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Preface 

… Merlin montre à Vivianne une grotte
magnifique où se trouve le tombeau de deux 
amants qui vécurent leur amour totalement 
reclus en cet endroit.  À la demande de 
Vivianne, il soulève la pierre tombale, par sa 
magie, car la dalle ne peut être soulevée par 
la force humaine.  Viviane déclare qu'elle 
veut dormir avec Merlin dans cette chambre 
souterraine.  Mais quand Merlin est 
endormi, elle l'ensorcelle de telle sorte qu'il 
n'a plus de réactions.  Elle appelle ses gens 
et se demande comment faire disparaître le 
vieil enchanteur.  Quelqu'un se propose de le 
tuer.  Elle refuse.  Elle fait descendre Merlin 
dans le tombeau, et comme elle connaît tous 
les charmes de l'enchanteur, elle referme la 
dalle de telle sorte que personne ne puisse la 
soulever à nouveau.  Et elle quitte la grotte.  
Quatre jours plus tard, le roi Baudemagu 
entre dans la grotte, et comme il entend 
Merlin se plaindre, il veut soulever la dalle.  
Alors Merlin lui raconte ce qui est arrivé et 
lui dit que ses efforts sont inutiles: «Ni toi, 
ni moi, ni personne ne pouvons soulever 
cette dalle.  Il n'y a que celle qui m'a 
enfermé ici qui pourrait le faire. » 

… Merlin shows Vivianne a magnificent
grotto containing the tomb of two lovers 
who had lived their love in total seclusion 
there. At Vivianne’s request, he opens the 
tomb — by magic, since the stone cannot be 
moved by human strength. Vivianne says 
that she wants to sleep with Merlin in the 
grotto. But when Merlin is asleep, she casts 
a spell that renders him powerless. She calls 
her people and ponders aloud how one 
might get rid of the old sorcerer. Someone 
suggests killing him; but she refuses.  
Instead, she has Merlin taken into the tomb, 
and since she knows all of the sorcerer’s 
enchantments, she magically replaces the 
stone. Then she leaves.   
      Four days later, King Baudemagu enters 
the grotto and hears Merlin’s lament; he 
tries to roll away the stone. But Merlin 
recounts what has happened and tells him 
that all his efforts are in vain. “Neither you, 
nor I, nor anyone can remove this barrier.  
Only she who imprisoned me here can do it.

_______________________________________ 

Exerpt from Jean Markale’s précis of the 
thirteenth-century text, Huth Merlin, in Markale, 
Merlin l’Enchanteur: ou l’éternelle quête 
magique.  (Paris: Editions Retz, 1981). 
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Where’s the Bridge? 

“All I’m asking is that you tell me how you got here.” 
He didn’t answer. Everything around him seemed to be falling into slow motion. He 

liked this part of the dream less than what had preceded. That, at least, he had done over and 
over again.  

The path through the forest — leading to the divide. This time, he’d been slowed by 
briars, fallen logs, erosion and powerful headwinds. When he arrived at the rift, it was 
getting dark. ‘Now where was the bridge?’ 

He could only imagine the other side. And could see no way to get there without a 
bridge. Descent looked out of the question. Hundreds of feet to the water. And even if you got 
there, who could swim that raging torrent. Its distant roar was audible even in this wind. 
Tonight he needed help. 

Turning, he noticed light coming from the window of the cabin where the Bridgekeeper 
lived. Then he was knocking on the door. It cracked open, barely wide enough for a squarish 
face draped with silver-gray hair to appear. 

“Pardon me. Is there a way across?” He had to raise his voice over the wind. 
“What business is that of yours?”  
“It’s my only business,” he almost shouted. 
“Come in.” 
He felt a little uneasy as the door closed behind him. Within, all was tranquil. 

A low ceiling, supported by yet lower rough-hewn beams invited his glance. Shadows cast by 
the fire danced along the walls and leapt into the corners.  

“Tell me again. What is it you want?” One eye smiled. The other seared. 
“The bridge. There’s supposed to be a bridge, isn’t there?” Every other time he’d 

visited this dream there was — although he had never been able to cross. But this night, he’d 
found no sign of a bridge at all.  

“How long have you been on this path?”  
“Uh, I’m not sure,” he replied, his hand involuntarily trying to smooth his tangled hair. 
“Sit down. Have a cup of tea. Tell me about it.”  
“Thank you,” he responded. “But I really don’t have that kind of time.” The muscles in 

his face tightened. “Time is running out. We’re destroying the planetary ecosystem. Nuclear 
weapons still threaten. Everyday millions of children —”  
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“I know,” she said, nodding her head. “I heard you’d gotten out. It took you longer 
than I expected. But it seems you don’t want my help.”  

“Oh, but I do. I need —” 
“The bridge, of course. But how am I supposed to show you the bridge, if you won’t 

take the time tell me how you got here.”  
 His brow knit. “How I got here?”  
“Yes, the path you took, the map you used, the signs you followed, the guides you met.” 
 He ran his fingers through his beard, said nothing. 
“Don’t you understand? It’s only because you got here that I can help you.” 
For what seemed an eternity, they looked into each other’s eyes. Then, both faces 

eased. She gestured to a section of the hearth where a cushion waited. He took his jacket off 
and stepped into the room. While the fire warmed his hands, she poured boiling water over 
the flowers and leaves that she had spooned into a sky-blue teapot. 

“You might as well get started,” she encouraged. Moving a cup of tea toward him, she 
sat close by in an old rocking chair. 

“But,” he hesitated, “how can recounting…?” 
She picked up her tea cup with both hands and brought it to her lips, peering over the 

rim. “Are you expressing doubts about how bridges come to be?” Without waiting for his 
answer, she continued. “You’re in worse shape than I expected.” She put her teacup down. 
“I’m not surprised at your loss of memory. But one would think that you might have learned 
something from your travels. I shouldn’t have to tell you that you’re not going to get cosmos 
flowers from lettuce seeds.” 

He took a sip of tea. The fire hissed for attention. She adjusted the logs, then walked 
over to the wood box. 

“What if I don’t remember people’s names? Or exactly how things happened?” 
“Use whatever names you like. What matters are the encounters. How you remember 

what happened — what it meant to you. That’s what I need to know.”  
He took a deep breath. 

Wishing to connect with the dawning of the Age of Aquarius, I began walking from 
Oakland, California, at about 9:30 on the evening of March 21, 1975. I hadn’t at all 
anticipated how demanding it would be. My back ached. My feet blistered. I couldn’t walk 
more than a mile or two before needing rest. I was only able to make about 15 miles per day 
for the first few days. I had to keep reminding myself why I had undertaken this Walk in the 
first place. 



4 

“Walking to where the Sun rises to see a New Day,” I kept telling people who stopped 
to offer me a ride. My resolve, though, to ‘walk every step of the way,’ was soon sorely 
tested. 

The young man in the truck was right. I was soaking wet and chilled to the bone. I 
knew no one in Stockton, still four miles away. And I’d already learned that my tent wasn’t 
water proof. ‘Could accepting a ride under these conditions be permitted?’  

Stepping over to my backpack, books and starboard, I pulled out the I-Ching — 

“Wait,” the Bridgekeeper broke in. “You’ve left things out: ‘starboard,’ ‘I-Ching,’ 
‘Age of Aquarius,’ this ‘walk.’ I need to know what led to all this.” 

He shifted uncomfortably on the cushion. ‘Back further...’ He couldn’t believe what she 
was asking. He gazed into the fire. After a long moment, something occurred to him. 

“Okay,” he said, “I think I know where to begin.” 

It was 1969. For five years, the war in Vietnam had been steadily escalating. Now 
protest was spreading on campuses all across the country. Several hundred of us at Marquette 
University had questions of our own. 

“What were we doing to stop the war? Were there connections between Milwaukee 
manufacturers producing war materials, the list of contributors to Marquette University and 
official school silence regarding the war? And what were we, a Christian university, doing 
with an ROTC program on our campus?” 

Joan of Arc Chapel was a small, medieval building that had been dismantled stone-by-
stone in France, then put back together right in the center of our campus. We decided to take 
it over and not leave until we could enter into a dialogue with the president of the university. 

The demonstration had begun so unobtrusively that a casual observer might not have 
known what was happening. When the priest and curator of the chapel had finished saying 
five o’clock Mass, several of us approached him and told him what we were going to do. We 
assured him that we had no intention of harming or desecrating the building. He went his 
way. We stayed 

We left the wooden doors wide open, welcoming anyone who wanted to join. It was 
one of those early warm spring days that draw people out. Students and faculty came and 
went. Inside, we sat in small circles on the stone floor, or leaned with backs against the walls. 
Quietly talking or absorbed in reading and studying.   

After about an hour, a campus security officer appeared at the front door and looked in, 
apparently expecting to see a very different scene. He announced that he had come to deliver 
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a message from the administration. Whisperings. Books closed. People stood up. Organizers 
took the envelope up to the front of the chapel and called for quiet. Seriousness replaced the 
relaxed atmosphere of a few minutes earlier. The message was simple. There would be no 
dialogue and we were to leave immediately — or face the consequences.  

Several people expressed disbelief. ‘After only two hours? The vigil had hardly begun.’ 
It was now ‘put up or shut up.’ We were either willing to pay the price for protesting 

against an unjust war. Or we weren’t. The discussion didn’t last very long. Those who were 
willing to commit themselves would stay. Those who felt they couldn’t risk it would go. 
Sixty-five of us shut ourselves in and locked the doors.  

Word of what we were doing spread rapidly. People from all over the city began 
sending practical support, as well as verbal encouragement. A professor from the University 
of Wisconsin-Milwaukee sent over enough hamburgers for everyone. Others sent water, 
blankets — even a portable toilet. 

You could see what was happening outside through several narrow slit windows, but 
the thick glass and stone walls made communication nearly impossible. Unless someone 
came right up to a window and shouted you couldn’t hear them. As evening slowly turned to 
night, crowds and TV cameras gathered in front of the chapel. Inside, we renamed the 
building in honor of Camillo Torres, the Chilean revolutionary martyr.   

At about 11:45 pm, the Tactical Squad of the Milwaukee Police Department arrived. 
We later learned that they first made an announcement. There was a bomb in the chapel, they 
said. Everyone was going to be evacuated “in the interest of public safety.” Those of us 
inside knew nothing of it. 

Kabam! Kabam! — they began battering their way through the wooden door at the 
back of the sacristy.  

“Okay. Everyone sit down.” Michael Coffman, who seemed to know what was about to 
happen, stood up in the front and began counseling us in urgent tones. 

KaBam!  
“Women, if you have earrings on, remove them.”  
KaBam! KaBam! — there wasn’t much time left.  
“Tie up your hair.”  
KaBam! KaBam!  
“Don’t be afraid! Lock arms and hold onto each other.”  
KaBam! KaBlummmpppfff!! “Move in!! NOW!! NOW!!” Shouted commands rushed 

ahead of a chilly sweep of air. In the next instant, steel-helmeted, plastic face-masked police 
officers charged across the sanctuary. Mayhem incarnate in fifteen angry men. Raised 
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nightsticks clenched in leather-gloved fists quickly came into steadied positions, shoulder to 
shoulder, directly in front of the altar. For a long moment, the action froze. 

“Don’t anyone move!” their leader shouted. “Stay right where you are!” They looked 
around, expecting — it seemed — to be pounced upon by a thousand vicious tigers. All was 
silent. We continued sitting on the stone floor, motionless. A little scared. Watching and 
praying. Then, methodically, they carried us out, one by one, and carted us off into the night. 

Downtown, the women were quickly separated and taken away by matrons. The men 
were led into a ‘holding tank.’ As I was shoved in, my friend Art, with tears in his eyes, 
whispered, “There’ll be no printing tonight huh, Bob?” One after another, the forty or so of 
us were squeezed, body-to-body, into a space designed for five. Air was only available in the 
front row. To avoid suffocating, we began periodically changing positions. 

An hour slowly passed. And another. Then, from somewhere in the distance — very 
faint at first, but unmistakable — we heard the women. They were singing the chorus to the 
song, “Marat.” 

“We want our rights,  
And we don’t care how.  
We want a Revolution —  
NOW...” 
Spirits lifted. Those of us with access to air tried to answer.  
My turn for the front began as the jailer was finishing a diatribe against those who were 

now slowly moving toward the rear. 
“You want a revolution, huh? There’s ‘yer revolution!” Half-laughing, he pointed 

above his head.  
Nailed up on the wall, hung a picture of a nude woman. 

Suddenly back in the hearthroom, the Dreamer stopped. 
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That Far Back? 

“Listen.  If I’m going to help you, I need to know more.” The Bridgekeeper declared. 
“You can’t just use the word ‘Christian’ and expect me to understand what you have in mind. 
Be reasonable. Christianity has meant a lot of different things in its history and some of them 
quite compatible with war.”  

“I know. But the story I was telling you took place at a Catholic university. And by the 
time I got to Marquette, what Christianity meant to me, what mattered most about it, were 
the teachings attributed to Jesus Christ. “Love one another. Feed the hungry. Forgive your 
enemies. Put away your sword.” I also don’t mean to place Christianity in some privileged 
position. But that was the religion I was raised in.”  

“That’s the point. You need to go further back. To the earliest experiences that connect 
with this quest. Only then am I going to understand how you got here.” 

“That far back? You know how long that will take?” 
Her look silenced his objection. 
He was quiet for a few more seconds.  

They had come down to the river for water. Not more than thirty feet in front of us, first 
the doe, then her fawn stepped into the stream. We froze. The mother, wading through water 
just below her knees, moved easily toward the river’s center. Her young one, dealing with a 
more formidable challenge, cautiously followed. Neither noticed our disbelieving presence.  

The sun, well above the trees, the whole forest seemed to be watching. Deer out in 
broad daylight like that. They bowed their heads and began to drink. We could thank the light 
breeze, blowing in our faces and masking our scent, for admission to the scene. 

Then, the mother — with eyes wide open — looked up. Our living kinship with these 
wild ones now stared back at us. In an instant, the magic took flight. The doe’s face a 
soundless scream. She and her offspring exited the river in a frantic splashing dash for the 
shore. Once on solid ground, they disappeared in several bounds of crashing brush and 
snapping twigs.  

Not that this river, deep in a northern Wisconsin forest, hadn’t promised such 
encounters. We had found the place with the help of geological survey maps. Apprehensive 
on our first visit, we found a cold, clear, fast-flowing stream. Boulders, sunken logs, bends 
and holes — with so many native trout that Mr. Burnette said we shouldn’t tell anyone else 
about it. We returned every weekend.  
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Our days unfolded one mystery into another. We walked upstream from sunup to mid-
afternoon, giving our best casts to every possible lair, never dallying for too long. Side by 
side, working both banks and inviting each other to join in on particularly promising spots. 
We used French spinners for lures; unless it was raining or just after a rain, then we used 
worms. We could never fully memorize every detail of the entire distance; but the more 
dramatic spots etched themselves upon us. You couldn’t help but recognize the sound of the 
falls well before you arrived. Nor could you forget special holes that regularly produced a 
German Brown, a Rainbow or a Brookie or two.  

“Remember this place? Up along the left side, those cross-jammed logs create a spill-
way and a deep pool.” 

“There’s that boulder, the one with the tree. It marks that undercut bank.” 
In one spot, a craggy rock formation high above, reminded me of trips to the family 

hunting camp.  
My uncles and grandfather had built a crude log cabin on the land that one of them 

owned in the middle of a national forest in Upper Peninsula Michigan. The ride out to the 
place was exciting enough — a rutted, dirt road through dense woods which they deliberately 
kept in disrepair to discourage anyone from driving in. Branches scratched the sides of the 
car and numerous bumps and mud holes sent everyone in the back seat bouncing. Once out 
of the ‘junker’ car, the adventure would begin. We would often spy a porcupine or a 
woodchuck. There were signs and prints of other animals, too. You’d see birds and hear bird 
songs and other eerie noises that you could hardly believe were made by anything earth-born. 
My uncles used a cliff that looked like the one over the trout stream to keep from getting lost. 

And then there was the marsh across Suydam Street where I grew up. Beyond the 
working class houses, a long, wide field sloped gently down to the East River. In early 
summer, it was yellow with dandelions. Tufts of swamp grass dotted the lower part of the 
hill. These often provided the only foothold as you entered the cattails and marsh. Down 
there is where the older boys taught me how to ‘frog,’ and ‘crab,’ and ‘fish.’ 

“Excuse me,” the Bridgekeeper interrupted. “I didn’t mean that you had to tell me 
everything about your childhood. I just need to know how you got to my door.”  

“Don’t worry. I’m not interested in taking any more time than is necessary,” the 
Dreamer replied. “I think it played a crucial part in getting me here to have had such 
experiences with Nature as a child. Even if they were fraught with contradictions. Those 
contradictions are part of the story, too, right? After all, I didn’t get to your door in a 
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straight line. That’s all the more clear when it comes to religion. My religious education was 
a jumble of ideas.” 

 In Catholic grade school, we memorized a lot of things for catechism class. And each 
week Father would come to answer our questions. One time, one of the guys asked if God 
could make a rock so big that even He couldn’t lift it. Father said that God didn’t bother 
doing stuff like that. A girl said her older sister had learned in science class that we came 
from apes. “But how could that be true if God created us?” Father explained that God was so 
big that a day of His Creation could be like a million years to us. And God could have 
creatures develop from other creatures if that’s what He wanted to do. He still would have 
created them all. 

“In this mix were the teachings of Jesus Christ, the teachings I mentioned earlier. But 
as I grew up, it was as if I were following two trails: Jesus had blazed the one; the other, 
made by men, didn’t lead to loving one another.” 

With other boys, I jumped off the picnic table in pretend heroic acts of ‘cops and 
robbers,’ ‘war,’ ‘pirates,’ ‘cowboys and Indians.’ I built, defended and attacked make-believe 
forts. Girls’ games were silly, I thought. 

What I loved most was sports, team sports. I often ran outside for more innings of 
baseball within five minutes of having finished dinner — if it wasn’t my night for doing 
dishes. The first summer I was old enough, I tried out for Little League. Last year’s 
champions drafted me; but I didn’t make the team. I believed it was partly due to my glove, 
an old thing that looked like it had gotten run over by a steam roller. Not like the Spaulding 
and Rawlings gloves the other boys had. My parents couldn’t afford luxuries in those days. 
Both my younger brothers had come down with rheumatic fever. Dad was working two jobs. 
Mom was serving tomato soup for dinner. It was all they could do to meet the bills. 

I made the basketball team in fifth grade and learned a lot of complicated things for 
what seemed such a simple game. You weren’t supposed to ‘foul’ your opponent. Yet the 
coach taught techniques that were strangely legal. You were allowed to use your elbows to 
protect the ball, your body to obstruct, your legs and shoulders to gain better position. As 
long as it didn’t blatantly break the rules, anything that played to your advantage was okay. 

I did wonder whether Jesus would have played football. I tried out anyway, and made 
the team. I was small compared to the other boys. But my older cousin had taught me some 
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basics. By the last week of August, the gridiron hopefuls had already been practicing twice 
daily for two weeks. 

“Okay, you guys. Okay… You don’t know your plays?” The boys could tell when the 
coach was mad. He wouldn’t smile and the tone of his voice turned menacing. “Head-on-
tackle!” he yelled. 

A murmur went through the ranks of the helmeted gladiators. Slowly they formed the 
two long lines that faced one another at the dreaded front.  

“Down line. Go!!” shouted the coach. The two boys fate happened to bring together 
charged the five-yard distance that separated the lines. If the ball-carrier and the tackler 
didn’t slam into each other with enough force, they had to get up and do it again. 

“Whady ya’ doin,’ Dubby? Having mercy on him? Or you afraid you’re gonna’ get 
hurt? You’re out here to play football! Run over him, gul dang it! Or you’ll be out here all 
night doing laps!” 

One sultry morning, about twenty of us went to scrimmage St. Mary of the Angels’ 
archrival, St. Patrick’s. The late summer sun blazed down on a field once grass, now 
trampled into dirt. We lined up on opposite sides. The other team was dressed in green and 
yellow. St. Mary’s in red and white. The coaches knew each other from the paper mill where 
they worked. So they had arranged for this friendly practice together. First the ball was to be 
given to the one team, then to the other. Each would try out their newly learned offenses and 
defenses.  

We watched eagerly from the sidelines as the older players went in and came out of the 
fray. All chatter focused on the action. 

“Get him! Get him!” 
“All right Danny! Yeah, way to bring ’em down.” 
“Go! Go! Go!” 
“Come on, you guys!” it was the Coach this time. “Get tough out there! LePage! Get in 

there for Mancheski at middle linebacker!” 
My helmet only needed its chin-strap snapped. A rare excitement raced through my 

body. I ran out onto the field. “Fred. I’m in for you.” 
“Good luck!” 
“Okay,” the team captain panted in the huddle, “we’ll try a 6-3-2.” 
I took my position along with the others. The other team broke its huddle now too. 

Came out over the ball. Grim-faced, the two sides squared-off. 
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“Down!” the quarterback commanded. On both sides of the line, the guards and tackles 
assumed their three-point stances, ready to hurl themselves, head-first, directly at their 
opponents. A split second later, the quarterback shouted again. “6! 38! 44! Hut-hut!” 

The instant the center lifted the ball from the ground, all hell broke loose. Opposing 
players bashed into one another with all the force their bodies could muster. While the green 
team sought to clear a path, the red team tried to get the ball carrier. The popping of helmets, 
smacking of shoulder pads, grunts and groans of young voices had become familiar to me. 

The quarterback had spun around and was lateraling the ball to one his halfbacks, who 
was running full speed to the right. The play was going wide! I would counter. I made two 
quick, short strides in that direction. But suddenly — someone grabbed my jersey from 
behind! Before I could even turn around, he had overpowered me and the two of us crashed 
to the ground. I looked up, about to protest. ‘Holding’ was illegal. But nobody in authority 
seemed to have noticed. Before I could even speak, the other boy shot me a sharp elbow to 
the ribs and was gone. The play went on. 

A few minutes later, I was back on the sidelines. Tears irrepressibly rolling down my 
cheeks. I wasn’t hurt. And it was more than that it wasn’t fair. Was this what growing up to 
be a man was all about? 

“Hey, LePage. You okay?”  
I didn’t answer.  
“Are you hurt?” the teammate asked again. 
This time, an older player answered. “Leave him alone. I know why he’s crying.” 
Tears or not, I taught my younger brothers the same kind of lessons at home. Over the 

train-table city, for instance. Our dad had pieced together a large train table, six feet wide and 
maybe twelve feet long. The train itself, a hand-me-down from an older cousin, never ran 
reliably, despite dad’s repeated repairs. So that corner of the basement was generally left idle. 

One summer, after having cleared the tracks, I slowly transformed the table into a 
model city. I painted streets and put up toothpick telephone poles with black-thread power 
lines. I built businesses in the ‘downtown’ district; miniature cardboard houses formed a 
sprawling residential area. There was a supermarket, a drive-in movie theater, a radio and TV 
station. I located my own house on the top of a hill, a ranch-style mansion with a swimming 
pool, three cars, a long driveway, all surrounded by trees. I was a rich guy. My brother Peter 
couldn’t even reach the table yet. But David asked to play. So I gave him a few highway lots 
at the edge of the board — no houses though. ‘If he couldn’t build ’em for himself, he 
shouldn’t expect to have any,’ I declared. 
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Our mom had given me a set of plastic stirring sticks in the shapes of speed limits, stop 
signs, caution signs, etc. The one that said ‘Soft Shoulders’ had gotten broken, so it read 
‘Soft houlders.’ I gave that one to David. He couldn’t read yet; but I couldn’t resist telling 
him what it said. 

“The people on your street are just a bunch of softies. See, it says so right there.” That 
made David feel bad; he already knew that much about how men were supposed to be.  

I didn’t build a Church in my train-table town. Maybe I didn’t want to be reminded of 
Jesus when I was playing at being rich. No matter how hard I thought about it, I just couldn’t 
imagine a camel fitting through the eye of a needle. And I was worried about Eternity. “One 
second of Eternity is the amount of time it takes for one seagull to empty a beach full of sand 
by removing only one grain every one thousand years,” I had memorized. And God judged 
everyone after they died, either rewarding them with Heaven, or punishing them with Hell — 
for all Eternity. In Heaven, you’d get anything you wished for. In Hell, you’d burn in fires 
that never went out. It seemed to me that the only logical response was to try really hard to be 
good. But it wasn’t easy to be a saint. 

I spent many hours in the grotto at the back of Church, ardently praying that the statue 
would move. But the only thing happening that seemed supernatural was my recurrent 
nightmare. 

“Bobby, it was only a dream. You had a bad dream. You’re all right now. It’s okay.” 
“No, it’s not. It’s not okay, Mom. It’s… It’s… There’s these globs of stuff and— ” 
“Bobby. It was just a dream. It’s over now.” 
“No. It’s still happening. It’s happening whether I’m seeing it or not. It’s out there. And 

it won’t… It won’t be able to get out of that stuff.” 
“Bobby! Now stop it! Go back to sleep. It’s over.” 
But the dream would return. It always did. The light over the staircase would slip away. 

Darkness deepen, then change to midnight blue as the night sky appeared. 
‘Let’s see… It should be around here somewhere. If only I could spot that last glob of 

gray oatmeal-like muck that swallowed it up.’ 
Effortlessly, I would move through the vastness of space, scanning for signs. All I 

could see were stars. Then suddenly, there it was! A shining silver needle of light streaking 
across the enormous void. I would catch up. 

“Oh! You made it through. I thought you might get lost forever.” 
“Don’t worry. I’m fine.” It spoke in a deep, echoing voice. 
“I hope there won’t be any more of that stuff —” 
“Long way to go…” the voice disappeared as the dream faded. 
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I knew I would see it again. What I didn’t like was that there was never any resolution. 
I felt just as bad every time I saw it disappear into the muck, even though it always seemed to 
emerge unscathed. No matter what my mother said, I was sure there was a difference 
between this nightmare and others. 

Eventually, I no longer woke up screaming. Boys weren’t supposed to cry. I stopped 
telling people about it, too. It didn’t make any sense to bring up a dream that no one could do 
anything about. They’d just think I was weird. 

It seemed the most important thing was saving your soul. So when they told us that the 
priesthood guaranteed your salvation, I decided then and there what I would do with my life. 
In the meantime, I served as an altar boy at daily Mass and fasted until afterwards, so I could 
receive Communion each morning. I also went regularly to Confession.  

“Bless me Father, for I have sinned. It’s been one week since my last confession. I 
disobeyed my parents two times. I fought with my brothers about four times. And I had bad 
thoughts twice.” 

“What kind of bad thoughts did you have, my son?” 
“I looked at women’s breasts, Father.” 
“You mean, you were looking at nude pictures of women?” 
“On no, Father! These were real women. Women with their clothes on.” 
“Well, my son. That’s natural. As you’re growing up now and becoming a young man, 

you’ll begin to notice the differences between men and women. There’s nothing wrong with 
that.” 

I wanted to ask, “What about the things the guys are saying about girls in the locker 
room? Or the playing cards and magazines?” But I didn’t. I was pretty sure that Father 
wouldn’t give me the go-ahead for that stuff. That’s why I was trying to stay out of it. 
Trouble was, not going along with the guys had begun to cost me my popularity. 

I had always felt well-liked. In third grade, they had unanimously elected me president 
of the class. And last year, the prettiest girl in school had asked me to take her ice skating. 
Now things were changing. There were secrets I wasn’t told. Moments when I approached a 
group of former buddies and they would all hush up.  

Trying to be good seemed to have caused nothing but problems, even with the nuns. 
When I was caught with my classmates running down the hallways, talking in line or 
whatever, I would be singled out. “And YOU, LePage. YOU of all people!” 

I started praying with a new intention. I didn’t want to stand out at all. Didn’t want 
anyone to care what I did. “Please dear God, please let me be just like everybody else. Hail 
Mary full of Grace…” 
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To Become a Franciscan 

 ‘Everything will be different,’ I thought, ‘once I get to the seminary.’ But the minor 
seminary and high school I chose turned out to be more a boarding school than a preparation 
for the priesthood. At most, five percent of the boys wanted to be priests. The administration 
made no distinction between who was and who was not ‘thinking about’ the religious life. 
And among the students, there was an unwritten code that you didn’t ask. 

The majority were from the south side of Chicago. There were also some ‘problem 
boys’ from big cities throughout the Midwest. In my first month, I observed — and 
sometimes found myself the object of — extortion, physical violence and petty thievery. By 
the end of the second month, there had been twenty-six expulsions. By the third month, I too 
was violating school rules.  

It started in the refectory. About thirty cafeteria-style folding tables, seating eight 
students each, were divided equally between two dining rooms. The Father’s table, where 
two administrative faculty members sat, occupied the front area of each hall. We assembled 
for breakfast, lunch and dinner in silence and stood statue-still at our designated places. After 
grace, a bell signaled permission to be seated. If the din from a hundred folding chairs wasn’t 
too bad, a second ringing signaled we were allowed to talk. Meals began with the arrival of 
full serving bowls and platters. Once these were emptied, a table could get seconds — as 
long as they lasted. Given the appetites of teenage boys, there was never enough.  

Except at the Father’s table. And what food they ate! While the boys gulped down hot 
dogs floating in stewed tomatoes, the Fathers in their brown robes ate T-bone steak, shrimp, 
pork chops. Often the Fathers couldn’t eat all they’d been served. Then, they usually called 
up favorite boys and gave them the extras. If not, anyone could go up and ask. If the Fathers 
were in a good mood, and your timing was right, you might get lucky. 

Whatever the boys were served, there was a fierce rivalry between tables as we 
scrambled to get to the kitchen before the seconds ran out. Despite rules and repeated 
admonitions forbidding such behavior, I didn’t hesitate to join in dumping the three full 
serving dishes onto the first two dinner plates and passing the empties to runners who raced 
for seconds. 

Then there was Polish class. Polish was a required subject. All the priests on the faculty 
were Polish-speaking. And I quickly found out that many of my classmates spoke Polish, not 
English, at home. Most, at least, understood the language. Few were like myself — trying to 
learn to distinguish a ‘dz’ from a ‘dz dot.’ 
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“It’s not fair,” I complained to a third-year friend. “George sits in class and reads 
science-fiction, or does his homework for other classes. And if he’s called on, gets up and 
speaks perfect Polish. Whole sentences, paragraphs. He does an hour’s homework in three 
minutes, never studies and gets grades of 110%, because of extra-credit points on tests!” 

“You have to do what the rest of us do,” explained my friend. 
“What’s that?” 
“Use ponies.” 
“You mean cheat?” 
“Yeah. Everybody does it here. Even if they catch you, all they do is take 5 points off, 

which will hardly affect your grade, anyway. So don’t sweat it! They don’t care. They look 
the other way.” 

‘Sort of like football,’ I figured. ‘Breaking rules is part of the game. Okay, as long as 
you get away with it. And just because you shed a few tears, doesn’t mean you quit.’ Coming 
from a small town with a professional football team, I was an ardent fan. Seeing me watch 
them play on television, you would have thought I believed in some kind of magic telepathy 
by which my fanatic cheering and undivided attention could help turn the tide of the game. 
Having torn the cartilage in my right knee in eighth grade, I myself could no longer play. But 
my doodling during those years consisted of little circles with saucers and arrows. I 
diagrammed thousands of plays: plays I saw; plays I read about; plays I thought up. Football, 
football, football. I supported the school teams with equal intensity. The athletic director 
made me the official varsity scorekeeper, so I attended all the games. 

By the time I was a senior, I thought my grade-school prayer had been answered. I was 
just like everyone else — playing by the rules everybody played by. If ever I had tried to 
understand how others felt, to see things from their point of view, I didn’t anymore. I thought 
it was ‘survival’ that had taught me to think first of myself. Not that I didn’t have friends. But 
that was just it — I thought a friend was something to have, not be. I had sacrificed trying to 
be good to making life easier for myself. 

The Friday before graduation, one of my friends told me a bit of disconcerting news. 
“We crawled down the tunnel by the faculty lounge and listened in on their meeting. 

You’re gonna’ get the Meritorious Character Award.” 
“Oh, no.” 
“Hey. So what?” 
“Let’s be honest, Brian, I don’t deserve it. Michael Lew should get it.” 
 “Lew’s name came up, but then they said stuff about ‘service to the school.’ It was 

your work in the printery...” 
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He paused a moment. “I didn’t have the courage to give the award to Lew in front of 
all those people that Sunday. As they pinned it on me, I was painfully aware that I had 
compromised my integrity.”  

 “You actually felt that at the time?” 
“Yes, I did,” he nodded. “I knew that I had cheated and stuff. And there were some 

things at my school that needed changing. Even serious problems — like the ‘rub-downs’ 
given to patients in the infirmary. Things that no doubt went on, after I left. If I had really 
merited the trust of my fellow students, we could probably have organized something.”  

“So you missed a chance to effect change in the world. Where’d the next step lead?” 
“More or less out of the world. I entered the monastery, became a monk, a Franciscan 

Friar.”  

It began with novitiate: a retreat from the world — no newspapers, radio, TV, or 
magazines. A year dedicated to prayer, fasting, spiritual reading and silence. For me, this 
odyssey took place on Lake Geneva in Southeastern Wisconsin. The main buildings of 
Queen of Peace Monastery were originally the family mansion of the owners of the Diamond 
Match Corporation. A spacious lawn led down to the water. Once the motorboats and water-
skiers left after Labor Day, the place was quite tranquil. Huge oaks, enormous elms, pines, 
and even some ancient ginkgo trees wooded the acreage that surrounded the grounds. The 
novitiate was supposed to be about spiritual growth. But for me, that happened only 
indirectly. 

The ‘Master,’ as Father Arthur, the director of the novices was called, was a former 
army major. He’d been decorated in World War II for bravery as a chaplain in battle. I don’t 
think he knew much about spirituality. Once, somebody asked him, “How do you meditate?” 
His answer was: “Just think about things. There’s lots of things to think about.” 

The Master picked on people. “Testing,” he called it. The procedure involved making 
life miserable for an individual, often for months at a time. He would find something that he 
didn’t like about you, and then humiliate you in front of others. Or call you into his office, 
rake you over the coals privately. His idea was that if religious life ever got difficult later on, 
you could always remember how you endured this year. Then you would never defect. Father 
Arthur’s ‘testing’ brought me to my senses about other people. I could see and feel how they 
were being hurt. I recognized others’ existence and their feelings. I started to care.  

A more positive influence was my friend Brother Brian. Two or three years older than 
me, he was a guitarist and folk singer from the East Coast. Brian had been to the Newport 
Folk Festival and had back issues of various folk music publications, lots of sheet music, the 
Joan Baez Songbook and all her albums.  
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The Bridgekeeper smiled and poured them another cup of tea. 
“This was the Fall of ‘64.”  

Brian was a carpenter. Because I knew a little about carpentry, my daily work 
assignment was to be his assistant. Sometimes when we were supposed to be observing 
silence, we talked. After dinner, when we were allowed to talk, he taught me how to play 
guitar. And we sang… almost every night for an entire year. That really made a difference. I 
mean, how can you sing, “We Shall Overcome,” without getting the idea of what the civil 
rights struggle was about. Or, “There But For Fortune,” without putting yourself in the place 
of society’s victims. People I might previously have blamed for their condition. Another song 
that gave me hours of material for thought was, “With God on Our Side.” Through music, 
Brian introduced me to another way of looking at things. He was instrumental in changing 
my consciousness. Our paths soon parted though. 

When my novitiate was over, I spent two and a half happy years at St. Francis 
Monastery in Burlington, Wisconsin. I found joy in the tasks I was assigned. In the printery 
and in the religious articles store.  

In both these areas, I worked with the Father Superior, Father Edgar. We became good 
friends. He shared my interest in ice hockey and football. He also introduced me to classical 
music. I still remember the first piece I learned to appreciate: Beethoven’s “Moonlight 
Sonata.” In return, I helped him appreciate rock n’ roll. At first, he made fun of the Beatles 
singing, “Yeah, Yeah, Yeah.” But I pointed out to him that Frank Sinatra, whom he liked, 
sometimes sang similar lyrics. Then he began to like rock n’ roll, too. Edgar was open-
minded. 

I also loved my studies. School had never been tedious to me. Now I was discovering 
the nuances and subtleties of philosophical systems, sensing the purposes of literature and 
learning theology. Really getting the idea of what education was for. 

I was fortunate enough to have a professor who had just received his doctorate from the 
University of Innsbruck. Instead of traditional Scholasticism, or a cursory overview of the 
entire History of Philosophy, he taught a version of Heideggerian Ontology. Soon I was 
reading Heidegger, Sartre, Camus, Kierkegaard, Buber, Marcel, Merleau-Ponty and others. I 
was learning Phenomenology and Existentialism.” 

“And what did all that mean to you?” 
“The Existentialists grasped something very important. Instead of believing that our 

being is determined by Human Nature, or that our essence has been decreed by God, they 
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demonstrated how we’re the ones deciding who we are. ‘Reality,’ they discovered, is not 
something ‘out there.’ What we take to be Reality is actually an interpretation that we’re 
making — a complex set of meanings that we’ve learned from others. If you know that, 
you’re in a better position to act freely. And you’re more likely to leave the world a better 
place than you found it.” 

“How did you reach that conclusion?” 
“Well, the Existential insight can be summed up simply: ‘Just because things are how 

they are, doesn’t mean they have to be that way.’ Right now, for example, we tell ourselves: 
‘People are greedy and lazy by nature.’ So we accept extremes of wealth and poverty. A big 
part of the terrible mess we’re in. 

However, if we’re the ones responsible for ‘Reality,’ if there is no ‘Human Nature’ 
forcing us into this self-destructive world, we could create another ‘Reality.’ An 
understanding of ourselves and Nature which would lead us to build a loving planetary 
community and harmonize with all of Being. 

Existentialism teaches you to be authentic. If you alone are responsible for what you 
do, then you have to take responsibility — no matter what the price. You trade the boredom 
of conformity for the drama and excitement of a life being created in every moment. In the 
end, you’re happier. You don’t feel like you’re ‘faking it.’” 

“Nice. But what did this mean to you concretely?” 

In my life it would mean leaving the monastery, no matter how happy I had been there. 
I could no longer explain away certain problems, such as the social hierarchy. At the bottom, 
were the brothers. They cooked, farmed, did the laundry, maintained the buildings and the 
grounds and kept the records. Few brothers had high school diplomas, let alone college 
degrees. They were never ‘ordained’ and weren’t permitted to perform religious ceremonies. 
At the top were the priests. Except for weekends, when they traveled to Chicago and 
ministered at various parishes, their time was their own. Many of them had more than one 
college degree. In the middle were the clerics who were studying to be priests. After nine 
years of schooling, they would be ordained. The unwritten but not unspoken rule was ‘no 
fraternizing’ between groups. 

I was breaking that rule. Brother Brian had been my best friend at Lake Geneva, so it 
was only natural for me to befriend the brothers. And there was my friendship with Father 
Edgar. Not only was he a priest, but he was also the Superior.  

It was a third of the way through my junior year that this brought my Franciscan 
vocation to an abrupt end. About a week before I was to go home for Christmas vacation, I 
had my personal counseling session with Father Harold, Dean of Students. 
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“Frater Kent,” he said. (Kent was my Franciscan name.) “Let me put it to you this way. 
You are the single most disruptive factor in this whole monastery.” 

I could hardly believe what I was hearing. Yet his face told me he was totally serious. 
“So help me, Kent,” he went on, “if I should see you even talking with Father Superior 

again, you’re not going to get the time of day out of me.” 
My thoughts raced. ‘What? Not give me the time of day? Hey wait! I depend on you for 

toothpaste, cigarettes, letters from home, postage stamps, permission to use the telephone, 
permission to leave the grounds, monthly evaluations that go into my permanent record… 
Everything… And now you’re going to turn on me unless I ruthlessly cold-shoulder someone 
whom I’ve found to be true and good-willed in every way. And of course, I mustn’t explain 
to him, since he’s your superior, too; which would get you into trouble.’ 

I don’t know if I even answered him. I reeled out into the corridor, almost fell down the 
stairs, and somehow found my way into the bindery. Beside myself with pain and anger, I 
told Bob and Paul, my closest friends. On my way home on the train, I cried so much that 
when my sister picked me up at the station, there was no disguising that I was in some sort of 
crisis. In fact, I had arrived at a painful decision. I wasn’t going back. 

He paused for a few minutes. 
“If it weren’t for Father Harold, I might never have gotten on this path. I probably 

would have stayed in the monastery my whole life. It was as if a river, gently meandering 
through a sleepy valley, were suddenly seized by an enormous rock-slide — crashing down 
and forcing it to take a whole new course. One that led out across wide open prairies, 
through deep forests, up mountain passes… into uncharted territories.”  
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Awakenings 

 “Surely you weren’t left without guidance,” she said, putting a rather large log on 
the fire. “Fate isn’t like that.” 

‘Looks like she expects us to be here for a while,’ he thought.  
“That’s true. I wasn’t abandoned.”  

My family, friends and the Franciscan Order responded. They wanted me to take 
time to think about leaving the Order. Arrangements were made for me to attend St. 
Norbert College, where I could live at home and commute.  

As the second trimester of my third year began, I found myself in a dramatically 
different environment. No more shadowy refectory with its walnut-paneled walls and 
stark chairs perfectly placed on one side of long, oak tables. Here small round tables with 
plastic chairs moved randomly about a large-windowed room with florescent lighting. 
Gone the brown robes and the silence. Now brightly-colored clothes, clattering dishes, 
and the chatter of hundreds of lively strangers jammed with loud rock and roll music. 

It was in that crowded Union Grill one noonday that someone pulled on my sleeve. 
I turned to face a woman with shoulder-length dark hair, an elegant nose, freckles and 
steady brown eyes. She returned my puzzled look with one of great seriousness. 

“If you’re wearing that button,” she said, “you should —” She was pointing at the 
‘Eugene McCarthy’ button that my brother David had given me. 

“Pardon me?” I could hardly hear what she had said over the noise of the snack bar. 
‘Can’t be a professor,’ I thought, ‘too young. Maybe she’s mistaking me for someone 
else.’  

“There’s a meeting you ought to go to,” she repeated loudly. 
She was right. Weeks afterward, I was still struggling to reconcile what I learned at 

that meeting with what I had always believed. Until that time, I had trusted what our 
government and the press told us. I had assumed that since democracy depends on an 
informed electorate, our State Department would never actively lie to us. 

  “Don’t get ahead of yourself,” the Bridgekeeper interrupted. “Tell me about the 
meeting.” 

Over a hundred students eventually seated themselves in a large chemistry lecture-
lab. The organizers milled about the black marble tabletop in front. Their theme was, 
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“Why should we care that Eugene McCarthy is running for the Presidency?” And their 
answer, “the War in Vietnam.”  

I learned that in 1954, the Vietnamese people had defeated their Colonial occupiers, 
the French. And that the Geneva Accords, signed between the French and the Vietnamese 
people — North and South — strictly forbade foreign military intervention. In less than 
half a year, however, the United States had sent in “advisors” and had begun training a 
South Vietnamese army. And our military involvement had continued to increase until 
we were waging an all-out war, which Congress hadn’t declared — in violation of the 
U.S. Constitution.  

Aside from the constitutional technicality — which made the war illegal — there 
were several other serious questions: Why had we taken over what seemed to be the 
wrong side of a revolutionary war? What really were our interests over there? Why 
wasn’t the press being more forthright? Who exactly were the ‘Communists’ and what 
did they stand for? Had I known what the answers were going to be, I probably would 
have been even more uncomfortable. 

“Ask a question,” the Bridgekeeper commented. “And as long as you’re willing to 
pay the price, you’ll get the answer.” 

He nodded. 

That year, three nuns who were living near my parents’ home were also enrolled at 
St. Norbert College. They were commuting to campus each day and invited me to join 
them. Sister Rose, eminently kind, was gifted with a prodigious memory. She was 
working on her second degree, this one in chemistry. Sister Margaret had a down-to-earth 
way about her. One to get things done. An organizer. I thought Sister Mary was a real 
genius. Probably got a hundred percent on every test she ever took. She was quiet. As the 
semester progressed, the four of us became friends. Both morning and afternoon rides 
filled with stimulating discussion. And we always found ways to coordinate unanticipated 
schedule changes. 

Like the day in late February when the woman who’d directed me to that first 
meeting, Mary, as I now knew her, arranged for a guest lecturer to address the student 
body. At the time, St. Norbert College required all male students to participate in its 
ROTC program, an increasingly controversial policy. So the speaker, a representative of 
the Wisconsin Draft Resistance Union, generated a lot of interest. Not even the largest 
hall in the Memorial Union could adequately contain the crowd. Before the program 
began, I noticed that Margaret, Rose and Mary were there, toward the back of the room.  
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The speaker introduced his topic as, “The War in Vietnam.” However, his 
presentation would not be confined to Vietnam. For in order to understand this war, he 
explained, you had to understand United States’ foreign policy, the so-called ‘Policy of 
Containment.’ In order to understand the ‘Policy of Containment,’ you needed to 
understand Communism. And in order to understand Communism, you had to understand 
our own economic system. 

I had always considered ours the natural economic system, which would inevitably 
emerge unless coercion interfered. I assumed that democracy was more or less equivalent 
to ‘free enterprise.’ I couldn’t imagine people choosing anything else. After all, what else 
was there? 

Little by little, step by step, the speaker untangled what had been a confusion of 
definitions, associations and missing information. He explained that our system derived 
its name from the word ‘capital,’ which referred to the money required to start up or 
expand a business enterprise. Money invested with the purpose of returning a profit for 
the investor. This idea — getting more back than you put in — was rooted in the Roman 
idea of private property which permitted unlimited individual accumulation. As for 
ethics, or what the larger community might derive from the arrangement, these were at 
best secondary considerations. The only important question was whether or not the 
business turned a profit. 

Even the ROTC men listened spellbound. 
Then he talked about workers and the conditions in the workplace. I remembered 

the people at the glove factory where I’d worked each summer when I was in high 
school. Along with their smiling faces, the pain of their lives came to my mind. Was it 
fair that the men down in the basement cut leather eight hours a day, five days a week, 
but were not able to make ends meet each month and could never afford their week of 
unpaid vacation? And what about the women on the second floor, constantly shouted at 
for not producing as they sewed at ‘piece-work’ wages and couldn’t earn a living? And 
was it right that the factory owner drove around in a big Chrysler, lived in a huge air-
conditioned modern house, had a cottage on the Bay, sent his son to the university, and 
was so highly regarded in the parish as to sit on the Church Board of Directors? 

Until that afternoon, I had no idea that there was a difference between Nazism, 
Fascism and Communism. To me, all three were simply ‘Totalitarianism.’ Now I learned 
that they were actually on opposite sides of the struggle over how wealth should be 
distributed. Nazism and Fascism embraced inequality of both wealth and power; while 
Communism aimed to distribute the wealth equally, thereby abolishing class distinctions 
altogether. 
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History and politics had suddenly become as understandable to me as the rules of 
football. 

“Football? Still football?” 
“Yes. It was only then that I was beginning to lose interest in sports. I was still into 

ice hockey, too. Even playing on the St. Norbert College team.”  

Anyway, as I walked back to the car, I was feeling like some kid who had just 
learned how food gets to your dinner table. Hey! Why isn’t this stuff on television? Why 
aren’t we being told? It shouldn’t be taken for granted that everyone knows how this war 
came about. Or the history of labor. Or… Could it be that we’re only halfway down the 
road to democracy? Still far away from ‘Liberty and justice for all.’ 

I couldn’t wait to hear what Mary, Margaret and Rose would have to say. They 
were already warming up the car by the time I arrived. “Well, what did you think?” I 
asked with enthusiasm. 

A long moment of silence. I looked at Margaret sitting next to me. She was somber-
faced, giving me only a quick sidelong glance of what seemed disapproval. I turned 
around and looked over my shoulder. Mary was frowning. Rose was slowly shaking her 
head back and forth. My smile slipped away.  

“Mary, what did you think about what he had to say?” I asked directly. 
“I don’t know, Bob,” she replied in a severe tone. “That was a very different 

version of the war than I’ve ever heard.” 
Rose evaded my eyes by looking out the window.  
“I’m not sure if I agree with it either,” Margaret put in with an air of indignation. 

She dropped the car into gear and we left the parking lot. 
I sat back in my seat. ‘How could they not see the truth in this?’ I thought. ‘It makes 

perfect sense of what’s otherwise a jumble of loose ends, contradictions.’ Looking 
straight ahead, I said, “Well, this time we really disagree. I think he’s right.” 

Suddenly, a burst of laughter and all three began talking at once.  
“Wasn’t he great?” Mary exclaimed. 
“If there was ever a lecture worth staying for —” 
“Hey! You guys are terrible,” I said, “I thought you were serious.”  
“We couldn’t resist —” 
“We just had to see how you’d react!” Even Rose was laughing. 
The ride home turned as thoroughly upside down as my previous view of the world. 
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“Didn’t you just love how he tied everything together? Like the similarity of 
revolutions. The American Revolution. The French Revolution. And Russia. Cuba.” 

“Case after case, the people overthrow an institutionalized relationship. The few 
benefiting at the expense of the many.” 

“You know, I never understood until today why they spat on Richard Nixon in 
Argentina, or the reason for all those ‘Yankee Go Home!’ signs. I thought those people 
were just ungrateful. But in fact, we’ve been supporting, even installing, dictators: like 
Trujillo in the Dominican Republic; Somoza in Nicaragua and —”  

“The list was so long.” 
“And if our military ‘interventions’ are based on one thing only: whether or not 

foreign governments are favorable to U.S. corporate interests —”  
“We’re on the wrong side of the haves versus the have-nots.” 
 “I got such a sense of the suffering. Suffering because we don’t question the right 

of some people to take — not just a little more, but lots more — than others.” 
“It’s Mammon behind it all. Like Jesus said, ‘You can’t serve two masters.’” 
“That’s right. It’s money. Money driving the corporations and the government.” 

“Teachers seldom see the fruits of their labor,” commented the Bridgekeeper. “Did 
yours?” 

“Well, maybe some of them… at least, indirectly. I had a lot of teachers that 
spring.”  

