way I am also embarked upon a vision quest, a search for an insight that will represent the fruit of my education through my own unique perspective and bring my adulthood into focus. I originally conceived that this project would require less than two years of isolation, but life expectancy in America is much longer than in China, and it seems to be increasing rapidly. In 1946 a Han man would not have been expected to live more than forty local years and I reasonably anticipated that I would be home by now. A normal lifespan in America is almost double that, more than three Acu years, and the longer he survives, the higher his life expectancy becomes. I might be able to spend another year here, but my mentor will demand a more substantial dissertation to justify the extension. More than even that, I am apprehensive that Auralea will become lonely and impatient, and I could lose the love of my life.



Catching a Wave (Skipping far ahead to forming a band in France) January surged like a tsunami of exhilarating intensity that launched me into a maelstrom of motion. I kept upright only by balancing the satisfaction of my success with the humility of my imposture. Show business is just that: a show. There is a kind of alchemy whereby a mediocre artist can project a sterling apparition with the catalyst of an amenable audience, especially when collaborating with an ensemble of complementary talent. The amalgam becomes far nobler than its base constituents. Because of my weak language skills I surrendered all control to others and had to be constantly ready to respond to the capricious forces that propelled me. My entire consciousness was consumed by preparing body and mind to suddenly shoot the enervating curl of showtime. ... I began collecting e-mail addresses to inform our followers of coming engagements which were already flooding onto our agenda. By the end of January we had scored the very best nightclub gig in Marseille, a place called the Jazz Club Venture where a packed house of music lovers ate dinner at beautiful old tables covered in scarlet cloth in a room adorned with dark tapestries and vintage oil paintings and musical instruments of all kinds. I played a 1930’s Pleyel grand piano on a brightly lit stage while at the adjacent bar two dozen of the band’s friends cheered every song. The owner, himself a renowned local horn player, provided gourmet dinners for the musicians and unlimited drinks off the top shelf, and he promised to hire us back at least once a month. February added its flow to our swollen stream of felicities. One evening I saw a piano through the window of a small restaurant that had the intriguing name of Umma Gumma. I stopped for a drink and asked if I might play a little, and when the owner heard a selection of my repertoire he immediately hired me for the next Thursday night. After I successfully entertained the room full of his regular customers and drew in others who were passing on the street, he paid even more than we had agreed, asked me to return the following week, and scheduled the band for the next Saturday. ... April 1st was the annual party of the Amicale Corse du Monte Cinto and for me it epitomized the ultimate realization of the dream that I had when I left Oregon. We set up in the plush banquet room of a large casino whose footing was caressed by the tideless wash of the Mediterranean Sea. Just before sunset I opened on solo piano as the elegant coterie arrived, and then the band joined me for a jazzy dinner set. We paused and partook of another gourmet feast, and afterwards we listened to a most remarkable concert by three folk artists from Corsica. The group started all on acoustic guitars, and then one switched to mandolin which enhanced the breadth of their sound. The singer had a classic tenor voice, rich and resonant, and they simply amazed me with lightning fingers, beautiful melodies, and passionate harmonies. We followed them with a set of swingy blues and rocking dance music, and then I asked them to join us for a jam session. Our musical cultures are quite different and I had some difficulty following their chord changes. They likewise had trouble with the standard rhythms and chords of blues and rock. I finally thought of a solution and suggested the jazz standard “All of Me” that Django Reinhardt had covered. They were apprehensive at first because they didn’t understand the title when I first said it in English, but once I began playing they all grinned at each other and joined in enthusiastically. Everyone soloed at once in a Dixieland style that would have raised the dead on a second line parade back from a New Orleans cemetery. ... I decided that I might like this oft-maligned and under-appreciated city. I heard music everywhere