The next term, I was admitted to the Honors Program. A sort of inter-departmental 
experiment. Our seminar’s theme was Ethics and Morality in the Twentieth Century. 
Every Tuesday, we would meet and discuss the book assigned for that particular week. 
We examined vital issues: Is human ‘nature’ biologically determined? How do you 
establish morality? Are individuals responsible for what their government does? One 
book we read was about a family in Nazi Germany and a problem that we repeatedly 
came back to: collaboration with evil. It was in that class that I first learned of apartheid. 

Even the seminar room proved enlightening. Besides folding chairs, a few small 
tables and lamps, some old over-stuffed furniture, it also had one of those blackboards on 
a stand with wheels. Graffiti grew on it like wild plants in fertile soil.  

One day, I wrote on it: “Your personal presence points to a physical again-ness.” 
I’m not sure exactly where I got that. Paul Tournier, maybe? Anyway, later that week, 
one of my classmates caught up with me on the spring-wet sidewalk. 
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“… I just knew it was you who wrote that,” she said. Her long hair danced with the 
warm breeze. Snow still lingered on the grass.  

I smiled. I wondered what her ‘Frodo Lives’ button meant, but was afraid to ask. 
‘Probably everyone knows,’ I thought. 

“Do you like poetry?” she asked. 
“Oh yes, I do,” I said. I also liked her. To the chagrin of a couple of others in our 

seminar, this woman, Jody, habitually questioned assumptions. One time she had even 
expressed doubts as to whether or not ‘this table’ actually exists, independently of our 
thought of it. I figured she must be reading Berkeley.  

She didn’t question the reality of suffering, though. Two years earlier, on a high 
school trip, she had visited the East Coast. Seeing the ghettos in Washington, D.C. and 
the bowery in New York City had radically changed her thinking. Before that, she had 
considered herself a conservative Republican, like her father. She had even worked for 
Barry Goldwater in ‘64. Now she marched with Father Groppi and the Commandos for 
open-housing in Milwaukee. That’s what the seminar was about. People brought their 
personal experiences to bear on what was being discussed. 

Jody and I spent the next few afternoons together. She read me several of her 
poems. I remember a short one she had written in high school. 

What has he 
who has reached the very top 
of that ice-mountain, success, 
if he sees not 
through the eyes of the blind, 
nor walks 
the darkened paths of the lost, 
and having searched the reaches of his mind, 
finds not a tear for those who weep. 

Jody repeatedly told me, “You absolutely must meet my friend, Suzanne.” 
Suzanne Gross had been poet-in-residence at St. Norbert College. She had 

thoroughly enchanted a number of students there; not just by her poetry, but by her way 
of being in the world. Jody, who had been reading Carl Jung, was convinced that the 
song, “Suzanne,” on Judy Collins’ album, In My Life, was about Suzanne Gross — 
whether Leonard Cohen knew it or not. 
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Suzanne had left St. Norbert’s in the summer of ‘67. Yet, almost a year later, Jody 
still radiated the energy with which Suzanne had charged her.  

“When I was in high school,” Jody recalled, “I was determined to avoid getting 
hurt. My theme song was that Simon and Garfunkel tune, I am a Rock. What Suzanne 
taught me is that trying to live like that is living death. Only if you’re willing to accept 
the hurt that comes with Love will you ever know the joy of life. ‘Let yourself die,’ that’s 
what she told me one night, when I called her crying because I had fallen in love with 
someone who wasn’t in love with me.” 

“What did you take that to mean?” I asked. 
“Let yourself feel the pain. That and more. Let your ego die for love of the other.’ 

That’s what she was saying.” 
Jody read me a long poem entitled “Landlord” that Suzanne had written just before 

she left. One of its three parts recalled the time Suzanne “saw love move a mountain of 
stone.” On the literal level, it was about one of those contests at county fairs where teams 
of horses try to move a huge sled weighted down with slabs of concrete. I remember only 
certain parts of it now.  

 “…No team could start the stoneboat anymore,” it began, “though they lay down to 
it willing to die...”  

Suzanne’s poetry took you there to see and hear as the last of the teams come up to 
try and the man begin “saying their names to them softly...” Her words made you feel 
their striving, until “it hurt to look at them.” Until they did it. And everyone, “wept for 
pride.”  

I remember this part of the last stanzas: 

We need to believe our loving it 
changes the earth as our loving 
it changes us; that any trust 
or forbearing of ours, the way 
we touch what comes into our hands, 
shall after all create the new 

earth that is the only heaven 
we can both want and believe in, 
when horses and hawks will tell us 
what their true names and our own are. 
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I wanted to meet this Suzanne. So one night, I traveled to Beloit College for a piano 
and poetry recital. Afterwards, I found myself at a reception for the star. I was sitting on a 
couch, sipping my glass of wine, observing ‘all the publishers,’ as my friend described 
them. Suddenly, Suzanne left their distinguished company and sat down next to me. 
Already deeply impressed by her words and voice earlier in the evening, I wanted to ask 
her the best question that I could think of. 

“Do you believe in the ‘Sacramentality of Nature,’ like the nineteenth-century poet, 
Gerard Manley Hopkins?” I asked. 

Maybe the question contrasted a bit abruptly with the cocktail chatter. Also, I hadn’t 
said anything else to her until that moment. In any case, she turned toward me with a 
mildly surprised, but suddenly interested expression. “And how do you understand 
Hopkins?” she asked. 

“That it’s in Nature, through Nature,” I replied, “rather than outside of Nature, that 
we come into the Presence of God.”  

“Yes, of course,” she said with a most loving look. “But you have to remember that 
this is available — everywhere and with everyone — as long as separation doesn’t 
characterize your Presence.” 

That left me something to think about. 
Meanwhile Jody and I continued to spend time together. She introduced me to the 

Yin/Yang symbolism of Eastern mysticism. Taught me about mandalas. Once we listened 
to the entirety of Bach’s Mass in B Minor. We read and discussed Nikos Kazantzakis’ 
portrait of St. Francis. To Jody, Francis was one of the first hippies. We agreed that the 
world could be on the threshold of a whole new Age, the long awaited Millennium. Jody 
was into talking with the trees. Becoming spellbound with Nature. One afternoon, we 
drove out to the nearby farmlands and woods. She showed me the hidden waterfall at 
Scray’s Hill.  

We also talked about drugs. Jody explained how they were not all the same. Some 
legal drugs, like alcohol or prescription tranquilizers, were actually more dangerous than 
the illegal drug, marijuana, which could expand your mind. I myself had no direct 
knowledge or experience to contradict what she said. Nor did I think she would lie. 
Through her commitment to reasoning and her true spirituality, she had established 
herself with me as an authentic person. I trusted her. On the other hand, I now had reason 
to question what the government and my parents were saying. A lot of things they had 
taught me were turning out to be untrue. There was only one way to really find out about 
this. 
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So we smoked some marijuana. It was nothing like I had been warned about. I 
didn’t lose my mind, become addicted, or do anything that I regretted afterward. Getting 
stoned turned out to be very unlike drinking alcohol, the only thing that I could compare 
it to. My speech didn’t slur. Nor was my reason impaired. Instead, smoking produced a 
distinguishable, but difficult to describe, shift in awareness. Quite the opposite of escape. 

Slowly, but suddenly — your mind, YOU were more present. Seeing and hearing 
things in a totally different way. A crisping of perception — subtleties in sound, smells, 
tastes, touches. 

Everything meant more. Imagination, intuitions, thoughts were intensified. The 
glimmer of an idea, which you might otherwise have dismissed, now became more 
significant, sticky enough to hold your attention. And when I found that the connections 
your mind made when you were stoned could hold true when you were straight, I knew 
that the experience was valuable. You could gain insights which might not have been 
available to you in your ordinary state. 

Meanwhile continued discussions about the war were raising people’s level of 
discontent. As members of the St. Norbert College Community, we knew that our 
mandatory ROTC program implicated us in more than tacit approval of the war.  

Just outside the Student Union building’s main entrance, a doorway through which 
the entire community might pass in a single day, there was a fountain. Water endlessly 
bubbled up, filled and spilled over a series of bowls, then splashed down again into a 
small pool. It was this focal point that my brother, David, two of his friends and I chose 
as a means to dramatize our feelings about what was happening in Vietnam. 

Late one night, we emptied a dozen or more bottles of red food coloring into the 
water. We then went from building to building — finding, to our surprise, that most were 
open — and posted this message all over campus. 

Our fountain is red. 

 It is a symbol of the innocent blood  

 that we are spilling 

 by our participation in the War in Vietnam. 

In the next morning’s sunlight, it did look like a pool of blood. Yet the macabre 
scene produced very little dialogue over the issue of a real war going on. So a few weeks 
later, we invited others whom we knew shared our feelings to plan another action. This 
one larger, more open, maybe even confrontational. At the meeting, some people 
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hesitated. They feared reprisals from the administration or thought it might alienate 
students who weren’t already convinced. 

In the end, perhaps fifty people participated in a Peace demonstration. The place: 
right in the center of campus, about a hundred feet from where the ROTC cadets 
performed their weekly drill session. The time: while the young soldiers were assembling 
and marching in the street. The action: reading poetry and singing songs amid baskets of 
flowers. 

Almost the entire student body was soon crowding along the sidewalks to watch. 
Faculty looking out the windows of their empty classrooms. Administrators eyeing the 
situation from their offices. Everyone was wondering what might happen next. 

Probably nothing more would have happened, except that Mary arrived. Instead of 
sitting down with us, she led us in a new direction. Following her, we gathered hundreds 
of long-stemmed lilies, carnations, and gladiolas, and headed for the crowd. Arms filled 
with flowers now transformed the spectators into participants. Each one either accepted a 
living symbol of Peace, or rejected it. 
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Fourth and Brown 

The Bridgekeeper walked over to the hearth and brought the fire back to life. “So you 
decided to leave the monastery?” 

“No, actually. I had learned and experienced many things… things I could never even 
have imagined had I stayed. Yet I didn’t believe that precluded becoming a Franciscan. I 
still carried feelings that had shaped my life; and that I knew could only be resolved if I 
returned.”  

So I asked to be transferred to Marquette University, where the Franciscans of my 
Province completed their undergraduate work. The Order agreed. Father Harold and others 
were still angry about what had happened when I left. So the Capuchins, another branch of 
Franciscans, were asked if they might have a place for a temporarily ‘displaced’ Friar 
Minor. 

The monastery that accepted me was located in the heart of Milwaukee’s black 
community, on the corner of Fourth and Brown. In addition to a block-square cloister 
enclosed in concrete walls, the St. Francis complex included a Church building, a grade 
school, and a community gymnasium/recreation hall. It was adjacent to St. Boniface Parish 
where Father Groppi and the Commandos organized and marched for equal housing.  

The neighborhood still bore the scars from the summer riots the year before. I was told 
there had been an intense meeting at the corner just before the chaos broke loose. None of 
St. Francis’s structures, nor any of the bars and stores scrawled with ‘Soul Brother’ were 
touched. But all around, charred and gutted buildings stood as memorials of the unleashed 
frustrations. Such ruins, plus the vacant lots, the boarded windows, sidewalks grown tall 
with weeds, children with no shoes and police sirens all through the night reminded me that 
this was an America I had never known. 

I would have the finest of guides in this other side of my country. The seraphic Father 
Michael took me under his wing. I had hardly unpacked when he knocked on my door and 
invited me to go with him to visit one of the children of the parish who was in trouble.  

“Wear your habit,” (my brown Franciscan robes), Michael said. “Whenever you go 
out, wear either your habit or a Roman collar. That way, people will know who you are.” 

“Where are we going?” I asked as we headed downtown. 
“To the jail,” he said, “a place I find myself visiting more often than I’d like.” 
“The ‘child’ we’re going to visit is in jail?” I asked, rather taken aback. 
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“Yeah,” Michael answered. “When advertising dangles shiny things in front of your 
eyes, but you don’t have the means to get them, it can spell trouble.”  

Michael’s ‘Imitation of Christ’ was the real thing. ‘Feed the hungry, shelter the 
homeless, visit the imprisoned…’ He seemed a living expression of God’s Love and 
Presence in the world. Not that he was so presumptuous as to think of himself that way. At 
that time, he saw his mission as helping people develop leadership. He wanted to provide 
facilities, be a resource, encourage and support those who were involved with creating 
social justice. 

At a meeting about inner-city schools, Michael passed me a stack of student tests. I’ll 
always remember the one on the top. Looked like the work of a grade schooler who had real 
problems with penmanship, spelling, grammar and punctuation. Only with effort could you 
guess what the student was trying to say. Yet, in bright red ink, the grade: ‘85%.’ 

“This teacher sure is merciful,” I commented. 
“Merciful?” Michael checked to be sure I wasn’t being facetious. “This kid’s been 

getting this kind of ‘mercy’ for eleven years. That was written by a junior in high school. No 
one’s wanted to have him in their class another year, so he’s just been passed on from one 
teacher to the next.” 

Michael also brought me along on ‘house-calls.’ I could never get used to the 
condition of people’s homes. The women did their best to keep them clean and make them 
livable. But furnishings were sparse and dilapidated: a table, some chairs, a couch, a TV set. 
The buildings themselves were in an incredible state of disrepair. They cried out for the 
most basic carpentry, plastering and plumbing — not to mention such ‘cosmetics’ as 
painting and landscaping.  

“There’s often no heat in the winter either,” Michael added. “So people turn on their 
ovens to get warm, and then there’s a fire.” 

“Why aren’t the houses kept up?” I asked. 
“These buildings belong to landlords that live up in the suburbs,” Michael replied. 

“They don’t want to fix them up because it would cut into their profits. And the people here 
don’t have the money to do it, even if they did want to improve somebody else’s property.” 

Nonetheless, our ‘house calls’ were typically joyous affairs. Usually there were 
children. If they weren’t too shy, they might dance. People always seemed happy to see us. 
Perhaps we would drink some iced tea together or share a meal. Then we would talk and 
listen. 

“Well, Father Bob and Father Michael, it’s like this. There just ain’t no jobs unless 
you wanta’ work for minimum wage at the dry-cleaning plant. There’s plenty of us do that, 
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but you know you ain’t goin’ nowhere from there. You can’t even hardly make it from one 
month to the next. So the younger men, they don’t want no part of it.” 

“Aren’t there other jobs?” I asked Michael as we drove home. 
“Oh yeah,” Michael said. “There’s other jobs for blacks. Like being a janitor or 

somebody’s maid. Or maybe you can get lucky and get a foundry job or work in the 
brewery. Menial labor. Low pay. No chance for advancement. No management positions.” 

“But why is it that blacks are so confined to that end of the labor market? I mean, 
haven’t other groups started off poor, but then moved up, at least somewhat?” 

 “Well, maybe some do,” Michael replied patiently. “But I don’t think that the Native 
American community has done very well. And if we were on the near South Side in the 
Hispanic community, we’d find similar problems. The way you phrased your question 
implies a simple answer: that it’s black people’s fault, somehow, for not climbing up the 
social ladder. What you’re suggesting is that blacks are lazy, huh?” 

“No, no. I don’t mean to say that,” I hastily replied, embarrassed. “Once you spend 
time with the people here, you can see that they’re not lazy. They’re really good people. In 
fact, they’re more sincere and perceptive. They seem to see into your heart. Communicate 
more with their eyes, listen more closely. Whites have a lot to learn from blacks. I mean 
culturally. Look how the black people take care of one another.”  

“That’s not the point.” 
“I know. I also know that the opportunities, the connections for getting a job, the 

education, these just don’t exist in the inner city.” 
“So what were you asking, then?” 
“I guess what I really want to know is, how did it get this way?” 
“Now that’s a different question? And you can start answering it by taking a second 

look around you. Conditions like these don’t just happen overnight. There’s background 
information you need to take into account. That no ‘forty-acres and a mule’ came with the 
Emancipation Proclamation, for example.” 

“Forty acres and a mule?” 
“Yes. There was talk that with the abolition of slavery, some compensation would be 

given to the Africans and their descendants for their two hundred years of unpaid labor. This 
would help the freed slaves get started. It was also a matter of fairness. You know, it can be 
argued that black people’s labor founded this country.” 

“How so?” 
“Blacks actually built much of the original infrastructure: constructing roads, digging 

canals, draining swamps, clearing land. And as the backbone of the Southern cotton 
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economy, slave labor subsidized the Northern textile industry by providing quality cotton at 
the lowest price.” 

“So what happened to the forty acres and a mule?” 
“It never materialized. And after decades of desperate conditions in the South, many 

blacks migrated North, looking for work. They were, for the most part, poor, without 
education, and considered unskilled by the factory owners. The few jobs they got were the 
ones whites wanted least. They met with other forms of prejudice and discrimination, too. 
Blacks won’t know the ‘pursuit of happiness’ part of the American dream until these 
historic problems are addressed.” 

“I never read that in any history book.” 
“What’s not written in history books is usually more important than what is.” 

“Later I learned that black high school students in Milwaukee had staged a ‘textbook 
turn-in’ the year before my stay there, protesting the then-standard exclusion of Black 
History from their American History courses.” 

Often Michael would knock on my door. Just to say hello. See how I was doing. 
“Got a question for you,” he said to me one time. “What do you think God is, the Light 

or the Darkness?” 
“The Light,” I replied automatically. “It’s like we’re groping around in the night and 

don’t know where we are. And God is the Light.”  
“I think God is the Darkness,” he said with a smile. “God waits for us in the shadows 

of our lives. As inevitable and everywhere as the night. Overtakes all our plans.” 
In the fall, personnel changes at St. Francis Monastery in Burlington, permitted me to 

return to my original community. The new hierarchy had decided to close the printery, but 
gave me permission to work there on my own projects during my free time. By the end of 
the first semester, I was printing, Respond, a periodical written by Christians for Social 
Change, a group my brother and his friends had organized; as well as an ‘underground 
newspaper’ with friends from Marquette, where I was continuing my education. 

Although the name of our paper kept changing, a consistent theme ran through the 
editions — “Liberation.” And we were asking questions. ‘What is Marquette University 
doing supporting the war in Vietnam? How do we make Dr. Martin Luther King’s Dream 
come true? Do students have Rights? What are they?’ 

The editors, Maureen and Jackie, both journalism majors, even questioned what we 
ourselves were doing. They pointed out how the responsibilities for the paper were 
unequally distributed. Men mostly wrote the articles. Women did the production work — 
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typing, editing, paste-up. At the moment, however, our focus was ending the war in 
Vietnam. A war that continued to escalate. 

Marquette University responded to our anti-war activities with a policy of ‘ignore ‘em 
and they’ll go away.’ It seemed to be working. For all our efforts at publicity, not more than 
two or three hundred students out of twelve thousand, gathered that spring to question the 
presence of ROTC on campus. After chanting and marching around and through various 
buildings for several hours, we gathered in one of the Union rooms adjacent to the cafeteria 
to re-evaluate our strategy.  

“This just isn’t getting us anywhere,” one of the men at the front table was saying. “If 
we’re really against this war, then it’s time we give our commitment more than lip service.” 

“That’s right,” someone else added. “Every other college and university is being heard 
from, but not us. No one knows we’re doing anything. I’m ready to do some trashing, if 
that’s what it takes to get the president of this school out of his office to talk with us.” 

“We should take over some building,” another man said. “And not leave until we get 
to meet with him.” 

Breaking off from the narrative, he found himself back in the cabin. The fire gently 
burning. And in the quiet of the moment, he also realized that he was still several years 
away from her door. And it had to be getting late. 

“There’s a guest room,” the Bridgekeeper said kindly. “Would you like to retire?” 
The Dreamer hesitated. 
“You are willing to stay as long as it takes, aren’t you?” 
He knew it wasn’t that long a story. And what choice did he have? He nodded. 
“Well, if you’re not too tired then, tell me some more.” 
“I think I told you about the next part.” 
“Except what happened after your arrest.”  

The next morning, friends posted bond for everyone. After statements to detectives 
and a brief appearance in court, we were released. Back at school, the administration 
questioned whether the three of us who were seniors should be permitted to graduate. In the 
end, they relented. Several months later, all civil charges against us were dismissed. But 
Marquette was not de-militarized. 

Not much that you could measure came out of all that. Some things did change for me 
personally. I now abandoned the medieval theologians’ portrayal of Christ and replaced it 
with a whole new view. Jesus could no longer be separated from His millions of worried, 
lonely, busy, angry, loving faces — everywhere on every street. Likewise, Christ as 
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Redeemer took on a new light. When Jesus was on Earth, he didn’t submissively accept the 
status quo. He was someone who really went out and did something about human suffering. 

Jesus was a radical, a rebel, a revolutionary. A radical because he went to the very root 
of things: “Sell all you have and give the money to the poor;” “Love one another.” A rebel 
because he kept faith despite the absurdity he encountered. He died asserting that Love 
could transform the World. A revolutionary because he saw that only Love could overthrow 
the reign of violence. Yet he wasn’t afraid to stand up to authority.  

This new understanding led me to question the authority of the Church. I had to ask 
myself: how could ecclesiastical wealth, internal hierarchy and compromise with secular 
political power be consistent with Christ’s admonitions to be on the side of the lowly, the 
meek? I couldn’t answer in favor of the Church.  

I also had to question what was really ‘Franciscan’ about today’s Franciscanism. 
Francis had preached Peace, loved Nature, lived a life of poverty and dedicated himself to 
helping the poor. As a Franciscan, I had dined in exclusive restaurants, driven in expensive 
cars, flown in airplanes. Financed in part by investments in corporations doing business in 
Third World countries. 

What I wanted was closer to Francis’ vision. I wanted to see Peace on Earth, Justice 
for All, Harmony with Nature. But I realized that to progress toward these goals while 
remaining a Franciscan, one would first have to reform the entire Order. And after that, you 
would have to deal with the institutional Church. Integrity required that I admit what I knew 
to be true. If I wanted to follow Jesus and Francis, I would have to do so outside the Church 
and monastery. This time my leaving was different. It wasn’t a reaction to someone else’s 
actions.  

“Good,” the Father Superior said. “Some of us have what it takes to live this kind of 
life. Others don’t.” 
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Nightmare 

He hadn’t argued when she said, “We’ll continue in the morning.” 
Fatigue weighed on him. When morning came, he wouldn’t even remember getting 

into bed. He would, however, remember the nightmare.  

It was not an ordinary board room. This one was spacious. Wood paneled walls. 
Leather upholstered chairs. Recessed lighting that fixed your attention on the 
conference table. Silver coffee carafes, fine china, men in tailored suits. 

“Even in retrospect, it’s inconceivable to have avoided what happened.” A gray-
haired man in his late fifties was speaking in an authoritative manner. “Economic 
pressures afforded little parameter for non-discretionary expenditures.” He had large eyes 
and prominent cheek bones. “Any encroachments on corporate profit-loss margins would 
only have exacerbated our problems. Or at least jeopardized already risky individual 
market profiles.” The others at the table, seated along the sides, were also white men, 
Except for one black man and one woman. Most nodded in agreement. 

‘Not advisers. Not lobbyists. And certainly not staff or underlings,’ the Dreamer 
said to himself. ‘Decision makers.’ 

The man at the head of the table droned on. “... couldn’t be sustained in deference 
to payment of interest on the National Debt. And don’t forget the Recovery — ” 

“It wasn’t the Recession,” began a new voice. “That’s an excuse. We didn’t care. 
Didn’t care enough.” It was a man with thinning hair, impeccably trimmed mustache and 
dark rimmed glasses. “We were too busy competing. Too busy with the bottom line.” 

“I don’t know what I was waiting for,” someone said. 
“Hogwash!” interrupted a white-haired man, sitting several seats away on the other 

side of the table. “You’re still saying that ‘we should have tried doing things differently.’ 
And I say that would have required making too generous an assumption about the human 
spirit.” He spoke louder than necessary. “Human nature being what it is, any other way 
was simply utopian, out of touch with reality. Without competition, you have no basis for 
a functional economic system. We saw what happened with communism.” He finished 
with an expression of disdain. 

The Wanderer felt uncomfortable. He didn’t like this dream. Not at all. 
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The youngest among them spoke up, “The real problem was that none of us thought 
the situation had become critical.” He glanced around for some sign of approval. Finding 
none, he spoke more quickly. “You know, if we knew then what we know now, we 
would have done something. Done something serious. We weren’t desperate until it was 
too late.”  

“That’s right.” He was seconded by the man sitting next to him. “I cared about my 
children. I loved Nature.” His words were accompanied by a habitual smoothing of his 
hair. “You think I worked the way I did just to make a lot of money?” 

“No, we don’t. And don’t guilt-trip yourself.” His rhetorical question was answered 
by a man with a double chin, bushy eyebrows and fleshy cheeks. “It’s nobody’s fault. Let 
me tell you something…” The others waited as he fumbled through both side-pockets of 
his suit jacket. After a few seconds, he finally produced and glanced at his phone. 

“Show some remorse!” a man, sitting at the opposite end, had grown impatient. 
Stretching his long arms out onto the table, he glared at the others. “Don’t you get it? It’s 
all over!” 

“No. No. It’s not all over,” the other waved with his free hand, “You don’t know 
what you’re talking about. There’s other stars, other suns, other planets…” 

He’d heard and seen enough. Wanted out. He made an effort to wake himself. But 
this dream gripped him tightly. 

 “…the universe is full of ‘em.” It didn’t appear that anyone in particular was 
listening; but that didn’t matter. He went on, anyway. “Dust and gravity. That’s all it ever 
was. Happening all the time —” 

“Enough!” the man at the end of the table slammed his fist down. 
“Hey, don’t get upset,” the first said as he put his phone away. 
A distinguished-looking man removed his glasses and buried his face in his hands. 
After a short silence, an older man with kindly eyes entered in. “I think we knew. I 

think we were aware. There was warning enough. We saw plenty of extreme weather 
events.” 

“But we didn’t know the exact cause of any of them,” interrupted the woman. “The 
science was inconclusive.” 

“As it almost always is,” the older man went on, his tone now more stern. “But how 
many studies did we dismiss? Or should I say suppress? Come on. We even produced TV 
shows and films that made entertainment of natural disasters. At least some of us 
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understood that we were trying to affect people’s response to the dire predictions 
scientists were making. Immunize.” He folded his hands and looked again at the two 
rows of faces. “If we weren’t honest about it then, we at least ought to be honest about it 
now.”  

A mumbling went up and down both sides of the table. Some heads nodded in 
agreement; other faces grimaced.  

The man with his face in his hands looked up, put his glasses back on. “We knew 
it,” he said. “We all knew it.” He hesitated a moment. “I think we failed because we 
didn’t think we could succeed.” He looked directly at the man who had said human 
nature was to blame. “We were locked into a system that ran on self-interest. We couldn’t 
trust — we didn’t even trust one another to have any other motive than greed. We 
esteemed unlimited acquisition.” He picked up a gold pen and toyed with it. “We paid 
lip-service to virtue. Rewarded vice. Now you tell me,” he paused, “how the outcome 
could have been any different.” 

“Don’t give me that self-interest stuff, Philip.” It was the man who kept smoothing 
his hair. “I worked my life away for my family. I sacrificed. I had mortgage payments. 
Medical bills for my wife. The kids had to go to school. You know how much tuition cost 
me for just one year?”  

“A lot of good it’s going to do them now,” the angry man commented. “Your kids, I 
mean. With their Ivy League degrees. What good is it going to do them now?” 

The Dreamer felt himself getting sick. He wanted to scream. He opened his mouth. 
No sound came out. All he could hear was… 

“Self-interest or not, we were afraid to make significant changes in the way things 
were. And there was no way out unless we did. That’s all I’m saying.”  

“Now wait,” a new voice started, “We were on our way toward building a social 
conscience into that self-interest. A lot of us saw environmental responsibility and 
commitment to the larger community coming down the road. Remember those 
stockholder meetings when they voted for non-profit humanitarian ventures instead of 
higher return on personal investment? And what about all those corporate efforts just 
before, well… when we still thought…” His voice trailed off. “But with all the diversity 
of political opinion, we just ran out of time.” 

“Exactly,” the woman affirmed, “if we had just had another twenty or thirty years, 
we could have dealt with it.” Leaning back and resting her elbows on the upholstered 
arms of her chair, she steepled her fingers together. “We really didn’t realize that we 



39 

were rapidly approaching some kind of deadline. We really didn’t know that. There was 
contradictory evidence. You couldn’t get scientific consensus. And —” 

“Of course not!” the angry man at the far end of the table cut in. “Because so many 
studies were sponsored by corporate interests. That we did know. And we also know how 
we shaped public opinion, even went so far as to generate hatred, to control —”  

Other voices were climbing all over his, “Let her finish! Let her finish!” 
“Thank you,” she said with an uncomfortable smile. “I still think if we had known 

more,” she ended more quietly, “we would have done something about it.” 
“That’s right. God, that’s right.” The man sitting next to her was wringing his 

hands. “It’s like we woke up one morning and it was too late.” His eyes never left the 
table in front of him. 

“Yeah, too late,” someone echoed. 
“The point is, we’re sorry. We made some mistakes. We’re sorry.” 

He wrenched his eyes from the table, searching for a way out. No door. No window. 
Not even a living plant graced the place. ‘But wait!’ On one wall… ‘A painting!’ The 
more he focused on it, the more the nightmare receded. ‘Along the perimeter... stars!’ He 
started speaking to himself, hoping that the words would help his will capture the rest of 
his consciousness. He wanted out, but he knew he mustn’t wake up all the way. ‘Stars…’ 
he said to himself. ‘A midnight sky… Half-hidden by a passing wisp of gossamer cloud…’ 

Slowly he opened his eyes. The Moon’s soft light was streaming in through the 
window. He lay still for a moment, adjusting his mind to where he was. The 
Bridgekeeper’s cabin. Gratitude washed over him. He had gone to the edge of the dream, 
without passing outside.  

“Still here. The end hasn’t happened… yet,” he said aloud. 
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The Way to Woodstock 

Smiling as he entered the kitchen, she shifted a heavy black skillet into position on the 
wood stove and poured in a touch of oil. “Would you like to take care of the cakes?” she 
asked.  

“I’d love to.” 
“Good. I’ll be back in ten minutes. Use these warming bins.” She pointed to two 

porcelain and steel cabinets alongside the stovepipe. 
“Coffee’s hot,” she added, then disappeared. 
With each batch of pancakes that he turned over and placed in the warming bins, he 

told himself that he just had to trust the Bridgekeeper. What else could he do? 
After breakfast, they cleared the dishes and stayed at the kitchen table. 
“So you left the monastery,” she began. “What was your next step?”  
“Sure that no single person was going to change the world, I was ready to join with 

others who were working toward that same goal. But the already limited range of options 
quickly narrowed.”  

Attending a bookstore talk one evening by two former Peace Corps volunteers ruled 
out that program. They began with their idealism, their motivation for joining, their 
training; and then told about living and working in a rural African setting. But while they 
thought they were only working for the good of their little village, they later came to learn 
that they were actually working for the CIA. All the information they had passed on to their 
supervisors… They were outraged. The couple was from Ohio. You could tell by their 
language, their faces, their clothes, their whole demeanor that they were still very much a 
part of the mainstream culture. 

“What about the other options?” 
“Well, I lived in a community house. We had common meals and our conversations 

frequently revolved around ‘which way to go from here.’ Peggy talked to us about women’s 
issues. Sometimes we discussed what we had learned at the weekly Black Panthers’ 
consciousness-raising sessions held next door. Then, in early June, someone suggested we 
attend the National SDS Convention in Chicago.” 

SDS, that is, Students for a Democratic Society, was an organization dedicated to the 
struggle against the war, against racism and against poverty. Some of my friends were 
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members. I had attended one or two of their meetings. Their convention, however, gave me 
reasons not to join. 

First, there were these men, much older than college students, who walked around on 
the main floor, shouting slogans and obscenities at the podium. It appeared that a strain of 
crudity and political confusion had attached itself to SDS. “Undercover agents,” my friend 
Art explained. More importantly, there were dozens of groups, all with different analyses, 
arguing various doctrines and strategies. Clumps of debaters gathered in hallways and hotly 
contested the meanings of terms and historical events.  

The East Coast delegates advocated organizing workers in the factories. They 
believed only a mass labor movement could overthrow Capitalism’s class structure. 
Anything else they considered a waste of time. 

Guest speakers from the Black Panther Party argued for a much wider range of 
revolutionary actions. Having seen hunger face to face the summer before, I agreed that the 
Panthers’ Breakfast Program was a good idea. But I didn’t think that carrying guns around 
was going to help. 

The conduct of the convention itself made most of us objects of manipulation rather 
than real participants. It had all been scripted by the organizers. Later, I learned that a 
group of women, who had requested and been given a place on the agenda, were not even 
allowed to speak. 

“People just accepted that?” 
“There wasn’t much we could do. People were so divided.” 

One faction staged a sort of coup, inviting all who were dissatisfied with what was 
going on to caucus in the adjacent hall. Art and I, and many others, went with them. As 
soon we got there, they began distributing printed flyers. Clearly, this was no spontaneous 
move. Nor were they about to consider other people’s ideas. The “Weathermen,” as they 
called themselves, said they knew “which way the wind was blowing.” By that they meant, 
given a climate of growing violence against the Movement, they were justified in using any 
means to achieve their ends. They later made their presence felt by smashing windows on 
Michigan Avenue in downtown Chicago. 

I was fully committed to non-violence. Several friends in the Movement had put 
hours into trying to convince me that political power “comes from the barrel of a gun.” 
Their arguments only served to strengthen my convictions to the contrary. Thus, my step 
out of the monastery was followed by a step back.  



42 

It was about then that something quite unexpected happened. While working 
as a counselor in a neighborhood youth program that summer, I met and fell in love 
with Divina. You could say she began a whole new chapter. 

“What a wonderful name!” The Bridgekeeper smiled. “Maybe we should refill our 
cups and go back to the hearth.” 

Soon, they were sitting on the couch in the other room, a robust fire crackling in the 
fireplace. “You were going to tell me all about a divine visitation.” 

Actually, Divina was the opposite of ethereal. Hers was a very earthy divinity. 
Everyone who knew her counted her as a reliable friend. Down to earth with an 
irrepressible excitement for life. That was Divina.  

Overlooking part of Milwaukee’s lakefront is a great ridge. In one place, instead of 
abruptly breaking off, the bluff melts into a steep slope. Divina always wanted to run down 
that hill to the lake. Pick lilacs. Eat gourmet food. She could be electrified by something 
she found in a piece of literature, heard in a lecture, saw in an art film, or in some detail of 
architecture. And she would tell you about it as eloquently with her hands as with her 
words. She infused culture into my life. Especially music. For Divina, life was 
inconceivable without music.  

Already at St. Norbert’s, when Mary had played Laura Nyro on her stereo one night, 
it had occurred to me that theology was not the exclusive domain of white male 
academicians. 

…Oh I belong to Timer

he changed my face 

youʼre a fine one Timer 

you got me walkinʼ thru the gates of 

space. 

…Youʼre a jigsaw Timer

youʼre a … /God is a jigsaw 

a jigsaw Timer 

Divina brought me hundreds of brightly colored puzzle pieces. Whether she intended 
to or not, she showed me how mythology, morality, ethics, philosophy — every need that 
mainstream culture was failing to satisfy — was finding expression in music. Through 
music, in music, a whole generation was coming together on the same path. 
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 In 1967, Jefferson Airplane broke a barrier with — 
When the Truth is found  

to be lies… 

Donʼt you need somebody to love?

A great YES echoed from coast to coast. And as anti-war demonstrations and rallies 
sprung up on campuses all across the nation, Country Joe and the Fish expressed our sense 
of the absurdity of the war.  

Well itʼs one, two, three, whatʼre we fightinʼ for, 

Donʼt ask me, I donʼt give a damn 

Next stop is Vietnam. 

“I know I’m talking a lot about music,” he suddenly said, “but I think it’s important. 
I may have arrived here alone, but in many ways, what I’m telling you is not — can’t be — 
just my story. I’ve not been a solitary traveler.” 

“Of course not. No one’s story is theirs alone. And music — like the other art forms 
— can speak to and for everyone. What you did with it, how you responded to it constitutes 
the steps you took. So go on, you’re still on the track.”  

At least for a while, many of us felt we were of one mind. And that mind, if anything 
general can be said about it, was rejecting materialism, searching for authenticity. 

Richie Havens called out for all of us. 
Oh, Freedom, 

Free-eee dom… Free-eee dom… Free-eee dom. 

Donovan cast a bright light on the contradictions. 
As you fill your glasses with the wine of murdered Negroes, 

Think you not of beauty that spreads like morning sun glow? 

…Seagull, I donʼt want your wings,

I donʼt want your freedom in a lie… 

Simon and Garfunkel told us where to look. 
The words of the prophets are 

written on the subway walls  
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and tenement halls... 

Buffalo Springfield observed, 
Young people speakinʼ their minds,  
Gettinʼ so much resistance from behind. 

But that resistance only intensified our sense that we were onto something significant. 
The Youngbloods exhorted us.  

Cʼmon people, now, smile on your brother. 

Everybody get together, try to love one another 

Right now. 

No matter what the cover of Time magazine had decreed, Buffy Sainte-Marie insisted 
that, 

God is Alive,  

And Magic is afoot… 

With all our hearts, we believed Bob Dylan’s declaration: 
The times they are a changinʼ. 

And that, as the Beatles summed up: 
With our love, we could save the world. 

Early in the summer of 1969, Divina saw an ad somewhere, announcing a music 
festival to be held in August. She had quit her receptionist job when her boss demanded 
sexual services. So she had time to find two other people who were interested in going. We 
left for upstate New York on a Tuesday morning in Pat’s gray Barracuda. By Wednesday 
evening, we had set up our tent on Yasgur’s farm. We spent Thursday morning searching 
unsuccessfully for my brother David. Late that afternoon, everyone there had begun to 
sense that we were a part of something truly extraordinary. Woodstock became a mythical 
event. 

“Mythical?” 
“Yes. You know, some things can connect to a larger picture — like Moses leading 

the Israelites out of bondage. Something is mythic when the particular experience — a 
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person, an event, or thing — transcends its limited time and place and evokes some 
essential element of Existence itself. Serves the purpose of the Cosmos.” 

“And this music festival at Woodstock was mythical in that sense?” 
“Woodstock was true communion, a glimpse of the Eschaton, the Fulfillment of Time, 

what Teilhard de Chardin referred to as the Omega Point.” 
“Too abstract,” she pronounced, shaking her head. 

Picture yourself outdoors, far out in the country, among trees and fields. A river flows 
nearby. Above you is the night sky. Or it’s daytime… summer. And you’re listening to 
powerfully sung words and beautifully played music. Everyone you see is generating 
peaceful and loving feelings. Being good to each other. And that ‘everyone’ is a half-
million people. 

Because this great collective of Humanity celebrating Being-alive produces real 
survival needs — in this case, desperate needs because the concert promoters hadn’t 
anticipated such a turn-out — a dangerous crisis lurks. Then, it rains. Everything turns to 
mud. And part of what qualifies Woodstock as a mythic event is the response to this 
situation. 

Local townspeople and farmers in the area, who earlier had not thought so highly of 
this invasion of ‘Hippies,’ saved the great weekend from ending up a total disaster. They 
donated food, water, sanitation facilities, whatever was necessary to ensure the well-being 
of the concert-goers. 

Even the United States Army used its helicopters to ferry in entertainers, who 
otherwise would never have been able to get to the grounds and to evacuate those in need 
of immediate medical attention. The very institution that represented to many of us exactly 
what was most wrong with our country helped save us. 

Joni Mitchell later put our collective experience into words. 
And I dreamed I saw the bombers 

Riding shotgun in the sky 

And they were turning into butterflies 

Above our nation. 

Below, within the huge crowd, people were sharing and giving as one might only 
expect to read about in some utopian novel, or in some Biblical scene. You wouldn’t have 
believed it, except that you were experiencing it. People always found room for one more 
person around a campfire. A piece of bread could always be broken one more time. If one 
swallow of water or fruit juice was enough, people didn’t take two. In the beginning, I saw 
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a man selling hard boiled eggs for an inflated price. Hadn’t we all been taught to believe in 
‘free enterprise?’ But in the end, everything was free. Everyone gave what they had to give. 
An epidemic of highly contagious Love spread through Woodstock like wildfire. 

We are stardust, 

billion year old carbon. 

We are golden, 

caught in the devilʼs bargain. 

And weʼve got to get ourselves 

back to the garden. 



47 

Babylon 

Back in the world we’d left behind, the Garden seemed as far away as ever. The 
war escalated. The ghettoes, the reservations, the prisons, the destruction of the 
environment continued. Some minds were changing, but little else.  

That autumn, I found employment as a childcare worker at a residential treatment 
center for emotionally disturbed boys. As the year progressed, I became increasingly 
aware that it was our social structure, values and goals — at least as much as personal 
histories — that were responsible for the troubles of the individual boys. I was convinced 
that social work could never accomplish its task without changes to the larger picture.  

‘Maybe I should pursue a teaching career,’ I thought, ‘get at the causes of the 
problems, rather than addressing the symptoms.’ So I applied to graduate school at 
Marquette University. They offered me a four year scholarship in a doctoral program in 
Philosophy. Divina and I began to think that maybe someday we would get married. I 
would be a professor, so we’d be comfortable economically. We would have two 
children, Elvira and Soren.  

Graduate school at Marquette, however, did not turn out as I had hoped. What we 
read and how we were supposed to discuss it seemed designed to stifle any effort to 
change things. Intent on complicating issues, making it almost impossible to say anything 
definitive about anything. Whenever someone brought up some concrete problem to 
which the writings of Plato, Aristotle or St. Bonaventure might apply, the comment was 
dismissed or disapproved. In the Philosophy department at least, what was happening 
outside the classroom was not supposed to be a part of what was happening inside. 

One evening, Maureen, my friend from the underground-newspaper days, called. 
“Hey, I heard you were back in school. So maybe you might not have time for this. 

But I had to ask you anyway. How would you like to help me out on a little project?” 
“What is it?” 
Maureen had undertaken to publish the work of a team of graduate students. Their 

research had revealed that the Menominee people, after having been driven in the 
nineteenth century onto a minuscule fraction of the land on which they originally lived, 
were now the object of a new experiment in Indian policy — termination of tribal status 
and relocation from rural to urban settings. Menominee Enterprises, Inc., the corporation 
created by the termination plan, held all former reservation land, the tribal assets and 
facilities. Deceptively named, it was not controlled by the Menominee at all; but rather by 
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the First Wisconsin Trust Company, a for-profit financial institution. Non-Menominee 
land developers were now busily buying up and selling prime vacation lots. 

It took us a number of weeks to assemble the little journal. We called it, The 
Wisconsin Inquirer. Just by chance, when it came time for printing, someone told us 
about a printing co-op that was being organized. So one afternoon, I made my way up to 
the Welfare Rights Building to talk about publication. And met Norman. 

Although preoccupied with a greasy part taken from one of his presses, he did seem 
interested in helping. In fact, our need fit perfectly with his plan to provide access to 
printing. His idea though, was that people themselves would run the presses. Soon, in 
addition to my studies, I was working at Babylon Printing Co-op.  

Not long afterwards, I was asking myself: ‘How can I pretend to be authentic while 
pursuing a career as a university professor, when I know that there are people like 
Norman, Eleanor and Jim — working for next to nothing — trying to create a whole new 
World?’ I just couldn’t. And though it meant dismantling some of our personal dreams, 
Divina understood. 

At Babylon, we created a truly alternative workplace. All of us equally owned the 
equipment, the materials, the whole endeavor. The books were open. That meant there 
was no ‘boss’ dictating or intimidating people even unconsciously. No hierarchy, no 
condescension, no need to be self-effacing. Each day we met to determine what needed to 
be done and who would do it, or make other necessary decisions. Although we didn’t 
always fully agree with the politics of what we printed, we never printed anything that 
any of us really objected to. Of course, we ourselves didn’t always see eye to eye on 
everything either. When there were problems, we discussed them openly in an 
atmosphere of mutual respect. If there was one thing we all agreed on, it was how a 
workplace should be. We came as close as we could to realizing it. 

Babylon was located in the back of the National Welfare Rights Organization 
Building which was situated exactly on the border between the Eastside and Westside of 
Milwaukee. It hadn’t been planned that way; it just happened. It was significant because 
the conflicts of those years weren’t just between the ‘establishment’ and the critics of 
society. Sometimes it seemed that an unbridgeable rift had opened between the ‘political 
radicals’ and the ‘counterculture.’ Where you lived in Milwaukee was a statement of 
where you stood.  

The Eastside was a countercultural haven. ‘Headshops,’ record stores, the 
Medieval-looking Watertower and its fountain, Lakefront Park with its Sunday afternoon 
celebrations, and the Oriental Theater — where big brass Buddhas with glowing red eyes 
stared at you in the dark. North Avenue and Brady Street were mellow places where long 
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hair, beads, flowers, incense, music and trust created the kind of atmosphere that you 
could find in Chicago’s Old Town, New York’s Greenwich Village, near Wayne State in 
Detroit, in Dinkytown in Minneapolis, on Mount Adams in Cincinnati, around 
Cambridge, and so many other places. 

Westside streets, on the other hand, were more stark. Marquette University, at the 
edge of the inner-city ghetto; and State Street, with its population of society’s casualties 
and homeless, were two of the Westside community’s sobering landmarks.  

The contrast in the neighborhoods reflected the positions each side took. Westsiders 
chose to live among oppressed groups. They helped form and organize neighborhood 
committees. Involved themselves in the goings-on at city hall and the county board. 
Accused the Eastsiders of “not being responsible.” 

The Eastsiders said the Westsiders were “just into a political trip.” The Eastside 
community gravitated around concerts, art fairs, their underground newspaper, 
Kaleidoscope, and the newly-formed Organic Food Co-op. 

Babylon printed for individuals and organizations from both sides of town, many 
previously unable to afford publication. Such groups as the Welfare Mothers; DRUM (a 
Native American Group); Vietnam Veterans Against the War; Mothers for Peace; 
Women’s International League for Peace and Freedom; Outpost Natural Food Coop; 
Eastside Film Society; Council on Urban Life; plus various poets, artists, and writers. 

Babylon was a non-profit organization. We were affiliated with the National 
Welfare Rights Organization, sponsored by the Council on Urban Life, helped by the 
Jewish Vocational Service and associated with St. Michael Community School through 
which we conducted a training program in offset printing. All these sources of funding 
helped keep Babylon alive.  

But we didn’t charge enough to support ourselves. Norman and Eleanor took a 
small subsistence wage. Jim had a Vista position. I lived off the money I had saved while 
working at the home for boys, until it ran out. For a while, I designed brochures for a 
summer travel agency called Work or Study Abroad. But that meant working less at the 
co-op. Then one morning a social worker from the Jewish Vocational Service came to 
Babylon and offered to help. 

“What I can do isn’t much,” he said. “It would probably come to about $60 a 
month, for anyone who qualified. Whoever is interested just needs to be interviewed. 
Then I’ll write something up. If my supervisor approves, you’re in the program.” 

A few weeks later, Ted and I sat down together. 
“Well, in order to qualify for this program, you’re going to have to admit certain 

things.” 
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“What do you mean ‘admit things’?” I asked. The way he said it made me uneasy. 
“Essentially, that you need rehabilitation,” Ted answered. 
“I don’t need rehabilitation,” I said. 
“Yeah, I know,” he answered. “But the people I work for aren’t just going to give 

you money. They need to think that they’re doing some kind of good.” 
“Well they will be doing good,” I said. “If people aren’t able to publish their ideas 

because they don’t have money for printing, what kind of ‘freedom of the press’ is there? 
Democracy can’t just be for rich people.” 

“Yeah, but my supervisors see their job as sort of getting people back into the 
mainstream. Know what I mean?” 

“Not exactly.” It was beginning to sound like this wasn’t going to work out. 
“Well, let’s say you’re an alcoholic. You lose your job because you can’t function. 

Where do you end up?” 
“In the gutter,” I answered. Scenes from Days of Wine and Roses flashed before my 

mind. 
“Right. And who’s going to help get you out of the gutter?” 
“In this society? Nobody.” I’d seen the men sleeping on State Street. 
“Wrong,” Ted countered, “JVS would help. If you demonstrated some interest in 

getting your trip back together, like showing up everyday at some job or… participating 
in one of our programs, JVS would help. Not much, but it would be something.” 

“Well, I’m not into alcohol,” I said. “It doesn’t expand your mind or help you get 
free of your programming. Doesn’t it destroy your brain cells, too? No thanks. If that’s 
what your program’s about, I’m sure I don’t qualify.” 

“Well, wait. There’s still one other possibility. I don’t mean to ask a stupid 
question, but have you ever done any drugs?” 

“You mean like marijuana? Come on, Ted.” I laughed. “You’re putting me on.” I 
happened to know that Ted himself smoked. “You know as well as I do that being stoned 
is a lot different than being drunk.” 

“Maybe you and I know that, but most people don’t. What about other drugs? Ever 
done anything really heavy, you know, like heroin?” 

“No. I’ve heard of people who found out the hard way that what they say about 
heroin is not a lie.” 

“Yeah. Well, what about prescription drugs? You know, tranquilizers and stuff like 
that. Have you ever done any of those?” 

“No. From what I hear, they just blunt your experience. And they don’t help you 
learn to control your mind. Use your will.” 
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 “Yeah, yeah, right. How about LSD?” 
 “Yeah. I’ve tripped maybe three or four times.” 
 “Do you have flashbacks?” Now Ted was writing. 
I searched his eyes. “Do you believe that stuff they’re saying about flashbacks?” 
 “It doesn’t matter what I believe.” He replied in a cynical tone. “It’s what the 
people I work for think. You are interested in funding, right?”                                                                                     

“I guess so.”  
“Well the LSD might do it. I’ll get back to you.” 
“You know more about your supervisors than I do,” I replied. “I just want to keep 

working here as much as possible. Printing stuff that can help change what’s going on. 
But we all have to pay our rent.” 

When I told the others at the shop what the program was about, Norman laughed. 
Made some comment about what people would think… you know, that you were a crazy 
or a druggie or something. 