and saw creative art and brightly-colored clothing, healthy foods, even organic beer and wine, and jars of homemade treats from cooperative businesses. There was a thriving counter-culture press, an abundance of outdoor markets, a playful ambience in the streets, along with all the typical shit on the sidewalks, the dogs, the hashish, the homeless, the hustlers, all adorned by a colorful background of irreverent graffiti. I didn’t know for sure what it was, but I smelt something extraordinary cooking, perhaps like the San Francisco of four decades before. Marseille has a quiet, unpretentious, self-confidence. She exhibits the kind of courage that results from a long experience of having seen it all and done it all before, unimpressed by flashy new ideas, but quietly absorbing everything that passes. Marseille is the indefatigable grasshopper in a dusty hat with a flute sticking out of his pack, humble and simple, but with the wisdom of the lamasery and the strength of Shaolin training within, intending no harm, compassionate to suffering, but impenetrable to evil. Using the 17th Century words of La Rochefoucauld, the courage of Marseille is expressed by “… doing without witness that which we would be capable of doing before everyone.” On second thought, it might take San Francisco two thousand more years to become as cool.



6.22.60.04 Periodic Notes & Observations: I fully understand Michael’s infatuation with this city and the excitement he feels at his apparent success at becoming established in a new culture. From my own perspective his emigration offers only difficulties, additional complexity, and personal discomfort. It’s true that the “Old World,” as they amusingly call it, has been relatively civilized for ten times longer than the Americas. Unfortunately that also means that it has been trampled into the dust by massive migrations, pillaged by countless armies, and depleted by centuries of agriculture. Nearly all of the natural resources have been extracted and it is polluted by heavy industry, power production, and purblind people. That is what they exult as a “rich history.” Europe is home to twice the population of North America living on much less than half of the land area. Marseille is the dirtiest, noisiest, most foul-smelling concentration of selfish and angry people that I have yet encountered on this planet. I can hardly breathe because the air is so saturated with garbage and urine and diesel exhaust fumes. People throw their trash onto the streets and then piss on it, leaving an unsightly mess that only briefly abates in the wake of the garbage men who noisily clean up after them day and night. There are dumpsters and waste receptacles everywhere, and recycling boxes too, but many people will not take an extra step to use them. The city is choked with vehicles, one car for every two people, and they drive like they are going to a life or death emergency, much preferring their horns to their brakes. I have seen men stop and physically fight over the right of way. The loud two-wheeled motos simply assume the right of way everywhere, on streets, sidewalks, and bicycle paths, heeding no signal or signage, and they rapidly disappear before anyone can complain. Michael has lived most of his life in smaller towns, on farmlands, or deep in the forest, and this migration to a large city may require an even greater adjustment than his change of country, customs, language, and climate. Maintaining a positive attitude will be essential if this experiment is to succeed. I find myself unsympathetically hoping that it fails, and rather sooner than later.



The Golden Fold (excerpts) I resolved to do no more bar gigs and to work on the arrangements for recording my original compositions, but performing is an addiction not unlike cocaine. It may be easy to resolve to stop looking for it, but if someone lines it out right under my nose I will snort it up and wipe the mirror with a wet finger to rub all over my gums. A friend of a friend was coordinating a series of concerts in a small city near Carry-le-Rouet and he offered me a prime date on a Friday just before Valentine’s Day. Martigues is quite charming and is sometimes called “Provençale Venice” because of its many docks and canals, located between l’Etang de Berre and the sea. It met all of my criteria as a showcase for my compositions with fair pay and dinner included. The drummer found a restaurant gig in Marseille for the night before, so I accepted them both. ... I had become accustomed to life in southern France and the sailing was smooth. I let go the sheet and bobbed about as if I was on an inflatable mattress in a patio pool. I no longer felt the excitement of taking a leap into the unknown like the Fool in the Tarot, letting go of security and ignoring the warnings of a barking dog at my heels, but there remained a delight in simply living on the edge of infinite possibilities. Just as transparent water supports the natation of ignorant fish, and the birds mysteriously fly fearlessly through an invisible sea of air, so the fool is almost magically buoyed by an abyss of enlightenment in which he is immersed in perfect oblivion. It no longer mattered where I was going or what I would do. Inexplicably, the Universe sustained my folly.



6.22.64.04 Periodic Notes & Observations: Michael seems to have brought his autobiography up to date and is no longer writing. He seldom accepts musical engagements and says that he is tired of doing all of the peripheral work that is necessary to support a couple of hours of performing the same short list of cheap tricks with an insincere smile on his face. He stays home alone all day recording computerized arrangements of his compositions and then he rides his bicycle up the coast to sit and stare at the sea. He starts drinking alcohol before dinner and watches football matches as often as possible. He seems content, but it bores me into rock dust. I’m going home. I have accumulated all of the necessary observations and information to complete my thesis. There is insufficient reason to sit out another twenty or more revolutions of the planet merely to witness Michael grow progressively weaker until he becomes terminally ill and dies. It is quite depressing enough to contemplate the tragic future of all life on Earth. My analyses of the trends that have developed here lead me to conclude that Sol III is on the brink of a major catastrophe that will cause mass suffering and death. Power lust and unmitigated greed have overwhelmed empathy and compassion, resulting in a stratified culture with a pyramidal hierarchy. A phenomenally rich few are concentrated at the pinnacle, oppressing a dwindling middle class of economically indentured workers in a competitive struggle to remain secure above a massive base of working poor and the hopelessly destitute. Even a violent revolution could not counter the forces that have already been set in motion. The bigbrained ape is a failed experiment. I believe that my techniques of trend identification and interpretation have lifted anthropology out of description and into prediction. This is the kind of innovative advancement that may qualify me for an elite lottery pool to select scientists who will lead research into the structure of cultural evolution. The sooner that I publish my predictions, the greater will be their impact to show the efficacy of my methods. I must return immediately. It is ironic that a prophetic apprehension of suffering is likely to lead to my personal success and the advancement of science in my home culture. Sometimes I question the ethics of our taboo against crosscultural contact. I have developed some affection for these grotesque sacks of seawater and I have often wished that I could reach out in some way to shake them out of their complacency and help them to become aware of the importance of making a contribution to their community. If they had learned to equally value every life, a sustainable social structure might have evolved. I fear that even if I could warn them of the horrifying consequences, it is already too late. Perhaps it is kinder to allow them to Neroically play their fiddles until they are devoured by the flames.



Predicting Catastrophe Chapter Fifteen: From Equality to Egality (excerpts) Equality is accorded a high value in every aspect of Terran culture. It is taught in early childhood games; it guides the entire educational system; it provides a rationale for the regulation of the welfare system; it is a pillar in the foundation of the most enlightened forms of government. Goodies are to be divided equally; everyone gets an equal amount of time; benefits are distributed according to impartial guidelines; each citizen gets one vote. The child who cuts the apple is not the first to choose; no student is favored; anyone may apply; everyone is equal under the law. They are also taught that they are all equal in the eyes of their gods, but like those idyllic idols, ideal equality does not exist. No men are created equal. ... Ensuring an equal opportunity for self-development and the realization of one’s dreams is a better principle for an egalitarian government. Universal healthcare, education, and impartial employment opportunities may be provided, but citizens with innate differences would still require accommodation. The less-advantaged can be supported to a large extent, but it is imperative that the brilliance of natural selection not be dimmed by handicapping the more able, artful, ingenious, or otherwise talented variations and even bizarre mutations that arise. The leveling of society should not be achieved by cutting down all of the tallest poppies. Equal opportunity must also have limits. ... The creation of corporate entities for managing businesses is a very insidious development. These organizational structures have all the rights and privileges of individual citizens, and in many cases they benefit from more rights and less duties and responsibilities. They are structured only for growth and survival through profitable exchanges, and they insulate their owners from liabilities. Once incorporated, they have eternal life unless they fail to earn a profit for their owners, or cause some catastrophic loss or disaster. Then they merely dissolve, leaving behind an ugly mess, while their managers float to safety on golden parachutes of severance benefits. Possibly the worst impediment to egality on Earth is the system whereby economic power can be used to purchase political power. The attempts at structuring a democratic form of government have left the dissemination of information in the private sector. This originally made sense to ensure that a government could not control information, but it gives a stronger political voice to the wealthy. Because representatives are chosen by a popularity poll, the power to create an attractive image through the media has become essential to winning an election and maintaining that position. Furthermore, the access to those representatives is facilitated by gifts and contributions that influence and corrupt the ideals of democracy and equality. This results in a structure for protecting and increasing wealth at the expense of general welfare. It is a government of the rich, by the rich, and for the rich, a veritable plutocracy. ... But equal treatment of the members of one’s culture is insufficient. Egality must extend to all cultures. When members of one group see themselves as being qualitatively better than others and attempt to foster solidarity within their exclusive identity, they should first examine the differences within their own group. Among individuals, virtue does not correlate with skin color, intelligence, wealth, education, form of government, or religion. There is as much variation within groups as between them, so any difference between their average members is insignificant. Egality must also be non-anthropocentric. All beings must be given equal rights to existence and self-actualization. The maltreatment of animals is not mitigated by their incapacity to reason. It is barbaric because of their capacity to suffer. Furthermore, egality must extend into the future. The lifestyle of present generations must not be enhanced by harvesting resources in an unsustainable way and thereby creating a temporary bubble