‘What people will think!’ I said to myself. ‘Who cares what people will think?’ 
Three of us eventually qualified and went over to the Jewish Vocational Service 

office every Thursday to pick up our little brown envelopes containing $17.46. If Divina 
and I hadn’t been sharing an apartment, I would never have been able to afford to work at 
Babylon. Eventually, Jim shared his Vista money with me. That made things easier.” 

“So you just took that funding? Misrepresented yourself?”  
“I didn’t say anything to Ted that wasn’t true.” 
“But he was misrepresenting you to his supervisors. Didn’t that bother you?” 
“At the time, what really ‘bothered’ me was that people were being bombed in 

Vietnam. People were hungry and homeless just two blocks west of the print shop. I saw 
it as a question of what was I willing to do in order to change that. I do have to admit 
that if I had to do it over again, I probably wouldn’t.” 

“Oh? And why not?” 
“Because it contributed to a discourse that’s dangerous, especially to kids. When 

you say things that aren’t true about drugs — lump marijuana, LSD, cocaine, heroin and 
speed all together as if they were the same — it just sets the kids up. They try marijuana 
and alcohol, compare them, then decide they’re being told lies about drugs in general. At 
that point, some will be willing to try just about anything.” 

“And the LSD that Ted considered possible grounds for rehabilitation?” 
“Well, LSD is strong psychic medicine. It dissolves much of the cultural filtration 

systems through which you ordinarily experience the world. So if your psychic 
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equilibrium depended too much upon a sense that the reality we’ve constructed is 
absolute, you could have a terrible LSD experience, ‘freak-out,’ as people called it. Some 
people did end up seeking care — underground switchboard counseling or even 
hospitalization. LSD is definitely more powerful than marijuana. But I think it 
contributed something to my getting here.” 

“Back to the point, you knew that accepting that money was questionable.” 
“Well, you’ve got to understand that what I ‘knew,’ what all of us once thought we 

‘knew’ — especially about what was or was not morally questionable — was like pottery 
that had been tenderly molded, painstakingly painted, carefully fired, then smashed 
against the stone wall that our parents called ‘reality.’ We weren’t sure there was 
anything of real value among the fragments.”  

“So maybe you did feel some sort of need for ‘rehabilitation’?”  
“No, it wasn’t a personal individual thing like that. There were so many things 

turning out to be other than what we had been told they were: drugs, the war in Vietnam, 
Black people’s situation, Native American history, the very meaning and purpose of life. 
We constantly saw the media distorting who we were and what we wanted. We were 
never given a chance to speak for ourselves. We wanted an end to war. An end to 
injustice. We wanted everyone to be taken care of. Universal Love and Oneness.  

Most of us had learned these ideals from those who raised us. But our parents held 
contradictory values. When it got right down to it, they seemed to prefer that we 
compromise ourselves for material security. We saw nothing but hypocrisy in that. And 
our convictions created a ‘generation gap.’ It was more than, “Don’t trust anyone over 
30.” Everything our parents’ generation believed in, EVERYTHING, went up for grabs. 

We had been taught cultural conformity; we appreciated individual self-expression, 
eccentricity. We were told that sex outside of marriage was bad; we threw off such 
‘Victorian’ ideas. We had been programmed to measure success in dollars and cents; we 
dropped out of the competition. We lived as if ‘the future is now.’ Television was ‘out’; 
music was ‘in.’ We rejected everything that we called ‘plastic.’ It’s not surprising that we 
also threw out some things we should have kept.  

We were dedicated to a Revolution in all aspects of life. We saw it happening all 
around us: beads; patches; tie-dyed shirts; bell-bottoms; long hair; psychedelic drugs; 
communal living; ‘underground’ newspapers, radio stations, and switchboards; food 
coops; radical book stores; headshops; free health clinics; draft resistance; music 
festivals — all contributed to a generalized sense that a Great Change was happening. 
Or at least, was about to happen shortly.  
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Some surmised that the Establishment was so corrupt that it would just crumble of 
its own accord. A few thought that we should hasten that disintegration by bombing its 
edifices. Many believed that Timothy Leary was right in telling people to “Turn on, tune 
in and drop out”… that is, take LSD, connect with others on the same wave-length, and 
stop participating in the ‘straight’ world. Some envisioned creating viable alternative 
institutions, so that more and more people would simply abandon the mainstream culture 
for one which was obviously better. Others argued that you could directly attack the 
dominant capitalist system by undermining consumerism. Abbie Hoffman suggested that 
everyone ‘Steal This Book.’ Having thrown out the criteria we’d been taught to judge 
with, some of us had to learn to discriminate between these ideas the hard way.” 

It was early evening, the day after Christmas. Divina and I were out getting a few 
groceries and things. She pulled her Volkswagen Beetle up to the curb on Sixteenth and 
Wisconsin, the side of the Walgreen’s drugstore.  

As we walked around the store, Divina found the things she needed. I picked up 
some pipe cleaners and looked for a small, fine-mesh wire screen for my hashish pipe. 
They didn’t seem to have any screens. The cash register was located on a little island 
surrounded with tall glass cases. 

“Should I just stick it in my pocket?” I whispered to Divina. 
She stared ahead, apparently intent on not missing her turn. So I did. Divina paid 

for her things, and we left the store. 
“Wow! That was simple.” I exclaimed. 
Divina wasn’t all that enthusiastic. “Well I don’t know. You better be careful,” she 

cautioned. “Did you get what you needed?” 
“No,” I answered. “I still need a pipe screen.” 
“Where do you want to go?” 
“Hmmm. How about National? If they’ve got kitchen water filters there, I can take 

it apart and get the screen.” 
“To National!” Divina sang out. 
 We drove across campus to the National Food Store. It was fairly busy, the parking 

lot half-filled. Inside the supermarket, we quickly found the kitchen supplies.   
I looked up and down the aisle. There was no one else around. At one end, a mirror 

behind the meat counter only reflected our own distant images. At the other end, an 
occasional shopper drifted by on the way to the next aisle. I pocketed the filter. 

“I realized too late that it was the wrong thing to do.” 
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“In other words, you got caught.”  
“Yes. And, of course, that made me think it out better. I realized that even if 

everyone who was against the war, everyone who wanted to see a better world began 
shoplifting, it wouldn’t work. The act is just too ambiguous to convey any real political 
content. Suddenly, I saw that the principle behind my rejection of violence applied to this 
situation as well: “The end doesn’t justify the means.” I mean, we called the stealing 
being done by the corporations wrong. So how could we expect to change things using 
those same strategies.  

Not that getting caught changed my views about the world I was living in.” 
 
I believed that I was being brought before a judicial system created to benefit a 

wealthy and powerful ruling class — at the expense of a suffering, underprivileged class. 
‘And where do the courts get their authority? From God? From the People?’ I couldn’t 
imagine either source sustaining a system that paid for the luxury of the few by the 
deprivation of the many. ‘So does force constitute legitimacy?’ Besides, a government in 
violation of its own Constitution — waging war in Vietnam without a Congressional 
Declaration — had no right, it seemed to me, to prosecute its citizenry. I refused to plead 
either innocent or guilty before such a court. 

I asked that my position be, “No Contest.” 
The Judge responded, “Let the record show that the defendant pleads, ‘Guilty.’” 
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Kettle Moraine Trip 
 
 

 “Getting off the main road,” the Bridgekeeper said slowly, “so easy to take a 
wrong turn. Some people never find their way. Others start to get lost, panic, scramble 
back, and cling more tightly than ever to conformity. But since you got here, you must 
also have experienced something of the rewards.” 

He nodded, thought for a moment, then began.  
 
It was the spring of 1971, a late morning that felt as if we had stepped outside of 

time. That we had been walking forever in a labyrinth of our Mother’s worried furrows. 
Judging by Divina’s long, confident strides, you’d think she’d grown up among these 
hills. Or perhaps it was because Jane and I had taken LSD an hour earlier that the world 
felt less familiar. In any case, Divina led our little procession, first through a shallow 
ravine, then past stands of cedar, now along a ridge, then down one more valley. Finally, 
far beyond where the tire ruts ended, she found the perfect hill.  

Jane caught up with us as we neared the top. “So this is Kettle Moraine,” she said, 
half out of breath. “Kind of reminds me of upstate New York.” Her Boston accent made 
the rare sound of her speech that much more special to us. 

“Isn’t it beautiful?” Divina exclaimed, her great Italian eyes wide open. 
From our hilltop, you could see crowds of quiet drumlins, made in some long-ago 

glacial period, reaching out to the horizon. In the wooded areas, trees were swelling with 
buds. At our feet, last year’s still-standing whitened stalks were shielding new green 
grasses and tiny purple flowers. Somewhere a cardinal was calling. The whole world was 
waking. 

Jane unfolded her blanket; and the three of us sat down together. Divina, after 
sorting through the grocery bag, assigned our tasks. She placed the bread and cheese in 
front of herself, passed the wine and corkscrew to Jane, and gave me a knife and the 
cantaloupe.  

The cantaloupe. You pick it up and observe its outside. The leathery landscape of 
an eerie planet. You sniff it. A strange mixture of sweetness and decomposition — Life 
and Death. You note that, given the proper set of circumstances, this thing you’re holding 
could transform dirt into vines, leaves and more cantaloupes. You return and begin 
carefully cutting along its equator. Suddenly, as if with a mind of its own, the cantaloupe 
cracks open. You find yourself with both halves in your hands. And what they reveal is 
wholly unexpected. Not something you’ve seen a hundred times before. Instead, a 
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cavernous womb with thick walls of life-stuff, draped in wet, sinewy gossamer, all 
clinging with seeds and dripping with sweet, lush juices. This living mass — moments 
ago a… a… now its name escapes you — right there in your hands, pulsating with orange 
fluorescence. So itself. So strange. It’s almost frightening. 

“Look at this!” I was in a state of pure astonishment. No one answered. I glanced 
around for Divina. She was nowhere in sight. Jane was standing nearby, staring at 
something across the little valley. I stood up.  

“What is it?” I asked. 
Jane was silent. A fresh warm breeze touched our faces. The opposite hillside had 

turned into a warp of ground… a wave… a swell. Or was it Earth’s flesh turned inside 
out? Petals, tassels, plumes, leaves, blades, pods, tendrils were pouring from its crest and 
spilling through the valley. 

“It’s a miracle,” I said. 
Jane appeared a statue. You could see beneath the soil — deep within — where 

desire was transforming stardust into elaborate and delicate living veins. Roots reaching 
into the past. Rivers flowing with nourishment. Walls of cells, spirals of molecules, 
billions of atoms… 

“Since the Beginning of the Universe…” I murmured. 
Jane was wiser. No words distracted her. But my mind, a clutch of metaphors. A 

stockpile of assumptions. Chains of words. ‘Given backwards the expansion of galaxies 
to the beginning of the Universe, to a great Divine Opening, why the on-goingness — 
why time at all?’ I had to ask. 

Overhead, passing clouds were talking.  
“No-thing asks whether anything matters.” 
“‘Spinning. Spinning in. Spinning out the Universe,’ Being answers.” 
‘Answers what?’ I wondered. 
“That there matters,” came back. “That YES, SOMETHING MATTERS.”  
That I grasped. And then understood that it was a single thread of existence which 

had complexified, woven and grown. And being free, conscious and alive — had spread 
out and found ways to swim, crawl, walk, run, jump, hop, fly, become our Mother’s own 
breath, Her eyes, Her ears, Her hands, until… Her own Self-Consciousness. 

It seemed to me then, that we Humans were only just now emerging… only just 
now standing at the edge of the Serengeti Plain. Fixated, hesitant, resistant to the press of 
history for fear of what lies behind it. Not yet playing our role. ‘But why this waiting?’ I 
asked. ‘Why not already a World of empathy? Why no cities of joy, valleys of laughter, 
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mountains of trust? Why no communication with all the life forms here with us? Why 
this faltering on the metamorphic path?’ 

‘Isn’t Existence, our Existence, all of Existence qualified — totally, essentially — 
by association, by relationship? Love gathers the stellar gasses to form stars. Love holds 
the atoms together and forms the molecules. Love brings the minerals together to form 
cells.’ 

“The Universe isn’t a riddle,” my mind almost shouted. “It’s the Living Answer!” 
 
“Perhaps Plato would have said, “The Cosmic Soul.” Or maybe Sappho, “The 

Goddess.” Or Maimonides, “The Light that cannot be Extinguished.” Or Black Elk, 
“Wakan Tanka.” Or the Katha Upanishads, “The Eternal among all things that pass 
away.” Or Spinoza, “Substance.””  

 
But it was Jane, out of nowhere, who broke the silence. And what she said was, 

“The Mystical Body of Christ.” 
I don’t know how we could have been thinking the same thoughts. Maybe we 

weren’t. But we were standing there, together in an awareness of Being. Gone the eye 
that makes the world into an object to use, to have power over, to control. Gone the 
separation, isolation, alienation. In this moment we were letting Be. We were listening, so 
there could be reciprocity. We were loving, so there could be subjectivity. And the Unity 
had emerged. We were embraced by the All Encompassing Personal Presence — in 
Everything and Everyone…  

“Wait a second,” Jane said. 
I agreed. Unbridled from our everydayness, free from whatever keeps these 

moments unthought, untouched, undone — we knew for that moment what we were a 
part of. 

“Wait a second,” she repeated. 
‘God. It’s about God,’ I thought. ‘If we believe that God stands outside of Time… 

in Eternity, that “He’s” Transcendent of the Universe, that we’re supposed to meet “Him” 
out there — what’s left here that’s sacred? Without subjectivity, without Spirit, without 
Person, there can be no meaning. And in a Universe without purpose… one empty, 
meaningless, with nothing to revere… there’s every permission to defile — the Earth, the 
People, the Animals, the Plants, yourself, the Stars… Everything.’ 

“Wait a second…” 
Divina started crying.  
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Family Problems 
 
 

The rain picked up its drumming on the cottage roof. The Bridgekeeper placed two 
more logs on the fire. 

“Of course, those of us who stepped that far out of the mainstream paid a price,” 
the Dreamer recalled. “Visits with my parents, for instance, were really taking a toll.” 

 
The trip itself could be a learning experience. They lived in Green Bay, about 120 

miles north of Milwaukee. Most often I would hitchhike, leaving in the afternoon and 
usually arriving before nine. One time, on my way home for a Thanksgiving visit, I found 
myself freezing beneath a gray, drizzling sky. Hours later, with daylight rapidly fading, I 
was still standing in the same place. 

‘Twenty miles in four hours,’ I observed. ‘It’ll be midnight before I get home.’ 
Up the highway about a quarter mile, an overpass promised shelter from the 

freezing drizzle now changing into sleet. I walked the short distance, dropped my back 
pack, and searched out a cigarette. My hands, shaking from the cold, could hardly 
perform their tasks without conscious attention. Finally, I got the match lit. 

“Ahhh, there.” 
I was still half kneeling when I noticed that instead of holding the cigarette between 

my index finger and thumb, or deep between my index and middle fingers — I was 
holding it between the very tips of those two fingers. 

 
 “You’re probably thinking that this isn’t very important.” 
“Not necessarily, tell me the rest.” 
“Seeing how I was holding my cigarette reminded me of something…”  
 
Only a few weeks earlier, three of us from the printing co-op in Milwaukee had 

traveled to Madison to help out at RPM, a similar printing collective. I was working on 
plates and negatives in the basement with Kathy and Marci. In an uncommon moment, 
just after the three of us lit up, I observed that they were holding their cigarettes one way; 
and I was holding mine another. I suddenly realized that there was a way that women 
smoked and a way that men smoked. ‘Interesting,’ I thought. 

Out on the highway now, I found myself asking, ‘Why this difference? Obviously, 
it wasn’t Nature that had genetically encoded men and women with particular ways of 
smoking. So where did the difference come from? What purpose did it serve? What other 
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male and female behavior patterns were learned, rather than biological?’ I wasn’t exactly 
sure where this line of reasoning might lead, but felt that it had profound significance. 

By that time experience had taught me that if you’re interested in getting at deeper 
truth, precisely what’s off-limits may hold the answer. And holding my cigarette like 
Kathy and Marci touched on something that was out of bounds. 

It was ‘femmy’ for a man to hold his cigarette like that, even among men who 
thought of themselves as liberated. We wore our hair long, but didn’t intend to be 
effeminate. No matter what other men thought or said about it, we just didn’t see certain 
things as subtracting from our masculinity. In a sense, we were asserting that our 
masculinity was so securely established as to be unthreatened by such things as long hair, 
beads and earrings. But there were limits.  

When I permitted myself to go on smoking like a woman, I stepped over the line. 
The muscles of my body responded, rejoicing in a new experience of freedom. A 
liberation from what I’d never before recognized as rigid behavior. I knew I was making 
an important discovery that had something to do with my very identity — at least, insofar 
as I considered myself, a ‘man.’ 

I began to wonder, ‘Is there something crucially important attached to acting like a 
man? What inherent moral value is there in being masculine?’ It was clear that when 
pushed to extremes, masculinity meant crude and aggressive behavior. It made sense that 
moving away from it would mean becoming more gentle… observant… sensitive. And 
that seemed a move towards my goal. 

“Hadn’t you ever thought about this before?” 
“I had had glimpses of it, even as a child, but never really thought about it. My dad 

was a Southerner, different than the other fathers up North where I grew up. Call it what 
you will; but some Southern men just don’t seem to need an exaggerated display of 
masculinity, or maybe their signals are just different. Anyway, it never bothered my 
father, even when the other men in the neighborhood teased him about wearing an apron 
and helping with the housework. 

Later, in the religious articles store of the monastery, I noticed that women 
responded with greater openness toward me than men. I wondered if it was my fault — if 
I were treating women better than men. So I made a conscious effort to behave the same 
way towards both. No matter what I did, though, the difference remained. It sometimes 
even seemed that there was something about religion itself that turned men off. I hadn’t 
gotten much further than that with the question.” 
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 Out on the highway, my considerations were abruptly broken off. The bright red 
tail-lights of a stopping car signaled the end of my waiting. I smiled, tossed my cigarette, 
grabbed my pack, and ran the hundred yards to the waiting Mustang. 

“Where ya goin’?” the driver asked. He was not much older than me. 
“Green Bay.”  
“Get in, man, you’re in luck.” 
I squeezed my pack into the back seat. And we squealed onto the wet pavement. 

Into the night.  
“So, whatcha goin’ up to Green Bay for, man?” 
“Visit home. You know, Thanksgiving.” 
“Far out, man, me too.” He reached into the glove compartment and pulled out a 

small plastic bag filled with marijuana. This, along with a pack of rolling papers, he 
tossed into my lap. “Tell you what,” he said, “you roll and I’ll drive.” 

He turned up the volume on his car stereo. We smoked a joint and got very stoned. 
Inside, it was warm and dry; outside, the sleet was turning into snow. I had noticed his 
out-of-state license plates. 

“You from Florida?” I asked. 
“Nope, just go to school there.” 
“Where you from?” 
“Preble Park,” he said. “Know where it’s at?” 
“Sure.”  
Preble Park was a subdivision of Green Bay. Tall pines and oaks shaded luxurious 

houses set back from the streets that wound and curved through its graceful hills. Preble 
Park was for doctors, lawyers, successful business executives and such. My family 
couldn’t afford to live there. My dad was a weatherman, a meteorologist, who worked for 
civil service.  

“So what school do you go to in Florida?” 
“University of Miami.” 
“Like it?” 
“It’s okay. Just don’t know what I’m gonna’ do next year when I get out.” 
“You mean, the draft?” 
At that time, males attending college were classified II-S by the Selective Service 

System. That meant you were deferred from having to go to Vietnam, until you finished 
school. Of course, this was very unfair to those who either couldn’t afford to go to 
college, or whose educational background had prevented them from being admitted. I 
shared the privilege of higher education with the driver. 
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“Not the draft, man. I got no worry about that.” 
“How so?” 
“Got a IV-F,” he said, and started laughing. 
‘What’s so funny?’ I wondered. 
My own classification at the time was IV-F. I had tried but failed to get a I-A-O, 

‘conscientious objector’ classification. I would never forget the portly businessman who 
lashed out at me between puffs on his cigar during my ‘courtesy interview.’ 

“You didn’t write this paper!” he barked. 
“Yes, sir. Yes, I did.” 
I had divided my argument into three parts. It began with a psychological section 

about the way my parents had raised me. The other two sections were philosophical and 
theological. Having spent five years studying those subjects in the monastery, I had 
argued what I thought was a pretty convincing case. 

“Oh yeah? Well if you wrote this paper, then you just tell me how come when 
you’ve been answering our questions here, you’ve been using the word ‘like’ so often. 
‘Like when a mother needs to restrain her child from burning his finger,’ you said or ‘like 
this,’ and ‘like that.’ This paper doesn’t have the word ‘like’ in there hardly at all. This 
isn’t your paper. Who wrote it for ya? Huh? Huh?” The man seemed more a caricature 
than a real person. 

“Well sir, uh— when I wrote the paper,” I responded, “I had the advantage of being 
able to edit it. I could select different expressions instead of the word ‘like.’ And besides, 
it could be that I’m a little nervous in this interview and…” 

Another board member asked me what I would do if they didn’t classify me I-A-O. 
“At first I thought I would just go to jail,” I answered, “but there’ve been reports 

coming back about what’s happening to draft resisters in the jails: rapes, beatings and so 
forth. So I’ve been reconsidering. Maybe I’ll go to Canada instead.” 

They classified me I-A, that is, ‘ready for duty,’ and sent me for a physical. Some 
years earlier, however, I had been diagnosed as having chronic bronchiectasis. A 
diagnosis that could only be done by bronchogram: inserting a long stainless-steel tube 
down your throat and filling-up your lungs, one-by-one, with liquid chalk— while the 
doctor and nurses urged you not to cough or gag until they finished shooting their X-rays. 
When the two Navy doctors at the last station of the examining board saw that, they 
hesitated. They could have called for another bronchogram to see if the condition still 
persisted. But they had mercy. “No one should have to go through that twice in his life,” 
one of them declared. After talking a little between themselves, they stamped, in huge red 
letters, “Permanently Rejected,” all over my draft papers. 
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This was a serious matter to me. But not to the guy I was riding with. “What’s so 
funny about a IV-F?” I asked. “I’ve got one, too.” 

“Yeah, well. I don’t know how you got yours, but I got a friend whose dad is a 
doctor. So me and all my friends got these great phony write-ups from him. We got no 
worries about the draft.” He laughed and chuckled... all the way to my parents’ house. 

The porch light was still on and Mom had saved some supper for me. I sat down at 
their round dining-room table. And a typical visit began. 

“Bobby, when are you going to get a job?” 
“I got a job, Mom,” I said between spoonfuls of soup. “I told you, I’m working at 

the printing co-op.” 
“But that’s not a real job. You’re not even earning enough money to support 

yourself.” 
“Listen, sometimes that’s not what’s important. There’s a terrible war going on, 

people are starving, there’s injustice —” 
“Now don’t start in with that stuff again,” my dad came in from the living-room 

with his cup of coffee and joined us. 
“Don’t start in with what?” 
“You know what. Next thing you’re going to be telling us is how everything this 

country has ever done is wrong, how we’re the bad guys and everything else.” 
“I’m not saying EVERYTHING this country has ever done was wrong. I’m just 

saying that this war is wrong and a lot of other things, too.” 
“Bobby,” my mother interrupted, “if you’d just cut your hair, shave and dress 

decently, you could get a good job. You could sell insurance or something.” 
“What’s the matter with the way I look? I happen to like long hair. And what’s 

wrong with a beard? I keep myself clean. You just want me to look like everyone else.” 
“That’s right! And what’s wrong with looking like everybody else?” 
“Maybe I want to say something with how I look.” 
“So you admit it. You look like that because it’s a way to protest or something.” 
“What’s wrong with that?” 
“We didn’t bring you up like this.” 
“I don’t know. I think you did bring me up like this.” 
“Oh noo-o-o we didn’t,” insisted my mother. “You smoke pot. You sleep with a 

woman you’re not married to. Oh no, boy, we didn’t bring you up like this.” 
“Well, who was it that taught me to be honest? Who was it that was always saying, 

‘Money isn’t the most important thing in the world?’ And what about, ‘Love your 
enemies?’” 
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“You can be honest and still have a decent job. And we never told you not to defend 
your country.” 

“This war in Vietnam’s got nothing to do with defending this country. It’s got to do 
with capitalism and making money.” 

“There you go again,” said my dad. “What in the hell (he rarely used those kinds of 
words, or raised his voice like that) is wrong with making money?!” 

“There’s lots wrong with it,” (I raised my voice to equal his), “if it means taking 
more than your share! Especially when some people have nothing! In fact, why should 
some have more than others at all?” 

“There never has been equality and there never will be. People aren’t born equal.” 
“In dignity and value they are. It’s only in opportunities and privileges they’re not. 

And that can be changed.” 
“And I suppose you’re going to change that.” 
“That’s right.” 
“Get in touch with reality, boy. You’re dreaming,” my mother interjected. 
“Listen, if people create economic systems, people can change them. That’s what 

this war is about. Not everybody likes capitalism, especially those people whose 
countries are getting ripped off by multi-national corporations who lay claim to their 
resources and pay them next to nothing for their work — all in the interest of making a 
profit.” 

“What countries are you talking about?” my dad asked. 
“Vietnam, Guatemala, Bolivia, all over the world.” 
“Listen, those countries get plenty of benefit from our investments. If it weren’t for 

us, they’d be starving.”  
“They’re losing more than they’re gaining.” 
“They are not! We’ve invested more in underdeveloped countries than we’ve ever 

taken out.” 
“That’s not true.” 
“Where are you getting your facts from?” 
“Where are you getting your facts from?” 
“Don’t you go asking me where I’m getting my facts from. You and your Commie 

friends down there in Milwaukee—” 
“You know nothing about my friends and you know nothing about Communism,” I 

interrupted. 
“Don’t you tell us what we don’t know. If you think Communism is so great, I’ll 

buy you a one-way ticket to China, right now!” 
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“John,” said my mother to my father, “please… don’t.” 
“Now, listen, Bobby,” she turned to me. “Your uncles fought hard for this country. 

Your Uncle Jim was in the Marines. Your Uncle Jack was in the Army. Your Uncle Curt, 
a Lieutenant Colonel in the Air Force. And your own dad was in the Army, too. I hate to 
say this, but they’d all be ashamed of you.”   

“It would be a bigger shame if I didn’t stand up for what I know is right. You 
yourselves taught me that it doesn’t matter how many people are doing something; when 
it’s wrong, it’s wrong.” 

 
“My parents unquestioningly supported the war. And although they gave their time 

and energy to the Society of St. Vincent de Paul, they seemed unwilling to consider the 
possibility of eliminating poverty. Maybe they believed real change was impossible. 

Many years later, my father read McNamara’s memoir and several other after-the-
fact publications. “You were right about that war, Bobby,” he said to me. “I was 
wrong.”  

Back then, however, he and my mother refused even to listen to my arguments, 
much less think about them seriously. 

This caused me a great deal of anguish. I had grown up feeling close to both my 
mother and father. Dad had spent hours with me at our workbench in the basement, 
teaching me carpentry and how to work with metal. He often brought home old pieces of 
electrical equipment, radios and junk like that, which I loved to take apart. One of my 
greatest childhood joys had been reassembling tubes, wires, condensers, switches and 
what-not into what I called ‘inventions.’ And there were fishing trips every summer. Best 
of all, when there was trouble, my Dad always tried to ‘reason’ with me, as he called it. 
But now he seemed to be completely unreasonable. As for Mom, I had confided in her 
and trusted her for years. She was always very religious — had greatly encouraged my 
decision to become a priest. Now, instead of that loving support, what I got from her was 
an undisguised effort to squeeze me into a mold that could never contain the best of what 
she herself had taught me. Neither of my parents seemed willing to question, even for a 
moment their reality. And unless they did, they could never hear what I was trying to say. 
At the deepest levels of my being, I felt betrayed. I’m sure it was painful for them, too.” 

“Did you realize that then?” 
“Not at all. My own feelings got in the way. At my brother’s wedding for example.” 
 
It all started when I refused to attend the ‘Bachelors’ Party’ the night before. To me, 

alcohol was pointless. And a party for ‘men only’ was chauvinistic. So Divina and I 
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stayed home and got stoned instead. The proximity of my parents, however, triggered a 
lot of intense emotions. So much so that, the next morning when my mother was waiting 
for me with open arms in front of the Church, I said, “Don’t! Please, just leave me 
alone.” I couldn’t bring myself to say, ‘Yes,’ to what seemed just another effort to 
manipulate. 

“Twenty years later, she told me that she had interpreted my behavior that day as 
the effect of drugs. Someone had offered her that explanation and she had taken it up. I 
can’t imagine that could have made her feel much better. I mean, given her view of 
drugs, I was lost to her either way.” 

I wasn’t alone, however, in choosing between my convictions and my family. Many 
of my friends had similar experiences. We became family to one another, in a way — a 
community of support. 

Yet there were problems within that family, too. The political/cultural split in the 
Milwaukee community was only an exaggerated expression of divisions going on 
nationally. Worse, many of the people who were being called “Dirty Commies” were, in 
their turn, calling everyone who was a part of the cultural mainstream, “Pigs” — even 
proposing that the only real answer was to “Off the Pigs!” That meant killing anyone so 
designated. The Rolling Stones were singing: “The time is right for a palace revolution.” 
And their complaint, “But where I live the game to play is Compromise Solution!” 
seemed to associate anything other than revolutionary violence with selling out. 

I just couldn’t buy it. First, I was unequivocally opposed to violence. Second, when 
I thought about my parents, their friends and my relatives — all of whom were included 
in the epithet — I knew that they really weren’t what was meant by ‘Pigs:’ greedy, 
selfish, mean-spirited people. Although most of them probably supported the war — and 
certainly didn’t understand what we were trying to do — they were essentially good-
hearted individuals. 

Some of my friends saw the same problem. My housemate, Hank, told me about a 
speech by Jerry Rubin in which he pointed to police officers at either end of the stage, 
and urged the crowd to “Off the Pig!” “Those security guards,” Hank observed, “were 
there to protect the speaker himself.” I shared Hank’s disapproval of this kind of 
behavior. I was absolutely certain that violence was not the way. But I couldn’t convince 
those who believed in it, any more than they could convince me. The effort to change the 
world was becoming more and more like the world it rejected. As the movement headed 
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down the very road paved by the ‘Masters of War,’ the peaceful, loving revolution so 
many of us had envisioned didn’t seem to be going anywhere. 

Personally, I began to sense the arrival of a kind of closure. At Babylon, we had just 
completed a yearlong project of building a darkroom and process camera. There were 
four other competent press operators now. Norman had long since left for medical school. 
And at home, no matter how many house-meetings we had, no matter how many cleaning 
and cooking schedules we developed, somebody was always stepping on somebody 
else’s toes. Even though everyone said that we were creating the closest thing they had 
ever experienced to a real ‘community,’ the Cramer Street House just didn’t feel that way 
to me. Something had changed in my personal experience of the counterculture. 
Relationships within the movement had for years cultivated my growth. Now that was 
decreasingly true. 

“Bob, listen. There’s something we need to talk about.” Divina, a Capricorn, always 
met problems head on. “People are talking about you. They’re saying, ‘Don’t get stoned 
with Bob LePage. All he ever wants to talk about is heavy stuff.’” 

I knew it was probably true. 
“Why do you always have to talk about ‘reality’ whenever you get stoned?” Divina 

persisted. 
“Because reality, the ‘reality’ we’re creating, might be what’s keeping the 

revolution from happening. What we think reality is necessarily shapes our politics.” 
“— Politics, too. People don’t always want to talk about politics when they’re 

stoned, you know. They want to relax, keep it light, have a good time. Besides, a lot of 
people think ‘reality’ just is what it is. That it’s not something we create, but is just there, 
whether we like it or not.” 

“But that’s just the point! We could be creating a reality that’s preventing us from 
realizing our dreams for a new World — and if we don’t recognize that, we’ll never be 
able to change it.” 

“Listen, I’m just trying to tell you what people are saying. I’m trying to help you.” 
At first, I tried to follow Divina’s coaching; but my mind wouldn’t let me rest. 

There was this idea that I had picked up from a children’s book. It described a two-
dimensional person, one whose existence consisted only of height and breadth. ‘How 
could that person begin to imagine what a third dimension might be?’ the story asked. 
This question led immediately to: ‘Might we actually be existing in a very different 
universe than we think?’ Such a mistake might have something to do with the mess 
we’ve made of the world. 
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“Indeed,” said the Bridgekeeper, looking at him over the top of her glasses. 

  Then there was the thing about gender identity and behavior. And I was also trying 
to figure out how consciousness itself functions. The whole idea of the ‘ego,’ for 
instance. Freudian psychology, which enshrined the ego as key to healthy ‘adjustment,’ 
underpinned the model of the human mind that I had been taught. Now however, through 
reading, experience, and discussions with others, I was beginning to suspect that maybe 
the whole ego idea was just an illusion. I had a lot of questions: Why are there myths? 
And what about magic? The inexplicable? 

At the time, everyone was reading Carlos Casteneda’s The Teachings of Don Juan, 
a tale about a brujo (medicine man/sorcerer), of the Yaqui people of Mexico. Some of my 
friends believed that Don Juan actually lived somewhere out on the Mexican desert. That 
he somehow could defy the physical laws of the universe. Others said that the book only 
taught one how to attain an extraordinary degree of control over one’s own mind — 
which in effect, translated into extraordinary ‘powers.’ A recent experience had 
persuaded me that the latter interpretation was correct. 

It happened at the Cramer Street House. Arnie invited Henry, a co-worker of his, to 
dinner one night. They worked together at the Jewish Vocational Service. As far as I 
knew, Henry had first come to this country from Mexico as a migrant farm-worker. 
Somehow, someone at JVS discovered his intelligence, his highly developed 
communicative skills, and his excellent English. They hired him to facilitate their out-
reach program in the Hispanic community. 

Dinner went fine. Arnie prepared borscht and a kind of bread his mother had taught 
him to make. The conversation during and after the meal was just as excellent as the 
food. Arnie was proud of his friend’s political acumen. 

“Henry, tell us about when you were in Arizona.” 
“Me and so many others like me,” Henry said. “It was when I first came to the 

states, I was an ‘illegal.’ There were about forty of us working on a farm. We worked 
from sunup til sundown. Hoeing, weeding, cultivating, watering for a dollar an hour. But 
they took rent out of that. A dollar a day to live in a shack.” 

“A dollar an hour!” Denise exclaimed. “Isn’t that’s way below minimum wage?” 
“You couldn’t go to the law,” Henry reminded her. “They would send you back.” 
“Did the farmers know you were illegal?” Jim asked. 
Henry laughed. “Sure. They’re the ones who told us to hide every Tuesday 

afternoon when the Immigration people came around. The boss always knew when they 
were coming.” 
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“The Immigration Service was telling them? Breaking their own law?” 
“Big farms. Big money,” Henry replied. “There’s only one law: cut costs and 

increase profits.” 
After the dishes were finished, Arnie, Henry, Jan and Jim, soon joined by Dale and 

Norman, started drinking hard liquor in the kitchen. I stayed in the living room talking 
and listening to music with Divina, Jane, Denise and Corrine. At one point, however, I 
went into the kitchen to get us some lemonade. 

I was opening the refrigerator, when — out of nowhere — Henry suddenly 
demanded, “What about you, Bob? What about you? What’s your excuse?” 

The question was so unexpected that I had to think for a moment. Henry was staring 
at me. The other men were watching too, with dead seriousness. 

“I’m trying my best,” I answered. 
“Okay,” Henry said. “Okay.” 
As I left the kitchen, their rather loud party resumed. It was about an hour later that 

all of them marched out of their enclave and joined us in the other room. We suddenly 
found ourselves surrounded by the most bizarre performance. 

“Sit down!” “Stand up!” “Dale, crawl across the floor!” Henry’s commands 
snapped through the air and the other five, like circus animals, immediately obeyed. After 
about ten minutes of this, Divina stood up. 

“This is too much,” she declared, her eyes telling all. “We’re going over to Liz’s. 
You hold down the fort.” 

“What should I have them do, Bob?” Henry asked me as the women left. 
“Set them free, Henry,” I said. This was one of the weirdest things I’d ever seen.  
“No, they don’t deserve that,” he replied. “What would they do? They’d just be bad. 

No, no.”  
“They might not be bad,” I said. I looked at the others. They seemed to have been 

transformed into puppets. It was as if Henry and I were the only living subjects in a 
gallery of statuary. “Let them be free. See what happens. Maybe we could all play music 
together. That would be good, wouldn’t it?” 

“Okay. Music!” Henry turned to the others who seemed only to be waiting for his 
next command. “Norman, turn that stereo off. And here, play this flute! Arnie…” To my 
horror and astonishment, Henry was distributing the various instruments that lay around 
the living room to his performers. “Play! Play!” he shouted. The cacophony that ensued 
exacerbated the nightmare. 

Now I felt that I, too, had been drawn into this absurdity. I didn’t want the role of 
saying what they should do, anymore than I wanted to be one of the marionettes. So, to 



 69 

preserve a sense of my own autonomy, I picked up a musical instrument and also started 
playing. 

“No. No, Bob. Not you! This is for you.” I continued playing, trying to make sense 
out of what was going on. “You’re the one,” Henry went on. “Tell me what to have them 
do. Anything. I’ll have them do anything for you,” he laughed. 

“Play! Play!” he kept shouting to the others. 
I headed for the staircase, attempting to retreat to my room. Henry and his drunken 

dancing bears followed me up the steps. “You’re the one,” he pursued.  
‘I’ve gotta’ get out of here,’ I decided as they waited outside in the hallway. As 

quickly as I could, I exited the bedroom, ran past them down the steps and escaped out 
the front door. Once on the street, I wondered where I might find refuge. 

I decided to walk a few blocks over to the Downer Street House. The air cleared my 
brain, but it didn’t do much to clarify what I had just experienced. Most of the Downer 
commune were sitting around the kitchen table. I recounted what had happened at our 
house. 

“I’ve seen something like that,” said Harvey, “when I was down in Mexico. It’s sort 
of a game that the men play. Kind of a sorcerers’ wrestling match.” 

Although this revelation placed the experience somehow, I wasn’t sure exactly 
where. I mean, what mechanism, what psychological trick had Henry used to get the 
other men under his control. Was it some ‘magical’ power like this that kept the 
oppressed under control — and those who benefit from the oppression from responding 
compassionately? Unable to answer these questions about the episode, I put it all on the 
shelf in my mind — a shelf which was becoming increasingly crowded.  

Gradually, I realized that I had come to the end of a road. I could either linger there, 
drift backward, or find a new starting point. I sensed that if I were ever going to answer 
my questions, I would have to leave Milwaukee. 

 
“What about Divina?” 
“I think she was ready for a change, too. She didn’t cry or anything when I told her. 

Maybe she knew as well as I did that I just had to leave. I wasn’t sure where I was going. 
I set out on a Quest. I was ready to go wherever it took me.” 
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West 

Outside, the cauldron sky was boiling. For a moment, the rumblings subsided and 
the air became strangely empty. Host and guest glanced at each other. Then a searing 
flash of light cracked so loudly that the walls of the little building shook. Glasses in the 
cabinet clinked, while hollowed heavenly canyons reverberated with echoes upward 
and beyond.  

“It wasn’t at all like this when I was knocking on Jody and John’s door in 
Madison,” he began again.  

A sunny sub-zero Tuesday afternoon, the first week in February, 1972. 
‘Strange,’ I was thinking, ‘the ride over here. Mike gives me a harmonica as a 

going-away present, and just then a harmonica on the radio and Neil Young “searching 
for a heart of gold.”’ 

“Bob LePage! All right!” It was John. “Come in. Come on in. Let me help you with 
your things.” 

John and I had met while playing hockey for St. Norbert College. He and Jody had 
gotten together later that spring. We lost track of each other when they moved to 
Chicago. Our paths, however, seemed destined to intertwine. There was that afternoon at 
the Midwest Music Festival, the year Blind Faith appeared. During a rainy John Mayall 
set, Jody, who was tripping on LSD, happened upon Divina and me in a crowd of 
thousands. Jody was wearing an old Italian tapestry as a shawl. Its long-fringed edges 
perfectly complemented her waist-length hair. “What a trip!” she kept saying as she took 
me to see John. Two and a half years later, I found them in Madison during one of 
Babylon’s frequent visits to RPM.  

Now we were together again. John assured me that I was welcome to stay as long as 
I liked, except as their permanent roommate. I wasn’t interested in that either. All I 
needed was the time to get a sense of which way I should go. The only place I had in 
mind was Eugene, Oregon. I’d heard through the grapevine that there was an alternative 
printshop there. Maybe they could use another press operator. I wasn’t sure. I trusted that 
I’d be shown the way. 

When I told Jody and John about Laura Nyro’s Gonna Take a Miracle album, they 
went right out and bought it. For the rest of our stay together, it played over and over. 
Jody did all the cooking. I wanted to help. But she kept sending me away to watch John 
play tabletop hockey with the guys upstairs. In the mornings before anyone got up, I did 
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the dishes. In the evenings, they took turns reading aloud to me from H. P. Lovecraft. 
And of course, we talked… about a lot of things. 

“You look so different. I almost didn’t recognize you. Why did you shave your 
beard?” Jody wanted to know. 

“I thought it might help remind me that I’m starting all over. Like a newborn baby. 
You know, learning about the world for the first time,” I answered. 

“Like dropping all your assumptions.” John put in. 
“That’s it.” 
The second day, Jody showed me her magic bag. She had read that the Native 

Americans carried what they called medicine bags or bundles. They contained objects 
that represented the individual’s relationship with the Sacred. “In my bag I have these 
four corn kernels that stand for the Four Quarters,” she explained. “The corn idea I got 
from the Hopi.” 

“What are the Four Quarters?” 
“They’re a way of thinking about Being. Many Native American religions seem to 

have some version of the model. The one that feels most meaningful to me comes from 
Black Elk, a Lakota. Each Quarter represents a dimension of existence. This red kernel is 
for the East, the place of dawn, illumination, knowledge, wisdom and understanding. The 
yellow is for the South, the place of the whole cycle of life, death and rebirth — the place 
then, of Love. The blue-black one is for the West, home of the Thunderbeings, the place 
of mystery, magic, power. And the white is for the North, the place of struggle, 
purification.” 

I found this organization of the world intriguing. By meditating on the meanings of 
the Four Quarters, Jody was using the colored corn kernels to cultivate awareness of her 
place in the universe. She also had a small white stone in her bag. 

“This stone is to protect you from fear,” she said.  
I didn’t exactly understand how a stone could protect you from fear. But maybe it 

worked because it meant that to you. It was this kind of ‘magic’ that I was intent on 
learning more about. 

For my part, I had a little black box, about three by three inches square and an inch 
and a half deep — a former lens case which I had re-lined, and in which I kept ‘magic’ 
things. I showed them to Jody. A large brown seed, a gift from my friend Jim. Some 
people in Spain had given it to him and told him that it had special ‘powers’ for helping 
travelers. Some sea shells, some little stones, a St. Christopher medal. And a small 
microscope lens which I gave to Jody. She gave me a set of colored corn kernels. 
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Meanwhile, I was checking the ride board at the university each day. In less than a 
week, I was on my way, destination: Colorado. The trip would be a straight drive through 
the afternoon, evening, night, morning and next afternoon, to Denver — or the 
mountains, whichever you preferred. Up front, the owner of the panel truck and his friend 
took turns driving. In the back, six of us huddled together on the floor and alternately 
slept, talked, read or just traveled in our own minds. 

As the van droned on, Char, who was sitting next to me, fell asleep with her head 
resting on my shoulder. She was going to meet her fiancé at her sister’s house in 
Carbondale. By the time we reached the Colorado border, she had invited me to stay for 
a few days. This turned out to be the first of many a saving grace. The morning after our 
arrival, I awoke violently ill with the flu or something. She and her sister nursed me back 
to health, insisting that there was no need to apologize. In a day or two, I hitchhiked the 
short distance to Aspen. 

In contrast with the surrounding untamed, mountainous beauty, Aspen, with its 
quaint boutiques, restaurants and inns, looked like a Christmas card. Bright jackets, 
tasseled hats, matching gloves, entire color-coordinated outfits crowded the sidewalks. 
As I walked down the street, I was struck by everyone’s obvious interest in the kind of 
shoes you were wearing. Or, as I found out later, the brand of ski boots you had on.  

“Hey, You! Yeah, you in the Levis. Want a job?” 
“Uh… yes. I guess so. What kind of work is it?” 
“I got a truckload of sheet-rock comin’ in here in about an hour. And I’m gonna’ 

need some help gettin’ it to the second floor. Interested?” 
“Sure. Okay.” 
“Good! Stick around.” 
Within the hour, I was teamed up with a partner. By the time we finished the work 

— four hours of lugging eighty-pound, 4 X 8 foot sheets of half-inch dry wall up three 
flights of steps — we had become friends. He took me over to his place for a short rest 
and a late lunch. While we ate, he told me that he knew of several other jobs the two of us 
could do together. And there was room for one more person to live at the chalet. His 
roommate agreed.   

For our next job, we were supposed to meet the manager of a hotel. One stop on the 
way. Did I want to score some grass? ‘Sure,’ I thought. ‘Maybe I’ll be living here for a 
while. It wouldn’t be polite to just live in his house, eat his food and smoke his pot, 
without contributing. So here’s a start.’  
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It was well after seven when the hotel manager finally showed up — over an hour 
late. “Okay. I’ll pay you guys fifteen dollars each to unload that truck,” he said, pointing 
to an eighteen-foot moving van, its backdoor hanging open.  

“Wait a minute. That’s not fair!” My partner protested. “It might take the two of us 
the rest of the night to get that truck unloaded. That thing’s packed to the gills. With 
heavy furniture: mattresses, chairs, dressers, tables. Come on. Pay us by the hour.” 

“I told you,” the manager shook his head. “I’m not payin’ you by the hour. There’s 
plenty of guys like you around this town. If you don’t like the arrangements, I’ll find 
somebody else. I’ve wasted enough time already.” 

“Go get somebody else, then. See if we need your stinking money.” 
“These guys just take advantage of you up here,” my friend said as we walked 

away. “You gotta’ draw the line somewhere.” 
Actually, I thought that we maybe should have been more diplomatic. I really did 

need his ‘stinking money.’ The little we had earned together at the first job, translated 
into an ounce of grass, which I had thought I could afford because we were on our way to 
another job. But now, as regards cash, I was back to where I had started.  

Next morning, I decided to move on. From Denver, continue toward Eugene. I’d 
have to be more cautious now, since I would be hitchhiking with a banned substance. It 
was probably that very substance that brought Bob, David and me together. We met 
outside a phone booth while waiting for the Denver Underground Switchboard Shelter to 
open. They were maybe thinking the same thing — find a place out of the wind to roll a 
joint and get a little different view of things. 

“Where you headed?” 
“Eugene, Oregon.” 
“Eugene? How you planning to get there from here?” 
“I’m not sure yet. I think I’ve got to go northwest.” 
“Northwest!” He started laughing. “You just don’t go northwest from here, man.” 

Bob’s tongue was as sharp as his features. He looked like an all-American homecoming 
king, except that the length of his blond hair defined him as other than the football type. 
His eyes either flashed you a trusting smile, or had a far-off gaze. He was quick to make 
friends. “This is the mountains, man. You gotta’ first go straight north, at least to 
Cheyenne, then go west.” 

“Hmmm. Where you guys going?” 
“Florida, man, where it’s warm.” David was almost motherly. A head taller than 

either Bob or me, he was careful with the world and sensitive to others. He seemed 
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watchful, waiting for some missing piece to appear that would finish a grand puzzle he 
was working on. 

We returned to the old stone chapel the switchboard was using for a shelter and 
checked in our packs. After a spaghetti dinner, the forty or so of us who were going to 
spend the night took turns washing up in the tiny restroom. Slowly, we each found a 
space on the floor, grateful for a place out of the cold. 

Next day, Denver was blanketed in four inches of snow, with more predicted for 
later that afternoon. The brass elephant bells which hung from Bob and David’s packs 
jingled as we walked along. We were headed for the nearest entrance ramp to the 
interstate — they to go their way, me to go mine. As we came into a residential section 
though, it occurred to me that we could make some money shoveling snow for people. By 
the end of the day, not only had we each earned about fifteen or twenty dollars, but we 
had had a wonderful time doing it. One woman served us lunch; another man told us how 
to get out to the university where we could probably find shelter for the night. Everything 
was falling so perfectly into place, hour after hour, that you couldn’t help but think there 
was something magic about it.  

Bob and David were from Hemet, California. They had ‘had’ to leave town because 
of arrangements some judge made with Bob. I’m not sure exactly why. But the judge 
didn’t ever want to see him in the county again. So David, his best friend, left with him. 
They had set off for…  

“Hey, listen, you could get to Oregon by way of California, you know.” 
“Never been there. It doesn’t sound too direct, though.” 
“Listen, we’d take ya’ there. I mean, we’d go back with you.”  
“To California?” 
“Yeah.” 
“I thought you were going to Florida.” 
“Well, we changed our minds. We really didn’t want to go to Florida anyway.” 
So the three of us were on our way to California. That night, on the linoleum floor 

of a dormitory room at the University of Denver, I had a striking dream. Before that, I 
didn’t pay much attention to dreams. This time, however, I dreamt I heard a voice, as if 
over a loud speaker. “Do an I-Ching!” it boomed in my ears. “Do an I-Ching!… Do an I-
Ching!…” repeated the dream over and over, until I woke up, repeating it aloud to 
myself.  

‘That’s strange,’ I thought, as I lay there wide awake in my sleeping bag. ‘Such a 
specific message.’ 
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“Did you know about the I-Ching before that?” the Bridgekeeper asked. 
“I knew that the ancient Chinese book of Wisdom existed, but had little experience 

with it. Back in Milwaukee, our friend Liz had a friend David, who showed up at the 
Cramer Street House every now and then with the book. Except for listening to David 
read from it a few times, I was unfamiliar with it. 

 
The next morning, we had to walk a mile or so to our carefully chosen exit ramp, 

for we’d been warned by other travelers that hitchhiking out of Denver could lead to a 
night in jail. We happened upon a bookstore. 