of wealth at the expense of future generations. The unborn have no political voice, but their interests must be conjectured and considered as equal to our own. Culture is the constellation of knowledge, beliefs, and behaviors that is transmitted from one generation to another. When the existence of future generations is put at risk, culture loses its meaning, and cultivation is fruitless. Egality is charity. Profit is cupidity. Love is generosity. Competition is hostility. Money is avarice. All use of power is abuse. Even paying lip-service to an ethic of equality in a capitalist society is hypocritical at best, and more often it is a deliberate and manipulative deception. To require a lifetime of wage labor just to secure a place for one’s family to sleep and eat is a thin disguise for slavery. The ladder of success is a structure of social stratification that one ascends by clambering upon the shoulders of those less fortunate, less gifted, or simply less ambitious. The step from talking about equality to implementing egality will be a giant leap for mankind that one cannot expect them to achieve within a single generation.



(Go to Songlist)



Into the Light! The sun in the islands, Afire in a misty sea, Awakens the breezes from the darkness. The edge of the twilight, Racing across the trees, Is leading the evening into darkness. Revealing a universe Of dangers, real and many, But none any greater than the darkness. And there in the shadows, Out of my fear and into my life, Come uncanny specters of the night. And though we take refuge In the music and the good company, We’re only whistling in the dark. Because the sun in the morning She waits like a lover To carry us out of the darkness. And as I begin to see, My ignorance amazes me, For always we are turning Into the Light!
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Untitled - Bauldric & Friends 

Kirch, Natalie Hammerich & Wolfgang Hatzack, Andi Gassmann, Jens Dreiling, Sandra & Andreas SpÃ¶rl, Ives MÃ¼ller aka Sven GlÃ¼ckspilz, Gabriela & Helmut.
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Dear friends and partners 

Aug 29, 2018 - (Jean Calvin, Commentary on the book of Exodus, Ex 22:25, p. 428 â€“ quick translation by Yannick Chiron). -> European conference. Every four ...
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Dear friends and partners 

All ogeher, hey are eaf eff5 en the efore the 5al st Pae nfa er efore 10. Yannick. Yannick et Laurie CHIRON * 11 rue du Clos Robert * 35520 La Chapelle des ...
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GUILLOUX STEVEN 

Double cursus à la faculté d'économie et gestion de Rennes 1. 2010-2012. Baccalauréat Economique et Social (mention bien). Lycée La Fontaine des Eaux, ...
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Steven BORG 

[email protected]. Skype sb3d2007. Address ... DEGETEL consultant for BOUYGUES TELECOM, VÃ©lizy - TechnopÃ´le. Projects â€¢ Interface Bbox Sensation, App BTv ...
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Steven Shreve: Stochastic Calculus and Finance .fr 

Jul 25, 1997 - and substituting this into either equation, we can solve for. X1 T = ...... we can write the quadratic variation formula in differential form as follows:.
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Just Friends 