“Wait!” I exclaimed. “Can we stop here for a minute. I need to check something 
out.” 

The door chingled closed on the noise and traffic of the street. An immaculate 
Persian rug covered the floor. 

“Better take our shoes off,” David suggested. 
“Thank you,” responded a man who was doing something in one of the glass cases 

which ran the length of the store. Behind him, on a ladder, a woman was arranging books 
on shelves. “You can put your packs down over in the corner if you like. And there’s 
hooks there for your jackets,” he added. 

 Incense added to the quiet ambiance. In a few minutes, I approached the counter. 
“Pardon me,” I asked the man. “Could you help me please? I’m interested in doing an I-
Ching.” 

“You mean, you want to buy an I-Ching book?” 
“No. I mean, I would like just to have one done, please. You know, with the coins 

and all. But I don’t know how and don’t have a book either.” 
I did know that much about the I-Ching. You took these three special coins and 

shook them in your hands, then dropped them a specified number of times, and according 
to how they fell, you read a specific passage from the book. The passage was the 
response to the question you asked.  

“Oh,” the man smiled. “Ask her, she’ll help you.” 
As I told the woman about my dream, Bob and David struck up a conversation with 

the man.  
“Yes, I can help you,” she said. “Come with me.” 
She led me through a curtained door, down a short hallway and into another room 

— much smaller than the bookstore itself. Sunlight filtered blue through the window 
covering. Pillows were scattered about a low, round table in the center. We sat down on 
the floor, cross-legged and facing each other on opposite sides of the table. After writing 
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a few things down, she proceeded to gently shake the coins in her hands and drop them 
on the table. Following each toss, she made marks that I guessed would indicate which 
passage to read. After the sixth time, she opened the book, first to the back — then, after 
a bit of paging, somewhere near the middle. As she began reading, her expression 
changed. 

“What’s the matter? Is something wrong?”  
“Not at all. But you do need to read this part right here,” she said, pointing as she 

handed me the book. 
The text she indicated was entitled, “The Wanderer.”  

 
 “When a man is a wanderer and a stranger, he should not be gruff nor 

overbearing… He should not give himself airs… He should be cautious and reserved… 
obliging toward others… A wanderer has no fixed abode; his home is the road. 
Therefore, he must take care to remain upright and steadfast, so that he sojourns only in 
the proper places, associating only with good people. Then he has good fortune and can 
go his way unmolested.” 
 

 ‘So the dream really was meaningful,’ I thought.  
“There’s something important happening here,” the woman said. “By the looks of 

you and your friends, you’re traveling. Then, of all the hexagrams in the I-Ching, you 
draw this particular one.” 

As we rejoined the others in the front of the store, Bob and David were thanking the 
man for a small brass smoking pipe that he had just given them. Thus enriched, we 
continued on our way. 

Despite all the warnings, getting out of the city proved effortless. And the days and 
nights from Colorado to California became a mosaic of rides and adventures. A woman 
driving a truck took us to the Valley of the Gods; then later that same afternoon, to a 
ranch commune where twenty or more people gathered in the living room for a 
sacramental smoke and an evening of live music. Three Navajo people picked us up on 
the desert. One was a young woman who gave me a little Kachina symbol. “For luck,” 
she said. Talk about luck! People took us into their homes. We were never stranded on 
the highway for more than three or four hours. Everything kept happening so perfectly. 

“Maybe we should travel all around the world,” Bob suggested. “Start with Mexico 
and South America.” 

“Then we could work on a boat to the Orient. Use our wages once we got to land,” I 
added. “Go from the Far East through Western Europe.” 
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“First, we’re going to need passports,” David observed. “So we’ll have to stop back 
home.” 

When we reached Hemet, however, our fantasy began to unravel. Bob and David 
were welcomed back as heroes by their friends. No less than seven others decided to join 
us, at least one of them only sixteen. And they began doing the kinds of things that I’d 
just been warned about. One young woman, for instance, took her father’s credit card 
along, charged an expensive motel room in Palm Springs and bought us all dinner in the 
restaurant. That was my last meal with Bob and David. We divided up the money we had 
pooled together for the preceding week and a half. Then I was on my own. 

I hitchhiked through that first night, not knowing where I was going, except to get 
to the coast and then go north from there. After a series of rides, someone dropped me off 
at the University of California-Riverside campus. I woke up beneath a lone Russian olive 
tree with the afternoon sun bright in my eyes. There was someone sitting next to me. 

“You’ve been sleeping for a long time,” the young woman said. She had a book in 
her lap and the eyes of some guardian spirit. “Want to wash up and get something to 
eat?” she asked. 

“Thank you. I would be grateful.”  
Her name was Claire. She took me to her dorm room and introduced me to her 

roommates. After I had showered, she invited me to the cafeteria for dinner. 
“Now where are you going?” she asked. 
“Eugene,” I replied.  
“But aren’t you going to spend some time in the Bay area? You can’t come out 

here, travel through and not at least visit Northern California. Get a sense of what’s going 
on up there.” She said this as if it were some kind of a Cosmic Law. 

“Well, I don’t know anyone out here. So I thought it would be best just to —” 
“Listen, you could stay with my brother. He lives in Berkeley. In fact, he’s down 

here right now. He’s going back up that way after the weekend. I’ll call him tonight.” 
A few days later, on a Sunday night, I arrived in Berkeley. Three other men lived 

with her brother. All of them welcomed me warmly. 
“Here’s the couch where you can sleep. When you’re hungry, there’s the kitchen. 

Here’s where the key is kept. Lock the door when you go out. Want to sit in on a practice 
session of our band? Great. Let me draw you a map of where you are, where you might 
like to walk around, and where to meet later in the afternoon.” 

Next morning, a black man with the wisdom of age in his face stopped on his way 
to work and gave me a lift up to campus. Or was it a ride into a dream? Here were trees 
I’d never seen before. Grand eucalyptus stretched high above broad rolling lawns. 
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Blushing Manzanitas graced a brook with stone bridges. And then there was Telegraph 
Avenue, a street swelling with the celebration of Being. Straight people, hip people, 
students, vendors, musicians, dogs — a gathering of possibilities. It was February, and 
people were in shirtsleeves and light sweaters. I wandered around in timeless awe.  

Abruptly, however, the spell was broken. It was about 2:00, not too early to begin 
thinking about finding my way to the practice session where I was to meet my hosts. And 
since I hadn’t been paying any attention to the way I’d come — thinking, ‘the map and a 
question or two will get me back’ — I suspected that I might need to go some distance. 
So I reached into my pocket for my little map. 

‘Hmmm… not in my right back pocket. I thought that’s where I put it. Not in my 
right front pocket either. Not in ANY of my pockets! Oh no! God, where is it?’ 

It was nowhere to be found. And it wasn’t just my map. I immediately realized that 
if I didn’t know where I was, I had also lost my pack with all my belongings. 

‘Wait! Don’t panic. That won’t do any good. Let’s see... The man with the cement 
mixer, sand and sawhorses in the back of his pickup truck dropped me off at school. But 
which way did we come from? Which way am I facing?’ All attempts at reconstructing 
my wanderings, or picturing the neighborhood where I was staying proved futile. I asked 
and was told which way to school. But I had no idea which side of school I was on — 
relative to the direction I needed to go. 

Telegraph Avenue took on a different look. Now there seemed to be many strangers 
like myself, without a place to stay when night would come. People who were hungry. 
People asking others for money. I saw indifference — or worse, men with angry looks on 
their faces. For an instant, panic did race through my veins. ‘Was this what I had come all 
this way for? Was this my destination?’  

In that very moment, the crowded sidewalk suddenly opened up in front of me. And 
there, on the opposite side of the clearing, was Marci Dean! 

 
“You remember earlier I mentioned Babylon’s sister press, RPM in Madison… And 

Kathy and Marci?” 
“Certainly. The ones with the cigarettes.”  
 
“Marci!” I exclaimed, choking back tears.  
Opening her arms wide, she ran the few steps that separated us and hugged me. 
“Marci! What are you doing here? I thought you were in Madison.” I could hardly 

believe that she was really there.  
“I could ask you the same thing,” she said. “Hey, what’s wrong? Are you all right?” 
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After I explained to her what had happened, she figured out where I was staying. 
We went back, got my pack, and thanked my hosts. Marci took me to her home and 
introduced me to her community. They said it would be fine for me to stay with them, but 
not permanently. There just were no more rooms. Marci, in fact, was living in what had 
been a walk-in closet. I was welcome though, until I could get myself settled. 

‘Well,’ I thought, ‘if I can find a job here, then maybe Berkeley is where I should 
stay.’ 

So I started looking for work. Mornings began at 4:00, down at the Oakland docks. 
There I sat, waiting and hoping that my name might be called for longshore work. By 
9:30, the last crews were assembled. Then it was good-bye to the benches of the union 
hall and time to walk. First, I went to all the printshops in Berkeley. Then I began looking 
in San Francisco. 

After about a week and a half of this, it seemed to me that I was no closer to a job 
than when I had begun. While Marci and her community remained encouraging, I began 
to feel that doing dishes, taking out the garbage, washing and waxing a few floors were 
hardly fair remuneration for the food and shelter they were providing.  

It was late afternoon after another day of rejections. I was making my way through 
the finance district of downtown San Francisco, headed back to Berkeley. Beginning to 
despair. ‘Maybe there just are no jobs out here. Maybe I’ve used up all my luck.’ 

“Praise the Lord, Brother!” a woman’s voice called out. 
‘Oh great,’ I thought, ‘just what I need. A Jesus freak.’  
Looking up, I saw a rather tall woman emerging from the sea of faces. She was 

moving toward me. “Praise the Lord!” she called out again. Clearly she had singled me 
out. Now she stood directly in front of me. People making their way around us. She was 
about my age, dressed in a cotton blouse and dark blue calico skirt, clean and presentable, 
as if she herself had just gotten off work. 

“Listen,” I said. “I’m not too much up for praising the Lord just now. I haven’t 
eaten since this morning. I’m hungry and — ” 

“You’re hungry?” she asked. 
“That’s right,” I said, rather sarcastically. “And I don’t have any money to get 

something to eat.” ‘That should be the end of this,’ I thought. ‘These Jesus freaks are 
usually good for talking about loving one another and praising the Lord and all that. But 
when it comes to actually helping people; or taking a stand against the war, they’re —’ 

That afternoon though, on that thickly crowded sidewalk, she reached for her purse. 
Taking out two dollars and all her change, she held the money out to me and smiled 
sweetly as she said, “Here, get something to eat.” 
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I was touched. I had never known a Jesus freak to act like that. 
“Thank you. That’s very kind of you.”  
“Now,” she said triumphantly. “Praise the Lord!” 
“Wait,” I responded. “It’s wonderful what you did. But it’s not a real solution to my 

problem. Because you helped me, I’m going to be able to get something to eat. But that 
doesn’t change the fact that right now, I’m living off other people. I need a job so I can 
take care of myself.” 

“You need a job?” she asked, as if I had just articulated a foreign idea. 
“Yes, I need a job,” I repeated irritably. Simultaneously, I questioned myself, ‘What 

am I doing at 5:00 in the afternoon, in the middle of this street, with all these people 
rushing to get home, talking to this Jesus freak?’ 

“Why didn’t you tell me that?”  
Then, before I could say anything else, she gracefully took the purse with its long, 

thin strap from around her neck and shoulder and placed it on the ground. Thus freed, she 
stretched out and raised both arms high over her head and called out — no, shouted: 
“Lord, Jesus! How about a job for—!” She stopped in mid-sentence, turned to meet my 
horrified gaze, and asked, but much more softly: “What’s your name?”  

“Bob,” I said. Wondering why I answered and why I wasn’t running away. 
The human river that rush hour makes was now flowing past. Hundreds of people 
were staring at us. 

She looked back up at the sky. “For Bob!” she shouted. And raising both arms 
again, “Lord Jesus!” she cried out for all she was worth, “How about a job for Bob!” 

If Jesus worked in an office on the 33rd floor of any one of those buildings, you can 
be sure he would have heard.  

Then she stopped. “Say it with me this time,” she urged. 
I availed myself of the opportunity and tried to reason with her. “Listen, don’t you 

think that if Jesus is powerful enough to help someone get a job, He could also hear a 
prayer, even if it was just whispered in the heart?” 

Obviously, she didn’t think so. For once again, I turned crimson at her loudest 
calling yet. 

“LORD JESUS, HOW ABOUT A JOB FOR BOB!” 
If she hadn’t gotten Jesus’ attention, she sure had gotten everyone else’s. And it had 

gotten to be all too much for me. Who knows how long she thought she needed to ask? 
Would we be standing there all night waiting for a job to happen? 

“Thank you,” I said hastily. “Thank you. Thank you for your help. And 
everything.” I was already walking away. 
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“Wait!” she called. 
“No, no, that’s okay. Thanks again. I’ve got to be going.” 
“But be sure to tell me about the job you get…”  
I had slipped back into the crowd. Finding the nearest entrance ramp for the Bay 

Bridge, I hitchhiked back to Berkeley. It was a lucky ride. The person who stopped was 
going north on Shattuck Avenue and could drop me off within five blocks of the 
university. I liked to end my job-searching days with a visit to the library where I could 
search the want-ads. 

By the time I started the walk up Telegraph Avenue to school, winter’s early 
evening lull had already set in. Street lights and cafe windows glowed warm and golden. 
‘Everyone is already home having dinner.’ I was feeling sorry for myself. Just then, a car 
pulled up to the curb in front of me. The passenger door flew open. A man stepped out, 
said a few words to the driver and closed the door. The car sped off. The man hesitated 
for a moment, looking up and down the street, as if slightly disoriented.  

Although I hadn’t been in Berkeley very long, I recognized his face. But I couldn’t 
place him at first, so I simply nodded as I walked past. Before I had gone five steps, I 
remembered. Turning back, I found that we were walking in the same direction. I let him 
catch up. “Aren’t you the owner of the printing company just over here a ways?” I asked. 

“Yeah, that’s right. Oh, yeah. I remember you,” he responded. “You came by last 
week looking for a job, right?” 

“Yes, that’s right.”  
“Well, how ya’ doin’ on that?” We were walking together now. 
“Not too well, actually. I’m still looking for work.” 
“Oh yeah? Well, what are you doing right now?” 
“Tonight? Right now? Uh... nothing.” 
“Want to work?” 
“Sure!” 
“Okay. Tell you what. I’ve got a couple of things I got to take care of for about an 

hour. Meet me at seven and I’ll give you a try. It might not be for any more than just an 
hour or so. But if you want to help me out, see you then. Know where Cleo’s is at?” 

“I think so. Just up the next street, right?” 
“You got it.” 
As he had promised, he was waiting for me when I arrived. After demonstrating the 

operation of his twenty-four station collator, he left me in the bindery until sometime 
after eleven. Despite jams and misfeeds, the rush job must have gone as well as could be 
expected. Did I want to come back in the morning? 
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“Hey buddy,” he said, as we descended the stairs together. “Are you all right for 
cash? I mean, could you use some money right now to get yourself something to eat?” 

I nodded. Doug handed me a twenty. I was going to live in Berkeley. I had a job. 
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Joanne 

 “We should probably have something to eat ourselves,” the Bridgekeeper 
suggested.  

‘Already?’ he thought. ‘But then again, I do feel hungry.’ 
Disappearing into the kitchen, she returned in no time, carrying a large cutting 

board with a loaf of bread and some cheese. She sliced the bread, cut the cheese and 
reached down two wire-handled toasting devices from a hook on the chimney wall. Soon 
they were finishing the last delicious morsels of their toasted goat cheese sandwiches.  

I held the simple little drawing in my hand. A butterfly, alighted on a vine. And two 
eyes, “looking straight up to heaven,” the artist had said. My new friends had taken me to 
see him at a cafe where he was hanging out and creating these little art pieces for people. 
For a chocolate chip cookie and a cup of coffee, he had drawn what he said was a picture 
of me. With a thumbtack, I placed it on the bare-board wall of my attic room. Returned to 
my thoughts.  

‘Well, it’s time to get started on this… Quest. You didn’t leave Milwaukee just to 
get a printing job in California. There’s something you need to do.  And you’ve had the 
privilege of extended studies to help you do it. Yeah, but so far, all I’ve got are 
questions.’ 

The aroma of burning cloves, ‘Krakatoa Kreteks,’ drifted up from downstairs. ‘My 
landlords must be finishing their dinner, ‘I mused. ‘Older couple, but cool. What a gift 
that she showed me how to use the I-Ching. But back to the point. How do all the pieces 
fit into one picture that summarizes our present situation?’  

It was a small room. Not more than five steps from wall to wall. Ducking my head 
in order to avoid bumping into the rafters, I stepped over to the little window.  

‘To begin with, we all share the same basic needs. Food, shelter, respect, 
friendship... love. And most of our needs can only be satisfied with one another. In fact, 
can anyone really be satisfied outside of community? No, that’s obvious. Especially in 
a complex society such as ours, we’re mutually dependent.’ 

Sitting down at the table, I took a sip of water and reached for a cigarette. 
‘But it’s equally obvious that we don’t yet recognize what living together in a 

mutually dependent manner requires. Logically speaking. If we did, we’d already be 
living in peace and harmony. Wouldn’t be destroying our planet.’  
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‘But why? Careful now. One thing you did get from your studies is that there’s no 
such thing as “Human Nature.” Nonetheless, since we’re the source of the problem the 
answer must have something to do with us.’ 

‘Could it be that there’s something we’re pushing out of our minds that we need to 
admit? Or something that we need to push out? Something we’ve forgotten. Maybe 
something we don’t even know yet. Are we assuming something that isn’t true? 
Deceiving ourselves? Consciously? Not really. Unconsciously then? For if it weren’t 
unconscious, wouldn’t we already have recognized our mistake and changed? After all, 
we’re driving off the cliff here.’ 

‘So… we think that we’re acting freely and knowingly, but in fact, we’re not. It’s 
probably both: false assumptions and missing information. Having to do with who we 
are. What we’re doing here. What life is for. And the missing information is likely to 
stand in complete contradiction to our present ideas about ourselves.’ 

Doubts came and went. ‘What if I find out something I’d rather not know? How far 
am I willing to go? How much am I willing to sacrifice for this Quest? Even if I can’t be 
sure it will work?’ 

Outside these attic thoughts, the bizarre hours of my first few weeks at Cleo’s 
settled down into a regular day-shift position. The company had developed out of the 
University of California Student Association’s attempt to provide the student body with a 
copying service. When that endeavor failed, Doug ‘took it off their hands.’ About fifteen 
people whose faces I still clearly remember worked for him. 

But this was a Saturday and I had just finished making arrangements for 
membership with my neighborhood food-buying co-op. The ominously named ‘Channing 
Way Food Conspiracy’ met in an old apartment building. Leaving its dimly-lit hallway, I 
stepped outside into a bright afternoon, warm breezes promising spring. It should have 
been a short walk home. But as I approached the corner, I came upon a scene I couldn’t 
ignore. A woman, wearing a reddish-orange plaid wool jacket stood with head bowed, 
her face hidden in her hands, crying bitterly. 

 “Pardon me,” I said, “I don’t mean to intrude, but are you all right? I mean, do you 
need any help?” 

A quiet, “No,” emerged from her weeping. 
What was I to do? Sometimes people don’t appreciate uninvited interaction with 

strangers on the street. And women friends had taught me that a man initiating 
conversation with a woman, something many men assume they have the right to do, can 
be particularly unwelcome. So I sadly walked on by. Halfway down the block, however, 
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a dandelion — well past bloom and now a perfect sphere of wishes — persuaded me to 
risk the offense. I carefully picked it, went back, and offered it to the woman. 

“Here, I don’t mean to bother you,” I said. “But this must be for you. You’re crying. 
And there it was. Maybe if you made a wish.” 

She looked up at me. Tears had traced rivulets in the mascara around her dark eyes. 
“I wish you happiness,” she said. 
“I’m not the one who’s crying,” I replied. “I think you need the wishes more than I 

do.” I hesitated, then added, “Listen, if you tell me what’s wrong, maybe I can help.” 
She started crying again. “It was… the… the hamburger,” she stammered. 
Having been a counselor for emotionally disturbed boys, I suspected there was 

something more to the situation than a hamburger. We talked a while longer. She had met 
her former lover for lunch and an all too familiar pattern had repeated itself. She had 
ordered her hamburger thin and cooked medium. When it arrived at their table, thick and 
rare, he insisted that she just eat it that way, rather than ‘make a fuss.’ She felt as if her 
whole life was a circle of knowing what she wanted, doing what was prescribed to get it, 
but ending up without it.  

We talked for hours that day and became friends. Soon Joanne and I were spending 
more and more time together. I learned what a superb artist she was. Her work combined 
painstaking detail with a sense of the wonder in Nature. We visited museums where she 
pointed out things in paintings I hadn’t known to look for. At the botanical gardens, she 
showed me flowers I never knew existed. We went to the ocean together; sat on the docks 
in Sausalito; walked along wooded streams and created spontaneous works of art with 
rocks, yarn, cloth, seeds, shells… anything at hand. And everywhere we went Roberta 
Flack’s song, The First Time Ever I Saw Your Face, seemed to follow us. 

 
“What about your Quest?” 
 
At first, I thought it wasn’t a good idea to be getting so involved. I had doubts about 

how this relationship could work. Joanne had never really been part of the counterculture. 
At the university, she had chosen to assert her ‘freedom’ to stay straight in the face of the 
other art majors’ embrace of ‘hippie’ culture. She contended that their prescription for 
clothes and appearance was as restrictive as any other social convention. I couldn’t agree 
with that. Nonetheless, Joanne won my respect for her genuine sensitivity about racism. 
She had no ambivalence about the war. And if we were going to change our economic 
system, we all needed to learn the lesson about sharing that she constantly demonstrated: 
“Always take the smaller piece, and never take the last.” Bit by bit, my doubts were 
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vanishing. Joanne may not have taken the same paths I had. Yet she was singularly open-
minded. And certainly encouraging of the direction I was taking. Even if that meant 
losing some of her friends.  

At the time, Joanne was working as a filing clerk for an insurance company in San 
Francisco. On occasion, she and her friends from work arranged potluck dinners and get-
togethers. Sometimes these were focused around a cultural event, such as a concert or an 
art film. Usually three or four artist friends of theirs — ‘Dadaists,’ they called themselves 
— attended. After one such meal, a conversation began about the function of art in 
society. 

“Art has no function,” Steve asserted. “None whatsoever.” 
I disagreed. “I think art does have a function. Whether or not a person’s work 

fulfills that function is another question. But I don’t think it’s art if it doesn’t.” 
“I don’t see how anything with a function can be art,” Tim declared. 
“What’s the function?” Brad wanted to know. 
“It’s the content,” I said. “Not to beg the question, but if you only have form and no 

content, you don’t have true art.” 
“Please, tell us what the content has to be,” Tim sounded a little too delighted to be 

sincere. “I’ve —” 
“No, no! First, let him tell us what’s true.” The three Dadaists broke into laughter. 
“Everything you do is a statement. Everything says something,” I attempted. “But 

art even more so. Art expresses value.” 
“Yeah, I’ll say,” one quipped. “If you’re lucky, you create something really 

valuable. And you get rich!” 
More laughter followed. 
I persisted. “I’m talking about ethical concerns. What does a piece of art teach? 

How does it address the problems that we have? What does it say about racism? About 
the war? About capitalism?” 

“That’s not art; that’s politics,” Steve declared. 
“If it doesn’t have anything to say about these issues, it’s not art,” I asserted.  
“I think you’re confusing politicians with artists,” Sue said. 
“Not at all. Politicians are supposed to serve the people by administering the public 

will. But artists are supposed to inspire us. To be freer than the rest of us. Creating 
culture, not submerged in it. Artists inform the public will. They’re the real leaders.” 

“What if artists don’t conform to your idea of what they’re supposed to be?” 
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“Then as far as I’m concerned, no matter how skillful, no matter what field they’ve 
mastered, they’re not artists. They’re just technicians at best, bought off by the 
establishment, endorsing whatever is in vogue, getting rich off —” 

“Whooaa, man! A real moralist, that’s what you are,” Tim said with distaste. 
“Yeah. Heaaaveeeey!” Brad chimed in. 
“I think you take yourself a little too seriously,” Steve said, as he left my company. 
I got up, went into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. ‘You didn’t leave Divina 

just to compromise yourself out here. You have to keep going, no matter what the cost.’ 
I stayed quiet for the rest of the evening. When Joanne and I returned home, we 

stood outside on the sidewalk for a few minutes. 
“I’m sorry for tonight,” I said. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you in front of your 

friends.” 
“But I love you,” she said. “I just want you to be the person that you are.” 
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Leavening 
 
 

The Bridgekeeper stood up and went to the cupboard. She took down two bowls, 
one large, one small.  

 ‘How did we get into the kitchen?’ the Dreamer wondered. 
“Back to how you got here.” 
“Yes. And Joanne.” 
 
This highly intelligent woman, in pursuit of honesty and believing in the possibility 

of perfection, would prove absolutely essential to the Quest. Joanne was about to 
contribute perhaps the two most important ingredients to the mix that was taking shape.  

 
The Bridgekeeper stirred the honey and warm water she had put into the small bowl 

and then began crumbling the yeast into it.  
“Here,” she said, handing bowl and spoon to him, if you’d like to help, you can 

dissolve the yeast. 
 
One evening, from an old box she kept in her closet, Joanne produced a collection 

of perhaps twenty black and white reproductions of drawings by Aubrey Beardsley. Each 
nine by twelve inch print mounted on crescent board. We sat at her kitchen table, talking 
as we slowly looked through them. When we were finished, she said, “Choose one. Any 
one you like.” 

Now that they had become possible choices, my perspective changed. Was she 
merely offering me a print, or was she saying, ‘Which reality shall we create?’ Did I want 
Salome in triumph over John the Baptist? Or perhaps her Platonic lament? Or what about 
the dabbler in the occult arts? Finally, there was the person with the long hair, dressed in 
a Medieval gown and little pixie boots, all scrunched down and enclosed in a circle, 
accompanied by a spider, a tree stump, some plants and the letters:  

ME 
R 
LIN  
He didn’t look any too happy, but… 
 
“That’s the one you chose?” 
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“Yes,” he said, stirring the yeast now. “It connected with something sort of 
‘magical’ that Joanne was showing me.  

 
 Joanne had an inexplicable but undeniable knowledge. She could observe people, 

even at a bus stop, and guess the month of their birth. I would ask them their birthdate, 
‘in order to test a theory.’ She was correct far more often than chance would account for. 
I could also tell her the birthdays of people she didn’t know. And she could tell me things 
about them that were unquestionably true. Specific things, not generalizations.  

My years in academia had led me to dismiss astrology. Back then, our housemate 
Denise had declared, ‘Bob, you’re a Gemini, so you have a natural propensity for 
communication, reading, writing, talking.’ Even though I recognized that her description 
was at least ‘interesting,’ I replied: ‘Oh Denise, I don’t believe any of that stuff.’ I was 
interested in what you could know. Now Joanne was showing me that astrology was 
exactly that. It worked whether you believed in it, were aware of it, or not. I was 
increasingly convinced that it would prove scientifically verifiable, if anyone chose to 
pursue that effort.” 

The impact of this revelation was significant. A crack in my educational formation 
that helped me locate walls enclosing my mind. A door leading out of cultural constraints 
and into an Eternity of Meaning. It suggested new answers to who we are and what we’re 
doing here, a ground upon which one could build an ethical structure. Astrology 
transformed my Quest from mere wanderings into a Journey. Where did it come from? 
How much of the tradition held true? I would set out by seeking answers.  

Before I began, Joanne and I traveled back East to attend my brother Peter’s 
wedding. Somewhere in the mountains, we too decided to marry. Although this decision 
would meet with disapproval from both families, it received a special blessing from one 
of Joanne’s friends who lived in Denver. She gave us the book, The Crystal Cave, by 
Mary Stewart. 

Reading it aloud each evening added a whole new dimension to the journey. Merlin 
was the central character of The Crystal Cave, the medium through which Mary Stewart 
wove a tale of integrity and courage. Yet, she presented this mythic personage in an 
altogether down-to-earth light. The same Merlin who could create a Camelot was a real 
human being in a real world. And no more able to violate the laws of the universe than 
you or me. I had already encountered such efforts at ‘demythologizing’ in my theological 
studies when I was in school. 
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“Theology taught you how to de-mythologize?” the Bridgekeeper asked. Her 
eyebrows raised over twinkling eyes. 

She had poured the oil into the flour and salt in the large bowl, and was now mixing 
those ingredients with her hands. He stopped stirring. Smiled. 

“Not all theologians of course, but some — like Bultmann, others too. They pointed 
out that our remembrance of certain individuals sometimes involves endowing them with 
supernatural powers. Over time, such characters can come to personify universal themes, 
or symbolize something we consider essential. Whether or not the marvelous episodes 
associated with them actually occurred is less important than what the story is about. 

But we pay a high price for this. It removes such personages from our plane of 
existence. And that prevents us from being able to identify with them. Like when was the 
last time you saw someone divide the sea or walk on water? So we need to de-
mythologize these heroes in order to make their stories truly meaningful for our own 
lives.” 

He showed her the bowl of yeast. 
“Not yet,” she shook her head. “If you leave any granules undissolved, they can’t 

help the dough to rise. Keep stirring.”  
He paused a moment, scrutinized the pale brown clay-like mixture in the bowl.  
“It was as if a stream were taking form,” he continued. “A stream I knew I needed 

to follow, even if it cascaded somewhere over the edge.” 
 
When I told a friend of mine at work that Joanne and I were reading a novel about 

Merlin, he said that I had to get the new DC comic book that had just come out. It was 
called The Demon. Merlin was central to its story. 

According to the comic book, as the walls of Camelot were crumbling, Merlin 
summoned a totally fearless creature to help him protect the secrets of the ‘Eternity 
Book.’ This Demon, who in the twentieth century would emerge from an ordinary Clark 
Kent kind of guy, battled strange forces: assassins, unreasoning monsters, impostors of 
all sorts. Always on the side of the good. 

We usually think of Demons as bad, but this one wasn’t. His daemonic courage and 
self-certitude reminded me of Kierkegaard’s Either/Or. Wouldn’t Abraham have 
appeared a Demon to some shepherd watching him prepare to kill his own son as God 
had commanded? 

So the question of what it means to be a demon was cast in a whole new light.  
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Indeed, this perspective elicited new thoughts about the three temptations Jesus 
Christ faced when alone on the desert. ‘What form,’ I asked myself, ‘might these 
temptations take today?’ 

“Turn this stone to bread,” might be translated as: “Pretend this economic system, 
cold and hard as a rock, is going to feed the hungry.” For “Throw yourself down and let 
the angels catch you,” you could substitute: “Buy into the illusion of security that 
insurance companies sell.” And, “Worship me and I will put you over all,” would be: 
“Embrace hierarchy and take power over whomever you can.”’ 

Of course, what Jesus taught was the exactly opposite. So wouldn’t Jesus be a 
Demon in the eyes of our world? Didn’t the Pharisees, the religious leaders of his time, 
imply as much when they accused him of casting out devils in the name of Satan?  

 
“By their fruits shall you know them,”observed the Bridgekeeper. 
She squeezed a handful of the flour and oil she’d been mixing. It caked together 

nicely as she opened her hand, but fell apart when she touched it. 
“Exactly. Of course, demons and devils are only theological concepts. But that’s 

the next chapter.” 
The Bridgekeeper took the bowl of yeast and placed it in one of the warming bins.  
“Thoughts rained down. The waters deepened. I kept following the river. Dreams 

were strengthening the current.” 
 
It was night, and I was walking through a pine forest. The trees thick, the path 

narrow. I walked for a long time. The trail gradually rose, then led to a small, somewhat 
circular clearing no wider than seventeen feet across. There were two exits on the far side 
of this grassy opening. In the center burned a campfire. Overhead, ancient oaks formed a 
protective canopy. Along one side of the area was a split-rail fence. Perched on the fence, 
a small round-featured man. Bald with large, trusting eyes. He balanced with his hands 
next to his legs. 

“What are you doing here?” he asked, smiling. 
“I’m trying to find my way,” I answered, surveying the scene and the exits. 
He paused for a few seconds. “Would you like some help?” 
“Oh, yes,” I said. “I would be grateful for any help I can get.” 
“Well then, ask me a question. I’ll tell you the answer.” 
I was silent at first, not sure what this meant.  
“Go ahead,” he encouraged. “Ask a question. Any question.” 
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I had learned that you can exercise your will in your dreams. If you make an effort 
as you’re falling asleep to keep your wits, you can’t exactly control the dream, but you 
may be able to consciously interact with it.  

‘Pay attention,’ I reminded myself. ‘Now what question in all the world do you 
want the answer to?’ I pondered for a moment. Then I knew. 

“What is Consciousness?” I asked. 
“Consciousness?” My friend atop the fence repeated with a playful grin. 

“Consciousness isn’t anything,” he replied. 
“Wait,” I objected. “You told me you were going to help me. Consciousness is the 

one thing in the world that I most need to understand. It must be something.” 
“No,” he sighed. “It’s really nothing. Nothing at all.” He then put on a perfectly 

expressionless face. 
I looked at him for a long moment. “Nothing? But it’s all I’ve got!” 
“Now we’re getting somewhere,” he responded enthusiastically. “Suppose you tell 

me, what is it you think you’ve got.” 
“I’ve got awareness. I know things.” 
“And how do you know these things you know.” 
“I can see things. I can think things.” 
“Can you smell things?” 
“Yes.” 
“Do you hear things?” 
“Yes. Yes.” 
“How about touch them? Can you know things by touching them?” 
“Yes, of course. Where is all this leading to, anyway?” 
“Nowhere in particular. Everywhere in general. And for as long as you want to 

know what you want to know. Which I know you already know.” 
I was beginning to think that I wasn’t going to get the answer to my question after 

all. That I’d met up with some jokester who would just lead me on and on. Yet, I didn’t 
want to lose this chance. This delicate thread of a dream happening.  

“Please,” I pleaded, “if you talk like that, I’m never going to get anywhere. It makes 
me feel like crying.” 

“Oh,” he said in a serious tone, “isn’t that something?” 
“What do you mean, ‘isn’t that something?’ If I start to cry, that’ll surely wake me 

up. And I may never see you again. Why don’t you just answer my question — tell me 
what Consciousness is?” 

“I am.” 
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“No, you’re not.” 
“See? You’ve got it!” he said, with elation. 
“Got what?” I asked, totally perplexed. 
“The answer to your question.”  
He seemed unaware that I didn’t know that I had ‘gotten’ anything. “But I still have 

a question,” I said, looking directly at him. 
“Brilliant!” he then exclaimed. “I knew you could do it! You’re a little slow at the 

start, but when you finally get it, you really get it. Let me confer on you this token of…” 
Suddenly, he was handing me a heavy, Medieval-looking sword.  
“I don’t understand,” I said. 
“You mean, you don’t get the point. Wave it around a little, you will.” 
I drew a few circles and figure-eights in the air. 
“There,” my friend began again. “You see, Consciousness is just like the point of 

that sword. A perpetual center of infinite possibility: always aware of something, yet 
never being any one thing. Never forever anything. Always open to be.” 

“And feelings?” Leaning on the sword, I rested for a moment. I was finally 
beginning to understand this guy. “Feelings are just consciousness of feelings then?” 

“Of course. Take fear, for instance, it’s yours for as long as you keep it.” 
“But what if I don’t want it?” I asked him. 
“Then you better think of something else,” he said, as he pointed to my hand. “And 

don’t forget to remember…” He disappeared. 
I looked at my left hand —  the one he had pointed to — and gasped. There was an 

eye on my hand. In the next instant, I was sitting up wide awake in bed.  
Most of the dream was clear enough. ‘But what could the eye on my hand mean?’ 

Suddenly, my mind jumped to a new possibility. ‘Such a distinct sign,’ I thought, 
‘perhaps it could make a concrete connection between dream and wakefulness. A link 
between the two states that could mean access to information available in the dream-
world. Place in relief the entire edifice of our beliefs about ourselves.’  

On a small scrap of paper I sketched what I had seen on my hand — three, maybe 
four times — as best I could remember. 

Next morning, I told Joanne about the dream and showed her my sketches. I 
decided to have a tattoo of it done, exactly as I had seen it. A few weeks later, Lyle 
Tuttle, in his studio in San Francisco, permanently etched the eye on my hand. An 
outward sign of the dream connection. 
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Science and Witchcraft 
 
 

The Dreamer watched as the Bridgekeeper poured the foam-topped yeast into the 
flour. “I’ll knead,” he offered. 

“You’re on,” she replied. “But first it’s got to be mixed, of course.” 
“I’ll do that, too, if you like.” 
“Okay, but keep talking.” 
“Well, I augmented this rather unorthodox approach to finding answers with more 

conventional procedures.” 
 
I purchased a guest card for the University of California-Berkeley library. 

Borrowed whatever books I needed. I also visited professors during their office hours and 
discussed my work with them — gaining valuable insights and perspectives.  

The first task: uncover the primary sources of astrology. Study made it clear that the 
most credible writings were all based on only three or four individuals. Unwinding these 
traditions from the twentieth to the late seventeenth century, I found that such hallowed 
scientists as Bacon, Kepler and Newton had all considered astrology valid. Going further 
back, I learned that astrology was bound up with the evolution of science. And the history 
of science inextricably entangled with witchcraft and magic.  

 
“Do I need more flour in here?” he asked as he tried to get the dough off his hands. 
“No, you’re okay so far. Just keep mixing. It should stop sticking to you and start 

holding together soon.” 
 
Back then, there was little difference between astrology and astronomy, alchemy 

and chemistry, sorcery and physics. Little difference, that is, between science and 
witchcraft. 

 
“Back when?” 
“Well, exactly when isn’t clear.” 
 
For the ancient Greeks, the term ‘magic’ included astrology, as well as the healing 

and occult arts, practiced by the ‘magi,’ of ancient Persia. Christianity adopted the term. 
But as the Church became institutionalized and increasingly powerful, it added these 
activities to a larger category, including the worship of Greek and Roman Gods or Deities 
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of older religions, and condemned them all as ‘demonic.’ Nevertheless, the Church itself 
incorporated astrology and used herbal and talismanic magic in rituals — such as those 
for the fertility of the fields.  

This toleration would not last, however. As the Renaissance revived Greek and 
Roman culture, scholars took an increasing interest in the material world. Church 
doctrine came into question. Meanwhile, the Reformation launched an attack on the very 
idea of religious hegemony. In response, the Church brought the full weight of its 
punitive power to bear against all its enemies. Thus, Galileo was brought to trial by the 
same Inquisition that burned millions of witches and heretics. Kepler was accused of 
witchcraft. And they burned his mother at the stake. 

 
 “Yes, but just having the same enemy doesn’t produce an alliance. I mean 

scientists scarcely acknowledge the debt they owe to alchemists and astrologers — much 
less magicians and witches!”  

She peered into the bowl.  
“You’re right, of course. It’s hard for us to believe today that scientists once 

preferred pure theory over observation and experimentation. And that these 
quintessentially scientific activities were practiced instead by witches and alchemists.”   

 
Researching the Stars, I learned more than I had ever known about the relationship 

between science, witchcraft and magic. Kepler’s treatise on the Moon epitomizes that 
early blend. Astrology was a branch of one of the earliest scientific endeavors: exploring 
the link between the human mind and the larger world. But some of this work resulted in 
a lot of speculation and nonsense. Until the Age of Reason... 

Descartes helped launch that new era by developing a way of assessing such 
‘knowledge.’ His method consisted of doubting everything that he couldn’t be absolutely 
certain of. He found that he couldn’t even be sure that what he thought he was seeing ‘out 
there,’ in the world, was actually out there — rather than just in his mind. The only thing 
he couldn’t doubt was that he himself was doubting, or ‘thinking,’ or ‘perceiving.’ “I 
think, therefore I am.” 

The era’s new science set about reducing the meaning of the ‘outside world’ to its 
usefulness to men. Nature existed to be measured, manipulated, exploited. Francis Bacon 
suggested that scientists interrogate ‘her’ as mercilessly as the Inquisition interrogated 
witches. Most scientists still believed in astrology. But it was only a matter of time before 
astrology would join magic and witchcraft — cast outside the mainstream ‘reality’ that 
Western Civilization was producing. 
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“Which brings us back to your Quest,” she said, adding a little water to the dough 

he was mixing. 
“Yes, because these outcasts’ understandings seemed to promise the sort of 

challenge to ‘reality’ that I felt was necessary. That I was onto something was soon 
poignantly affirmed.” 

 
My search for the origins of Western astrology had led me to the Greek author, 

Ptolemy, who wrote that he acquired his knowledge of the stars from the Egyptians. One 
evening, as I was studying a book of Egyptian writings, adrenaline surged through my 
body. 

“Oh no!” I said half aloud. There, black on white, was the very eye symbol now 
inexorably engraved on my left hand. I shut the book.  

‘Too late, now,’ I realized. ‘It’s on you, no matter what it means.’ So I re-opened 
the book and deciphered the meaning as best I could.  

“What you believe… what you see…” 
“What you believe… is … what you see.” 
“What you believe is what you see!” 
‘I can live with that,’ I thought, ‘In fact, I can live with it.’  
Both my philosophy studies and my own experience had already suggested to me 

that we do see, or otherwise perceive, what we believe. We sort out our impressions so 
that they ‘make sense’ to us in terms of what we believe. When something doesn’t fit, 
unless it’s overwhelming, we don’t even see it.  

‘What an ending to my dream! Or is it the beginning?’ 
I pursued my studies with renewed energy. Comparing texts, I could scarcely see 

how Ptolemy could say the Egyptians were his source. While the Greek thinker organized 
relationships in logical compositions, the Egyptians seemed to be creating myths. For 
them, the connection between personal identity and Divine personifications, via the 
position of the stars at the moment of birth, meant participation in the Eternal.  

This mythologizing was the reverse of what Mary Stewart had done with Merlin in 
The Crystal Cave. She had de-mythologized — 

 
“That’ll have to be made more concrete,” she sighed as she rose from the table. 

“Want to bring that dough over here? It looks like it’s ready for kneading.” 
The dough had changed into something different all right. Not a bit of it stuck to his 

hands as he shaped it into a ball, lifted it out of the bowl and carried it over to the lower 
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table. She pointed to a large, squarish container, carved out of wood — like a cutting 
board with sides. She had floured it for him. Now he began pressing, flattening, folding 
and stretching… 

“Concrete? Well…” 
 
I learned how to calculate the stars and began drawing charts. The first two, 

Joanne’s and mine, took nearly forty hours. But what I learned was enough to erase any 
lingering doubts I might have had about the value of astrological personality descriptions. 

It wasn’t just a better understanding of myself and Joanne, however, that made all 
this so exciting to me. What mattered most was that here was a possible ground — 
independent of cultural constructions — for the Meaning of our Existence.  

‘If our identity is connected with the moment of birth,’ I reasoned, ‘this liberates us 
from all the ways culture shapes our thinking about ourselves. Rather than needing 
constant attention, maintenance and remodeling, this self already existed, always had 
been and always would be.’ 

This is not to say that one’s life or behavior becomes predictable. “The stars 
incline,” I read over and over, “they do not compel.” 

 
“Or a Gemini could never learn to be concrete,” commented the Bridgekeeper, as 

she sprinkled a touch of flour on the enfolding dough. 
“Okay. Well, there were lots of concrete things happening around that time.”  
 
Unexpected guests began dropping by. Teachers. First, there were the neighborhood 

dogs — Black Bear, Bahkti, Muskie Husky and several others. “This moment… this 
moment right now, right here,” was the message they brought. “This is all there is. It’s 
life and death every second!” 

Then from under the bushes separating the backyards came the children. Maia, 
Paris, Eric, Anahara, Julie, Willie, Ché, Lars... Their visits taught about being new to the 
world. Not yet submerged in the mental conventions that keep the imagined and the ‘real’ 
apart. Their efforts to learn and understand gave me glimpses of ‘reality’ from any 
number of unexpected points of view.   

The neighbor who lived upstairs also contributed. Jeff was older than Joanne and 
me. He had a Master’s degree in Special Education from Syracuse University, and was 
working at a school for autistic children. He showed me the “WITCH Manifesto,” written 
by a group of New York feminists who called themselves, ‘W.I.T.C.H.’ Male 
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domination, they pointed out, had produced systemic greed, oppression, the desecration 
and destruction of Life. Being a witch, they said, meant rebelling against that system.  

Then there was Simon Alexander. Joanne and I first saw Simon from a distance one 
Sunday afternoon. She was walking across a wide field. Her African robes, her turbaned 
head, how she held herself. A vision of greatness. We had no idea she was the mother of 
Mai, Paris, Anahara and Ché until months later when they invited us over to their house.  

Simon’s front door — remarkably large, of raw wood with a cut-glass window too 
high to see through — seemed out of time and place. It led into another world. The floors 
were bare of rugs, the furniture sparse. Banjo, their one-eyed, three-legged dog smiled up 
at us. Ché, four years old, had just finished washing a dozen vinyl records which were 
drying in the dish rack. Anahara, who was about six years old at the time, showed us the 
attic where she lovingly took care of stray cats. On the living room wall was a framed 
photograph of Simon. She was posed in a dance gesture of struggle, defiance and hope… 
clothed only in her blackness. There was nothing light about Simon Alexander.  

“Simon, what do you think about what people believe?” 
“Believe about what? People believe a lot of things.” 
“About the world.” 
“Well, listen. This is the first rule. You gotta’ think for yourself. Hey! There’s 

people out there that’ll tell you lies.” 
“Who can you believe, then?” 
“You kidding me? You gotta’ believe in yourself. People can show you the pieces, 

but you’ve got to put the picture together yourself. And that’s all.” 
Often visits with Simon ended just like that. She’d turn toward her television set 

and watch the silent basketball game that seemed never to end. We’d leave and come 
back when she invited us again. 

“… so why do you want to know these things?” 
“For freedom,” I answered. “I think if we could only understand what it is that —” 
“So what do you want to know?” 
“About the will.” 
“The will. Yeah. Well,” she chuckled. “If you can’t keep the spiders from crawling 

out of the walls, you better go back home.” 
“What do you mean?” 
“I just told you.” 
Simon wasn’t always easy to understand. Yet, she could be perfectly 

straightforward.  
“What’s the most important thing that I should learn?” 
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“Pay attention,” she said. “You’ve got to learn to pay attention and to do it without 
thinking about it.” 

Once when the conversation wandered onto careers and success, she found two 
sticks on the coffee table and put them together to form a cross. “You can have your 
brilliant theoretical physicists up on the hill,” she declared, “but show me someone who 
can do that. That’s genius.” Simon was the teacher I needed at that point in my life. 

 
He had been kneading a good long while now. The Bridgekeeper leaned over and 

lightly pinched the dough, then she pinched her earlobe, then the dough — then her 
earlobe again. “Not quite,” she declared.  

“Good, because I wanted to tell you something that I began to notice about music. 
Paying attention as Simon taught, I recognized that almost every lyric seemed to express 
elements of a single theme. From the Supremes to the Beatles, Loretta Lynn to Ray 
Charles, even Tony Bennett, everyone was participating in the same collective wish.” 

“A wish?” 
“Yes. However they put it, the songs were about True Love. Finding or losing True 

Love. Hoping True Love would return. Being happy with True Love. Given my religious 
background, I connected this with the Second Coming of Christ. I don’t mean they were 
singing for the sky to open up, angels to start blowing trumpets and so forth —” 

“But isn’t that what people generally envision as the Second Coming?” 
“Only because the metaphor’s gotten confused with what it stands for. It’s that risk 

we take when we mythologize. Angels and trumpets help convey how glorious that ‘day of 
deliverance’ will be. But there’s plenty of Scripture to support the understanding that the 
Second Coming takes place through each and every person. That the Messianic Age is a 
metaphor for the World we could create, if we would love one another. A World of 
Goodness. Peace on Earth.” 

“You think that can happen?” 
“If you show me the way to the Bridge it can.” 
She smiled, then checked the dough again. “It’s ready,” she said.  
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Along the Edge 
 
 

Deftly forming the dough into a ball, the Bridgekeeper lightly oiled it, put it into a 
large bowl, covered it with a damp towel, and placed the bowl atop the warming bins 
above the stove.  

Only drops of rain gathered on overhead leaves now fell to the roof. 
“Let’s go for a walk,” she suggested. 
They stood for a moment beneath the overhang of the back porch. The sky a solid 

mass of clouds, charcoal where the wind was coming from, lighter just over their heads. 
The break in the weather would not last. 

“This way.”  
They followed a flagstone pathway alongside her garden. Entered a dense stand of 

cedars and emerged near the edge of a high cliff. Droplet pearls graced their hair. The 
sound of the river reached them from below. Heavy mist veiled the view.  

‘Could she be taking me to the Bridge?’ the Dreamer wondered. 
He peered into the Bridgekeeper’s face. Her eyes were fixed on something directly 

in front of her. Turning to see what it was, he at first could only discern indefinite grays 
retreating. Then hints of images. Suddenly the water’s roar was too loud to ignore. 

“Watch your step,” she said. They were standing on a narrow beach alongside the 
torrent. With the fog, he couldn’t see anything of the other side. 

Putting her hands in the pockets of her jacket, she started walking. He followed in 
silence. The beach extended into a cloud that receded as they approached.  

“You’ll have to talk a little louder.” 
 
It was Christmastime, 1972. Alana, one of my co-workers, asked if Joanne and I 

would like to go up to McCloud for the holidays. A friend of hers who was teaching up 
there had made her apartment available during semester break. 

“Sure,” Doug said, “take a couple of days off. You can use Cleo’s delivery truck to 
make the drive.” 

So for a week that winter, we found ourselves in the shadows of Mount Shasta, at 
the edge of the Cascade range. 

One afternoon, we were out for a walk and stopped to rest. We sat where you could 
see the forest slope steeply down, forming a huge basin. Miles across. Behind us, the 
wind rose and blew a trace of snow from the branches. Crystals caught the sunlight and 
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sent the air sparkling all around. The tallest pines bowed reverently. In concert, thousands 
more carried the wave of movement forward and down into the valley center. 