Lee Morgan solo on "Just Friends". Just Friends. Lee Morgan Solo. Transcribed by Masaya Matsumura. Jimmy Smith "House Party". Blue Note BST-84002 ...
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Dear friends and ministry partners, Rendez-vous 

We have left you without news for two months and apologize. The ... then to invite them to an evening during which we'll present survey results, make remarks and try ... Please pray that ... Thank you so much for your faithfulness at our sides.
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KILLER KONCEPTIONS Kenton Knepper And Friends 

Fans of "Killer" kept writing and calling me to suggest ideas and ask for my ..... I'm going to try to visualize that card... and the suit... hmmmm... the suit is. .. BLACK ...
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Friends Will Be Friends - Fou De Musique 

FRIENDS WILL BE FRIENDS words & Music by. Freddie Mercury / John Deacon. (â€¢ = 74). à¨‰? Eri. ]] Guitar. à¨¨à©‚à©° à¨¸à¨°à¨¬ à¨š à¨ªà©�à¨¸à¨¤à¨•. 'à¨¤à©‡ 171 l à¨œà©€à¥¤ (1) à¨¦à©€. (241. IFF.
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Adolescent Substance Use With Friends Moderating and 

Oct 1, 2010 - unsupervised time with friends is a high-risk context for the initiation and growth of .... expectations imposed by parents regarding youth behavior. ... tings), a test of this hypothesis must control for the main effect of parental.
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Mike and Leslie are friends. Mike 

We often use common words that start with the same letters to be sure we do not make a mistake. Example: Paul: My name is Paul. Amy: How do you spell that?
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How to Win Friends and Influence People 

he made eighty times more friends in six weeks than he had been able to previously in twenty-five ...... out of the window and said to himself, â€œJust a minute. Maybe I ..... When Alfred Lunt, one of the great actors of his time, played the leading 
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Bob and Kyle are friends. Bob is 

Becky: Not ______. What are you doing tonight? (good/ bad). Jess: I'm not ______ Becky. (sure/ alright). Becky: ________like to come over to my house?
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Dear friends and partners, -> Interchurch meetings -> Focus 

https://play.google.com/store/apps/details?id=org.cru.soularium&hl=en). It allowed us to initiate spiritual conversations with five students. Surprised, happy ...
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Dear Colleagues and Friends, Archbishop Vigano's 

2 sept. 2018 - To my great surprise, during this long meeting, the Pope did not mention even ... Both of us were surprised to see that he had maintained his ... will pick you and your lawyer up at the hotel tomorrow morning and bring you.
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How to Win Friends and Influence People 

Below the bust are carved these wise words from General. Obregon's ...... wrong - isn't it better to begin by saying: â€œWell, now, look, I thought otherwise, but.
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Just Friends 

GMaj7. B m7. E 7. Am7. D7. Bm7. Em7. A7. Am7. D7. D 7. CMaj7. Cm7. F7. GMaj7. B m7. E 7. Am7. D7. Bm7. Em7. A7. Am7 D7. G6. Dm7 G7 5. 1. Just Friends.
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Old Friends 

Now I don't know who's got my back. D. G. And somebody told me to light up every room. Bm. A. Make them remember you. D. G. But nobody here knows what ...
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CURRICULUM VITAE Steven M. Hoefflin, M.D., F.A.C.S. Steven M 

Michael Bolton Humanitarian Award - June 25, 1995. Nominated for award by California Society of Plastic Surgeons in May, 1996, for the many presentations at ...
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KEYS TO FALSE FRIENDS 

Candide m eans naÃ¯ve or ingenuous; Candid m eans open or frank: franc, sincÃ¨re. ..... K id n a p p er refers to the person w ho does the deed - un ravisseur / une .... refers to a(n) occasion, circum stance, opportunity, or second-hand purchase.
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My Numbers, My Friends 

ing easy to state, are for the most part very difficult. Many are ...... shall concentrate only on the strong pseudoprime test, which is of. Monte Carlo type.Missing:
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code mccallum tome londres dbid 1qsopp 
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code mccallum tome mercenaire dbid 1xyh 
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