My mind went back to a conversation Joanne and I had a month earlier. I had been 
wishing aloud: “If only people could see themselves differently. If only we could 
discredit the ego and recognize the connectedness that astrology implies…” 

Looking up from her crocheting, Joanne observed, “Well, you could write a book.” 
For years, I’d been printing and publishing people’s writings. ‘Why not my own?’ 
“Write a book!” I jumped up from the couch. “Of course! That’s it!” 
My initial enthusiasm waned in the following days, however. I wasn’t interested in 

writing a book that didn’t ‘go all the way.’ But was I willing to accept the consequences? 
Was I ready to ‘go public’ with the shape my Quest was taking? 

 
They stepped upon, then over a giant tree trunk, water-logged and half-buried in 

the sand. The roar of the river seemed to subside a bit. 
 
‘And where might the path lead? By that time I had no doubt that some form of 

astrology was true. And that realizing this Cosmic connection could transform our view 
of ourselves, our behavior. But astrology was associated with sorcery, magic, witchcraft. 
I knew what the religion I’d been raised in — and most others too — would say about 
that. For many people, those who didn’t simply dismiss witchcraft as superstition, it 
meant damnation. My highest aspirations and ideals had for so long found expression in 
traditional religion. Not that I myself still believed in heaven and hell in the same way I 
had as a child. But...  

“Whoooo…. whooooooooo,” the cold wind through the trees gripped my bones. 
Joanne sat staring straight ahead, stone-faced like some ancient Syrian goddess. 

Besides, it wasn’t just that astrology was associated with witchcraft. I was 
increasingly convinced that witchcraft itself — what I had come to see witchcraft as 
anyway, was exactly what we needed. 

 
“And what did you see witchcraft as?” 
The beach had gotten narrower, drawing them closer to the water. She picked up a 

small snail shell. 
 “Well, after reading many different sources, I concluded that witchcraft was 

informed by certain basic principles. First and most important was the idea of thinking 
for yourself — not letting others tell you what to think. Second, that you need to base 
your thinking on concrete experience.  
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To me, this came together with Kierkegaard’s idea about authenticity. Since there’s 
some authority or other to support almost any moral position, each of us stands 
individually accountable for our decisions. Even not to decide is a choice.” 

“But you’re not saying that morality is relative?” She stopped for a moment and 
gazed in the direction of the other side.  

“No. Not at all. Witchcraft also insisted that Life is ultimately meaningful. And, 
to me, that resonated with Martin Buber’s idea that our meeting with God is our 
everyday life. Divinity speaking through each encounter — with other persons, with 
Nature and in moments of solitude. That dialogue with the Divine requires a morality 
informed by equality, reciprocity, recognition, mutual subjectivity.” 

They had reached a bend in the river. She turned and began leading the way back. 
“But wasn’t that just your own interpretation of witchcraft? I mean, that’s not how 

everyone sees it.” 
“That’s true, of course. Most people associate witchcraft with frightening, 

unspeakable activities, cults for weirdoes. And the behavior of some who have called 
themselves witches has affirmed that opinion.”  

“I know,” she said with a touch of impatience. “But even the most responsible of 
witches wouldn’t necessarily agree with your interpretation. Witchcraft is an old 
tradition. You can’t just say that it’s what you think it is, implying that everyone who sees 
it differently is wrong.” 

“Oh, no. I’m not saying that. I realize that Wicca is a venerable religion. One that 
draws on the old Goddess religions, affirms the sacredness of Nature and teaches 
positive values.” 

“Okay. But let’s get back to Mount Shasta and your worries.” 

To deal with witchcraft in an open, respectful manner was a scary thing; but I 
couldn’t leave this stone unturned. And since the Church associated witchcraft with the 
devil, I even felt obliged to track down Satan himself. To look him in the face, so to 
speak. 

“Did you?” she laughed. “How did you find him?” 
“By going back to where he came from. I researched him,” he smiled. “And 

learned that the devil isn’t a physical entity at all. He’s a metaphysical idea, an after-the-
fact explanation.” 

“After what fact?” 
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“After the fact of evil in the world. Trying to explain how there could be evil in a 
world created by an all-good God, theologians, in effect, intuited or to put it more 
bluntly, invented the devil. They came up with the idea that there had to be an Evil Spirit 
who was responsible for the wrongs.” 

“Again,” the Bridgekeeper stopped and looked at him. “That’s not the usual 
concept of the devil.”  

“Well, over time, people endowed the devil with physical existence. Maybe it was 
too difficult to understand that the devil was only an idea, a metaphor, an explanation.” 

They resumed walking. 
“Perhaps more important, believing that Satan exists independently excuses us 

from accepting full responsibility. Once we project the cause for wrongdoing outside 
ourselves, we no longer need to search our own hearts, our actions, our culture and 
institutions for the source of the problem. Evils such as slavery, the genocide of Native 
Americans and the Holocaust are the logical outcome of a culture based on powering 
over others. Until we recognize that, we risk perpetrating yet another such Hell.” 

“You really did meet the devil. But back to Mount Shasta.” 

That afternoon up in McCloud, I realized that if I were going to do something to 
counter the real evil in the world, I would have to admit that I, like everyone else, was 
capable of being a source of evil.  

It was so cold on the mountainside that we weren’t sure how long we could remain. 
The air cracked with crystal clarity 

‘Anyone who followed the reasoning would come to the same conclusion,’ I 
thought. Begin with: “Love God with your whole heart, your whole mind, your whole 
life; and Love your neighbor as yourself. Sell all you have and give the money to the 
poor. Turn the other cheek.” Then learn that society actually extolls taking all you can 
get. I mean, I didn’t start out wanting to dishonor anything our society holds sacred. But 
what does our society hold sacred, anyway? Those who try to help “the least of these” are 
called ‘bleeding hearts,’ ‘tree-huggers,’ ‘Kumbaya.’ Anyone really trying to do what 
Christ told us to do must necessarily bedevil this world.’ 

“Shhhhhhhhhh …….” the branches hushed as another gust of wind passed 
overhead.  

“We’re dying….” came into my mind. “We’re dying.” 
‘Dying?’ I wondered. ‘Who’s dying?’ 
“We are… the trees… the forest… we’re dying.” 
I became very still. Breathless. ‘Could I really be hearing the trees speaking?’ 
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“Do it.” I heard again. “Do it. Do it. Do it.” 
“Okay. I will,” I whispered. ‘I’ll write the book. Try my best to understand and 

communicate what we need to do to get free. First, I’ll have to search my own mind and 
ferret out anything that I fear. Anything that holds me back from doing whatever might 
be needed to… to… yes, to save the world.  Beginning with being unafraid of that 
expression. Dare to look even into forbidden places. I’ll have to be willing — not just to 
face the truth myself — but to speak it publicly, no matter what the cost. I’ll have to be a 
veritable demon. I will be a Demon… if that’s what it takes.’ 

 
They had reached the place where they had come down from the cliff. He looked up. 

It was easily fifty feet to the top.  
 “We’d better get back,” she said, “If you let the dough rise too far the first time, 

the leavening uses itself up before it gets into loaves.” 
She smiled and offered him the snail shell. He let his mind follow the inward 

spiraling lines… down… down… down…  
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Unexpected Turn 

Back at the cottage door, the Bridgekeeper took an armload of wood. The Dreamer 
did the same. Once in the kitchen, she lifted the bowl down from the warming bin. “Oh 
good,” she said, removing the towel. “Just right.” 

She rekindled the fire and put some water on for tea. He filled the wood box and 
rejoined her as she floured the kneading board. 

“Please continue. I’ll take care of the bread.” 

When we returned home, I began in earnest to write a book. At first, it was 
weekends and every evening after work. Soon, however, an unexpected turn of events 
gave me a lot more time.  

“Phrumphff!!” The Bridgekeeper punched down the dough and began kneading. 

At Cleo’s, problems that I had at first scarcely noticed evolved into stressful 
patterns for most everyone who worked there. Wages were low, hours long. There were 
no coffee breaks. Worst of all, subtle and not-so-subtle pressure from Doug played into 
our insecurities. The pat on the back from the boss took on exaggerated value. 
Interpersonal relationships curdled. People competed, rather than working with one 
another. Instructions weren’t clearly communicated; orders got done wrong. If one person 
looked bad, that seemed to make another look better. Morale was low, dissatisfaction 
high. But we all needed our jobs, so no one quit.  

Perhaps this atmosphere had begun to affect company profits. For one Monday in 
mid-January, Doug announced that there would be a general meeting at the end of the 
week. Rumors circulated as to what that meeting might mean. I thought it might provide 
a perfect forum for bringing up the problems bothering us. I asked Doug if any of the 
production workers could speak at the meeting, and he said, “Sure.” So during the next 
few days, I went around and gathered everyone’s ideas about the situation. Many of the 
same grievances were shared by more than one person. I organized them into an outline 
and typed it up. 

The morning of the meeting arrived. 
“Good morning, Doug.” 
“Morning, Bob.” 
“Oh, Doug. Are we still having that general meeting today?” 
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“Sure are. Why?” 
“Well, remember the other day you said it would be all right to say something?” 
“Yeah.” 
“Well, I wrote up this little outline, a list of problems and suggestions. I wanted to 

know if maybe we could have time to discuss it at the meeting.” 
“Sure. Yeah. Just tell Peter to put it on the agenda.” 
“Thanks, Doug.” 
“Sure.” 
“Would you like a copy?” 
“Oh, yeah. Thanks.” 
I distributed copies of the outline to everyone. When the designated hour for the 

meeting finally arrived, the entire pressroom staff, plus the workers from the bindery and 
camera departments crowded into the boss’s office. Whether standing along the walls or 
sitting cross-legged on the floor, we were literally in touch with one another. Agenda 
sheets were passed around. After a quick reading, I was puzzled. I had given my outline 
to Peter well before he had prepared the agenda. But nothing about it appeared on the 
sheets. The meeting began. 

“Quiet. Quiet, everybody!” Peter began. The low murmuring stopped. “Okay, for 
the first order of business, let me just go through the agenda.”  

Peter read through the various points. Said nothing about the outline. Then he 
looked up from his paper, “Okay, if no one has any objections, we’ll begin.”  

I raised my hand.  
 “Bob.”  
 “Thanks. Peter, where on the agenda is the outline I prepared?”  
Peter glanced nervously at Doug. Doug looked annoyed. “Put it on,” he said. “I 

don’t care.”  
My stomach tightened. I tried to smile as if everything were fine. 
“Okay. Uhhh... Right after point three.”  
Point two followed upon point one. Numbers soon inundated the room: costs of 

overhead, materials, salaries, depreciation, the interest rate, the rate of inflation, and 
something about a competitive pricing index. It was enough to make you think the 
company was going bankrupt. After about a half an hour, point three had come and gone. 
Point four was introduced. I raised my hand. It seemed almost a minute before Peter 
looked up.  

“Bob.” 
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“Yes, Peter — ” I swallowed, wondering why my throat wasn’t working. “I thought 
that after point three we were going to discuss the outline.” 

Peter looked at Doug. 
Doug answered for him, “Okay Discuss it! Say whatever you want!” He looked like 

he was struggling to contain his anger. 
“Okay,” Peter said. “What do you want to say?” 
‘Don’t be afraid,’ I told myself. ‘Just start. Tell the truth.’ 
“Well, to begin with, perhaps I could just read through the problems that are 

outlined here.” I read through the outline. When I finished, I looked around the room. 
People looked scared. All eyes, except Doug’s, were downcast. 

“Would anyone like to comment or say anything?” I asked. No one even stirred. 
‘Come on you guys,’ I thought. ‘You’ve been grumbling to me about these things for 
months.’ 

Doug glanced around. No one looked up.  
Peter picked up on the cue, “Okay, point four. Future investments and capital outlay 

for updating essential equipment… Given the market for seventeen by twenty-two 
inch...” 

‘I can’t believe it,’ my mind reeled. ‘No one was willing to be honest. All afraid. 
You’re better off not working here, if there’s no hope for improvement. Or if when you 
speak the truth, you’re in trouble. I either participate in this lie, or quit. This is my last 
day,’ I decided. 

“…thus in final bindery operations, we would be saving…” Peter’s monologue had 
turned to nonsense. 

 
The Bridgekeeper divided the dough into three equal parts and placed them on the 

floured board. She began greasing the pans. 
 
I waited for the meeting to conclude, then walked up to Doug. “This will be my last 

day, Doug,” I said. “I’m sorry, but I’m sure you can understand.” 
“Wait a minute, Bob — ” 
“No, Doug, there was time enough to talk before. Now it’s too late. Thank you 

anyway, but I’ll just get my things together and leave.” 
“Okay, have it your way. But go and talk with David in personnel.” 
Perhaps it was naive, but when I left for work that morning, I hadn’t seriously 

considered the possibility that by evening I would be without a job. The news I brought 
home elicited some serious rethinking of what we were doing with our lives. Joanne and I 
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decided that although our financial wherewithal would be severely affected, neither of us 
would work a straight, a forty-hour job for a while. We would use the little money we 
had saved to meet our needs for as many months as we could. Joanne would do her 
artwork. I would write the book.  

About this time, I came upon a passage written by Georges Gurdjieff. It said 
something like: ‘When you’re ready to take on more responsibility, you need to make 
some sign to the Cosmos of your readiness.’ I pondered for some weeks what sign I 
might make. Early one morning on Telegraph Avenue my answer came. Across the 
street, I saw a woman with hair about the length of mine, but with a center lock bleached 
snow-white.  

‘The perfect sign,’ I thought. By bleaching a lock of my hair, I would remain far 
outside the umbrella of the dominant culture. It would only emphasize the fact that my 
hair was ‘too long’ for a man. But I would also be stepping outside the shelter of the 
counterculture, because of the artificiality of the streak. Artificiality wasn’t cool. So the 
bleached lock could express my readiness to give up any and all social support. Joanne 
helped me do it. 
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Relativity 
 
 

Taking one of the pieces of dough, the Bridgekeeper smoothed and shaped, until it 
was about an inch thick and the size of a sheet of paper. Then rolled it up, tucked in its 
ends and gently placed it in the first pan.  

“What about the book?” 
“It was coming along. But I still hadn’t finished two areas of research. One was the 

question of whether or not the ego has an independent existence. And I also wanted to 
investigate recent scientific discoveries, since early traditions suggested that every law of 
science carried significance for human consciousness.”  

 
I had studied the basic concepts of nuclear chemistry, but had little knowledge of 

post-Einsteinian physics. I began researching the Theory of Relativity. One day, I 
supplemented my reading with a visit to the Physics Department. 

“Well, you’re probably best off… if you just want to talk with someone…” the 
secretary was saying as she looked up from her typing, “Just go down to the basement. 
There’s quite a few graduate students down there working on their Ph.D. projects. Maybe 
you’ll find someone who’ll be willing to talk with you.” 

The heavy ironclad door at the end of a flight of concrete steps slammed shut with 
an embarrassingly loud thud behind me. I now stood in a narrow corridor. From the right 
came a strange droning noise. I followed the sound around a corner, but found only 
closed doors with unlit windows. Returning to my starting point, I tried the hallway to the 
left. Toward its end, an open door. 

I knocked. “Hello?” I knocked again.  
“Come on in. We’re back here.” 
The voice came from somewhere behind the tall, steel bookshelf that stood squarely 

facing the doorway. It seemed to have been put up for privacy, a kind of barricade. 
Squeezing along the near wall, turning a corner and passing through another narrow 
section, finally brought me to the inner sanctum where four men looked at me, each with 
his own quizzical expression. Maybe I hadn’t taken the most direct route, or maybe they 
were expecting someone else. Or, given the bank of instruments on the workbench 
behind them — cables, dials, switches, blinking lights and oscilloscopes — perhaps I’d 
just interrupted something important. 
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“Pardon me,” I said. “The secretary upstairs suggested that perhaps I might find 
someone down here that knows about Relativity and would be willing to talk with me 
about it.” 

“Oh, she did, did she?” the First replied with a knowing smile. 
“Yes. She said it would be okay if I just came down here.” 
“Well, you’re in luck,” the Second said. 
“Yeah, we’re the four smartest guys on Relativity in the whole department,” the 

Third chuckled. The others grinned. 
“Oh good,” I said, wondering where should I start. “Perhaps if I tell you what I 

understand and what I don’t understand.. ” 
“Sure,” the First said in an accommodating manner. “Go ahead.” 
“Well, what I know so far is that Einstein arrived at his theory when he was trying 

to reconcile the fact that the speed of light is unchanging, with —” 
“Wait a minute,” the Third interrupted. “Do you want to know about the General 

Theory of Relativity or the Special Theory?” 
“I just want to understand Relativity generally,” I answered. They thought that was 

pretty funny. 
“Let him go on,” the First said. 
“Well, the problem was, how could space and time be what we thought they were, 

if a person traveling in the same direction as a beam of light measures its speed and finds 
it to be the same as another person measuring the speed of the same beam of light — but 
the second person is traveling in the opposite direction. And both the first and second 
person’s measurements are the same as the measurements of a third person who is 
standing still alongside that same beam of light?” 

“It’s not that simple,” the Third said. “You’re leaving out the most important 
aspects of the theory. What Einstein did was reconcile apparent contradictions between 
the Laws of Electromagnetism and the Laws of Gravity. According to Newton —” 

“Wait, not everyone agrees that this great synthesis has actually happened. So why 
bring that up?” the Fourth put in argumentatively. 

“Here we go again!” retorted the Third. “Come on. When the kinetic energy of a 
particle approaches the rest mass, you’ve got no choice but to apply Relativity theory.” 

“And I suppose that happens everyday,” said the Fourth. 
“Up on the hill it does,” replied the Third. 
“Hey, you’re talking tenth decimal point in classical physics.” 
“I know that. And I also know that the measurement of time dilation for half-lives 

have lengthened exactly —” 
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“Hey,” the Second cut in. “Don’t make a bad impression on our guest here.” 
“What did you want to know?” the First asked me, starting all over. 
“Well, tell me if I’m wrong. But, to understand Relativity, it seems useful to 

consider the Sun. I mean, it looks like the Sun moves across the sky, but we know that it 
doesn’t. Like time. We experience it to be one thing, but in actuality, it’s not what we 
think it is at all.” 

“That’s good. That’s good,” said the Second. 
“Right,” said the First. “We think of time as something that separates events from 

one another, like in fairy tales. Once upon a time, something happened. Then, so many 
years went by, and something else happened. That’s what it looks like to us. But to 
someone in some other galaxy, for instance, or for someone in some bubble in another 
universe, it could be that no time at all transpired. To them, all those intervening years 
might appear a millisecond. Hence, you now and once upon a time happen together.” 

“Exactly, accelerate a particle to the speed of light, and you’d have a half-life going 
on forever,” said the Third. 

“And I’d just like to see you do that,” the Fourth put in sarcastically. “It’s just a 
theory. It’s called the Theory of Relativity.” 

“Oh, yeah?” retorted the Third impatiently. “Well, you just tell that to the people in 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki.” 

“Will you two cork it?” the First scolded. “You’ll have to excuse them,” he said, 
looking back to me. “They’re overworked grad students. Now what were you going to 
say?” 

“Uhhh. About space. Well, our common idea of space, based on how we experience 
it, is that, like time, it separates everything. I mean, we see space separating physical 
bodies… Ummm.” 

“That’s right,” the First picked up. “But if you want to understand the concept of 
space that Relativity suggests, imagine that we’re really small, like the size of muons.” 

“Yeah! Real small,” embellished the Second.  
“And we’re inhabitants of an atom inside a rock,” the First continued. “Imagine 

looking out at electrons whizzing by. We would be amazed at the vast distances between 
the atoms. Yet, back to ‘normal’ size, we could hold that very rock in our hands. And 
who would deny that, by all appearances, the rock is just one thing.” 

“What’s your point?” the Fourth asked blankly. 
“Obvious, man,” the First replied, “within our frame of reference, we measure 

distance between stars, between one place and another, one body and another, even 
between you and me. But from some other perspective, it’s all just one thing.” 
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“Yeah well, so what?” asked the Second. 
“Well, so nothing,” said the First looking back at him. 
“No, no. I think you explained that very well,” the Third commented. 
“It’s only a theory,” asserted the Fourth. 
 “We gotta’ get back to our project now. Can you find your way out?” 
“Yes. And thank you very much for your time.”  
‘Well, I learned what I needed,’ I was thinking as I made my way back through the 

maze and out the doorway.  
‘The dimensions of time and space are not at all what we’ve been thinking they are. 

In fact, time and space are so other than our common understandings, that…’ The 
distance from the laboratory to the stairwell seemed less than what I had remembered. As 
if having walked it once, shortened the way back.  

‘If Copernicus caused a revolution with heliocentricity,’ I pulled open the heavy 
steel door leading up, ‘Surely the only reason Einstein hasn’t effected a similar 
enlightenment is that we haven’t yet understood what Relativity implies.’ 

An almost too bright sun greeted me outside. ‘Take space,’ I pressed on. ‘Okay, we 
use space as a tool for defining things, entities — separating them from one another. If 
there’s no space between things, if something’s attached — my hand to me, for instance 
— it’s me; it’s part of me, and I treat it like that.’ Several students walked past, on their 
way to the building I’d just exited. ‘But if space, in actuality, doesn’t really separate —’  

Suddenly, I realized how this recognition dissolved barriers separating me from 
others and from the world. Barriers I hadn’t even known existed in my mind. Indeed, I 
felt something in me resisting the inkling. 

As I turned a corner, my shadow stepped quickly ahead, preceding me now from 
square to square. ‘Why? Why do you hold back from saying we’re all One. Everything 
you do, you ultimately do to — or ideally with — the Oneness you’re a part of.’ 

Along the sidewalk, a mime, juggling three balls, gave me a big smile. 
‘We really could all be One. All really ONE.’  

“So much for the ego problem,” declared the Bridgekeeper. 
“Well, not quite.” 
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A UC Berkeley Lecture 

Lightly oiling the tops of the loaves, the Bridgekeeper placed the three pans in the 
warming bins and covered them with damp towels. 

“I still felt I needed to explore modern psychology’s notion of the ego. It seemed to 
me that the working assumption among psychologists employed by the advertising 
industry was that the ego is constructed. For they were bombarding us with images 
defining identity, security, self-realization as attainable through product consumption. 

As I delved deeper, however, I found disagreement in psychological theory as to the 
nature and significance of the ego. Some seemed to view it as an a priori condition for 
awareness. Most sidestepped the issue of what exactly the ego was. Almost all considered 
it a necessary part of the well-adjusted psyche. But what did they mean by ‘well-
adjusted?’ 

‘It must be the cultural anthropologists who hold the key,’ I thought. ‘With their 
knowledge of many different cultures, they would know whether the ego is simply what 
each culture makes it. No more, no less.’” 

“So did you go to the Anthropology department?” 
“No, actually... ” 

Right about this time our neighbor Jeff asked Joanne and me if we would like to 
attend a lecture by Margaret Mead. She was going to be at the university later that week, 
her presentation free and open to the public. Jeff’s friend Marty was also going.  

The four of us arrived well ahead of the scheduled hour. The lecture hall was one of 
U.C. Berkeley’s finest, one hundred and eighty degrees of deep-bowl seating with a 
balcony in back. We chose seats halfway down and in the center section. People rapidly 
filled the room. 

About ten minutes before the program was to begin, a short-haired, clean-shaven 
young man wearing a dark blue suit walked across the stage to the podium and began to 
address the audience. He introduced himself as a “Futurist,” and that he was there to 
speak about the present situation and the future.  

Leaning over to Marty, who was sitting at my left, I whispered, “Are we in the right 
place?” 

“Yeah, I think so.”  
I returned my attention to the speaker. 
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“… the favorable direction of today’s events,” the Futurist was saying. “Among the 
contemporary trends that we can welcome with enthusiasm is the centralization of 
political power. The trust we may now put in our elected representatives by virtue of their 
utilization of computer technology. A fortuitous marriage, improving efficiency permits 
better government and will inevitably…” 

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. ‘What kind of nonsense is this? Whose 
values is he representing? He sees no problems?’ I turned to Marty. “Marty, do you hear 
what this guy is saying?” 

But Marty just shrugged his shoulders. 
“…our economic system, free enterprise, the very essence of democracy, guarantees 

equal opportunity for all, regardless of race, creed or ethnic background…” the speaker 
went on. 

‘Oh?’ I thought. ‘What about the African American community? And Native 
Americans? Does he think justice for these people is just going to fall out of the sky?’ 

Others in the hall clearly disagreed as well. A mumble of discontent spread. 
Suddenly the speaker stopped. Looking up from his notes, he surveyed the 

audience. Then, in an authoritative voice, “I would appreciate some quiet, please.” 
As the audience quieted down, he went on. “We assure ourselves continued 

prosperity and moral virtue by trusting our cultural inheritance. Human nature being what 
it is…” 

‘What? How can there even be moral virtue if individual responsibility is subsumed 
by the culture? Besides, who knows what’s ‘human nature’ and what’s not?!’ 

His lecture was appalling — and not just to me. The briefly hushed mumbling had 
resumed, threatening to develop into a roar. 

“Okay!” he half-shouted, “So you don’t want to listen to me? I’ll give you a 
choice.” He turned, picked up a portable cassette tape-player from the stage floor and 
held it aloft. Pushed the ‘Play’ button and after a few seconds of terribly distorted 
music, pushed ‘Stop.’ Then addressed us again. “What would you rather listen to? Me? 
Or the music?” 

In an uncommonly loud voice, I replied, “The music, any day!” And many others 
also answered that they preferred the music. 

To our dismay, however, he said, “Okay, since no one wants to hear the music, I’ll 
continue. Thank you.” And he did. 

Now I don’t like to be rude. But in my mind, he hadn’t asked a rhetorical question. 
Besides, where did he get off taking over the program like this? It was well past the time 
that Margaret Mead was supposed to appear. And the harangue he was subjecting us to 
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was infuriating. A Futurist? His ideas could only jeopardize whatever future there might 
be.’ 

Just in case he really hadn’t heard us, I stood up and shouted, “I SAID I WANTED 
TO HEAR THE MUSIC!!!” Then sat down. 

He looked up to where we were sitting and said somewhat sarcastically, “Listen, 
you came to hear Margaret Mead speak...”  

I was happy at least to know that we were in the right place. 
“… for free.” he added. “We Futurists made that possible. The least you could do is 

pay attention to what I have to say.” 
I stood up again. “This lecture is not ‘free,’” I replied, “if we have to pay you with 

our minds.” Then sat down again. 
      To which he said, “If you’ve got such a big mouth, why don’t you come down here 
and talk?” 

 The lecture hall was now filled to capacity. The thought of going down there 
was intimidating. Being on the stage was not something I had any desire to do. 
‘Except,’ I thought, ‘to deal with this impostor.’ I got up and walked down the aisle 
and came onto the stage with him.   
 “Okay” he said, “I see you made it down. Here’s the podium. It’s all yours, go 
ahead. Say anything you want.” 

“If I could go back to that scene now, perhaps I would try to explain how ideology 
distorts our perception of things; or maybe I would elaborate on egoism and the 
modalities it takes — sexism, racism, classism. Perhaps talk about our connection with 
the universe. But at that time, I was still trying to sort everything out. I was in the midst of 
my studies. I had no idea what to say. I had come that night to learn, not to speak.”  

I slowly walked up to the lectern, looked at all the people and spoke the first words 
that came to my mind. “I would like to say a prayer for you.” 

“I thought that, in a prayer, I might be able to express something about everyone’s 
responsibility for the future.”  

I felt the people inwardly groan as they shifted uncomfortably in their seats. ‘Oh 
no,’ I could hear them thinking, ‘he must be some kind of Jesus freak. And now we’re 
going to be subjected to a religious trip.’ 

So, I quickly changed my mind and decided to set them straight about who I was, 
and what I was doing. I paused, leaned forward and said very clearly, “I’m a Demon.” 
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“I was about to say something about being fearless and the necessity of confronting 
falseness wherever you encountered it, no matter what the cost…” 
 

Now the audience was horrified. ‘Satanic rituals, devil worship…’ I could almost 
hear them thinking.  

‘Oh no!’ I thought, ‘this is worse.’ I didn’t know what to do, when suddenly it 
occurred to me. For several months, I had been carrying around a fluorescent green tennis 
ball that I had found it on my way home from work one day. I learned to bounce it as I 
walked — as an exercise in concentration. I could bounce the ball really well by that 
time. So I said to the people, “Wait. Wait. I’ll bounce my ball for you.” 
 

“Watching me bounce my ball, I thought, was certainly a better way to pass the 
time than listening to that man’s lecture.” 
 

Stepping just to the side of the lectern, I bounced and caught my tennis ball several 
times. The people obviously liked this better. ‘But this is absurd,’ I began to think. Then 
another idea occurred to me. 

So I went back to the lectern, “People, you remember what this man said. He gave 
the podium and stage to me. He said I could do with it whatever I wished. Now I know 
what I want to do. I’m giving it back to you. Let’s just sit here quietly and wait. Or, if you 
prefer, talk with one another until Margaret Mead arrives. That’s who we came here to 
listen to.” 

I began to walk off the stage, but before I reached the steps, the man was back at the 
lectern resuming his speech. “ …an efficient legislative process, then, does not require 
widespread understanding of the details involved in the complicated realm of…”  

‘Not after all this!’ I said to myself. I turned around, walked back up to him and 
stood about a foot away as he continued speaking. 

“Look presently at — Oh, I see you’re back again,” he said. 
“You gave the stage and podium to me,” I said. “I gave it to the people. You have 

no right to take it back again.” 
“Okay” he said. “Go ahead. It’s yours.” 
This time I said, “People, you see what’s going on here.” Then an inspiration 

prompted me to add, “I can only tell you one thing: ‘Remember what the Dormouse 
said’.”  



 117 

I thought everyone knew the advice that the dormouse had given Alice in 
Wonderland. Jefferson Airplane had immortalized the line. So I started to walk off the 
stage. To my surprise, someone shouted, “What did the Dormouse say?” 

I went back, leaned real close to the microphone and — in a lower than usual voice 
— answered: “Keep your head.” There was a cascade of laughter and applause as I 
returned to my seat.  

This time when the man picked up where he had left off, it went very differently. 
When he said, “…so in similar fashion, legitimate authority is not well served with 
questioning —” A woman sitting near the front shouted, “Oh yeah! Why not?” And when 
he said, “Sexuality must be tempered —” Someone about five rows in back of us 
shouted, “What do you mean, ‘tempered’? By what? By whom?” 

I was delighted… until I discovered that I was missing my tennis ball. There it was, 
still on the stage. With only one way to get it back. I went down the aisle again, climbed 
the steps, picked it up and put in it my pocket. There was more applause. And as I left the 
stage and returned to my seat, it turned into an ovation. Margaret Mead had emerged 
from behind the curtains. 

“Ladies, Gentlemen… and Others,” she began. Everyone laughed. Then a clown 
dressed in a red and green satin jester’s suit danced across the stage behind her. He exited 
on the right and proceeded up the far aisle, disappearing in the back of the hall, then 
reappeared on the balcony where he took a seat. 
 

“I don’t know to this day what that meant or who he could have been.” 
 

His appearance cast the already strange evening into an even stranger light. I felt 
uncomfortable. I hadn’t come to make a scene. And I wasn’t clowning. I leaned over and 
whispered to Joanne, “I can’t stay here any longer.” She looked back with understanding. 

We walked home through a question-filled night. “Did you hear what that man was 
saying? How did he dare? In Berkeley, yet! And what do you think about that tape 
recorder he had? I mean, what a setup. If we didn’t pay attention, he’d try the tape 
recorder gimmick. When that hall has a great stereo system. Didn’t he say one thing, and 
then do the opposite? You know, ask us to decide and then ignore our decision? Did I 
make any sense at all? And what about that clown? What was that all about? Oh God, 
Joanne, should I have done what I did?” 

She was quiet. Perhaps I was asking too many questions in succession. I went on, 
“But if I didn’t do something, it didn’t seem anyone else was going to. He could have just 
gone on and on —”  
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Suddenly, I realized something. I took three quick, long strides ahead, turned and 
faced her. “Okay!” I said, “if this is the way it is, then I know what I have to do. I can’t 
look to anyone else. I’ll have to make a Revolution on my own.” 

Standing there in the street light, she looked as if she were standing in a doorway 
that led back before Time began. She was completely surrounded by a halo. Her face 
glowed. Her eyes were wild with love. 
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Tollman 3210 
 
 

The Bridgekeeper walked over and put her hand up near the warming bins, then 
added another split of wood to the stove. 

“The Margaret Mead lecture had cast little light on the ego question,” the Dreamer 
continued, following her across the room. “Nonetheless...”  

 
It was strange. It seemed I only needed to ask a question or clearly state a problem; 

and someone or something would show up. The right book. The visitor. The pivotal 
insight.  

Strangest of all, Merlin began to visit my dreams. Sometimes he added pieces or put 
them together. Or untangled what had been confused. “Everything you encounter, 
everything you perceive, everything is meaningful,” he once declared. “Everything. So 
pay attention.” Another time he left the message: “All of physics is a metaphor.” It was 
Merlin who pointed out to me that I already had the answer to the ego question. 

Re-reading Being and Nothingness, I better understood Sartre’s demonstration that 
the ego is not a seat upon which consciousness sits, but rather a product of consciousness. 
One of infinitely many possible products. In other words, our ideas of ourselves aren’t 
pre-determined, we create them. I now grasped how definitively this indicated that the 
ego has no independent existence. 

Merlin affirmed that I was on the right track. “The ego is a construction,” he said in 
another dream. “Consciousness is a river. The one flows, the other is an object.”  

With so much help, I soon finished the book. The only question was whether I was 
the author or simply the secretary. 

We couldn’t afford to have the book typeset. So Joanne suggested we transcribe the 
manuscript into calligraphy. Soon our days and late into every evening revolved around 
this process. Immersed. We worked on a large table set up in the center of the living 
room. The bells and music of Moondog played on incessantly in the background.  

Hundreds of pen strokes…  
beyond the barrier of sanity 
The pen tips would dry up. Or flow too freely. 
to a higher state of consciousness 
You might lose track of your line, skip a letter, or a word…  
without leving both behind. 
Then you would have to begin the page all over again.  
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Each time I sat down to work, doubts assailed me. ‘Am I deconstructing the ego, or 
being egotistical? Is this fair to Joanne? Shouldn’t she be doing her own work? How are 
we ever going to get this book printed? Maybe this entire effort is a waste. No, wait! 
There’s something significant here. An understanding of ourselves that could make a real 
difference. Oh? So you think you’ve come up with some idea that can single-handedly 
save the world? You got some kind of Messianic complex or something? Besides, people 
probably know all these things already. And if not, why not? Maybe there’s some flaw in 
your logic. Maybe you’ve overlooked something obvious. That’s a problem all right. I 
know I’m not smarter than everyone else.’ 

 ‘Then why don’t you just go up to the university and talk with someone about it? 
That’s where they’d know if someone’s already done this work. They’ve helped you 
before. They could show you where you’re wrong. Or that you’re correct. Why not just 
share the ideas with people who might be in a better position to do something about it? 
Why wait? Go right now and talk with them. Reason and Truth. If it’s right, they’ll see it 
and understand.’  

I put my pen down.  
“Joanne,” I interrupted her concentration. “I’m going up to the university. I think if 

I can just talk with some people up there about these ideas…” 
“Are you sure you want to do that?” she asked nonchalantly, taking a drag off her 

cigarette. 
“Yes. It might not have to be all written out like this. Maybe if I can just tell 

someone, they’ll understand. They’ll get it.” 
“Well, if you’re sure.” 
I gathered some notes and papers together in a file folder and reached for my jean 

jacket. Joanne handed me the hat of many colors that Simon had made and kissed me 
good-bye.  

I rushed out the door and past the not-yet-begun-to-bud roses that climbed the trellis 
on our porch. ‘This late on a Friday…’ I knew I’d have to hurry if I were going to find a 
professor still holding office hours. It took only a few minutes to reach the corner of 
Ellsworth and Parker.  

 Just as I stepped off the curb, a car unexpectedly squealed to a halt at the stop sign. 
Startled out of my preoccupation, I was suddenly face-to-face with a woman on the 
passenger side. The windows were rolled down. Neither she nor the driver seemed even 
slightly alarmed that we had just come within inches of an unfortunate accident. Both 
smiled and laughed as the passenger sang out, “Hey, how ya’ doin’?”  

“Could you help me, please?” 
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“Uh, what’s your problem?” asked the driver. 
“I need to get to campus before everyone’s offices are closed.” 
They looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders in a “Why not?” gesture. 

“Sure, jump in.”  
The two up front seemed to have springtime on their minds. “Great weather, huh?”  
I nodded. My own mind was absorbed with how best to present the ideas. ‘Should I 

tell how I arrived at these conclusions? Maybe start by summarizing the History of 
Science and all? Or go right to Physics’ revelations about Time? No, better to begin with 
why you’ve come. Like, “Given our present —” 

The two women dropped me off about a block from Sproul Plaza. I thanked them 
and resumed my quick pace. I asked the first person I saw for directions to the 
Psychology department. Freeing one of his arms from a load of books, he gestured. “Over 
that way.”  

 
The Bridgekeeper got up and lit the oven.  
 
After a few grassy knolls, I came upon a large, red-brick building, set between some 

tall pines and the next hill. ‘This must be it,’ I thought. As I approached, a side entrance 
appeared. A short flight of damp, mossy steps led me down to a wooden door. It creaked 
open onto a long dimly-lit basement hallway. There were offices on either side. The 
second door on the left was lighted. I knocked. 

 “Come in,” responded a kindly voice. “What can I do for you?” 
 A man with serious and sensitive face possibly in his mid-forties was looking up 

from his desk. Behind him stood a portable chalkboard. Around, under and on all sides of 
it were books. There were books on shelves and stacked in piles from corner to corner.  

“Well,” I said, “I’ve been doing some independent research concerning Human 
Consciousness and have found an interesting connection with the Theory of Relativity.” 

“Hmmm.”  
“Do you have a few minutes?” I asked. “Could I tell you about it? Maybe you could 

tell me what you think?” 
“Sure,” he said, “Come on in. Please, sit down. You can just put those on the side 

over there.” 
 I found a place on the floor for the books that I had to displace from one of the 

chairs. In a few minutes, we had Einstein’s famous equation on the blackboard, as well as 
some notes on what each symbol represents. 
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“This, of course, casts a whole new light on what Kant taught us about time and 
space,” I said. 

“Remind me. What did Kant say?” 
“Well, Kant recognized that time and space are more accurately understood as a 

part of us, rather than things ‘out there’ in the world. He called them Categories of the 
Mind — tools, sort of — that make it possible for us to know anything at all.” 

“You mean that the planets don’t exist in space?” he tested me. 
“Well… Kant wasn’t denying that there are planets, objects… phenomena, you 

know. He just showed how we, in order to know their existence, organize them according 
to certain relationships that we call ‘space’ and ‘time.’ Like how we arrange events into 
sequences. But the things and events, as they are in themselves, we can’t know.” 

“So?” 
“So, if it’s the mind that’s constituting space and time, then we must conclude that 

the mind isn’t bound by them. For whatever generates something, can’t be less than what 
originates from it.” 

“What do you mean?”  
“Well, the mind itself must be exempt from whatever boundaries it imposes upon 

the universe in order to have knowledge of it. So, the mind doesn’t have any absolute 
boundaries.” 

“And what do you make of that?” 
“Well, there are only two absolute boundaries that consciousness could possibly 

have. Or, more accurately, could take upon itself: either absolute subjectivity or absolute 
objectivity. So it has to mean that consciousness itself can neither be absolute subject nor 
absolute object.” 

“But what’s the conclusion? I mean, where does this get us, besides being an 
interesting intellectual exercise?” 

“I think it tells us something very important about ourselves. About religion and 
culture.” 

“Oh? How so?”  
I don’t think he meant to sound cynical. Maybe I’d stopped making sense. But that 

was one of the reasons I was there in the first place — to find out. 
“Well, if we conceive of God as an independent creator, totally transcendent, 

outside the universe, absolutely other than the world He created, then human 
consciousness is necessarily an absolute object to that absolute subject. But, as we’ve just 
seen, that can’t be correct.” 
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“And the contrary must also be untrue,” I continued. “If the whole of Being outside 
ourselves has no meaning other than its usefulness to us as separate, rational centers, then 
the universe is absolute object to our absolute subjectivity — the opposite mistake.” 

The professor was silent for a moment. “So what you’re saying then, is that we 
humans are not absolutely in control. We’re not the source of all meaning; but we’re not 
absolutely controlled either. You’re sort of suggesting that we’re participating in 
something… something larger. An evolution.” 

“Yes,” I answered. “That’s what’s implied. That we’re a part of a flow. A great 
Flow of Being.” 

“Hmmm. Interesting. You might have something there. But you know, I’m not 
really the person you should be talking with. You belong over in the Psychology 
department. I’m a Zoologist myself. Here, let me give you a building and room number.” 

He shuffled things around on his desk, found a little scrap of paper, jotted the 
address down and handed it to me. I thanked him for his time and left, confident that I 
was on the right track.  

‘Didn’t that professor follow my reasoning?’ I asked myself as I continued on my 
way. ‘Surely if there were some flaw in the picture, he wouldn’t have let me go on like 
that.’ I glanced down at the little slip of paper with the building and room number. 

‘Tollman 3210,’ it said. 
“Toll man 3-2-1-0,” I read aloud. ‘What a bizarre place to be going.’ 
Tollman Hall, a much newer building, was located on the far side of campus. Two 

square concrete edifices framed a breezeway enclosure. Inside its glass doors, an elevator 
waited. Stepping onto the third floor, I was immediately greeted by the department’s 
secretary. 

“Can I help you?” 
“Oh, yes, thank you. Actually, I’m on my way to room 3210 to discuss some ideas 

with the professor there. But if there’s someone else you could suggest who might have a 
few minutes to speak with me, that would be fine, also.”  

“You just want to talk with a professor?” 
“Yes, please.” 
“Well,” she said, “The whole department is getting together for a meeting in just a 

few minutes. Everyone will be there —” 
The phone rang; she excused herself. I stepped back from her desk and tried to 

figure out what to do. ‘Either give up on the idea of speaking with someone today, or take 
a chance and try to tell the whole department at once,’ I reasoned. ‘But I’ve not been 
invited. Well, maybe if you were very polite… Yeah, but it might be a formal meeting. 
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That’s right, better not. But it could be an informal gathering… And these ideas are 
important. If the right person should be there… But then again… Then again — there are 
no accidents…’ 

The secretary finished her call. 
“Where is the meeting, please?” I asked. 
“Down this hallway, last door on your left.” She pointed over her right shoulder. 
The corridor ended near the entrance to a large room that had been divided into two 

parts. One side was filled with folding chairs, neatly arranged in rows. At the front a 
table; behind it a blackboard. The other side of the room was open. Chairs along one of 
the walls and a table with styrofoam cups and coffee.  

Perhaps twenty people had already gathered when I entered. Some standing in small 
groups. Others gazing out the windows or milling about. I walked across the open side 
and sat down discreetly in one of the chairs along the wall. No one spoke to me. After 
about five minutes, I did notice some people glancing my way. I tried not to let this make 
me feel ill at ease. It was only natural. After all, they didn’t know who I was or why I was 
there. So I just smiled back, or looked at my notes.  

The layers of conversation thickened as more people arrived. Two men, both 
sporting plaid suits and bushy mustaches, spoke rather loudly. “If he’s got some 
discovery to tell us about,” the one said, “then he ought to go about it like everyone else 
does. Publish. That’s what I say.” 

“That’s the way its done.”  
I pretended not to hear them.  
After a short time, a woman called out, “Okay. Will everyone please be seated and 

we’ll begin.” 
I stood up to ask her if I could address the group for just a few minutes. But by the 

time I got to where she’d been standing, she had disappeared. All were now taking their 
places in the neatly arranged rows of folding chairs. There didn’t seem to be any 
moderator. So instead of sitting in the audience section, I waited until everyone was 
seated, then simply walked to the front. I placed my folder with my notes on the table, 
and in a very clear, and controlled voice, began. 

“I know that you have not invited me to your meeting, and that my appearance here 
is highly irregular,” I stated. “But I have some extremely important information to share 
with you.” 

The room was pin-drop silent. Every chair filled. Several professors standing in the 
back. I reminded myself to speak loudly. 
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“What brings me here is the premise that discoveries made in the field of physics 
have significance for human psychology.” 

The space had become cavernous, cathedral-like. Everyone’s attention was so 
focused that the air seemed saturated with togetherness. I didn’t want to waste these 
people’s time, so I opened my notes and got straight to the point. 

“Our present understanding of ourselves, suggested by appearances, is that we are 
separated by space from the surrounding universe, and that our existence begins and ends 
in time. Even that most fundamental of organizing principles, causality, assumes a 
temporal sequence. Our idea of God, and/or the sanctity of Reason itself, both rest on a 
similar notion of time and space. But Albert Einstein pointed out…” Here, I turned to the 
blackboard as I spoke. “…when he formulated his famous equation, “E,” I wrote on the 
board, “=mc2.” 

At that moment, chaos erupted. 
From where I was standing, I watched as people began jumping up from their 

chairs. A few scurried from the room. One person’s “What’s going on here?” collided 
with someone else’s “Who are you?” And another’s “What do you think this is?” And 
“Oh no you don’t!” Everyone was trying to speak at once — some even shouting. Arms 
waved in the air. Hands gestured frantically. Whatever had held us together a moment 
ago was now shattered into as many pieces as there were minds. Pandemonium. Bedlam. 

“Oh, no,” I said softly. “Wait. Wait —” No one could hear me. It was too late. I had 
made a terrible mistake. I was sorry for it. But now there was nothing that could be done. 
I gathered my papers and retreated, hoping to leave it all behind me. 

Just as I passed through the doorway and reached the corridor, however, a woman 
with graying hair stepped in front of me and blocked my way. I stopped. She stepped 
closer. I moved back against the hallway wall. She then moved so close to me that her 
face was only inches from my own. This was one faculty member who had definitely not 
lost her presence of mind. Indeed, she looked as if she never did. 

 “Okay,” she began with exaggerated succinctness. “You’ve come. You made your 
appearance. Now you leave.” It seemed as though she were carving each word in stone. 
“You said what you had to say.” Her eyes spoke with ferocious intensity. “Do you 
understand?” She gave me no chance to answer. “You go back home now. And forget it. 
It’s over.” She paused for a moment, looked at me closely, then said again, “It’s over. 
Got it? It’s all over.” 

 She was still breathing in my face. My mind racing. ‘How could someone who was 
obviously very intelligent, who had clearly gathered vast personal resources through her 
seriousness about life, and who knew how bad our planetary conditions had gotten, stand 
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there and tell me that it was all over? That I should go home and forget it?’ She was still 
so close to me that all I could see was the iris of her eyes. 

“I’m sorry,” I said to her. “I didn’t plan it to happen this way. But if you’re as aware 
as you seem to be, then why can’t you hear the ocean crying and the weeping of the 
trees? How long do you think the planet can bear this kind of abuse?”  

There was a pause. Her face changed. It seemed to me that she no longer felt as 
certain about her assessment of the situation. “It’s over,” she said again.  

But in fact, it had only just begun. 
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Taken Away 
 
 

“Would you help me get this bread in the oven?” The Bridgekeeper lifted the loaves 
from the warming bins and carried them across as he opened the oven door. “Sorry for 
the interruption. You were in the hallway of the Psychology department.”  

“Yes.” 
 
I had gotten about as far as the secretary’s desk, when the elevator doors rumbled 

open. Six security officers in blue and gray uniforms stepped off.  
‘Oh Brave New World,’ I thought. ‘Only now do I understand you.’ 
Then, a dance that seemed painstakingly choreographed. They moved forward. I 

continued walking. They opened their ranks. I entered their midst. No words needed, 
none spoken. They did an about-face; and the seven of us returned to the elevator. We 
floated down to the first floor, and from there walked down one flight of steps to the 
basement landing. 

“Got any ID?” the first officer asked. 
“Yes, sir,” I said. And produced an assortment of picture ID cards, including a 

driver’s license and a University of California library card. He gave my cards a cursory 
check and then passed them to one of the other officers. That one cast me a mistrustful 
look, pulled out his two-way radio and moved off toward the far corner.  

“Okay. What happened?” the first officer, a rather heavy-set man, asked. 
“Well, I came to talk with the people in the Psychology department. But I made a 

mistake about how to do it.” I then recounted the incident for them. 
“Didn’t you start a second ruckus right after that, just outside the door?” Another 

officer asked. 
“No, sir. A person briefly had words with me, but by that time the interruption was 

already over.” 
“Okay. So, what’re your plans?” the officer who seemed to be in charge asked. 
“I’m going directly home, sir. You can be sure. I won’t bother anyone.” 
They paused for a moment and looked at each other. The officer with my ID cards 

returned from his outpost and handed them back to the officer in charge, who handed 
them back to me. Two of the officers told the one in charge that they had other things to 
do. And since it looked as if he and the others could handle the situation, they might just 
as well be about their duties. He agreed. The two of them left.  

“If it’s all right,” I put in, “I’d just like to go home myself, please.”  
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“Take it easy,” responded the one in charge. “We’ve got to check something out 
first.” 

‘Maybe it’s for a missing person, or an escaped convict, or a wanted-by-the-FBI 
check, or something,’ I thought. ‘They’ve got to do their job, so be patient.’ 

“What was so important that you had to come up here and break up their meeting?” 
asked the tall, red-haired and freckled officer. He sounded genuinely interested. His tone 
less that of a detective, than that of someone who figured we might as well talk as stand 
there and wait in silence. 

“Well, I didn’t mean to break up their meeting like that, really. I just wanted to 
speak with them.” 

“What’d you want to say to ‘em?” 
“It has to do with identity,” I answered. “About who we are.”  
“Oh yeah?” a different officer joined in.  
“Yes,” I replied. “If we knew our true identity, we’d be able to appreciate one 

another. Each and every one of us. And we wouldn’t be dropping bombs on people.” 
 
“It was March of 1973. And the United States was dropping bombs on Vietnam — 

more bombs, it would turn out, than during the first and second World Wars combined.” 
 
“So you know something about identity, huh?” the red-haired officer asked. “Tell 

me something about me.”  
I looked at his face and tried to recall what Joanne had taught me about guessing 

people’s birth sign. ‘Begin by trying to determine whether they’re Fire, Air, Earth or 
Water.’ I noted his demeanor. The way he stood and moved suggested a certain alertness, 
a keenness. ‘And hadn’t he initiated the conversation? ‘Fire,’ I surmised. ‘But which? 
Not feisty. Not laid back. He put forth a question. So, curious, interested… friendly. 
Sagittarius!’ I guessed and began to describe the basic Sagittarian personality.  

“Oh,” I said, “you’re not always harsh with people. You’re really a friendly kind of 
fellow with a great sense of humor. Lots of friends. You like animals, too. And you like 
to talk and think about deep subjects. A natural philosopher. You don’t get lost easily, 
either. You’ve got a great sense of direction.” 

I must have guessed him right, for severity suddenly passed from his face. His 
partner’s eyes lit up. For a moment, it was as if we were all magically transported — 
from the white sterile walls and terrazzo floor of the steel-railed stairwell — to the local 
tavern with its wooden floor worn smooth from years of friends gathering. Softer light 
seemed to shine on all our smiles. Trust beginning to grow.  
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“What about me?” asked another. 
“Let’s see…” 
“Hold it. Hold it,” the radioman came over from his corner and whispered 

something to the others. Their eyes opened wide. They stepped back. Looked at me as if I 
were carrying a contagious disease.   

“That’ll be enough,” said the officer in charge. 
“Just be quiet,” the red-haired one added. 
I didn’t feel very good about being with them anymore, either. It was beginning to 

seem like a long time since the episode in the department. ‘Surely any ID check should 
have been completed by now. What could be the trouble? Are they afraid that if they let 
you loose, you’ll go back up there and create another scene.’  

“Listen,” I said, “I’d just like to go home, please. I promise I won’t bother anyone. 
Really. I’ll go straight home.” 

“You ain’t going nowhere.”  
‘Uh-oh,’ I began to realize. ‘This is bad. But wait, they can’t just pick you up off 

the street and not tell you what for. It’s ‘detaining you against your will’ or something 
like that. Citizens are protected from it by the Constitution.’ 

“Are you arresting me?” I asked directly. 
“No. We’re not.”  
“Then, I want to go home,” I said. 
“Not yet.” 
My mind speeded up. ‘I say I want to go home. They say I can’t. I ask are you 

arresting me? They say, “No.” What’s going on here? I didn’t hurt anyone. I was trying 
to be polite. Okay, I wasn’t invited to the meeting. But I didn’t plan it like that. If there 
had been someone to ask for permission... And when I saw they wanted me to leave, I 
did.’ 

The radioman came back across the landing again and mumbled some more 
information to the others. 

“Okay,” the officer in charge said, “you’re coming with us.” 
Before I was able to react to this shocking announcement, two officers — who were 

now on either side of me — locked their arms around mine. Almost instantaneously, they 
lunged forward, taking me with them in swift escort, up the staircase, across the lobby, 
past horrified looks on the faces of students, out the door, down the walk, and into the 
front seat of a waiting squad car. Slam! Slam! Slam! The next thing I knew the car — 
with its shotguns, radios, lights and me — was moving.   
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‘They can’t do this,’ I kept thinking. ‘They haven’t even said, “You’re under 
arrest.” This won’t hold up in a court of law. My rights as a citizen are being violated.’ 
My heart beat furiously. My imagination ran wild. ‘But what if these guys don’t have to 
answer to a court of law? What if the authorities already knew what I wanted to say? 
Could it be that if someone tries to go public with ideas that could cause a loss of faith in 
the established order, they just take you away? Like they do in... Bob LePage, you really 
blew it! Couldn’t wait until the book was finished. Now maybe no one will ever know.’  

We slowed for a traffic signal, then stopped as the light turned red. ‘A wild chance,’ 
I thought, ‘but this is Berkeley. And if I could just outrun these two guys. They’re not 
going to shoot me —’ There was no time for reflection. I turned to the door and reached 
up with my right hand to unlock it, quickly pulling on the handle with my left to open 
it— 

“UHGHGHGH!” An arm throttled me from behind, forcing me back against the 
seat. ‘No! There’ll be no escaping.’ But I wasn’t giving up. The choke-hold around my 
neck only increased my sense of desperation. ‘Maybe there’s still one possibility. Maybe 
I can still tell someone before they shut me up somewhere.’ 

The squad car drove down Shattuck Avenue for a few more blocks, then took a 
right turn on Haste. Two quick lefts and we pulled over to the curb and stopped. 
‘Destination. But where is this?’ ‘2001’ I read on the wall, ‘Herrick Hospital.’ I 
wondered why they would take me to a hospital. But didn’t let that distract me from my 
resolve. ‘If I could just tell someone before it’s too late.’ Across the street I spotted a man 
about my age. They were opening my door. I stepped out. The man across the street had 
stopped walking and was watching the scene with intense interest. 

“WITCHCRAFT!” I shouted to him. “The answer is witchcraft! Organize the world 
yourself! Think for yourself!” 

 
“Good grief!” the Bridgekeeper exclaimed.  
“I know. Now, I know. But I got here didn’t I?” 
“In my day, you sure wouldn’t have.”  
“Well. I was starting to panic.”  
 
“Shut up!” The officers were really angry now. They shook me by the arms and 

dragged me inside. I was hurried up a back staircase, down a narrow hallway, around a 
corner and finally pushed into a small, rather dark chamber… alone. I still didn’t grasp 
what was happening. The door was left slightly ajar, permitting a bit of light to seep in. I 
looked around. The room was small. And padded: floor-to-ceiling, wall-to-wall. Nothing 
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else. I walked to the back wall, slid down and sat cross-legged on the floor. ‘A padded 
cell. Now what does this mean? Do they really think I’m crazy? Or is it what I’ve heard 
they do to dissidents in the Soviet Union?’  

I remembered a movie called Punishment Park that I’d seen at the Chicago Film 
Festival a few years earlier. It was about a place on the desert where protesters against the 
war — who’d been picked up, just like I was now — could choose to go for ‘just one 
day,’ instead of spending years in jail. They were told that all they had to do was to get 
from one end of the ‘park’ to the other, an easy distance for eight hours. But they were 
never intended to reach the goal. On the way, soldiers executed them one by one.  

It wasn’t long until a man in dress slacks, white shirt and tie stepped in. I stood up. 
He watched me for reactions almost as closely as I watched him. He had a gentle and 
caring look. A short Afro complemented his smooth, ebony face. 

“Would you like to come with me?” he asked. 
I trusted his eyes. He took me across the hall to a kitchenette. 
“Would you like some hot chocolate?” 
Now, I wasn’t sure about him anymore. The last thing I wanted was to ingest 

something. ‘If they stick me with needles, at least I’ll know something’s coming,’ I 
thought. I was thirsty, though. 

“I’d like some water, please,” I said. 
He found a small paper cup, turned on the faucet for a second or two, filled the cup 

and reached it out to me.  
“Would you drink some of it for me first, please?”  
He nodded as if he understood, took a sip, then offered it to me again. 
“Thank you. You’re a kind person.” 
I felt better then. He had restored some trust in others around me, too, although I 

still wasn’t sure what they intended to do with me. Next, he took me to a small office 
where a black woman greeted us. She sat at a desk facing the door. Her eyes smiled and 
sparkled as she spoke. 

 “Hi!” she began. “How are you doing?” She was confident, completely at ease.  
“I’m okay, thank you. Although I’d be very grateful if I could go home, please.” 
“Can’t help you there. But if you answer these questions for me, then maybe you 

can go home.” 
‘Okay,’ I thought. ‘But if that’s not what you have in mind, at least I’m going to try 

my best to leave some tracks behind. So that if anybody’s ever doing research into what 
was happening back at this time, they’re going to find clues. If they even keep records of 
this sort of thing.’  
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“Well, first off, some easy ones. Name. Address. Birthdate. Social Security 
Number. Married? And where can Joanne be reached right now? Are you employed? 
Education.” 

  As I answered, she would type. Then she would carefully adjust the carriage so 
that each response appeared perfectly in its proper slot — not only on the original form, 
but on each of the carbon-separated triplicates which we were filling out together. It 
certainly looked like a record would be kept.  

Then she asked me, “Now, WHO are you?” 
‘Here’s a switch,’ I thought. ‘What could she mean by that? Maybe this would be 

the place, the only place —’ 
“I’m a demon,” I said. 
 
“What?!” the Bridgekeeper was on her feet, both hands on her head. “You hadn’t 

learned your lesson at the Margaret Mead lecture?” 
“Not well enough, obviously. Now of course, I realize that this was an even worse 

place to say something like that. But at the time, I couldn’t think straight. I feared they 
might be about to lock me up and throw away the key. Or lobotomize me. I was 
desperate, afraid I’d never get another chance to say anything.’ 

 
She typed that down, that I said I was a demon. Then asked, “Would you like to 

make a statement?” 
“I will always speak the truth,” I replied.  
She looked up at me with loving eyes. A little smile broke out on her lips. Then 

typed that down, too. 
I returned her smile and asked if I could go home now. 
“Well, not quite yet. There’s someone else who wants to talk with you.” 
She took me out into the hallway. I noticed that the two officers who had picked me 

up were now down at the end, sitting quietly reading the newspaper. She knocked on 
another door. This office was even smaller, no window, with a gray steel desk pushed up 
against the wall. I was shown a chair which directed my line of vision to the side of a 
woman’s face. As she turned to welcome me, I re-thought the situation. ‘Maybe this 
really is just a regular psych’ ward. And she’s a psychologist.’  

“So what brings you here today?”  
“Actually, I’d just like to go home, please.”  
“First you’re going to have to answer some questions for me. Okay? Now, what 

happened?” 
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‘Assume she’s legitimate,’ I repeated to myself.  
“Well, I went to the university to share some ideas with the people there, but…” 
I recalled the last scene in that movie with Paul Newman standing in the doorway of 

an old broken-down church. Outside it’s night and raining and the deputy sheriff of the 
prison is getting ready to shoot him. ‘What we have here,’ he calls out, ‘is a failure to 
communicate.’ 

“There was a failure to communicate,” I said aloud. 
“What was it that you wanted to talk with them about?” 
‘This is it,’ I told myself. ‘Now do your best. This woman is going to decide 

whether you get to go home or not.’  
“I wanted to talk with them about how what we believe affects how we see things 

and leads us to live the way we live. So what we believe about the world is really 
important.” 

‘She’s not typing. She’s not even taking notes,’ I said to myself. 
“Tell me more. Can you explain what you mean by that?” 
“Well, take our idea of time. Long ago, we started creating time as we know it. 

Maybe by saying, ‘When the Sun goes down...’ It was just an idea. Something useful for 
a group of us to get together to do some kind of work. Even as late as the Middle Ages, 
time was different than it is now. People might say, ‘When you hear the bells ring, it’s 
such and such a time.’ But that really wasn’t time yet, either — in the way we think about 
it today. We were still inventing it. But we found it so helpful that we gradually gave 
time more credit. We supposed that time was something existing independently of us, a 
commodity. After a while, we just took for granted that time could be measured bought, 
sold, saved, wasted... We forgot it was our idea.” 

“Forgot?” She looked interested.  
“Well, a few voices did try to remind us. Kant included time in his Categories of the 

Mind. And the Existentialists, Heidegger, Sartre and others. They called our imposing of 
time on the world, ‘temporalizing.’ But, we’ve kept on believing in time as if it has its 
own existence. Now we find it almost impossible to imagine the world without time. And 
this has serious consequences, because some of the values we find in time are real 
problems.” 

“Such as?”  
“Such as that it’s okay for some people to take much more than an equal share of 

things — even when that means that others are deprived of the basic necessities of life. 
Or it’s okay to resolve conflicts with violence. Or how about destroying our 
environment? We don’t scream with outrage because we think time will work these 
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things out. Or, if we think, ‘Maybe I should do something.’ Then time says, ‘Listen, it’s 
been like this since time immemorial. Besides, how will you pay your bills tomorrow, if 
you go and do something radical today?’ Time overrides our moral will. Do you follow 
me?” 

“Not exactly.” 
“Let me start over. It’s important what we believe about ourselves and the world, 

because if we’re wrong, we could jeopardize our very existence. Even discoveries that we 
make, if we fail to understand what they mean for our Being, they’re valueless. 

 “Well, that depends. What discoveries are you talking about?” 
“Like Einstein’s Theory of Relativity. If we don’t understand what it means —” 
“And you understand what it means?” 
“That’s exactly what I wanted to talk with the Psychology department about. I think 

it has significant implications for us.” 
“What implications?”  
“As regards time.” 
“Time?” 
“Yes, according to Relativity, a clock that’s in motion runs more slowly than a 

clock at rest.” 
“So?” 
“Well, take the old ‘a-watched-pot-never-boils’ experience. That’s an application of 

the Theory, since it’s not really a matter of the pot taking longer to boil. But just our 
perception of the time it’s taking for the pot to boil.” 

“Obviously.” 
“And that’s exactly what Relativity describes. Your mind, let’s call it your frame of 

reference, is at rest watching the pot. No movement, no motion — boredom. So time 
speeds up. Or seems to. You think it should be later than it is. You conclude that it’s 
actually taking more time for the water to boil.”  

“Don’t you think you’re reading a lot into a simple proverb?” she smiled. 
“No, not really. Or, consider a fly’s perception of a swatter swishing through the 

air. To the fly — faster metabolism, therefore, slower time — the perception is a 
lethargic, pendulum attack which can easily be avoided… But to us —” 

“Yes. What does all this have to do with us?” The pitch of her voice had changed. 
“Well, it reminds us of the nature of time, you know, that it isn’t what we think it is. 

And it also suggests how to make better use of our existence. If we expend more energy 
— pay closer attention to every detail in each moment, concentrate on what we’re seeing, 
or hearing. Make every act a conscious one — then we can liberate ourselves from time. 
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Overcome it. Which is to say, we have access to Eternity. Because, essentially, this is 
Eternity… right here and now.” 

Silence. 
‘Uh-oh, I better make this clear — fast,’ I thought to myself. 
“Look at it this way. We call this, ‘Berkeley, spring of 1973.’ But there’s nothing 

real to that. What’s real is only this experience: you and me, what we’re doing here. This 
could just as well be happening in a castle tower in the thirteenth century. This 
experience of being here with you, this is what’s real.”  

Silence. 
Then she said, “Hmmm. Well, I’m just going to take you down here for a few 

minutes and I’ll get back to you in a little while.”  
She walked me to the room where the police officers had deposited me, and told me 

to sit in there and wait. I did as she said, sat down and leaned against one of the padded 
walls.  

‘Her eyes. For a moment, I thought she understood. But whatever she understood 
obviously wasn’t enough. Who knows? Maybe she’s not a psychologist after all.’  

‘But even if this were a psych ward, would that be any better? I mean, if the 
authorities can just take you off the street without charging you with anything, couldn’t 
they also declare that you’re crazy and lock you up indefinitely?’ I started slowly walking 
around the cell. ‘Or lobotomize you? I’ve heard you can’t even think anymore after that. 
You end up like a robot. Totally subservient, passive. But what can I do? Even if they 
sincerely think I’m insane? I mean, they’ve got me…’ 

Dispersing these most unpleasant thoughts in her characteristically magic way, 
Joanne suddenly appeared. She only needed to peek in through the door and everything 
that I was thinking a second ago was gone. She smiled as if nothing extraordinary were 
happening. Without a word, we were hugging and holding each other in the middle of the 
room. After a minute, she stepped back a little and wiped a tear from her cheek. Then our 
upstairs neighbor Jeff came in.  

Jeff had always reminded me of a lovable moose — huge bones, tall and strong, yet 
utterly gentle. His face cut from granite, yet always ready to break into a smile. That 
afternoon, he was visibly worried. Something seemed to weigh upon his body, so that his 
back bent and his head bowed as he spoke — more softly than usual. 

“Hey, man, how ya’ doin’? I mean, are you all right?” 
“Yes, Jeff. I’m fine. I just want to go home.” 
“Yeah,” Jeff said, “I hear ya’. But you’re going to have to really be cool if you’re 

going to get out of this one. So just be cool. Stay cool, man.” 



 136 

It was reassuring for Jeff to be there with Joanne. Maybe the three of us would be 
able to figure out what was going on. But there would be no more advice nor discussion. 
Even before I could recount what had happened, we were interrupted by the psychologist 
who took Joanne and Jeff away. Except for anonymous voices outside in the hallway, I 
was alone again.  

“She’s to blame,” one said. “She should never have let him go that far.” 
“I just can’t believe it myself,” said another.  
“Where is he right now?” 
Joanne and Jeff were gone for what seemed like an hour. Finally they returned. But 

something had changed. Joanne was acting almost shy. Jeff standing back, visibly upset. 
“What’s wrong? What’s happening?” 
“It looks pretty bad,” Jeff answered. “It’s not serious, but they want you to go for a 

‘little rest.’” 
“A ‘little rest’? What do you mean?” 
“Listen, don’t worry. I don’t know what you told them, but whatever it was, they’re 

not sure what’s going on with you. Know what I mean? Just try to be cool.” 
I didn’t exactly get it.  
Jeff went on. “What gets me mad is that they were looking at me like there’s 

something wrong with me or something.” 
He didn’t have time to explain. Two huge football-player types in white coats 

strode through the doorway. They asked Jeff and Joanne to leave. Then turned to me. 
“You’re coming with us, okay?” said the more friendly-looking one. They 

approached on either side and clamped their hands around my upper arms. I didn’t say 
anything. I had already abandoned any illusions about trying to escape. The best I could 
do would be to follow Jeff’s advice: “Be cool.” 

We walked down the hallways that were by now almost familiar. Soon we were 
nearing the door where I had been brought in — it seemed so long ago. Then, out of the 
many faces standing along the wall watching our exit, I saw Joanne. She took a few steps 
toward me — no one restrained her — she put her arms around me and laid her head on 
my shoulder. My escorts relaxed their grip. We hugged and started to cry.  

It seemed as if the entire scene was temporarily put on hold — as if there had been 
a terrible misreading of the script — and now, no one really knew what to do next. Then 
it all resumed. The guards took up my arms again, this time with less force. Together we 
descended the staircase, went out through the glass and steel doors and into the night. A 
white van marked ‘Emergency’ in large red letters was parked and waiting just a few 
steps from the exit. They locked me in the back, got in front; and we drove off. 
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The passenger compartment had no seats, only a carpeted floor. A diamond-
patterned wire mesh covered the windows and separated the back from the front. I 
decided to sit up close. Maybe I could befriend my attendants. 

“Where are we going? Is it a long ride? How far is it?” 
My escorts ignored my questions. They acted as if I were non-human cargo. Maybe 

they thought of themselves as transporters of dangerous specimens to laboratories for 
study and classification. I soon gave up on making friends.  

Listening to the radio was no help either. They had on some talk-show. The guest 
was a University of California administrator who was outlining the qualifications 
prerequisite to consideration for a faculty position. 

So I just tried to watch where we were going. Our first stop was at a “Seven-
Eleven.” The attendant on the passenger side jumped out and ran in. Moments later, 
emerged with a small, brown bag. We drove off. Soon they were passing the brown bag 
back and forth. After a while, they offered me some of their beer. At first, I declined. But 
by the time we reached the San Mateo Bridge, I realized that even a small sip might do 
wonders for my thirst. I was grateful there was still some left. 

Many miles later, we took a left turn across the highway and into a Seventy-Six 
service station. ‘76,’ I thought. ‘1776, America… Life, Liberty and the pursuit of 
Happiness… Liberty and Justice for all. But what is happening here?’  

We didn’t pull up to any of the pumps, just parked off to the side of the service 
area. The passenger-side attendant got out and headed for the office. ‘Maybe he just 
needs to make a telephone call or use the restroom,’ I thought. Then, to my surprise, the 
driver got out and came around to my side of the van. Took out his key and unlocked the 
door. Then strolled back and leaned against the front bumper. ‘What did this mean?’ I 
reminded myself of Jeff’s advice, ‘Be cool, man. Just be cool.’ So I did just that: 
observed the scene instead of acting in it. When the other attendant came back, they 
exchanged knowing looks.  

“They usually try to make a break for it here,” the driver said as they got back in. 
‘What do you expect when you unlock their door?’ I thought to myself. ‘What did 

they expect?’  
In minutes, we were driving down a long, tree-lined approach to a huge institution. I 

saw the sign: Napa State Hospital. We swung around to the back of the building. My 
escorts got out and checked a door. Open. They returned to the van. One reached in and 
unclipped a small device attached to the visor. I hadn’t noticed it before. 

“No point in this thing. This guy didn’t have anything to say.” 
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The other opened my door. “Well, let’s get him to receiving. Time to go. Let’s go! 
Get out!” 

“Watch him,” the other cautioned. 
“Don’t worry, he’s pretty calm.” 
“Don’t let the calm ones fool you. They’re the most dangerous kind.” 
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Napa 

“Shall I make another pot of coffee?” she asked. 
“Yes, please. This is a long story.” 
In a few minutes, they were settled again. 

“Come on! Come on!” 
I was grateful that they didn’t squeeze my arms as tightly as they had earlier. Once 

inside the building, they led me down several hallways and stairwells to our destination. 
“Just wait in here. Somebody’ll be with you in a minute.”  

I found myself alone in a large open space. Folding tables crowded its center. 
Empty desks and chairs, all in disarray, lined the periphery. Worn-down, chewed pencils, 
employment application forms and other scraps of paper added to the feeling of 
hollowness. The monotony of brown ceramic tiled walls was broken only by several 
wire-clad windows near the high ceiling.  

After a while, a woman unlocked the door and stepped inside. She was angry about 
something; any four year old would have known it. Maybe she didn’t like working Friday 
nights. Or the work itself. Without wasting time on introductions, she led me to where I 
would be spending… I didn’t know how long.  

Three steps inside the door, I was greeted by the combined smell of body odor, 
urine-stained corners, food rotting in hidden places, dirty laundry, cigarette smoke and 
who knows what else. I recognized this unforgettable stench from my Franciscan 
ministerial visits to Wisconsin’s Southern Colony and Milwaukee County Mental 
Hospital. Now, it was reassuring. I finally knew for certain where I was. 

After a brief interview with a staff member, I was shown the limits of the floor, 
assigned a bed and locker in the men’s dormitory, given sheets, towel, soap and — with 
an apology that nothing else was available because of the late hour — a peanut butter 
sandwich. I spent the remainder of the evening by myself. The night passed slowly.  

Saturday morning, I began getting acquainted. There were about forty patients on 
the ward: as many men as women, mostly white. All of us judged to be only moderately 
crazy. During the year and a half that I had worked at the home for emotionally disturbed 
boys, I had learned about the reaction of an established group to a newcomer. So when 
tested to see how I would respond to highly imaginative behavior, I passed.  

“No, I’m not a quitter. It’s not that I can’t take it. I was brought here against my 
will.” 
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“That certainly is beautiful knitting. Will it be a scarf?” 
“Sure, I’ll shoot some pool with you; but I’m not very good at it.” 
“With all the wisdom you possess, why are you here? Why not? Well, for starters, 

there are a lot of people that need to learn what you could teach them.” 
“Cigarette? Sure, here. Need a light?” 
“Yes, I like you. No, it’s not just because your parents have lots of money. Yes, you 

are beautiful. No, I’m not just saying that to make you feel better. You have a gentle and 
loving face. But I’m already married, so I can’t be your partner and live with you in one 
of those new units being built for couples.” 

Soon the others accepted me as one of their own.  
I tried to be as cooperative as possible with the staff. 
“Cards? Checkers? Ping-Pong? Well, I don’t really like games that much. But I’ll 

be happy to participate in the tournaments, if you think it will help matters.” 
“A voluntary therapy session tonight? Like a discussion group? Sure, you can sign 

me up.” 
“Do you have any idea how long I’m going to have to stay here?” 
“At least until the doctors have a chance to examine you. And since this is the 

weekend, the soonest that can happen is Monday or Tuesday.” 
Now that I knew where I stood, my mind could get back on track, continue the line 

of reasoning I’d been following before it was so unexpectedly interrupted. Moreover, this 
new environment was conducive to thinking about my own life’s pathways. As a twelve 
year old, my complete faith in our society’s forms had led me to ‘commit’ myself to an 
institution. Now my rejection of those forms had brought me again to an institution — 
this time, against my will. Was my life leading somewhere, or was this a closed circle? In 
every instance, I had tried my best to do the right thing, regardless of the cost. Maybe I 
had made some mistakes, but the path had to be correct. Could God possibly prefer a 
compromised conformity? I just couldn’t believe it. 

Finally Monday morning came. Then Monday noon. Then Monday afternoon. 
“Robert, the doctors are waiting for you. It’s the second door on your right.” 
Faces turned and watched as I walked the short distance down the hallway. Just past 

the closet a doorway was half open. I cautiously knocked. 
“Come in.” 
Inside, three men sat at a table, shoulder to shoulder, with their backs to the 

window. The one in the center was reading from a sheaf of papers. 
“Sit down, Robert.” 
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A chair, alone in the middle of the room, faced the table. I sat down. The two men 
on the sides looked attentive and ready to begin.  

‘This is what I’ve been waiting for,’ I was thinking. ‘If only that fiasco on campus 
hadn’t occurred on a Friday, maybe I wouldn’t have had to stay here the whole weekend. 
Now just be honest.’ 

The center one introduced himself. He was the head doctor; the other two were his 
assistants. 

“How are you doing, Robert?” 
“I’m fine. I certainly would like to go home, though. I think it was a 

misunderstanding that got me here in the first place.” 
“Well, you just let us decide whether there’s been any misunderstandings or not, 

okay?” The assistants each jotted something down. The psychiatrist continued. “Now I’m 
going to read you some sayings; and I want you to tell me what you think they mean.” 

‘Get ready mind,’ I thought to myself. ‘Do your best. These can’t be so hard that we 
can’t figure them out. I’ve always liked symbolic stuff.’ 

“Here’s the first one,” the doctor began. “As a tree is bent, so it grows.” He paused, 
then repeated. “As a tree is bent, so it grows.” 

‘Easy!’ I thought. ‘Never heard it before, but it’s obvious.’ 
“That means that as you bring children up, that’s the kind of adults they become,” I 

answered. “In other words,” I went on, “if you fill people’s minds with competition, 
greed, violence and such, you end up with a society with no values or morals. Like a tree, 
how you bend its branches, that’s the way it grows.” 

Eyebrows raised. They glanced at one another. The assistants wrote in their notes.  
‘Hmmm, not quite,’ I thought to myself. ‘Maybe you were too literal, too trite. 

Maybe don’t translate the next one quite so simplistically.’ 
“Okay,” the head doctor started again. “Here’s the next one. A rolling stone gathers 

no moss.” This time he didn’t repeat himself and his tone of voice implied, ‘Surely, you 
know this one.’ 

And I did, of course. But I thought I’d better respond on a more profound level, not 
just paraphrase the saying. ‘What does this one imply?’ I asked myself. 

“Institutions need to keep abreast of the times,” I replied. “They need to change, to 
adapt, to develop.” 

“What?” The head doctor looked at me as if I had passed him a glass of water when 
he had asked for a piece of paper. 

I attempted to clarify. “As we move through time, understandings evolve and the 
new knowledge requires that we don’t stay in one place. Ahhh… or you just collect dust 
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you know grow mold and become… Uhhh.” I was trying to think of the word ‘stagnant.’ 
It didn’t matter. That question was over. 

“Here’s the last one,” the doctor stated evenly. “People who live in glass houses 
shouldn’t throw stones.” 

‘Perfect!’ I thought. ‘The perfect vehicle for explaining where I’m at. Glass houses. 
It’s like the ‘reality’ we’ve constructed. But when you live in a glass house, you mustn’t 
forget…’  

“Keep your windows clean.” I said.  
“That’s all?” the head doctor frowned. “Keep your windows clean?” 
“Well,” I responded, “if we’re living in a glass house, then it’s important that we 

keep the glass clean, so we can see through it to what’s outside. Or else, we could even 
forget that there actually is something outside. The glass could get so dirty, we could lose 
touch with... We could even forget that it’s glass, you know, ummm, fragile.” 

That was the last straw. I hadn’t intended to antagonize them, but by the expression 
on the face of the one in the middle, I had. Which also meant that I had failed. 

“Do you have any questions for him?” the head doctor asked his assistants. He 
seemed satisfied that he had learned all he needed to know.  

“Would you like to tell us how you got here?” the one on his right asked. 
“Yes,” I answered. “I went up to the UC Berkeley campus to discuss some ideas 

with some professors. But I mistook what I thought was an opportunity to talk with them. 
That’s basically what got me here.” 

“And you see now that that was a mistake?” 
“Yes,” I said, with true remorse. 
“Well, I think that’s a positive sign,” the assistant said with a kind look. 
“Don’t you think your answers to my questions were a bit aggressive, for someone 

who just made a legitimate mistake, but doesn’t have a real problem?” the head doctor 
interjected. 

“Aggressive? I didn’t mean to be aggressive. I was trying my best to relate to the 
meanings.” 

“Are you into Zen?” the assistant on the left asked. 
“Do you mean, am I a Zen-Buddhist?” I wasn’t sure what direction the inquisition 

was now taking. 
“Not necessarily. I mean, when you were asked to respond to the sayings, your 

answers sounded very Zen-like to me. And from that point of view, they were quite 
rational.” His tone of voice was conciliatory. That these comments were not appreciated 
was written all over the face of his superior. 
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 “Well, I haven’t studied Zen, so I really don’t know.” 
“Well, they were Zen-like. You should know that.” 
“That’ll be all for now, Robert. Thank you,” the head doctor abruptly ended the 

session.  
“Will I be able to go home?” I asked. 
“You’ll be informed of our decision later.” 
Late that afternoon, I was told by one of the staff workers on the floor that I was 

going to have to stay in the hospital for a while longer. I felt like crying right then and 
there. ‘How much longer? What do I have to do to get out of here? When will the next 
interview be? Why is this happening?’ It was another long night.  

Tuesday mid-morning, however, the head doctor unexpectedly appeared on the 
floor and called me over. 

“I think we’ll be letting you go home, Robert.” 
“Home? I was told that you decided I was going to have to stay.” 
“Well, we got together again and reconsidered.” 
“Oh, thank you!” I was elated. 
“So you get your things together and report to the staff. You’ll probably be able to 

go home this afternoon.” 
“Thank you. Thank you again,” I said “And I want you to know that you’ve earned 

my respect for being able to admit a mistake.” 
His face changed. “We’re not admitting any mistakes,” he said. “We just thought it 

would be better for you to go home.” 
 
The expression on the Bridgekeeper’s face brought him back to her kitchen. 
“Moon and Mars together in Leo,” the Dreamer replied. “But back to Napa...” 
 
I bit my tongue. An hour later, I was in the out-patient social worker’s office.  
“Now, your papers say that you’re presently unemployed.” 
“Yes, ma’am.” 
“So, we’ll set you up for a Social Security program. Each month you’ll be getting a 

check. Now the first check won’t be coming until—” 
“Pardon me, ma’am” I interrupted. “But I don’t want to be on Social Security. I 

just—” 
“You don’t want Social Security?” 
“No, ma’am,” I said. “All I want is to go home. There’s nothing wrong with me.” 

‘Maybe she didn’t get to see the papers that say that I’m all right,’ I thought. 
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She looked at me with great sympathy. “Are you sure you don’t need some help?” 
“Well, there is one thing that you could help me with, please. If you could arrange a 

ride back to the Bay Area, I would be very grateful.” I didn’t feel bad about accepting a 
ride back home. After all, this wasn’t my idea of how to spend the weekend. By 4:00 that 
afternoon, I was homeward bound on a Trailways bus. Joanne met me at the station with 
tears of joy. A sweeter first day of spring I’ve never known. 

Back in the cabin, the Dreamer became aware of how wonderful the bread was 
beginning to smell.  

“There’s an addendum to this story,” he said. 

A few months later, I was hurrying up Durant Street when a passing face stopped 
me in mid-step. ‘Wait! I know that person!’ 

She hadn’t walked more than twenty feet before I caught up with her. 
“Ma’am? Pardon me, Ma’am.” She stopped and turned. “I don’t know if you 

remember me, but I remember you.” 
“Oh?” she replied with a look of mistrust. “And who am I?”  
“You work in the Psychology department at the university, Ma’am. It was —” 
“That’s correct,” she said with a slight smile. “So you do remember me. You have a 

good memory.” 
“Well, Ma’am. How could I forget? You told me, ‘It’s all over now,’ that I should, 

‘Go home and forget it.’ And I’ve wondered many times what you meant by that. Did 
you mean that the planet is doomed? That we should all just go home and forget it?” 

“Oh no,” she said with a suddenly compassionate look. “I was speaking about what 
had just happened. I wanted you, personally, to go home.” 

“Well, you can be sure I wanted to go home then myself. But that’s not what 
happened.” 

“Oh, really? What did happen?” 
“I got sent to Napa for a weekend.”  
“Oh, no,” she responded. “I’m sorry to hear that.” She shook her head. “Those men! 

They should never have done that to you. You were out of bounds, but not that far out of 
bounds.” 

“I want to apologize for what happened,” I said to her. “I know it was a mistake 
now.”  
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“Just be sure that you know what your mistake was,” she replied. “Your only 
mistake was assuming that psychologists are some special breed of humans that can bear 
someone coming up and pulling the rug out from under them.” She chuckled. 

“Well, I won’t do it again,” I promised. 
“Listen, we should get together and talk sometime. My name is Diana.” 
Perhaps she wanted to be sure that I wouldn’t forget her name. She opened her 

wallet and showed me her faculty ID card. Strange. Next to her picture, there was only 
one name: Diana. 
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The Eternity Book 

The Bridgekeeper stood up and walked to the window. She parted the curtain for a 
moment. Droplets rolled down the pane. Outside looked like a Monet painting; a muted 
and mottled green and gray feathering into itself. 

It reminded the Dreamer that this was not everyday reality, neither out there nor in 
here. 

“So did you return to your work on the book?” 
“Yes.” 

Before we had finished putting it into calligraphy, however, surprising things 
started happening. 

A few weeks after my weekend at Napa, Doug from Cleo’s called. A month earlier, 
when our paths had crossed, he’d given me the cold shoulder. Now he was quite friendly. 

“Hey Bob, the other day I got one of those government surplus brochures that have 
the old post-office trucks listed. And I remembered that you were interested in those 
trucks. If you’d like to come in, I can give you the brochure.” 

“Well, thanks Doug. But I’m not exactly in the market for a vehicle these days.” 
“Why don’t you stop in anyway, Bob? It’ll be good to see you. And maybe it’ll be 

worthwhile, too. “ 
 “Who was that?” Joanne asked. 
“Doug. He invited me to come in. Said he wants to give me one of those brochures 

that lists government surplus post-office trucks. What do you think that means?” 
Joanne shrugged her shoulders and continued crocheting. 
Next morning, I was saying ‘Hello’ to my former co-workers when Doug appeared. 
“Bob. Great! Let’s go into my office where we can talk.” After he had given me the 

brochure, his enthusiastic mood turned serious. 
“Let me put my cards on the table with you, Bob. All that stuff that you brought up 

at that last meeting? Well, you were right. Turns out there were others who felt the same 
way. They were just afraid to say so. Well, to get down to it, I’ve lost a couple of good 
workers. I’d like to hire you back.” 

“Well, I’m happy to learn that the truth came out.” 
“Yeah, it did. So, what do you say about coming back?” 
“Have things changed? Or are they going to change?” 
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“You bet,” Doug replied. “I can’t change everything overnight, but whatever it 
takes to make things right, I’m going to do it. To begin with, if you come back, you’ve 
got a 75-cent-an-hour raise.” 

“Well, that’s very nice, Doug. But things have changed for me, too.” 
“How’s that?” 
“I’m just finishing up a book I’ve written. And I’m focusing on the next step of 

publishing it.” 
“Tell you what,” he replied immediately. “You can publish it here. I’ll let you use 

the equipment. You just pay for the materials.” 
‘Publish it myself,’ I considered. ‘That sure would be faster. And then if anyone 

wanted to publish it on a larger scale...’  
“What about distribution?” I asked. “I’d need some time to distribute it once it was 

printed.” 
“You can take some time off this summer. In fact, if you need a loan to buy one of 

those trucks to do it with, I can help you there, too.” 
‘Unbelievable,’ I thought. ‘Then, again...’ 
“It’s a deal, Doug. Thanks.” 
It took another two weeks to finish the calligraphy. When the time came to design 

the cover, I wanted no design at all. It would be solid black, like the unbroken blackness 
of infinity. There was no question about the frontispiece. The Beardsley drawing of 
Merlin had been a significant presence from the beginning. So it began the book, 
followed by an onion skin. On the next page, there appeared, centered —  

E=mc2 
At first, Merlin was going to be accompanied with the reproduction of a demon that 

one of Joanne’s friends had painted. But the cost of full-color printing was prohibitive. So 
Merlin went in alone. In my mind — because of all the magic surrounding the book, all 
his appearances in my dreams, all the help I’d gotten in the writing — it was his book. 
Being only the transcriber, I left my own name out. Finally, I decided to use the title 
suggested by the Demon comics. Since it was about Time’s undoing, what better title 
than The Eternity Book. 

Six weeks after Doug gave me the brochure, a midnight flight to LA secured a 
truck. Some carpentry with one of our neighbors turned it into a camper with cargo-space 
for books. The truck came to us in pale lavender. Joanne added the finishing touch of a 
perfect light pink and blue stripe along its center. One strange thing about it was that the 
steering wheel was on the right side, like European vehicles. And its large nearly vertical 
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front windshield made for a panoramic view. With the engine in the cab, you could just 
about look down and see the pavement slipping under you. 

We would be accompanied by Angela, a German Shepherd/Coyote puppy, who’d 
become part of our little family. A fourth traveler joined us when Joanne told Joan, one of 
her friends, that we were driving to New York. We planned to take the book to publishers 
there. And along the way, I would give it to as many people as possible. I believed that 
the book could break the spell of Western civilization. So I thought —  

“The ‘spell’ of civilization?” 
“You know, the culturally constructed limitations that our ‘civilization’ has placed 

on our minds — the ‘glass house’ I tried to describe to the psychologists at Napa.” 
 “No simple matter. What did you expect to happen once this ‘spell’ was broken?” 
“Once liberated, people would respond depending upon the resources they could 

bring to bear. People with wealth would use it for the common good. People in positions 
of power would move to more democratic decision making. People throughout society 
would stop scrambling for material accumulation or rank in a hierarchy. It would start to 
show up everywhere. Spontaneous change —” 

“Like mushroom spores. Overnight?” 
“Well, yes. I thought that significant changes in our political and economic systems 

would quite rapidly follow.” 
“And you would be a celebrity?” 
“Actually, I was planning on anonymity. I was serious about Merlin having been 

the author. I thought it could just unfold without me,” he paused. “But nothing went as 
imagined. So I tried with each passing day to adapt to what was happening.” 

One afternoon near Yosemite, when Joanne and Joan had gone for a walk, Angela 
started barking. A man and a woman were approaching our campsite. 

“Hey, there you are. We’re glad we could find you. You’re the one who gave us 
this book this morning, aren’t you?” 

I spoke a few calming words to Angela.  
“Yes, I am.” I stood up. 
“Well, do you have a few minutes to hear what we thought about it?” 
“Oh, sure. Please. Would you like to sit down?” 
The three of us sat at the picnic table. An early summer breeze blew gently through 

the pines. 
“My name is Dick. This is my wife, Pam. We’re both teachers.” 
“Hi, I’m Bob.”  
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“Well, first, we have a question. Where did you come upon that book anyway?” 
“Uh. I wrote it,” I blurted out. “Well, sort of,” I corrected myself. “Actually, Merlin 

is the author.” 
“You mean you’re not taking responsibility for it?” Dick raised his eyebrows. 
“Responsibility? Oh, no — I mean, yes. I accept full responsibility for it. But not 

credit. It just didn’t happen like books usually do. The writing and all. It sort of just came 
to me. Even the title. So I didn’t really write it. But in a way I did.” 

“I see. Well, what are your plans. I mean, what are you doing with it?” He flipped 
through the copy in his hand. 

“I’m distributing it,” I said, impatient to discuss the content. “To people I meet. 
We’re on our way to New York in the hope of getting it published on a larger scale.” 

After a short silence, Pam took the conversation onto more substantial ground. 
“Well, after reading your book this morning…” she glanced at Dick. 

“We both liked it,” Dick picked up. 
“But we think you’re expecting too much of people,” Pam stated.  
“People want to feel secure, comfortable,” Dick continued. “They want to believe 

that they know something about the world. They don’t want to have to face the ‘Great 
Abyss.’” 

He said the last two words as if referring to some well-known geological marvel. I 
imagined reluctant tourists standing behind guard rails, peering over the edge. 

“What you’re doing here is… is —” 
“Is pulling the rug out from under them,” Pam completed his sentence for him. 

“How do you think people are going to feel when they read this?” 
“The book negates just about every idea we have of ourselves.” Dick’s eyebrows 

wrinkled worriedly. 
“And the world, too, and God,” Pam added. 
“Well, “ I answered, “it does say, ‘No,’ to the images advertisers are pushing on us. 

But only to say, ‘Yes,’ to who we really are, as is written in the Stars, reflected in the 
seasons of the year, echoed throughout Nature.” I searched his eyes. 

“Yes, that’s in there. But just know that there’s a lot in your book that will frighten 
people. We think you should be careful about who you give it to.” 

Perhaps a hundred miles later, still in Southern California, four young men ripped 
up a copy of the book and threw it in my face. “Here’s what we think of your dumb 
book!” Joanne thought their reaction rather stupid; but it terrified Joan. I wondered if they 
had even read the book. After that, I was more careful. Before I walked up to people, I 
tried to read their faces. We continued east. 



 150 

At the Grand Canyon, I encountered two men, laden with heavy backpacks. They 
looked like characters in a Leonardo da Vinci painting. Strands of white stood out in the 
taller one’s curly onyx hair and beard. An angular nose offset by strong, broad shoulders, 
huge arms and hands. His companion, less tall and muscular, had fine, light brown hair 
and long, sinewy fingers. His face was soft, only recently unshaven. The tall one, eyes 
warm as the Northern Arizona sun, accepted the book I offered.  

“This has to be something very special,” he said, as they put their loads down and 
rested with me for a moment. “We’ve been out in the wilderness for the past two weeks. 
And today, just as we climb out of the Canyon, you give us this book. We’ll keep it 
forever.” 

“Forever?” I said, smiling. “That’s a long time.” 
“So is Eternity,” he said, looking up from the book. 
“But that’s where we are,” I said enthusiastically. This time it seemed I had truly 

encountered two kindred spirits. After talking with them for a few more minutes, I asked 
if they could perhaps help with a donation to pay for the publishing and distributing.”  

“I only wish we could,” the tall one responded. “But we don’t have anything with 
us.” 

“That’s okay. I hope you enjoy the book.” 
 
“I was wondering how you could afford to travel like that,” the Bridgekeeper 

commented. 
“Actually, we were ready to leave with maybe only fifty or sixty dollars. I just kept 

believing that if we were doing the right thing, somehow we’d get what we needed. 
Before we left, Doug asked me how much money I had. He suggested I borrow two 
hundred dollars from him, which I could pay back in the fall.  

 
Joanne and Joan left The Eternity Book business up to me. They would usually find 

something else to do while I spoke with people, went into bookstores, radio stations, 
schools, anywhere I thought people might be interested. 

At the University of Denver, I spoke with a philosophy professor.  
“This just won’t do,” he pronounced. “First, the whole idea of witchcraft. That 

certainly is not philosophy.” 
“Well, in a way, the Cartesian doubt wasn’t really philosophy either. But as a 

methodology, doubting everything permitted Descartes to establish a ground upon which 
to begin. And that’s all this book proposes. The development of an attitude, an approach. 
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A way of being in the world, a recognition of significance and quest — a real purpose to 
life.” 

 “That’s just it, you can’t do that and call it philosophy. Thanks for stopping by. But 
I don’t have any more time to talk with you.” 

After that, I didn’t go to see professors anymore. If we passed a college or 
university, I would just go to their library and offer them a copy for their collection. We 
donated books to public libraries, as well.   

At the University of Wisconsin in Madison, I gave one to a graduate student that I 
met by the fountain on the mall. By the time I emerged from offering a copy to the 
University’s library, he had read far into the first part. 

“Hey, some of these ideas in here are really good.” 
“Oh, I’m glad you like it.” 
“I especially appreciate this part that suggests reason and morality are inseparable. 

That’s not at all the trend these days.” 
“Yes, I know. But I don’t agree with that trend. How can morality and reason not 

lead to one another. What are our minds for, if not to help us get along with one another.” 
“But they’ll want you to prove that, you know. ‘How can you prove that?’” he 

mimicked. “They’ll argue that our rationality can just as properly be used as a tool to 
exploit others. And so… where’s your morality?” 

“Yes. And just look at the world we’ve got as a result.” 
“That’s another thing I like about your book… that it says, ‘this world’s sanity is 

insane.’ You know when Einstein first arrived at Princeton, he dressed crazy, man. He 
didn’t care what they thought about him.” 

“Really?” 
“Yeah. I did some research on his early years there. He didn’t conform to what was 

‘normal’ at all. I think he was making a statement. Just look at some of the pictures.” 
As we were leaving Madison we drove into an enormous storm. It got so dark I had 

to turn the headlights on. And it started raining — hard. Suddenly, a bolt of lightening 
crashed down right next to us, if it didn’t glance off the truck itself. It was like colliding 
with an exploding wall of light and sound. I looked towards Joanne to see if she were still 
there — if I were still there. The look in her face said the same. But in the deluge that 
followed, just staying on the road demanded full attention. And Joanne had to attend to 
Angela who was crying, terrified, in the back. 

Later that day we were visiting my parents. I had sent them a copy of the book 
earlier. My mother didn’t think much of what I was “peddling.” She asked the parish 
priest to come and talk with me. We sat out on the back patio. 
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“Well, Bobby, how are you doing?” 
“Fine, Father. Did you get a chance to read the book?” 
“I did, Bob. Your mother was somewhat taken aback by it, you know.” 
“Yes, I know. That’s too bad. I didn’t think it was so difficult to understand.” 
“Well, a couple of parts I’m not sure about myself. Care to talk about it?” 
“Sure.” During my semesters at St. Norbert’s, Father Al and I had often enjoyed 

theological discussions together. 
“Right here in the beginning,” he turned a few pages. “You write: ‘The existence of 

God, or a god, is the outer logical barrier of the mind. By believing in God, or a god, man 
places himself as absolute object.’ Are you saying you no longer believe in God?”  

“Well, not in the way I used to. I mean, God never was a white male with a white 
beard sitting on a throne up in the sky somewhere — controlling everything. That’s 
nothing new; we’ve talked about that before.” 

“Yes, I know. But this statement seems to go further, that you no longer accept any 
concept of God.” 

“Well, any notion of God as wholly other, as transcendent, absolute subject of the 
verb of creation, wrongfully objectifies human consciousness — and all of Being.” 

“But are you denying the existence of some Presence that is greater than human 
consciousness, a Presence that gives meaning to existence?” Father Al asked.  

“No, but that Presence has to be infinitely immanent. In the sunset on the ocean, 
people helping one another, or even what’s called coincidences. In everyday experiences.  

“Well, Bobby, you know I acknowledge that when we pray, ‘Our Father, who art in 
Heaven…’ we’re employing an analogy. Father Al looked me squarely in the eye. “What 
analogy do you have to substitute for the one you’re saying is erroneous?” 

“I don’t know if we really need analogies, Father. If time is relative, then this is 
Eternity. What we need to do is become more aware of what’s going on all around us; 
listen to our hearts; and pay attention. The mysterious joy of life, the sheer wonder of 
Nature, Love — these must be telling us something about God. And that’s what we’re 
here for, to learn about God. To make Heaven happen, right?” 

Father Al paused a moment. “So what you’re trying to describe when you use these 
terms, ‘flowing… mythical…unfolding,’ is a concept of God.” 

“Yes. You could say that. I think it comes closer than traditional concepts to the 
meaning of the name, ‘I Am Who Am One with You,’ that Moses learned from the 
burning bush. Or the message I once saw scribbled on the wall of a bus terminal, ‘God is 
a verb, not a noun.’” 
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“Or,” Father Al added, “‘God is Love.’ So you do still believe in a personal God 
who intervenes, who is present in everything, knows every thought, every act you do.” 

“Intervenes? Well, wait. Intervention suggests coming from outside — into the 
universe. I think that we can no more separate God out of the universe, than we can 
separate water out of the ocean. The concept of a transcendent God not only falls short 
cosmologically, but it also permits rationalization of appalling conditions ‘down here’ on 
earth. Know what I mean?” 

“Well, if we would just do what Jesus taught us, just be true Christians, the world 
would be a much different place. And we’d no doubt know God better, too.” 

I nodded. 
“Your mother said that you hardly have enough money to get the East Coast. 

Maybe this can help.” Father Al gave me twenty dollars. 
About a week later, we arrived in New York. A police officer, silhouetted before a 

bright orange setting sun, welcomed us and gave us directions for getting out to Long 
Island. We stayed in Masapequa with Joan’s family. Every morning for three days in a 
row, Joanne and I took the train into the city. Walked all over Manhattan, offering the 
book to publishers.  

Sometimes the receptionist might ask me to fill out a form. “We need some address 
and name in order to return the work if it’s not accepted.” This caused me some concern 
at first. But I had to settle the matter quickly. “Merlin,” I put down. And added our home 
address: “2239 Derby Street. Berkeley, California.” 

One of the few editors that gave me a few minutes of her time read what I had 
written on the form before I was out of the office. “Thanks so much for coming by, 
Merlin.” she said. Taken by surprise, I didn’t try to explain to her that I wasn’t saying that 
I was Merlin, but that this was Merlin’s book. 

Publisher after publisher, address after address, building after building, office after 
office and an occasional bookstore. In the background, you could hear the Watergate 
Investigating Committee, as well as people’s reactions. 

“They’re going to release the tapes!” 
“Not on your life. We’ll find out who killed Kennedy before we hear those tapes.” 
“But they just announced it.” 
“Yeah, well… you can bet your bottom dollar they’ll be well-edited.” 
Midway through the third hot and humid day of this, Joanne broke down in tears. 

She had had enough. We decided to leave for home. Joan chose to remain with her family 
on Long Island. 
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In Philadelphia, we stayed with my friend from Babylon, Norman, and his new 
partner, Andi. I liked their poster that read: “Women are not Chicks.” I agreed and had 
even gotten into arguments with women about it. After several bookstore stops in Philly, 
we focused on getting back home as quickly as possible. 

We were low on money. At best, we had enough to cover gas and food for about 
half the trip. Before we reached Ohio, however, it was clear that even that calculation had 
been overly optimistic.  

“A hundred and eighty-eight dollars,” Joanne said, “it’s not going to be enough. 
We’ve spent over a hundred since we left Joan.”  

“Don’t worry, we’ll make it,” I reassured her. “Things will happen. We left with 
only two hundred and sixty, and look how far we’ve gotten.” 

By the next night, tolls and another campground fee had seriously depleted our 
funds. To save money, we got off the toll road and began driving on smaller highways. 
I’m not sure exactly where we were, when — 

“Did you see that?” 
“No. Why are you stopping?” 
“Wait, one second.” 
Running back not more than a hundred feet, I retrieved the little green bag. “Look! 

It’s a bag full of money! It was lying right in the middle of the road.” 
“Whose do you think it is?” Joanne asked immediately. 
“I don’t know.” 
There was no name on it. But I probably could have found out whose money it was, 

if I had tried. It was one of those zippered bank bags. There wasn’t that much in it, maybe 
fifty dollars and a couple of small checks. Not near enough to get us home. 

“I don’t know anyone who has more immediate need of it than we do,” I said. “So 
let’s just use it.” 

I had been expecting to be helped like that. On a couple of other occasions, I had 
stopped to check discarded cardboard boxes that I saw along the side of the road. I was so 
intent on my own ‘trip,’ that I didn’t give a second thought to the person who had lost 
whatever I might find. 

 
The Bridgekeeper got up and walked over to the sink. She rinsed out her coffee cup.  
“You’d forgotten your encounter with that thunderbolt it seems.” 
“Pretty dense, huh? I didn’t even get it with more hints.” 
 
It was the next day. We were somewhere around Chicago.  
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Brrrmmmmmmphammmmmph!!! 
“What was that?” 
“I’m not sure. Everything looks normal up here… and we’re still moving.” I took 

my foot off the accelerator, then stepped on it twice in succession. 
Vrrummmph!! Vrrummmmph!! 
“I know what it is. The muffler.” 
“Exhaust is starting to come inside, too!” 
“It’s just a few more hours to Jody’s in Madison. Do you think we can make it?” 
“Only if we can keep the windows open.” 
Once in Madison, we found a truck dealer who sold us the parts we needed.  
“No problem,” he told me, “it’s a two-hour job; and you don’t even need to put it up 

on a rack.” I wasn’t so sure, but our money situation left no choice. 
I replaced the muffler in the street in front of Jody’s house. Just as I finished, she 

came down the sidewalk. Especially delighted to see us because by then she was 
spending most of her time in the country. It was only by sheer luck that she had come 
into town that afternoon. She insisted on taking us out to the farm where she would soon 
be living. There was a mechanic near there, she said, who could check the work I’d done. 
Next day, the guy put the truck up on the rack and declared it looked just fine. Reassured, 
we were off again. 

To make a long story short, the truck would not be fine. We would learn later that 
the tie rods had gotten bent, probably when lifted on the rack. We put up with the shaking 
beyond Minneapolis. Then, a peculiar smell and other drivers’ waving alerted us to a new 
problem: something was leaking. The mechanic we paid to fix the leak said that the 
shaking had broken a pipe carrying transmission fluid. The next day, when we smelled it 
again, I pulled over.  

“Why don’t you go into whatever town this exit’s for,” Joanne suggested. “Angela 
and I will wait for you here.” 

We were about five miles from Fergus Falls. A passing farmer gave me ride and 
dropped me off at the first towing service we saw. I wondered if the owner-operator of 
the tow truck had ever seen men with long hair before. “How many more like you out 
there?” he asked.  

 “Just my wife. And our little dog. They’re waiting at the truck.” 
He seemed competent, until he prepared to lift the truck up by the front end and 

drag it into town.  
Convinced that you couldn’t tow an automatic transmission vehicle like that — 

without destroying the transmission — I argued with him. But he insisted it was okay. 
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The mechanic who fixed the broken pipe this time, explained that the problem was 
probably being caused by bent tie rods. And that replacing them would cost more than 
I would want to put into the truck. I backed out of his garage; but when I tried to drive 
forward, the truck wouldn’t move. He said the transmission was probably shot, too.  

Joanne, Angela and I took a short walk. We wandered onto a narrow cobblestone 
back street where a three-step cement stoop provided a place for us to sit down.  

“Well, that’s the end of the truck.” 
“Now how are we going to get home?”  
“I don’t know… How much money do we have left?” 
“After paying that bill for nothing, less than twenty dollars.” 
“It’s my fault. I should never have taken that money. And we’re too far away now 

to give it back… even if we still had it.” 
Joanne started to cry. Then I started to cry. Angela looked up at the two of us and 

she too, started crying. Suddenly, a door opened behind us. 
“What’s going on here?” I jumped off the stoop and turned to see a serious-looking 

woman standing at the top of the steps. “What’s wrong? Is someone hurt?” 
“No, ma’am,” I answered. Joanne and Angela kept crying. 
“Well, there’s obviously something wrong,” she stated emphatically. “You two — 

no, all three of you, come in here. Please. I want you to at least tell me what’s going on. 
Come in, right now. Don’t be afraid.” 

Joanne and I looked at each other. It seemed the right thing to do, so we followed 
the woman into the building and down a short hallway. High ceilings, mahogany 
paneling, fine wooden floors. She opened the door to a small office. It had a sofa, a desk, 
some black leather chairs, a Persian rug.  

“Here,” she handed us a box of tissues. “First, get yourselves composed. I’ll be 
back in a minute and then I want you to tell me what happened.”  

“Where do you think we are?” Joanne asked as she dried her eyes. 
“It looks like a law office. I’m not sure.” 
The woman returned and handed Joanne a glass of water. “My name is Pat.” 
We told her what had happened to our prospects of getting back home to California. 

I mentioned my suspicion that the truck had been damaged by the towing. 
“What did they say when you told them that?” 
“The tow truck owner said the transmission was burned out when he picked it up, or 

we would never have called him in the first place.” 
“And the transmission shop? What did they say?” 
“They said they’d never be able to tell.” 
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“Well, my boss, Michael — he’ll be back shortly — he’s going to want to hear all 
about this. If you can wait... Well, you’re not going anywhere, right?” 

Michael soon appeared. He was an older man, a lawyer. 
“That really saddens me,” he began after we had finished our story. “Fergus Falls is 

a good community. I’m not saying one way or the other whether your transmission was 
ruined because of the way your truck was towed. That might be difficult to prove — but 
Bert could have treated you better.” He paused. “What do you want to do?” 

“If there were just some way that we could get back home,” I answered. 
“Hmmm,” Michael tapped a pencil as he thought for a moment. Then he reached 

for the phone. “George, Michael here. Yeah, how ya’ doin’? Good, good. Say listen, I’ve 
got a personal favor to ask. I’ve got these two young folks in my office. They ran into a 
bit of bad luck…” Michael’s friend was a car dealer and gave us two hundred dollars for 
the truck, regardless of the condition of the transmission.   

With the money from the car dealer, we packaged and mailed home the remaining 
books, extra clothes and other items. Then, since Angela wasn’t allowed on the bus, we 
bought backpacks and a canteen. By early afternoon, we had begun hitchhiking back to 
Berkeley. Outside Fargo, we got a ride that ultimately took us all the way home. 

My job was waiting for me when we returned. Not until months later did I put all 
the pieces together. It was Simon Alexander, in her inimitable style, who clarified it for 
me. Joanne and I were hosting a party.  

“So what happened to your truck?” one of the guests asked. 
I proceeded to tell about breaking down out on the interstate and this red-necked 

Minnesota tow-truck operator... 
Simon, who had already heard the whole story, cut in. “What?” she said. “You go 

around talking about Eternity, looking for a new World where there’s Love and Justice 
and this is how you tell it?” 
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Combat Officers Field Manual 
 
 

As if she had been watching a clock, the Bridgekeeper suddenly announced, “It’s 
time.”  

‘Time for what?’ the Dreamer wondered. ‘The Bridge?’ 
Walking over to the stove, the Bridgekeeper reached down a pair of hot-pads and a 

cooling rack. When she opened the oven, the aroma that had been filling the room for the 
past hour took on visibility. Emptying the contents of one of the pans upside-down into a 
mitted hand, she gently knocked on the bottom of the loaf, and smiled. Soon, three golden 
loaves graced the rack. 

“We’d better get something started for dinner, too. How about a vegetable soup to 
go with our bread?” 

“Sounds great.” 
Gesturing for him to follow, she grabbed her jacket at the door. They dashed out 

along the flagstone pathway that led across the garden toward a small, stone building 
that seemed burrowed into the ground. Passing through its low wooden door, they 
descended a few steps into her root cellar. On one side of the room were wooden flats, a 
little more than a foot deep and filled with sand. Digging into one of them, she located 
two parsnips which she passed to him. 

‘Oh, no,’ he thought. He had never liked parsnips. They reminded him of turnips 
and rutabagas. Digging into another flat, she retrieved a rutabaga, just a little larger 
than a softball; and from another, a single large turnip.  

On the way back, she stopped at a coldframe attached to the cottage alongside the 
back porch. Lifting its glass roof, she pulled out one of the kale plants living inside.  

 Back in the kitchen, she took a container from the refrigerator and poured a golden 
liquid into a large soup pot. While she chopped onions and celery, he washed the kale. 

“We need that chopped, too,” she said. He was enchanted by the deep forest-green 
leaves that spread out until tinged at the edges with grayish, lacy waves. In the meantime, 
she cut the parsnips and turnip into bite-sized pieces. 

“Now if you’ll just cut this up…” Handing him the rutabaga, she began to sauté the 
kale with garlic in olive oil. 

“Smells like a fresh, sweet rain,” he commented, “as good as outside.” 
“The rutabaga?” she smiled. “Yes. But do continue. You were back in Berkeley.” 
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At Cleo’s, working conditions hadn’t changed, despite Doug’s stated intentions. 
And people were getting tired of waiting. One day, Darlene, a hard worker whom 
everyone loved, invited me to a meeting at her house. 

“Sure. You know where I stand. If Doug hadn’t promised improvements, I wouldn’t 
have come back.” 

With almost everyone present at the meeting, Daryl called for unionization. I 
argued against it on the grounds that it would lock us into a hierarchical relationship with 
Doug. I thought we should turn Cleo’s into a worker-owned cooperative like Babylon. 
But no one else really believed we could. So Cleo’s became a union shop. 

 
“That can go into the pot, now,” she said. The pieces of rutabaga joined the rest of 

the ingredients. Then she added two tablespoons of molasses, and two teaspoons of some 
dried herb.  

“What’s that?”  
“Basil.” She covered the pot and adjusted the burner.  
 
About two months later, I was organizing the camera department’s work for the 

day. ‘Let’s see, two posters for… looks like a child care center. A bunch of halftones. 
Mary will like that. And here’s those rush forms Doug told me about. We’re going to 
have to get those shot and plated right away, even before we finish up the Middle East 
Newspaper. And what’s this? Hmmm… another Government Printing Office job. 
Wonder when it’s due… Seems to be some kind of manual — God!! It’s the Combat 
Officers’ Field Manual. ‘What?!’ I began flipping through it.  

 
“In the front flanks, two submachine guns…  Bivouacking in terrain with visibility 

less than…”  
 
“Hello, Doug?” I called him on the intercom. 
“Yeah, what is it?” 
“This is Bob. I’ve got a problem with one of the jobs down here.” 
“What’s the problem?” 
“It’s the latest GPO job.” 
“Yeah. What about it?” 
“Doug, it’s an army field manual for the war.” 
“Yeah? So what?” 
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“This is the manual that all combat officers are required to carry with them. 
Directions for what to do in the war. You know, sections on search and destroy, setting 
up areas and...  It’s the handbook for the war in Vietnam.” 

“So what? Just do your job.” 
“But, Doug —” 
“I’ll be right down.” 
Face to face, Doug didn’t seem to understand any better that, to me, going over 

there and pulling the trigger was no different than staying home and printing the manual 
of how to do it.  

“Listen. Either do it, or leave it and I’ll do it myself.” He went back to his office. 
So I rolled the thing up, stuck it inside my jacket and walked out the back door. It 

wasn’t the first time I’d done something illegal in protest of the war.  
Outside, morning fog still engulfed the world in grayness. Warehouses, parked 

cars… You couldn’t see more than fifty feet. I decided to take the document to a news 
reporter. Maybe it was something every citizen should know about. I was hurrying down 
a side street when suddenly, out of the fog, a squad car — the Oakland police. 

‘Don’t panic. They’re not after you.’ The car crept past. 
A reporter in San Francisco gave the manual a cursory reading, but didn’t think it 

really newsworthy. So I returned home. 
“Bob, where have you been? Are you all right? People have been calling all 

morning.” Joanne was between temporary jobs. I explained what had transpired. We 
called Doug, who was very worried, of course. We negotiated an arrangement: I would 
return the document; and Doug promised a shop meeting at which everyone would decide 
whether to print it or not. He’d send it back if we didn’t want to do it. 

Four days later, we all assembled in the lunch room.  
“Well,” I began, “has everyone been able to see what this manual is about?” 
Heads nodded along both sides of the table. 
“I’m sure you know what my position is. I believe that this war is immoral and that 

we should not participate in it. Printing this manual is the same thing as pulling the 
trigger.” 

“But if we don’t print it, Bob, someone else will,” John countered. 
“That’s not necessarily true, John. I think a whole movement could begin, right 

here, right now. Refusing to cooperate in what we know is wrong could inspire others. If 
everyone joined together, we could end this war. Even more important, we’ve got to 
answer for ourselves, morally, I mean. That’s what counts. Just because someone else 
might do it, is no reason for us to do it.” 
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“You can be sure, someone else is going to do it,” Peter put in. 
“Not only that,” David added. “But Doug told me that if we refuse to do it, if we 

return it, we could lose our government contract. And what’s going to make up for all 
that lost work? Layoffs, that’s what.” 

“If we did lose the contract,” I responded, “all we’d need to do is get the word out 
that we had stood up for our convictions. Work would pour in. I’m sure of it.” I was 
convinced that, especially in the Bay area, people would support us in such an action. But 
the others weren’t so sure. 

“I spoke with the union reps this morning,” Daryl said. “Doug could sue if we don’t 
print it. We’re under contract to do the work.” 

“What about you, Peter?” I asked. “Three times a week, you’re on the short-wave 
radio receiving messages from Hanoi for the anti-war group you work with. Are you 
going to tell me you’re willing to print this war manual?” 

He shook his head. 
“No, say it,” I pressed him. “Yes or no? You want to print it or not?” 
“Yes,” he said looking down. “Print it.” 
“Does anyone have any question about the immorality of this manual?” I asked. 
No one answered. 
“John, is this piece immoral and against all your principles?” 
John worked in the bindery. He was a person I greatly respected. 
“Yes.”  
“Yes, what?” 
“Yes. As far as I’m concerned, it’s immoral.” 
“So what do you say? Yes or no? Print it or not?” 
“Yes, we print it. If we don’t, someone else will.” 
“Marsha?”  
“Yes.” 
“Debbie?”  
“Yes.” 
“David?”  
“Yes.” 
“Yes.” 
“Yes.” 
By the time we got around the table, it was all over for me at Cleo’s. 
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Reading Signs 
 
 

“I think I’ll be able to help you,” the Bridgekeeper said, as they finished clearing 
away the cutting board, knives and vegetable trimmings. She gave the soup a stir. “Shall 
we sit at the table? Was there any response to the book?” 

“Well, there were rejection letters from the publishers, thank you notes from 
libraries, an occasional check from a bookstore when they sold consignment copies. It 
was both amazing and disconcerting to me that all the responses were addressed to 
Merlin. There was even a check made out to him from ‘Good Karma,’ a place in 
Madison, Wisconsin. I could never bring myself to cash it. And there were a few requests 
for more books.” 

“When you answered, did you sign the name Merlin?” 
“Not exactly. I signed like this.” Taking a pen and paper from his pocket, he drew 

an image. 

 
“Same thing.”  
“I know. But I wasn’t ready to out-and-out sign as Merlin.”  

 
In the book, I had written: “I met a witch who knew Merlin,” referring to Joanne’s 

having given me the Beardsley print, introducing me, so to speak, to Merlin. And, 
conjecturing that what was happening pointed to Merlin’s imminent return, I wrote: “...he 
soon appears.” At first I had thought of myself as Merlin’s helper, like his ‘page.’ But in 
the months following our return, signs of something else started to emerge. 

Joanne and I had learned from one of the numerous versions of the Merlin story that 
Vivian, who alone could release Merlin from the rock slab under which she had 
magically imprisoned him, would do so at the ‘end of time.’ Given the discoveries of 
modern physics, time — as we knew it — had come to an end. And The Eternity Book, 
which had largely come to me via Merlin’s appearances in my dreams, in effect, 
announced the end of time. So the conditions were fulfilled for Vivian to release Merlin. 
We began weaving this into the magic of our relationship. Joanne was calling me her 
‘Merlin;’ I was calling her ‘Vivian.’  

It had been several years since Joanne had painted. Now she picked up her brushes 
again. Out from a tunnel-like opening, surrounded by a shroud of dark, deep-sleepy fog, a 
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small character came walking forth. “It’s a picture of Merlin,” she told me. But when she 
unveiled her work-in-progress, friends insisted it was a picture of me. 

Then there were the three volumes — I, III and IV — of H.G. Wells’ The Outline of 
History standing on our bookshelf. I had found them in an Oakland antique store. After 
searching for the missing book for half an hour, I resigned myself and bought the three. 
Then, months later… 

BBBuuuuuzzzzzzzzzzzzzttt….. BBBuuuzzzt  BBBuuuzzzt  BBBuuuzzzt 
“Hi, Paris. Hi, Che. Eric! Anahara! Great! What’s happening?” 
“Hi, Bob.” Paris was at the head of what appeared a delegation. 
“Would you like some cookies?” I offered. 
“Well…” Paris turned, checked the faces of the others and looked back at me. 

“No,” he said, not very convincingly. Then, blinking both eyes and steadying his face 
with utmost seriousness, he resumed his mission. “We came to ask if you would read us 
this story.” He held out a children’s book, with no cover, looking as if it had seen many 
years of wear and tear. 

“Sure, come on in.” 
Setting down her silver flute, Joanne added her welcome. “And no reason why you 

can’t have cookies, too,” she smiled. 
After a few minutes of switching places on the couch, we finally arranged ourselves 

to everyone’s satisfaction. I began to read. The book they brought told of Mickey 
Mouse’s three nephews, who one day went to visit Merlin the Magician. On Merlin’s 
shelf, along with other commonplace items, there was “…a four volume History of the 
World in three volumes.”  

Meanwhile, I found myself answering Merlin’s mail. 
 

 “Was there much of it? Did it seem that many people were reading the book?” 
“Well, it did so well at Schwartz’s Bookstore in Milwaukee that it appeared in their 

window as the ‘Book of the Month.’ And a bookstore in Los Gatos, owned by a woman 
with the incredible name, Dawn Eden, kept re-ordering copies. But that’s just two 
places.”  

“Hmmm. So it did reach some people.” 
“Yes, I still thought that the book could lead to a great breakthrough in 

consciousness.” 
“Didn’t you take those teachers seriously, the ones who told you that you were 

expecting too much of people?” 
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“I took them seriously. But I disagreed. I was sure people could do it. And I kept 
seeing signs that Merlin’s book — after all, it was Merlin’s book, not mine — could break 
the spell that was destroying the world.”  
 

That fall, Jeff moved from the apartment above ours to live with his best friend, 
Barbara. While packing, he gave us tickets to a symposium on parapsychology being held 
at the university. Neither Joanne nor I found the presentations very inspiring. We did 
think it curious, however, that one speaker — who was not on the program — walked 
back and forth across the stage for at least ten minutes, repeating a single theme: “Right 
here, right now, right in our very midst… there may happen this very day… a revelation 
that could shake the entire scientific community.” Joanne agreed that he was staring 
straight at us while he spoke.  

It seemed like an invitation to stand up and explain how Relativity required a 
rethinking of our most basic notions of reality. But I had learned my lesson from the 
Psychology department disaster. I said nothing. 

A week or two later, Jeff came by with his new puppy, Pablo. While the 
rambunctious five-month-old German Shepherd was outside running around with Angela, 
Jeff got down to the reason for his visit. “Remember I told you I used to teach up at 
Syracuse?” 

“Sure. When you had your Harley, right?” 
“Right! Hey, you remember. Anyway, an old friend of mine from up there is in 

town and we’ve been having a great time. Well, he picked up a copy of your book the 
other day. Barbara had one laying around the house. He really liked it. He wants to meet 
you. Talk with you about the book. What d’ya say?” 

That Saturday night at Barbara’s, I was surprised to find not just Michael, Jeff’s pal 
from back East, but also three other guests: Marty, the artist who had gone with us to hear 
Margaret Mead; Bill, an English teacher; and Samantha, who had come with Jeff’s 
Syracuse friend. Joanne and I sat down on the couch. 

Bill started things off. “Now that you’re famous, do you feel any different?”  
I thought he was putting me on. Joanne turned to hear my response. 
Obviously, I wasn’t famous; but that was beside the point. “No,” I responded. 

“That’s not what I wrote the book for.” 
“I mean,” Bill tried to clarify. “Do you feel that you accomplished what you set out 

to do? That the book was successful?” 
“Not at all. The world is still grinding on just as it did before the book was 

published. And I wrote the book so that things would change.” 



165 

“What kind of changes did you want to see?” Marty asked. 
“A revolution.” 
“A revolution? You mean violence, then?” 
“That wouldn’t be a real revolution,” I answered. “The rule of violence is exactly 

what we need to overturn. What I mean is the kind of Revolution that would make 
violence inconceivable to us.” 

Michael crossed the room and sat on the other side of Joanne. 
“How long did it take you to write the book?” he asked her. 
“You mean the calligraphy?” she responded politely. 
“No, the writing itself.”  
“Well, you’ll have to talk to Bob.” Joanne looked at me and smiled. 
“No, I want you to tell me. Aren’t they mostly your ideas?” Michael seemed 

convinced that Joanne had authored the book. 
“No, I didn’t write it,” she stated evenly. “I helped with the calligraphy, but that’s 

all.” She took a sip of her soda. 
‘Not really,’ I was thinking. ‘We talked together about the ideas. And you often 

suggested better ways to express things. You did laugh when I told you I was going to 
include The Witch Manifesto. But it was your suggestion to have a biographical section. 
“Try to describe how you came to these conclusions,” you said.’ 

“Listen.” Michael must have asked her another question. I could tell by Joanne’s 
tone that she was getting impatient. “If you want to know the answers to those questions, 
you’re going to have to ask him.” She glanced my way, uncomfortable now. “It’s his 
book. I didn’t write it.” She took a drag off her cigarette and exhaled heavily into the 
center of the room. I couldn’t see Michael. Barbara and Samantha asked if anyone was 
interested in coffee. 

Joanne turned to me. “If he asks me one more question,” she said under her breath, 
“I’m ready to go home.” 

“Okay,” I said. 
“Bob,” Michael leaned back on the couch and addressed me from behind Joanne’s 

head. She stood up and walked in the direction of the kitchen. 
“Bob,” he moved next to me now. Marty and Bill both pulled their chairs in tighter; and 

Jeff closed in on the floor to my left. “Tell me about your book.” 
I didn’t know where to begin. 
Michael glanced at Jeff, who was listening intently. “Did you write the book 

yourself?” 
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“Oh yes,” I said. “I wrote it.” Ever since that teacher had called it ‘taking 
responsibility,’ I had no trouble telling people I was the author. If anything was troubling 
me, it was who I was supposed to be in all this. 

 “In the book you write about tripping,” Michael looked at me searchingly. He 
picked up a copy of the book from the coffee table and began looking for some passage. 
“It’s in the back pages here, somewhere. Here it is,” he said after a moment. “‘And I’m 
tripping again…’ Did you write the book when you were tripping?” 

“Oh no,” I answered. ‘I suppose someone could write a book while tripping,’ I 
thought. ‘Might be interesting. Far out. But...’ “None of it was written while tripping,” I 
assured him. 

“Then why did you write that? What did you mean?” 
“Well, what I was trying to say is that you don’t need acid to get thought beyond 

self-imposed limitations. The mind can do it alone. You can experience any moment as 
you would if you were tripping. Know what I mean?” 

“Not exactly.” 
“Well, this is a trip, right now, if you can just get your mind free. That’s the whole 

idea behind the book. I didn’t write it to be just another book. Something to read and then 
put back on the shelf. I wanted it to free people’s minds and —” 

“Okay. But have you ever done acid?” 
“Yes. Not that much. But yes, I’ve dropped acid. Maybe twelve or thirteen times.” 
Then Bill had a question. “What do you think is the most important area for the 

expansion of the mind?” 
“To get beyond paranoia,” I said without hesitation. 
“Paranoia?” Michael echoed  
“Yeah, paranoia,” Jeff entered the discussion. “I dig it, man. I deal with that. I think 

everybody does. You’re in a situation and you imagine that everybody’s attention is 
focused on you. You start worrying about what they’re thinking about you. Yeah, about 
what they’re thinking about what you’re thinking. It can really get you. Bend you outta’ 
shape. Whew—eeeee!!!!” Jeff did a little backward somersault, right there on the floor 
where he was sitting. 

 “Yes, that and something more. There’s also what can happen with the recognition 
that your identity is connected with the Stars. That might make it impossible for you to 
continue conforming to the meaning of life that you were programmed to live by. But 
once outside the socially constructed reality, you have to do for yourself what the culture 
used to do for you. You can end up feeling alone, insecure, guilty, even paranoid.” 

The looks on the others’ faces suggested that maybe I’d been unclear. 
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“It’s like, having been brought up on egoism, our identities are based on the idea 
that we’re separate. We’re not used to the awareness that everything is connected in a 
universe that runs on Love. When we suddenly see how out of sync we are with how we 
could be or should be, it can be scary. But it’s only fear in the end. Fear…” 

Suddenly, as suddenly as she had stepped in front of me that morning in the living 
room over a year ago, Jody was face-to-face with me in my mind. “What do you fear?” 
she had asked out of nowhere. 

“Fear?” I asked. 
“Yes. What are you afraid of?” 
I quickly searched my consciousness. For I knew that whatever you fear represents 

the limitation, the boundary, exactly what you need to pursue. 
“Nothing,” I answered. 
“Good,” she said. “Fear is only indulgence.” 
Now Barbara, Samantha and Joanne brought our discussion to completion. “Bob, 

cream with your coffee?” 
 “No thank you. Black is perfect.” 
“Hey, let’s get things going here. How ‘bout we boogie down?” Jeff cued Marvin 

Gaye’s new album, Let’s Get It On. The music wound the evening, the summer, the fall 
and what would become the winter, together into a fine thread. We all started to dance. 

 Iʼve been really tryinʼ Baby, 

 tryinʼ to hold back these feelings, for so long.  

And if you feel, like I feel, Baby, 

 Come on, oh, come on. 

 Letʼs get It on. 

Now that people were moving rather than talking, I could return to my own 
questions about the book and my identity. ‘I know I’m a Gemini with Moon and Mars in 
Leo and all that, but who am I to the world? What can I do for others? What need does 
Life have of me?’ 

Thereʼs nothinʼ wrong with me — Lovinʼ you, 

And, givinʼ yourself to me can never be wrong, 

 if the love is true, oh Baby, Ow. 

 ‘Things may not have happened as expected with The Eternity Book. But that 
doesn’t mean the world can’t become the paradise it was meant to be. And you, like 
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everyone else, have a role in making that happen. So, how do you respond to what’s 
going on?  

‘Having said, “Everything you experience is meaningful,” how do you live out that 
understanding? Doesn’t it require a new relationship with everything you experience? 
Your personal response to everything and everyone you encounter? What people say to 
you? The music you hear?’  

‘Even this comet that everyone is so excited about. You could probably fill a three-
ring binder with the newspaper articles, newsletters, and astronomical notes that people 
keep giving you about it. What’s its part in what’s happening? Certainly has an 
interesting name: “Lubos Kahoutek.” If I remember my Polish, that’s — “little cockcrow 
of love.”’ 

Iʼm askinʼ you baby, to get it on with me. 

 Ooh, ooh, ooh. 

 I ainʼt goinʼ to worry — I ainʼt goinʼ to push, 

Wonʼt push you, baby. 

Just come on, come on, come on, come on, Baby,

Stop beatinʼ round the bush… Yeah. 

Letʼs Get It On. 

‘Julie giving you that crystal ball. The mail. The children. Terra’s mother, a 
psychologist, giving you Carl Jung to read. “These seas you’re sailing may be 
uncharted,” she said, “but they’re known to exist.” And that bookstore owner, Dawn 
Eden, writing that she has Merlin’s hat.’ 

You know, what Iʼm talkinʼ about. 

Come on, Baby.

 Hey, hey. Let your love come out. 

 ‘But maybe you’re mistaking the direction, the meaning, of all these signs. Trouble 
is… things can have many meanings… as many meanings as there are minds. What 
something ‘means’ is what each individual understands it to mean. But it’s only when 
meanings are hurtful or oppressive that someone or something’s really being mistaken.  

And if our very existence is being misunderstood, if the life of the planet is at stake, 
then words, even words that express the idea that things could be different, might not be 
enough…’ 
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Come on, come on, come on, come on, 

Come on darlinʼ...

 ‘But can anyone just be anyone? Well, since we congeal valued characteristics into 
mythic personalities and preserve these in legends, certainly universal features are 
available to everyone. And if I truly desire the Messianic Age, or Christ’s Second 
Coming, or the Return of the Prophet, or the Age of Aquarius or whatever one would 
wish to name Universal Love and lasting Peace on Earth… and I know that this can only 
happen as each of us personifies, becomes what we’re waiting for — then maybe by 
using the name Merlin, by being Merlin for people — if that’s what’s needed… If 
everyone else would do their part, then... I was willing to be a Demon. Why not Merlin? 
If that’s what it takes. A miracle could happen…’ 

Get It On, Come onʼ baby. 

Did you not mean it? 

 ‘And there’s also the problem that I’m responsible, if The Eternity Book has 
created a mythological “Return of Merlin” and now people are expecting an external 
event. A person other than themselves. Someone who can work miracles, break the laws 
of the universe, do the impossible. Someone we have to keep waiting for — I’m 
responsible for it. Then this much is certain: I’m going to have to do everything I can to 
make that “Return” what it should be — all of us doing the possible together, now.’ 



 170 

Tell You about Your Stars? 
 
 

 “Shall we taste the bread?” she asked. “I’m sure it’s cooled enough by now. And 
there’s black tea if you’d like.” 

“Sounds great. Let me help.” While he filled the tea kettle and put it on the stove, 
she cut two slices, got out butter, a jar of honey. The snack was so delicious that he’d 
stopped talking to savor it.  

“Go on,” she said. 
He put his bread down. “I decided to act.”  

 
On Valentine’s Day, I mailed an announcement to colleges, newspapers, writers, 

artists, musicians, bookstores, schools, friends, relatives… 
I called it the “Manifesto of the Age of Aquarius.”  

 
 “I don’t think I need to recite the whole nine paragraphs for you. I have a copy of 

it in my bag, if you’d like to see it.” 
 

 “By Proclamation of the Stars,” it declared Morality, Justice, Fidelity, Equality, 
and Love inherent. And called for action in keeping with Aquarian values — kindness, 
helping one another, service to the world.  

 “I stand before you. I am no different,” it concluded. “You are not a spectator. 
Organize the world for yourself. Base it on your own experience. I have walked 
backward in time to bring you again the Beginning.”  

I signed it, “Merlin.”  
 

“Crrrraaaaacckkkkkkkkk!!!!” Thunderbeings interrupted. A heavy rain resumed. 
He began anew. 
 

Joanne pinched a crease in her napkin and started rolling the fold, back and forth, 
back and forth… “This was supposed to be just our little fantasy,” she said. “Yours and 
mine. No one else’s.” 

“But it’s more than that. There’s something happening that could be part of how the 
world can be saved. I couldn’t live with myself, or you, if I backed out now.” 

“If you don’t… If you keep up this Merlin-stuff… I’m not saying you can’t be 
Merlin, but just for me. And I can still be Vivian, but just for you. Not for everybody. Not 
publicly. It’s crazy. You’ll just make a fool of yourself. I’ll move out if you keep it up.” 
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 “I had to follow where the path was leading. And when the Manifesto brought 

invitations to come and discuss the ideas, I couldn’t say, ‘No.’ One letter was from Dawn 
Eden, the person who had written me that she had Merlin’s hat at her bookstore. She 
invited me to her home to talk with a group of people about the book. Arranged 
transportation to and from Los Gatos.” 
 

 “Merlin! You look just as I imagined you!” A sprite-like woman was walking 
excitedly from the house to greet me. I felt as if I had already met her. She moved and 
spoke with an immediate, childlike spontaneity. 

“I’m Dawn.” 
“Hello, Dawn. It was kind of you to invite me.” 
“Oh, it’s our pleasure. Come in. Come on in.”  
Taking my arm, she escorted me inside. There were about twenty guests. Soon, I 

was unfolding what I had prepared. I had calculated and drawn a chart for a hypothetical 
person born at 7 p.m. that evening. I started by talking about the Stars in general. 

I explained that what I meant by the word ‘Stars’ actually had to do with the 
internal relationship between the Sun and the Earth. “Because Earth is tilted on its axis, 
the yearly orbit forms a cycle, which can be divided into phases. I believe it’s this 
dynamic, modified by the Moon and the planets that imprints on the newborn. Not the 
constellations for which the twelve phases in the cycle were originally named.” 

Noting that the seasons of the year provide an excellent analogy for the meaning of 
each of the phases, I then proceeded to explain the chart.  

“I just try to describe the phenomena of the planets, and let that description be the 
meaning,” I said. “Begin with the Sun. It’s the center of our solar system, so in whatever 
place the Sun is found, that experience will be described as centermost. Right now, we 
observe that the Sun is in the place of Aries. Springtime. Things beginning. That’s the 
centermost meaning of this time…”  

There was a short break after my presentation of the chart. For the second part, I 
pursued the implications of recognizing Cosmic identity. 

“What does it mean,” I began, “if who we are — if a significant dimension of our 
individual personhood — is described by the relations among heavenly bodies at the 
moment when we come into being? Wouldn’t you say that an identity given by the 
universe should take precedence over other ideas of ourselves?” 

“Why over the identity our culture offers?” someone asked. 
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“Because our cultural identity is something we conform to,” I answered. “In 
contrast, we already are the cosmic identity that the moment of our birth describes, 
whether we’re aware of it or not. Besides, advertising supplies much of the imagery from 
which we piece together our sense of self. But advertising is interested in selling us 
something, suggesting that we’re not worthy of esteem the way we are. That we need to 
buy the product. The Stars demonstrate that the value of our being is inherent. Equally 
importantly, the identity that the culture supplies could be in error — as so many other 
human efforts have proven to be. And I would argue that it is.” 

“How can you say that?” he wanted to know. “By what criteria?” 
“Just look around. In our hearts, we’re good people. We have love for one another, 

for children, for Nature. And each of us needs to be loved. But you’d never guess that by 
the shape the world is in — starvation, war, ecological devastation. Why? Because our 
culture teaches us that we’re separate from one another. The ego, which is supposed to be 
essential to the well-adjusted personality, constructs its boundaries out of difference. 
Piecing together an identity that depends on who we are not, we learn to magnify 
whatever sets us apart — race, gender, nation... The identity we derive from the Stars, 
however, arises from connection with the Cosmos and one another. It’s only our 
constructed ideas of ourselves that are denying us a whole new World. Peace on Earth.”  

At this point, I thought I had finished my presentation.  
“Wait,” someone pursued, “aren’t you going to make any predictions. I mean, with 

that chart you drew up for this evening, can’t you predict something for tomorrow, or the 
rest of the week… for each of us. I’m an Aquarian.” 

“No, I don’t do that. I’m not sure if it works. But I am sure that what’s commonly 
called ‘Natal Astrology’ — that is, description of personality based on the moment of 
birth — is empirically verifiable. I just brought this chart to demonstrate what could be 
said about a person born this evening.” 
 

He paused and took a sip of his tea. 
 

Several weeks later, two pieces of mail arrived on the same day. Both were 
addressed to Merlin. One was from Carlton Press, offering to publish The Eternity Book 
— if I would send them two thousand seven hundred and ninety dollars. The other was 
from Walden Pond, Dawn Eden’s bookstore, requesting more books. I didn’t have any 
more books. Nor did I have any money. So I sent the publishing company’s letter to 
Dawn Eden, suggesting that if she wanted more books, perhaps she would like to deal 
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with Carlton. A few days later, Dawn called and suggested another avenue. Walden Pond 
would publish a second edition. 

Meanwhile, Merlin had gotten another invitation. This time, from the University of 
Alabama at Tuscaloosa.  

“You’re crazy, man,” Jeff was genuinely alarmed. “You can’t just hitchhike your 
way across the South. Didn’t you see Easy Rider? Don’t you know what Southerners are 
like?” 

“Well, my father is from Vicksburg,” I replied. “And I’ve still got relatives there. 
As well as in Memphis. And along the Texas Gulf Coast — down by Brownsville. I’ve 
been South before.” 

“That’s not what I mean, man,” Jeff looked at me seriously. “Look at yourself. You 
could get killed. Let ’em send you an airplane ticket.” 

“They said they’d reimburse me if I wanted to do that. But I thought traveling this 
way would bring me into contact with a lot more people. I could do Stars for people, all 
the way out there and all the way back.”  

Jeff remained apprehensive. My own experience with the South precluded such 
feelings. “And I’ve been thinking lately about this Watergate thing. If the people 
expressed their dissatisfaction with what’s going on, maybe a whole floodgate of 
cleansing waters could be opened.” 

“You’re a hopeless case, Merlin,” Jeff laughed. “But what about Joanne? What does 
she think about it?” 

“Maybe some time apart will help us,” I said. 
“Ohh…” Jeff nodded sadly. 

 
 “In fact,” the Dreamer hesitated for a second, “Joanne had started looking for an 

apartment. Now I told her she wouldn’t have to. At first, I had intended only to hitchhike 
to Alabama. But something told me I should go further, all the way around the country. 
To be honest, something told me that I should walk the whole way. But I just couldn’t 
believe that was necessary. ‘What would it prove?’ I thought. Anyway, I would be gone 
for some time and Joanne could have the apartment to herself. I would continue the 
Quest I had begun before she had come into my life. She had contributed so much to it — 
both in depth and direction. In my eyes, she was the one person in all the world who 
could have ‘released’ Merlin. But she hadn’t anticipated the results of that ‘release.’ 
Neither of us could have known what it would mean. I felt I had no choice but to go with 
it, wherever it led. Maybe when I came back…” 



 174 

He stopped and stared into his teacup, empty now except for a few leaves that had 
gotten past the strainer.  

“Would you like more tea?” she asked. 
“No, thank you.” 

 
Since I drew charts with a ten-inch circular protractor, I needed some large sheets of 

paper. So I went over to Cleo’s. 
“Sure, I can sell you some,” Doug said. “But if you wouldn’t mind that one side of 

the paper’s printed on, I can give you all the paper you can carry.” We walked onto the 
pressroom floor and he showed me a skid piled high with stacks of paper exactly the right 
size. Handed me a sheet off the top.  

It was a beautiful, bright yellow and blue map of Lake Tahoe. “Sad to say, the 
customer doesn’t want this job anymore. But if you can use the back…”  

Now I knew where I would go first. 
Joanne crocheted a net-like sleeve to fit around a long, protective tube which she 

attached to my backpack. I rolled fifty or so sheets of the paper into the tube. Joanne also 
gave me the I-Ching we had bought. “You’re going to need this,” she said. 

Our neighbor down the street built me a portable drawing-board with a 
compartment for my tools. We painted the constellation Ursa Major, the Big Dipper on 
the front side; and red, white and blue stripes on the back. 

Finally, I composed and had printed a letter to carry. Describing the Age of 
Aquarius, the Water Carrier, as “pouring out Universal Dreams on Earth,” the letter 
declared it only appropriate that these cleansing “waves of honesty be opened with a 
Watergate.” And encouraged each person to make “waves.” I planned to hand write each 
recipient’s name, and sign it, “Merlin.” 

Around four o’clock, on a May afternoon of a new Moon, I set out. Hitchhiking 
through the night brought daybreak with a middle-aged businessman carefully 
negotiating winding mountain roads.  

“Well, you may be correct there. But things have gone on like this far too long. It’ll 
take more than opening up this Watergate Affair to bring about any sweeping changes.” 

He dropped me off at the Truckee exit. Except for some great bird calling in the 
crisp morning air, everything was quiet. As I walked down the ramp, I saw what had once 
been a forest meadow, now a gravel-strewn field. Just beyond the exit, a clear, sparkling 
stream offered a place to freshen up.  
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By early afternoon, I was sitting at a picnic table on the beach in Tahoe City, 
drawing and explaining Stars. More and more people kept coming by. My list of charts to 
do kept growing. 

 
“What exactly were you telling people about their Stars? What you’d read in 

books?” 
“I had to begin with what books taught me, of course. But I knew I needed to get 

away from traditional descriptions no doubt distorted when passed from person to 
person, generation to generation. What appealed to me most was the abstract idea of 
phases in a self-renewing cycle: first, all possibilities; then, selection of one possibility; 
then, communication of that possibility; then, its concretization; and so forth. But I’d 
been doing Stars in Berkeley since November and people had been refining what I was 
saying.”  

 
“Aries people love new things,” I had said to Ona. 
“Well, as long as the Aries thought them up herself,” she corrected me. “If someone 

else puts a new idea in front of an Aries, she has to think it through for herself. Aries are 
very independent, you know.” 

 
“So people adjusted my articulations. With each new chart, I learned something. 

And I remembered the new information, so I could share it with the next person whose 
Stars I did. As this process continued, people brought me closer to their experiences, 
further from the books. Which brings me back to Lake Tahoe...” 

 
“Hey, we heard you’re doing people’s charts. How much do you charge?” 
“Just something to eat when I’m hungry, or… well, maybe if you could help me 

with a place to stay for the night. I don’t think I can finish all the charts I already have to 
do in just one day.” 

“Hey, no problem. My name’s Tim.” 
“Doug.” 
“I’m Wayne.” 
“Lake Tahoe is the breeding ground of Angels,” the people there told me. And after 

six days of sitting alongside its heaven-mirroring surface, I believed it. 
The evening before my departure, Tim asked if I would help him with a special 

task. He couldn’t do it alone, he said. We drove a short distance, then got out of the car 
and followed a trail into the woods. Walked about a quarter mile until the path ended. 
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“I used to come here all the time when I was a kid,” Tim began. He was twenty-one 
then. I was twenty-eight.  

He took a step left into what at first appeared to be an impenetrable undergrowth of 
thick brush. Pushing back a low branch, he opened a doorway into a small clearing, no 
larger than a modest backyard. Ankle-deep, lush green grass swayed gently with the 
breeze. Tall pines, crowding all around, whispered and sighed. 

“At first I didn’t know if I should tell you this,” he continued as we walked toward 
the center. “But when you told me about my Stars…”  

“Saturn conjunct Neptune,” I had explained to him, “your key, that which will help 
you unlock every door, is to be found in your dreams. Pay attention to coincidences and 
treat things that happen by chance with the greatest respect.”  

He reached into his pocket and took out a small, brown package. “This is ginseng,” 
he said. He showed me a strange, human-like figure of a root, resting in the palm of his 
hand. “I want you to plant this with me, and then I want to tell you my dream.” 

 We found a grotto of young pines, carefully placed the root in the ground and 
covered it. As we walked back to the car, Tim broke the silence. 

“I was lost in the woods,” he said. “Terribly lost. It didn’t feel like a dream. I 
couldn’t wake up and couldn’t make myself believe it was only a dream. Do you know 
what it means to be lost?” He looked at me. My cousin and I had gotten lost in a swamp 
once. I nodded, but remained quiet. 

 “I couldn’t find my way for anything. Every time I thought I knew which way to 
go, I was wrong again. All I knew was that I was alone. I was panicking. Then, out of 
nowhere, this guy came along. He showed me which way to go. He got me out of it.” 

“Whew! Great!” I exclaimed. 
“Yeah, right,” Tim agreed. “But the part I need to tell you about is that I couldn’t 

see the guy’s face. All I could see was that he was wearing a bell on his shoe. That’s what 
I remember best of all.”  

He looked down at my left shoe. Ever since Joanne and I had gotten together, we 
had each laced a little brass bell into one of our shoes. 

“It’s you,” Tim said. “If I were you, I’d really be serious about what I was doing. I 
wouldn’t talk about anything else. I’d just try my very best to do what I was supposed to 
do, and that’s all.” 

A dream-message brought by an Angel. How could I ignore it? I decided that for 
the rest of this journey, I would tell people about their Stars and what that Cosmic 
connection meant — the miracle we could do together here in this world. That and only 
that. 
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Death Valley to D.C. 
 
 

 “A good place for a break,” the Bridgekeeper said. “I have to take care of my 
friends. Would you like to come with me?” 

As they passed a fenced area behind the small stone barn, the Dreamer noticed 
how the edges of the gate were chewed and rounded. “Nora, Carrie, Kate,” the 
Bridgekeeper called, “Sally, Heidi, Louise, Dana.” Crossing the corral, she pushed the 
sliding door all the way open. “Time for dinner!”  

Inside, she turned on the light. Goats immediately surrounded her. As she 
introduced each one, they quieted.  

The Bridgekeeper moved towards a door at the far end of the room. Her friends 
close on her heels. They entered an area where seven slightly raised platforms abutted a 
row of stanchions. Within minutes, each goat had walked up the ramp to her favorite 
feeding station. The Bridgekeeper quickly distributed grain and hay in the troughs.  

“Why the raised platforms?” he asked. 
“Makes it easier to milk them,” she replied, now gently brushing Nora. “But do go 

on,” she added. “I’m sure they’ll enjoy the sound of your voice.” 
 
The night after I left Lake Tahoe, I was on Mount Whitney, trying to sleep without 

slipping down a switchback. Next afternoon, it was Stars for a carload of soldiers as we 
drove through Death Valley. By evening, I was with a group of campers on the shores of 
Lake Mead. The next morning, in the parking lot high above the tremendous waters 
rushing through the turbines of Hoover Dam, I met… 

“Marie Antoinette.” Her voice blended strangely with the electricity buzzing 
everywhere in the air. “But you can call me Toni —” 

“Wait a minute,” John, her friend, was a bit suspicious. “Why do you want to tell 
us about our Stars, anyway?” 

“Because if we know who we are, then we can act accordingly,” I answered. “The 
story that the Stars tell is that essentially we’re all very much the same.” 

“That’s right,” Toni added, “and the difference between ourselves and anyone who 
has ever lived is just a very little bit of time and space.” She put her thumb and index 
finger together to emphasize her point, “Just a very little bit.” 

In Phoenix, I stayed with my god-parents. My uncle Bob had worked in the iron 
mines of Upper Peninsula Michigan. He was one of the first in the little town to put on a 
“United Mine Workers” pin and take a stand for safe and decent working conditions. 
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When the mining companies left the region for South America, he learned to set type for 
the Iron Mountain News. Then organized and fought for a living wage at the newspaper. 
Tough and rugged, a lover of the outdoors, he had never seemed capable of weakness. 
Now I learned he was a Capricorn. 

“Newspapers,” he told me, “they’re our only hope. You’re never going to get the 
fox to tell you he’s been in the chicken coop. But as long as there’s freedom of the press, 
at least there’s a chance that journalists will tell us what’s going on.” 

At the University of Arizona, I did Stars for a philosophy professor. 
“It’s true. What you just told me about myself is absolutely true. Nor was your 

description so generalized that it could be dismissed as universally applicable. You 
located a lot of specifics. It’s good. I really think you’ve got something there. And the 
connections that you’re making between the discoveries of the outermost planets and 
Enlightenment, Romanticism and Existentialism. I especially like that.” 

“Well, what do you think we can do about getting this information into the 
mainstream?” 

“Are you kidding? You know what would happen if I’d even breathe a word of this 
sort of stuff in a faculty meeting?” 

 
He followed her back into the pen room where she now began cleaning up the 

day’s straw bedding. Seeing another pitchfork leaning against the wall, he joined her in 
the work.  

When the floor was cleared, she turned the full wheelbarrow toward a door on the 
right side of the room. He opened it and followed her down a well worn path to a large 
compost heap. “Keep talking,” she said. 

 
A week later, I spent about five or six days telling people about their Stars at a park 

in Albuquerque. Each night, Ronny took me home. I’ll never forget his mother’s parting 
words. 

“Dreamers,” she said. “Tell the young ones how the world could be. Get their 
hopes all up. Then they find out what this life is really like.” 

 “It’s twelve o’clock midnight, the bewitching hour,” were the DJ’s last words as I 
opened the door and stepped onto the street in Lawrence, Kansas. Ken and I had been 
listening to Steely Dan for the last hour or so. Now there was only the chirping of 
crickets and the quiet of a clear night sky.  

‘I wonder where Aquarius might be,’ I was thinking, when a shooting-star blazed 
out of the darkness and drew my attention right to that constellation.  
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After about a week of doing Stars at a community house, I headed south. 
My father had told me not to visit my Southern relatives. “I don’t approve of what 

you’re doing,” he said. “Life is not a journey.” So I wasn’t in Mississippi very long. 
 
After the Bridgekeeper finished washing the pen room floor with the hose, they 

passed through the room where the goats stood quietly eating and into a small room in 
back. She washed her hands and then got out a stainless-steel bucket and a clean towel 
from a closet. Positioning the bucket, she sat down on the platform next to Louise and 
began milking.  

 
Phil, Christianne and Michelle took me into New Orleans. Phil or ‘Drake,’ as he 

liked to be called, was an aspiring actor. Wearing a goatee and smoking small cigars, he 
looked as though he’d just stepped off a riverboat. He introduced me to Edna, his mom. 
“She can be your mom, too. Just call her ‘Mom.’” When ‘Mom’ saw that my book bag 
was wearing thin, she cut and sewed a new one that matched Joanne’s macramé. 

Down in the French Quarter, doing Stars on Lafayette Square, I met Celina. “Ha! 
Here you are, Merlin. I knew you’d come.” She was seventy-five at the time. The 
weathered folds of her umber skin reminded me of the bark of trees. Though frail-
looking, she was strong, energetic — and elated with her Stars. She introduced me to a 
café owner and other friends. “This is the one I’ve been waiting for,” she kept saying. 

A few days later, I was alone again. Wading the waters of the Gulf. Thinking 
things over. ‘If Einstein is correct, we really are Timeless. Conscious in Eternity. If the 
Stars are correct, each of us is a unique Image of Divinity. If Jung is correct, then artists 
are expressing the collective wish for realization of this Divine self. And who’s to say 
that this model isn’t correct? Seeing things this way only urges one to be more loving, 
more kind, more giving, more aware. This can’t be wrong…’ 

Having called Joanne every week, I knew that Pam, the secretary of the University 
of Alabama Student Association, had written to inform me that — although I was still 
very welcome — the Emphasis Program had decided against official sponsorship. I 
decided to follow through with my visit. 

Pam was a Pisces. Her partner, Guether, a Taurus, was writing a book about the 
university system. “Too much university research is being funded by big business,” was 
his point. “And that’s dangerous. You can end up proving one thing, disproving 
something else; or mentioning one thing and leaving out something else — not in the 
interest of the community, or of ‘scholarship’ — but on the basis of whether or not it’ll 
suit the corporate sponsor.”  
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Pam invited numerous friends. I did the Stars for all, including the President and 
Vice-President of the student association who had cancelled sponsorship.  

 “But if my identity is determined by the moment of my birth, aren’t you denying 
my freedom? I’m not free, huh?” George objected. 

“Well, environment and genetics, which I’m sure you’re willing to recognize as 
factors influencing who you become, don’t leave you absolutely free either. If you’re 
five feet tall, you’re never going to be the world’s greatest basketball star. Or if you’re 
born into an environment in which there’s no money for books, or even a lamp to read 
by, you’re not likely to get a Ph.D.” 

“So you admit that genetics and environment affect how a person turns out.” 
“Yes, definitely. But they aren’t the sum total. Without the Stars, you’re missing a 

piece as significant as the other two.” 
“But what about free will?” George returned to his point. 
“Free will is a part of the picture, as well,” I replied. “We start with certain gifts. 

Within the limits our environment places on us, we do with our gifts whatever we 
choose. Indeed, we’re existentially free. Our free will makes us each responsible for the 
world.” 

“Responsible for the world!” Bill exclaimed. “That’s heavy, man. Too heavy!” 

She had just finished with Heidi, the large brown goat, and was preparing to milk 
Carrie, whose long ears reminded him of rabbits.  

In Asheville, with my brother David, I could think aloud. Each evening, we sat on 
the back porch and watched a myriad of fireflies carry on their courtship.  

“Focusing on the Watergate thing isn’t enough,” David pointed out. “You’ve got to 
have a broader perspective.” 

“Yeah, I agree. Watergate seems only to symbolize the corruption that’s led to the 
bigger mess we’re in.” 

“Then that’s what you need to say.” 
“And there’s something else, too. Over and over, after I’ve done the Stars for 

people, they’ve asked me to write something down for them. If I had a declaration or 
something, I could use the other side for that.” 

So I wrote what I called, “The Declaration of Interdepend.” It still mentioned the 
opening of the Watergate, but just as the initial step into a new age, which we’d bring 
about by each of us dispersing our unique gifts. David helped me get three hundred 
copies of this message printed before I headed for our nation’s capital. 
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Pouring the milk into a refrigerated stainless-steel drum, she led him back to the 

pen room where they spread fresh straw bedding on the now-dry floor.  
 
Washington, DC turned nightmare. I had planned to send a copy of the Watergate 

letter to every member of Congress, each with the symbols of their Sun and Moon 
position along the top. So I went to the Georgetown University library and began 
researching their names and birthdays. It was late that afternoon when I met Marilyn. 
After I had explained to her what I was doing, she offered to help.  

“You can be my guest for dinner tonight; and I’ll talk with some friends about 
finding you a place to stay.” 

We were standing in line at the cafeteria —  something I didn’t think 
extraordinary, since many colleges permit residents to have dinner guests — when 
someone grabbed my shoulder and jerked me backwards. Before Marilyn’s and other 
students’ shocked faces, a uniformed Georgetown University Security Guard dragged 
me out into the corridor and shoved me against a wall. 

“What’s going on? What’s the matter?” 
“You tell me, bud. Where’s your ID?” 
“I don’t have any ID, sir. But I haven’t done anything wrong, either. Why are you 

doing this?” 
“Shut up! I ask the questions.” With that, he swung me around, pushed me face 

first into the wall, drew back my arms and tightly handcuffed my wrists behind my back. 
“Sir, I didn’t do anything.” 
As he hustled me in the direction of the door, I became painfully aware that the 

handcuffs were way too tight. 
“Sir, these handcuffs are too tight. They’re cutting off my circulation.” 
“I told you. Shut up! Now get in the car.” A few blocks later, “Get out! Move!” 
We entered a brick building where I was whisked past the reception area and sent 

stumbling into a small office. “Here he is Sarge.” 
By the time they noticed, the bluish-purple color of my hands was more 

convincing than anything I could have said. 
“Just be patient, we’re trying to get these things off.” Having gotten the cuffs on 

too tightly, now they couldn’t get them off. After questioning, they decided that I wasn’t 
the person they were looking for. But neither did they want to see me on their campus 
anymore. 
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That night, I slept alongside a canal outside the district. Next day, I went to the 
public library in Bethesda. The librarian there told me that I could sleep in the little 
courtyard behind the library. 

It took another three or four days to complete the calligraphy of the names, draw 
each Sun and Moon sign, and address the envelopes. A white-haired woman told me that 
I could place the letters by hand in the mailboxes of each member of Congress. Another 
new friend, who took care of a parking lot beneath a nearby apartment complex, showed 
me a bathroom and shower that I could use. 

The morning after completing the work, I rose before dawn and went to shower. 
But when I reached into my backpack for my good jeans, I was surprised to discover that 
they were gone. I traced and retraced my steps. To no avail. My only other pants were 
well-worn and patched, just not presentable. It would be like those who went to the 
wedding banquet without bothering to put on their good clothes. 

I began to get the picture. ‘From the time I arrived in Washington, little things and 
big things, too,’ I thought, ‘have been trying to tell me something. Okay, I’ve put a lot of 
work into this letter… but am I willing to sacrifice it in order to stay on course?’ I took 
out the I-Ching and did several hexagrams. The answers to my questions were 
consistent.  

“Under these circumstances, which are due to the time, it is not favorable… to 

undertake anything. Stubborn perseverance in maintaining one’s standpoint would lead 

to downfall.” 

 “… to see danger and stop in time is true wisdom.” 
I had learned not to argue with the I-Ching. So I took the three boxes of letters, 

placed them in the dumpster in the alley behind the library, packed up my things and left 
the DC area.  

 
The Bridgekeeper released the goats from their stanchions, whispering something 

into each one’s ear. As she and her guest followed them into the pen room, Louise and 
Kate ran outside. 
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Doppler’s Explanation 
 
 

 “Thank you to all who have given their lives so that we may live. May we live ours 
in a way that’s worthy of your sacrifice.”  

For the next few minutes, silence fell upon their meal. He could not believe how 
great the soup tasted. Amazed to find himself thinking, ‘One last delicious parsnip. Would 
it be so good if this weren’t a dream?’ he wondered. 

“Continue if you like,” she said. 
 
In Philadelphia, Norman, Andi, Erika and other members of their community 

warmly welcomed me. They loved their Stars.  
From Philly, I hitchhiked out to Long Island and stayed with Sue, an old friend 

from the Dada-dinner days. Took the train into the city each day and did Stars for people 
on Washington Square. Before leaving, I called Joanne. 

“This isn’t easy to tell you,” she said, “I hope you can understand. I’ve been going 
out to singles’ bars. I’m dating other men.”  

Afterwards, Sue and I — with shoes in hand and jeans rolled up — walked along 
Jones Beach. She was sensitively quiet. Tiny creatures scurried about as each soft wave 
caressed the sand.  

“It’s really been kind of your parents to have me as a guest this past week.” 
“They loved it.” 
Overhead, a pair of gulls called out the closing of a day. 
“Do you get a sense of infinity when you come down here?” 
“Listen, Bob, I mean, Merlin. What are you going to do when you get back? Have 

you thought about that? I mean, where are you going to go?” 
“I don’t know yet. There’s a woman with a bookstore in Los Gatos who invited me 

to draw peoples’ Stars down there. If the invitation is still open, maybe I’ll see if that can 
work. I’ll have to write to her.” 

Leaving New York, I stopped in Boston, Detroit, Mackinac Island and then stayed a 
few days with my relatives in Marquette. My Uncle Jim, a pharmacist, drove me out to 
the highway where I would continue my journey. 

“Well, Bobby, I mean Merlin, how long do you think it will take for it to… uhh… 
happen?” 

“For it to happen?” 
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“Yes. You know, in chemistry, you bring the ingredients together, then sometimes 
you have to wait. How long do you think it’s going to take?”  

“I don’t know. I didn’t think it was going to take even this long.” 
In Green Bay, my parents listened attentively as I told them about their Stars. They 

had to admit that the descriptions fit. But not that what I was doing was valuable, or even 
acceptable. 

 “Bobby, people will laugh at you, your hair, your ideas. You’re getting it all 
wrong.” 

“No, they don’t, Mom. People don’t laugh at me.” 
 “When are you going to get serious?” 
“Serious? If I knew how to be any more serious, I would.” 
As for my father, he seemed to sense that it was no use arguing with me. He 

observed me as he would a weather pattern not seen before. He probably thought I was 
crazy; but could see that I wasn’t breaking any laws and wasn’t going to harm anyone. 

In Milwaukee, I stayed with Peggy. She and I had been friends since we lived in the 
same community house when I first got out of the monastery. Peggy appreciated that I 
had supported an important point that she tried to make back then. She had argued that 
any depiction of a woman as the object of sexual desire —in non-pornographic 
advertising and such, as well as pornography — robbed all women of their full 
humanity, made them objects for use. And when men used such these images for 
masturbation, they came to associate pleasure with de-humanization of women. This, of 
course, included Playboy, a magazine that was popular with movement men at the time. 
Her reasoning made perfect sense to me. The rest of the guys in the house disagreed. 
They said that Peggy was just caught up in “Victorian Morality.”  

Later, I learned that many women had reached the same conclusion. Objectification 
of women became a basic concept in feminist analysis. But that’s much later.  

During my visit, Peggy sat reading and stitching across the room, while I did Star 
charts or sketches for the many friends she invited to come by. 

By this time, I had begun to write something like poems for people. I called them 
sketches. People would ask me to write something down so that they could remember 
what I said. And I found the content better suited to poetic form than prose. 

I put them in the best calligraphy I could, and drew the symbols of the planets and 
signs. Gradually, they came to look and sound more like poems. More importantly, what 
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the sketches were saying was improving all the time. Because the more people I did Stars 
for, the more their comments refined the meanings.” 

“Good, but don’t get off the track now,” she said, as she ladled each another 
helping of soup. 

 
In Chicago, I wandered around Lake Park, hoping to find someone who looked 

approachable.  
“Sure, man. You can tell me about my Stars. Lay it on me.” 
“You were born with the Sun in Scorpio, so you’re a very dramatic and magical 

person, full of secrets and mystery. You live as if life were a stage.” 
“Hey, that is bad. Tell me some more.” 
“Your favorite color is red. And with Mercury in Sagittarius, you really like to think 

deeply about things, like philosophy. With the Moon in Capricorn, all of this rests on a 
very reliable, hard-working foundation. Like mountains. Autumn in the Mountains, that’s 
you.”  

“Call me Charles. What’s your name?” 
“Merlin.” 
“Well, Merlin, have you eaten lately? Let’s walk over to my place and fix 

something up.” 
“If you tell me where and when you were born, I can do your whole chart for you.” 
“Meridian, Mississippi. 8 a.m.” 
As Charles made sandwiches for us, I calculated his Stars and began drawing. I 

noticed the music he had turned on softly in the background, but not until a half hour later 
did I realize that he was quietly drawing, too. We finished almost in the same moment. 

“Look,” he said, “it’s a picture of you.” Indeed, it was a gallery-perfect portrait, in 
every shade of black and white, of me in his kitchen, drawing his Stars. 

From there I continued westward, visiting and staying with friends in Minneapolis, 
and Dubuque. Out on the Great Plains, Suzie and Patti picked me up. To make room, they 
moved their golden Buddha statue and box of chocolates to one side of the back seat. 
That evening, we watched what I think was a comet. A thin silver needle hanging 
motionless in the sky. For the first time in many years, I remembered my childhood 
nightmare. We parted ways when they turned south for Yellowstone. 

I had not been five minutes on the Missoula exit ramp, when an old rusted-out blue 
and white chevy station wagon pulled onto the gravel shoulder. I ran the few yards, 
placed my things in the back seat and climbed in the front with my book bag. 
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The driver was a woman about my age, wearing a sawdust-covered blue workshirt, 
“Where ya’ going?” 

“To Missoula, here. I’ve come to tell people about their Stars. Would you like me to 
tell you about yours?” 

“Sure. March 13, 1953, 12:36 a.m., Washington, DC.”  
Since she had given me the time and place, I said, “It might take about an hour to 

do your whole chart; but I could do a little sketch for you in just a few minutes. Which 
would you prefer?”  

“Whatever you want to do.”  
“Well, if there were some place to sit for a while.”  
“No problem.” Within a few minutes, we had crossed town and entered a residential 

area. We turned onto the driveway of an older-looking white house with a porch and 
great trees shading the front yard.  

“My name’s Martha,” she said, carrying her thermos and her hard hat in one hand 
and shaking out her shoulder-length chestnut hair with the other. “You can sit here on the 
porch. I’ll be right back.” 

When she returned, she offered me some ice tea, then left again as I continued 
doing the calculations. Twenty minutes later, she came back, washed and changed. I 
explained her chart while drawing it. 

“This is the symbol for Pisces. Two worlds bridged together — the old with the 
new, by forgiveness, letting go of the past, not counting the cost, sacrifice.” 

“You should draw it like this,” Martha asserted. “The cross-bar with its fine line 
shouldn’t be broken. Draw it first, then draw the two crescents with their lines welded 
together by the unbroken cross piece.”  

When we had finished her chart, she asked if I wanted to do anyone else’s. I stayed 
for four or five days. Each afternoon when Martha returned home from the plywood 
factory where she was working that summer, her community gathered around her.  

“Megan, did you get your Stars done?” 
“Yes. It was wonderful!” 
Martha glanced over at me and smiled. “Did you get to do Steve’s?” 
“He’s coming over tonight.” 
It was late by the time Steve and I finished. The house perfectly still. As quietly as I 

could, I rolled back the sliding door of the living room. To my surprise, there was a 
candle burning; and Martha appeared to be sleeping on the couch. I tip-toed over to the 
corner she had prepared for me and crawled into my sleeping bag.  

“So you’re leaving tomorrow,” Martha said softly from across the room. 
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“Yes,” I answered. “But I’ll always remember you and the time I spent here. All of 
you have been so kind.” 

“You don’t have to go, Merlin.” 
Shadows from the struggling candle flame danced the length of the ceiling. ‘Did I 

leave Joanne to become involved in a relationship with someone else? Is that even what 
Martha has in mind? Anyway, if it didn’t work with Joanne — who loved me full well — 
how can it ever work with any one else?’ There had been other opportunities for intimacy 
already. Each time, something told me that what I was doing bound me to celibacy more 
strongly than any vow. 

“Yes, Martha, I have to go.” 
Next afternoon, Steve and Megan walked me to the Missoula railyards. There was a 

daily freight that went to Spokane. Everyone said it was the best way to go. One of the 
railroad workers, whom Steve called a “box car knocker,” directed us to the proper track. 

“Don’t be afraid to dangle your legs out the door,” Megan coached as she helped 
me hoist my things into an empty car. “It’s a little scary at first, but it’s safe. You won’t 
fall out and there’s no trees or bushes that’ll hit you. Good-bye, Merlin. We’ll miss you.” 

Hours of quiet anticipation preceded a series of banging and clunking jolts that 
silenced all doubt. This train was going somewhere. Before it began, however, huge 
phantom craft — boxcars, flatcars, ore cars, carriers of all sorts — moved swiftly and 
mysteriously along adjacent tracks. It appeared as if a great shuffling and dealing of cards 
was taking place. Names of railroads I knew and names I’d never heard of floated by 
until all was arranged to the satisfaction of some invisible conductor. These staccato 
sweeps were followed by another wait, but this one — much shorter. For very soon, a 
thousand violinists, cellists, flautists and percussionists seemed to have started fine-
tuning their instruments. As the sound slowly crescendoed, it felt as if the whole world 
began to move. To my irrepressible excitement, the train gradually gathered speed. 
Almost immediately, we were outside of town and traveling very fast.  

The sights, the motions, the sounds had not yet become familiar when the engine 
blew a long, eerie whistle. Looking forward, I could see perhaps a half mile of train 
stretched out ahead as we rounded a languorous curve. 

Then, the field through which the freight was now flying rose in a cloud of 
dandelion wishes. They were everywhere. Millions and millions of dandelion seeds… 

“Oh God,” I prayed, “I wish upon all these wishes, for the world to become the kind 
of place You meant it to be. And I vow to do my very best to work and never quit until 
that miracle happens.” Tears rolled down my cheeks. 
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Night came too soon. I watched as fields, forests, streams, the infrequent road 
crossing, a small town or two, faded into black. It was time to consider the news of the 
day: Richard Nixon had resigned. 

Out of the darkness, clanging bells and alternating red lights flashed by. I recalled 
Doppler’s explanation: ‘The sound waves of the bells first bunch together as we 
approach, then stretch further apart as we race away. Starlight, too. An expanding 
universe…’ 

‘So what does this resignation represent?’ I asked myself. ‘Hadn’t the people re-
elected Nixon in light of Henry Kissinger’s promise that peace in Vietnam was only 
weeks away? Didn’t Kissinger know better, but believe that the “good of the Nation” was 
better served by his hand than left to the Will of the People? If that’s the case, then there 
are people in power who have tipped the scales against Democracy. For you can’t believe 
in Democracy and not trust the people to make decisions. So whose responsibility is it 
then, to check this kind of imbalance?’ 

I remembered my Uncle Bob’s words. “We rely on the press,” he had said. ‘Of 
course, the press!’ 

The night grew cold. Outside I could see nothing anymore. Nothing but an 
occasional headlight traveling in a parallel direction. I put on my sweater.  

‘Well, if the press were truly loyal to the idea of Democracy, that would, minimally, 
prevent the worst kind of despotism. Certainly, Nixon’s resignation represents that much. 
It’s really the press that deserves credit for doggedly pursuing the truth about Watergate. 
If only for that, they should be congratulated… encouraged.’ 

Street lamps high above the fifteen to twenty tracks in Spokane woke me from my 
freezing slumber. Luckily, not far from the railyards, I found a florist-nursery, where I 
could sleep peacefully among the trees and bushes for the remainder of the night.  

In the morning, I went to the public library and gathered the names and addresses of 
editors of newspapers in every state of the nation. With the little funds that people had 
given me along the way, I purchased eighty envelopes, stamps and some stationery. 

That summer, in response to the influx of visitors for the World’s Fair, Spokane had 
prepared an area out near High Tower Bridge for ‘young people.’ Basically, the site was 
a primitive camping area, reminiscent of Woodstock — school buses, make-shift shelters, 
tents, music, beads, incense, children. I was welcomed and shown a little vacant spot 
along one of the dirt roadways.  

Separated from the roadside by three pines and a large log, the narrow little space 
overlooked the six-to-seven-hundred-foot drop to the canyon’s bottom, for which the 
great railroad bridge had been built. ‘Perfect,’ I thought, ‘I can sit on the log and do my 
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work during the day. And the bushes and shrubs growing along the edge of the precipice 
will keep me from rolling off into oblivion in my sleep.’  

Soon I was copying, in the best calligraphy I could, the last line from the 
Declaration of Independence.  

 
 “… with a firm reliance on the Protection of Divine Providence, we mutually pledge 

to each other our Lives, our Fortunes, and our sacred Honor.” 
 
The next day, after I had finished the calligraphy and addressed more than half the 

envelopes, a strange quiet fell upon the campground. Whether it was the awful stillness in 
the air, or a collective intuition, an uneasy feeling spread. Mothers called their children. 
People watched the cloudy, but benign-looking sky. Then, it happened.  

At first, from the far side of the campground, you heard a great commotion of tin-
cans clattering, tents collapsing, doors slamming, branches snapping and breaking glass. 
Looking in that direction, you saw a howling miniature tornado sucking up dirt, dust, 
leaves, clothes, newspapers, everything imaginable high into the air — hopscotching 
from site to site. People stood like statues, turned to stone in disbelief. 

As soon as I realized what was happening, I looked around at my own site. There 
were ten, fifteen, twenty little piles of the work, all neatly organized according to the 
progress I had made on each piece. ‘Not even a rock to hold them down,’ I gasped. 
Nothing could be done. It was all happening too fast.  

The twisting funnel of wind was now across the road — down just two campsites. 
A hundred feet… a sleeping bag spiraled upward in its awesome grip. Fifty feet… 
thirty… I put my hands up to protect my face. Just then, as suddenly as it had appeared, it 
flew off again, disappearing as it crossed the canyon. 

For a moment, no one knew what to say. Then there came an audible sigh of 
relief… and voices like a chattering of birds. We surveyed the damage. 

“Thank God, no one’s injured.”  
“Lots of broken glass.”  
“All of our things destroyed.”  
“The smallest leaf, undisturbed at one campsite — while right next to it, a lounge 

chair lifted to the treetops by the ‘wind devil.’”  
I looked at my work. Only a few envelopes had been moved, and not more than a 

foot or two. I knew I had gotten something right this time. 
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Dawn Eden 

The Bridgekeeper picked up her bowl and stepped over to the sink. The Dreamer 
began organizing the dishes, while she prepared the water. She left his side for a moment. 
Soon, Ralph Vaughn-Williams’ “Fantasia on a Theme by Thomas Tallis” filled the air. 
As he submerged the heavy plates, his mind wandered into their blue-gray glaze. He 
quickly turned his head to look into her face.  

“Well?” she reminded him. 

Leaving the post office in Spokane, I headed for home. People had warned me 
about hitchhiking in Washington State; and ultimately, their fears proved grounded. 
Despite the fact that the entrance ramp to Interstate Five, just outside Chehalis, was not 
posted with a ‘Pedestrians Prohibited’ sign, I was arrested by the State Police and taken 
to the Lewis County Jail. For two days, I did Stars for the twenty or so inmates with 
whom I shared the cell block. Then came my day in court. 

“How am I to believe who you are?” the judge began. “I’ve never seen you before. 
You have no ID cards. You could be anyone.” 

“Your Honor,” I replied, “It’s no crime not to have ID cards. In fact, it’s for the 
very purpose of identity that I’ve been traveling this summer. I’ve been doing the Stars 
for people. Each of us is born at a particular moment in time and space and that moment 
describes our true identity. An identity that —” 

“So, you do Astrology?” 
“Yes, Your Honor.” 
“My sister-in-law knows about that stuff. What she said about me was pretty 

accurate. But you’re standing before me because you broke the law. What gives you the 
right to break the law?” 

“Nothing, Your Honor. I didn’t mean to break the law.” 
“But you did.” 
“Yes. Well… I was trying to be safe, Your Honor. I wasn’t down on the interstate, 

itself. I was on the —” 
“The ramp. Yes, yes, I know. The ramp. But there’s signs on those ramps, too.” 
“There was no sign on the ramp where I was hitchhiking, Your Honor.” 
“Are you saying I’m a liar?” 
“No, Your Honor. But in the interest of truth, there was no sign there.” 
“I’m not going to argue with you about signs. Where are you going now?” 
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“I plan to go home, Your Honor.” 
“Why did you want to spend your summer telling people about their Stars, 

anyway?” 
“For a most important reason, Your Honor. If people knew the identity the Stars 

describe, this would be a whole different place. Every person is an individual, very 
special, very different — yet, we’re all connected. If we understood that we’re all of the 
same substance, expressions of the same universe, a part of the same One Being; then 
rather than taking advantage of each other; we would learn how to love one another. Give 
everyone a fair chance to make a contribution to society, to succeed. Live in harmony 
with nature.” 

“Very interesting. Ahhh… Merlin. But back to what brings you before me. Do you 
have any money?” 

“I think about seven or eight dollars, Your Honor.” 
“Then I’m going to have to sentence you to some time. Bailiff! How long has Mr. 

Emrys been in the county jail?” 
“Since Tuesday evening, Your Honor.” 
“Tuesday and this is Thursday. Okay. For your sentence, forty-eight hours in the 

county jail. For time spent and good behavior, sentence served. Now stay off the 
interstate and keep out of trouble.” 

“Thank you, Your Honor.” 
“Next.”  
 
“By ‘home,’ you meant Berkeley?” 
“Yes.” 
 
I went back to the apartment that had been my home with Joanne. We talked for a 

day or two. By that time, however, our directions had become truly irreconcilable. She 
was dating. And I wasn’t interested in joining the group of her suitors. None of them was 
at all like me. They were moving up in the world such as it was. I wanted to see a whole 
new World, the Age of Aquarius, the Millennium. 

Dawn Eden replied enthusiastically when I called and asked if she would still like 
me to come and do Stars at her bookstore.  

Walden Pond was one of numerous shops that made up what was called ‘Old 
Town’ in Los Gatos. The building that housed the entire complex was once a 
schoolhouse. No expense had been spared in preserving and enhancing the original 
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Spanish architecture — second floor balconies, black wrought-iron railings, graceful 
arching lines, golden clay brick. 

Old Town was a tourist attraction, Walden Pond its treasure. The main floor of the 
bookstore had two levels, each with three or four uncrowded aisles. Their redwood 
shelves masterpieces of carpentry. A narrow staircase led to a loft — Dawn’s favorite 
area — where one found works on metaphysics, world religions, philosophy, spirituality. 
If adults wanted to explore the ‘Children’s Den,’ they needed to duck down, for the 
ceiling was no higher than five feet. Walden Pond reminded me of a magical wooden 
sailing ship, destined to fly beyond the moon. Most importantly, Thoreau would not have 
been ashamed of a single title or printed piece found within its walls. 

In the end, Walden Pond reflected its keeper. Dawn, for all her worldly 
sophistication and appreciation of subtlety, had neither forgotten childhood happiness nor 
deserted the desire to be good. Not surprisingly, she also read a lot, a book a week — 
sometimes two or three. And she loved life’s out-of-the-ordinary contours, its mysteries, 
those experiences that resonate with deeper meanings. 

 
 “Events, messages, dreams… they weave about us,” the Bridgekeeper observed. 

“Some things are not our own doing. Some of us are born with privilege and advantage; 
or we get ‘breaks’ along the way. Of course, we decide what we do with what we get. But 
Cosmic Laws determine what results from the choices we make.”  

“What if a whole planet doesn’t get the idea of what life is for?” he asked. 
“It’s only a thin layer that can ever go astray. The universe erases what’s not in 

harmony.” 
Everything was standing still now. His hands were in the dishwater, but they 

weren’t moving. 
“You were telling me about Dawn…”  
 
Several years before I met Dawn, she and her friend, Cese — both former suburban 

housewives — were contemplating what they were going to do for jobs. Just after they’d 
concluded that something would “come along,” they heard the DJ on the radio say, “If 
you have any requests, call…” 

Dawn called. To her surprise, when she expressed her request of Oh Happy Day, 
the person answering the phone recognized her voice. KTAO’s guest DJ that afternoon 
happened to be the owner of a local bookstore, a place Dawn often visited. He invited 
Dawn and Cese to the station where they spent the remainder of the afternoon learning 
how to operate broadcasting equipment. They also learned that the bookstore was up for 
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sale. Within three weeks, Dawn owned the bookstore. And Cese had begun a career in 
radio. 

When I arrived that August, Dawn welcomed me with an uninhibited hug and 
gentle kiss on my cheek. 

Sun between Libra and Scorpio describes life as happening in a theater. And since 
Dawn had the Moon conjunct Mars and Venus in Sagittarius as well, she staged 
philosophical discourse, friendliness, a sense of purpose — both backstage and on the 
boards. Emphatically, artfully. With Leo Rising, she played her part with natural 
assertiveness.  

“Merlin, if it’s all right with you, I’d like to invite some friends over for a little get-
together tonight. What do you say?” 

For most of the party, I was at the kitchen table, writing and explaining sketches of 
the Stars for a group of guests all in their teens. It was only after breakfast the next 
morning that I really met Joëlle, one of the many other guests. She was Dawn’s best 
friend and lived in the apartment above the patio. 

Twenty years earlier, when still a teenager, Joëlle had run away from her convent 
school in France. Took up residence on the Left Bank of Paris in the Quartier Latin. Hung 
out at the Café des Deux Magots. Her experiences had taught her a way of living that 
perfectly blended freedom, practicality and concern for others. When she came to the 
United States, she first worked as a governess. When we met, she was caring for 
Marceline, who was ninety years old. And reading people’s cards. It was from her 
mother, she said, that she had inherited a special ‘gift’ — an intuitive ability that 
permitted her to see deeply into people’s souls, their lives, sometimes even glimpse their 
future.  

“With the Sun in Aries, Joëlle, you are most like the springtime. New beginnings 
color your life. You are like a butterfly.” 

“Oh, Merlin, that is just what my mother used to call me. Her butterfly.” 
Informal gatherings spontaneously generated at Dawn’s round table in the kitchen. 

Joëlle liked to ask leading questions. 
“Tell me, Merlin,” she began one time. “When you were hitchhiking, weren’t you 

afraid something awful might happen?” 
“Someone once told me this story,” I answered. “Long ago, when Charlemagne was 

a young boy, his father, Pepin, used to host big banquets for the knights of the realm. 
There was one rule, however: they must leave all weapons at the door. 

During one of their feasts, a lion raced through the door and leapt up onto the table. 
The knights all reached for their swords. Then — pandemonium as everyone scrambled 
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to get away from the table. Everyone except Charlemagne. Grabbing his dinner fork, he 
jumped up, confronted the lion, and sent the beast running back into the forest. 

“My son,” cried his mother, as she took him into her arms. “How could you do such 
a thing? The bravest knights in all of France took flight. You could have been killed!” 

“Mother,” Charlemagne answered, “I knew that lion could not prevent me from 
doing what I was meant to do in this lifetime.” 

 As I finished the story, Dawn was laughing. 
“What’s so funny?” Joëlle wanted to know. 
“People didn’t eat with forks in Charlemagne’s time. But it’s a good story anyway.”  
 
He was rolling down his sleeves now, as she put away the last of the dishes. 
 
Soon, I no longer felt like a guest at Dawn’s. She had given me responsibility for 

keeping a section of shelves dusted and straightened in the bookstore. And I always made 
it a point to do the dishes. Most of the time though, I did Stars for people. I was never 
able to catch up with all the charts I had to do. Dawn had a lot of friends. And one of 
them, Cese, would ask me the question that was aching in my own heart.  

Cese was the one who had found the ‘magic hat’ in the Cloud House store. Light 
blue with white stars and moon, it had been crafted by a woman in the Santa Cruz 
Mountains. At first, Dawn had worn it around town. Later, they hung it above the desk at 
Walden Pond and dubbed it, ‘Merlin’s Hat.’ 

A double Libra with Moon in Sagittarius, Cese was someone whose demeanor 
commanded respect. You were immediately aware of her seriousness. With Venus in 
conjunction with Neptune, her art and love concerned her place in the Universe, her 
relation with Nature, her participation in Universal Dreams.  

One night, in the light of a full moon, Cese showed me a secret road that led up a 
densely wooded hill. It took us to the foot of an enormous oak. 

“This is my good friend,” Cese introduced me, leaning her back against the tree. 
Then, with her spine tangent to and supported by its trunk, she slowly let herself down, 
until she was sitting on the ground. “You can attune yourself to its energies.” She closed 
her eyes. “But you have to feel,” she continued. “You have to let go of time-honored 
rationalizations… explanations… words… because the tree… this tree… is unlike any 
other. Unlike any... thing… you’ve ever experienced.” 

 We stayed there for some time. Cese suggested that I imagine how the tree was as 
alive as I was. How its leaves were breathing. Its roots feeding. After a while, we got up 
and continued walking. 
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Abruptly, Cese stopped and turned. The angle of the hill brought the full moon 
behind her head. “Merlin,” she said, “aren’t you going to do anything?” 

That was the question, all right. 
‘How I wish I could,’ I thought. I might be Merlin, but I couldn’t simply wave a 

magic wand and make everything different. Changing my name hadn’t accomplished 
much. It was obviously going to take more than that. 

“If it were time to roar like a lion,” I answered, “I would.” 
“What?”  
“I don’t think it’s time to roar like a lion yet.” 
Over the next few days, it occurred to me that there was something that could be 

done. There were well over a hundred copies of the second edition of The Eternity Book 
still unsold.  

“Why not send them to artists?” I suggested to Dawn. “Musicians, writers, painters, 
sculptors, anyone we can think of whose life is their art.” 

“Why artists?” she smiled.  
“Because of the special role they’re playing.” 
“What role is that?” Dawn liked to question assumptions. 
“Artists dive into the Great River of the Collective Unconscious, then return with 

something to share.” 
“The Great River of the Unconscious?” 
“Yes. In this culture, we’ve enclosed our conscious minds in separate little 

envelopes. But the molecules that make us up — that are constantly moving into, through 
and out of us — they remain aware of the Great Flow of Being that we’re all participating 
in… like a Great River.” 

“Tell me more about this Great River. Do people swim in it?” 
 “Well, some people do. But most people don’t.” 
“Why not?” She took a drag off her cigarette, exhaled quickly. “Does it belong to 

somebody? Does somebody keep them out?”  
A ‘No Swimming’ sign popped up in my mind. I imagined some man trying to 

charge admission. I laughed. “No. It doesn’t belong to anybody. It belongs to 
everybody.” 

“Then why don’t people swim in it?” 
“People don’t like to swim in it because the Great River is at the deepest stratum of 

our being. And it can make people nervous to think about that.” 
“Nervous? Why?” 
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“Because our culturally constructed everyday reality is founded on the idea that 
there is no ‘other’ reality. The Great River brings all that into question, so it can be 
scary.”  

“Oh, I see,” she said with a pretend look of horror. “No wonder no one swims there. 
It’s a scary place.” 

“But it’s where inspiration comes from,” I said, trying to keep track of what we 
were talking about. “That’s why artists, real artists, dare to swim in it.” 

“You mean, you can’t be an artist and not swim in the Great River? What about all 
the artists I know who don’t even know that the Great River exists?” 

“It’s not necessary to know the Great River exists to swim in it. Most artists will 
admit that they themselves don’t even know the full meaning of what they’re doing. But 
true art leads us to a better world. Being an Artist isn’t a job, really. It’s a… a…”  

“A Calling. And that’s why we should send The Eternity Book to artists.” 
Over the next few weeks, I addressed and mailed well over a hundred books to 

various artists. Included with the book were these words from Thoreau: 

“Even the Waters of the Ganges 
flow through Walden Pond.” 
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Walk 

 “Nice words, “the Bridgekeeper said. “But that’s just it — words. Centuries and 
centuries of great words…”  

“I know. I was starting to feel the same way, even though I’m a Gemini. So the 
following spring, I set out to walk across America.” 

“Ahhh… And how did you came up with that idea?” 
“Well, I was becoming increasingly aware that simply being Merlin and doing 

people’s Stars wasn’t going to be enough. If only there were some way I could 
demonstrate a willingness to take on a burden — a task of some sort, which could show 
how much I desired change to happen, maybe that would alter the microcosmic 
configuration, just enough to effect the larger picture. Magically. Whether others knew 
what I was doing or not, they might start going as far as they could in their lives, with 
their options. And real change might begin to happen.  

Then for Christmas that year, my mother sent me a book of Thoreau’s poems. One 
of them was about walking out to Walden Pond. It connected with the feeling I had had 
the year before — that I should walk across America instead of hitchhiking. Now I was 
ready to do it.” 

In the spring, I returned to Berkeley. Joanne welcomed me at her new apartment. 
Little had changed, however, since we were last together. She had two or three 
boyfriends whose interests seemed to me purely exploitative. Then again, I knew I 
couldn’t stay with her now, even if that weren’t the case. With money from selling my 
oscilloscope and telescope, I bought a tent, sleeping bag, cooking gear and canteen. I left 
on March 21, just as the Sun entered the equinox. 

“And I shall rise naked before the oppressors of the Earth with my power and 
challenge them for my existence...”  

That’s what you wrote,’ I was talking to myself. ‘Yeah. Well. Some power you’ve 
got. You can hardly walk half an hour without needing to stop and rest. Hey. So I’m out 
of shape. But it’ll get better. You know that from sports. I’ve only been out here three 
days now.’ 

‘A place where people are happy… Respect for everyone… for Joanne… Come on, 
don’t give up. You can do it. This is your sixth day already. Seventeen miles ridden and 
almost a hundred walked isn’t terrible. Just three more miles to Knight’s Ferry. You’re 
making good progress.’ I was walking just alongside the road, mostly on the shoulder. 
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Carrying all my things. The days had been long, the miles arduous. At last, from behind 
the bank of trees bordering the river on my left, a wooden covered bridge emerged. On 
the other side, a country store promised fresh water and a needed rest. The bell jingled as 
I stepped inside. 

“Hey, there you are. Saw you out there this morning. Been wondering when you’d 
show up.” The proprietor, wearing a white apron, came up front to greet me. “How you 
doing?” 

“Pretty tired.” 
“Well, I guess,” he replied. “Here,” he pulled up a chair in the open area that 

surrounded the pot-bellied stove. “Sit down for a spell. Where you comin’ from?” 
“I’m walking across — I’m walking to where the Sun rises,” I checked myself. “I 

want to see a New Day dawn on America.” 
“Yeah. I hear you. We’d all like to see that. Want a soda?” 
“Oh, yes, please. Thank you. Uh… I write sketches, sort of like little poems for 

people about their Stars. I’ll write one for you, if you‘d like.” 
“Sure…” 
All along the way, I had been writing and telling people about their Stars. Usually it 

was one person at a time, wherever we met — at gas stations, fruit stands, cafes, just 
along the road — whenever the occasion was appropriate. That evening, it seemed 
everyone in the community stopped by. All interested in their Stars. All wanting to do 
‘something to help.’ The writing evolved into a marathon. Hour after hour, I transcribed 
their Star messages into calligraphy. It was well after ten when I finished. 

“You keep a-rattlin’ now,” Archie, a Pisces in his seventies, wished me as I left the 
store. The lights in the little park across the street had been left on specially late. Sleep 
was welcome. Next morning, after instant coffee and pancakes on an open fire, I was on 
my way again.  

Step by step… hour by hour… day by day… ‘Okay, so you’ve got to rest a lot.  
Okay, so it’s going to take a long time. Okay, so it’s not always going to be easy to find a 
place to camp at night. But how can you forget Charlotte who fed you at her diner in 
Brentwood? Or Bruce who gave you his poncho? Or Edith who sheltered you in the old 
Oakdale Hotel? Or all the others who have helped you with everything that you’ve 
needed so far. “Getting what you need to continue,” isn’t that the criterion you had 
decided would determine whether or not this was the correct path?’ 

Two days later, on Good Friday, I had the most serious doubts yet about whether 
the trip was possible. The road, now slanting steeply upward, had entered the Sierra 
Nevada Mountains. I was hardly able to walk a hundred yards before becoming 



 199 

exhausted. For about the sixth time in the past hour, I was sitting alongside the shoulder, 
trying to regain my strength. 

‘The other coast is too far away. Even the pioneers didn’t walk the whole distance. 
Look at my feet! How am I going to be able to do this?’ I sipped some water. A car 
slowed, one of many that did each day. 

“Hey, want a ride?” 
“Oh, no thank you,” I stood up to respond. “I’m walking to where the Sun rises,” I 

called. “I want to see a New Day.” 
“Good Luck!” 
“Thank you. Thank you very much.” 
‘Because that’s what I’m going to need all right,’ I thought as I sat back down. 

‘Luck and a lot of it. Maybe the I-Ching could shed some light on this situation.’ I sought 
its counsel. 

It didn’t surprise me that the Hexagram I got spoke of reaching “distant regions.” 
But one of the sentences leapt off the page. “The traveling cart is drawn by the horse… 
which, like heaven, is characterized by movement.” 

I looked up from the book. ‘The traveling cart…’ I repeated to myself. ‘The 
traveling cart…’ Then, suddenly — it dawned on me. ‘A WAGON!! If I had a wagon, I 
could still walk to where the New Day begins. But I wouldn’t have to carry all this 
weight! That’s it!’ I rejoiced. “A wagon!” I said aloud. ‘And that’s what the money from 
the people of Knights Ferry is for.’ 

Energized by the wagon idea, I struggled up the mountainside for the next few 
hours and made my way into Groveland. When I arrived in town, Judith was standing on 
her front porch, with five pre-school children clinging to her skirt. I walked on past and 
into the little town, but soon returned. For she seemed the very person to approach with 
my need. 

“Sure, you can leave your things here. And you can probably find a wagon in 
Sonora. It’s not too far from here. Buck, my partner, will be home by the time you return. 
I’m sure he’ll want to help.” 

It was a short hitchhike to the hardware store in Sonora, where, sure enough, they 
had wagons. Only a few steps out the door though, and I knew something had to be done 
to prevent the steering yoke from banging into my heels. Two blocks further and thirty 
minutes later, the blacksmith was putting the finishing touches on a lengthened handle. 

“Now tell me again, what are you doing this for?” 
“For a New Day, a New World. No more wars, people taking care of one another.” 
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“Okay. I get ya.’ No. You don’t owe me anything. Consider it my part. You just 
make it there, ya’ hear.” 

Judith was right. Buck spent all day Saturday helping me fix the wagon for the 
journey. Next morning, after hiding Easter eggs for the children, I set out again. Now 
things were dramatically different. Instead of chart paper, cooking gear, tent, food, water, 
sleeping bag, clean clothes, an extra pair of shoes, jacket, sweater, and everything else, 
on my back; ten pounds of books in one hand; and my drawing board in the other — all 
was carefully organized and rolling gracefully along behind me. 

Conifers towered to the sky, played with the sun, and permitted only forested 
glimpses of a baby blue sky. On and on, the road wound through their shadows. Damp 
cool breezes secreted about. The air smelled so fresh and clean, it was no wonder the 
birds were singing. Then I observed a mile marker. I stopped.  

‘Could it be? Four miles already?’ I said a quiet prayer of thanks and vowed to do 
my best at what I now knew was possible. 

A few days later, however, my joyous optimism was eclipsed. I had planned to walk 
directly east, from coast to coast, the shortest route.  

“Sorry, there’s no going over Tioga Pass unless you’re wearing snowshoes,” the 
park ranger informed me. “The only way you’re going to get beyond the mountains is by 
going south.” 

‘Go south?’ Checked by this new piece of information, I had to rethink everything. 
Since I was already at Yosemite Gate, I entered the park. 

Next day, embraced by a pristine forest, viewed by near and distant mountains, 
addressed by rock formations, cliffs, creeks, waterfalls, crags and canyons, surrounded by 
heaven-on-earthly vistas, I turned southward. But the road scribed through this unspoiled 
holiness as if without me. For my mind, like St. Jerome in his portrait, was besieged by 
demons. 

‘If you still intend to walk to New York City, but you go south first… you’ll be 
going so far out of your way… It’s absurd. It’ll increase the distance by as much as thirty 
percent. But there’s no pass north.’ 

In places untouched by the sun, ice and snow still gripped the pavement. 
‘Face it. That’s all you can do. If you’re going to walk across the country, you’re 

going to have to go south.’ 
Emerging from a tunnel, I happened to notice some tracks in the snow. It appeared 

that a small dog had recently been walking on this same path. 
‘Or, you could start out all over again… from somewhere else.’ Only occasionally 

did I pay full attention to the mile after mile of awesome beauty. 
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‘Or, you could look at it this way —’ Suddenly, I glimpsed a movement. Some 
small animal had just rounded the bend, about fifty yards ahead of me. When I got there, 
more of the tiny paw prints. 

‘Now, where were we? Oh, yes. Look at it this way: you’ve accepted some rides. 
Not many, not far… But having ridden at all — you could consider the distance you add 
by heading south, as making up for the rides you’ve accepted.’ 

Just then, there in the woods to my right, the Coyote stood. Watching. 
I stopped. Held my breath. She didn’t stir. Neither of us moved. After looking into 

one another’s eyes for what seemed a long time, it occurred to me that maybe she would 
like something to eat. She watched with intense interest as I slowly affixed the handle to 
the wagon. Reached beneath my backpack and managed to slip out some bread. She 
waited. I broke off a few pieces and held them out to her. 

“Here, baby.” I made the kissing sound Joanne and I used to use to coax Angela. 
“Would you like something to eat?”  

She lowered her head, unsure of what I was up to. I tossed her a piece. That did it. 
She ran off. 

I, too, continued on my way. A few curves and hills later, and she reappeared, 
leaping back onto the roadway no more than a hundred feet in front of me. She glanced 
back for a second. Then, with her tail gallantly in the air, she walked on ahead. She soon 
disappeared again. In less than a mile, I found her lifeless body. Hit by a car. Brought me 
back to my senses. I would go south and stop thinking about it. 

 
“It was something that I never could get used to — the dead who lay along the 

roadside. After a while, I was able to recognize the smell of those who lay nearby. 
Possum, deer, dog, raccoon, armadillo, skunk, cat, bird… each one’s particular quiet 
stench waiting for a passing stranger to remember them. Maybe I at least should have 
counted them. I could never have buried them all. The road is a veritable altar of 
sacrifice.” 

“Yes,” the Bridgekeeper sighed. “But go on…” 
 
Up there in the Sierra Nevada, you come to a place where you’re permitted to stop, 

park, and gaze across a deep, narrow valley. Standing on the edge of one mountainside, 
you can see — disguised as a wall of trees — the next mountain rising straight into the 
clouds. 

Two women saw me resting there. Drawn by the wagon, they asked where I was 
coming from, what I was doing. Loved what I was able to tell them about their Stars. 
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“Thank you. Much good luck. And here,” one of them said, “we’d like you to take 
this with you. Maybe someday, it might be helpful.” The gift they gave me was a little 
envelope with some marijuana in it. 

In Fresno, Jess and Kelly were sitting on their front porch. 
“Hey man, we saw you walking this morning,” Jess called out. “How about a cup of 

coffee?” 
“Yeah, want to rest awhile?” Kelly joined in.  
They were motorcyclists who had done a lot of traveling themselves. They knew 

what it meant to be welcomed, even though a stranger. Next morning, it was raining. 
They invited me to stay. Kelly patched my worn jacket. Jess helped me hang my laundry 
on a makeshift clothesline that he laced about the living room.  

“Every hair is counted…” Kelly read for me from her Bible as I left, “every grain of 
sand…” 

Then there was a great valley, not very hilly, with farms and orange groves. People 
encouraged me with gifts of food: vegetables, oranges, a big bag of raisins which lasted 
for weeks. Just what I needed. Mile by mile, my body was adapting to the new demands. 
And that meant eating more than I ever had in my life. 

Just outside Bakersfield, I had my first encounter with the police. 
“Well, Merlin, you’re not wanted for anything.” The burly sheriff returned my three 

ID cards. “And certainly your intentions are commendable. But you’re going to have to 
be careful out here. I don’t expect you to pull your wagon through the gravel, so you can 
walk on the pavement. That’s all right. But try and stay off to the side as best you can. 
Okay?” 

“Yes, Officer.”  
“Now, where you planning to spend the night when you get into town? You know 

anyone in Bakersfield?” He rested his hand on his pearl-handled revolver. 
“No, sir. I thought that I could just find a park, or maybe I would meet someone.” 
“Nope.” He folded his arms and shook his head. “That won’t do. There’s going to 

have to be a change in plans, my friend. You’re going to have to come with me.” 
“Go with you?” My heart sunk. I felt uneasy about every ride I accepted. 
“That’s right. We’ll just stick your wagon in back…” He had already begun striding 

toward his station wagon. “…and I’ll take you into town.” 
“But, sir,” I called after him, still hopeful, “I want to walk. I really just want to walk 

all the way.” 
“Now listen, Merlin.” The sheriff was back to where I was standing — and his tone 

was serious. “One thing you don’t do is argue with me. ‘Cause I’m the Law, right?” 
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“Yes, sir.” 
“Okay,” he said more pleasantly. “Now, let’s get your wagon in here. Trust me, 

huh?” We lifted the wagon into the back of his car. 
The sheriff took me directly to a motel, paid for my room, gave me money for 

dinner and wished me the best. “You be careful, now,” he said departing.  
It was days later, warm as spring can be, when I was making my way up Walker’s 

Pass. A steep grade. Sweat dripping off my face and body. Out of nowhere, a van pulled 
alongside and slowed to my turtle’s pace. The side door slid open. Inside, two men and 
two women, maybe in their thirties.  

“Hey, do you want a ride?” one of the men immediately asked. 
“Oh… No… thank you,” I responded between breaths. “I’m walking… to where 

the Sun rises.” The rugged mountainsides, rock strewn and gravel-like with sparse 
vegetation, matched the feeling in my throat and sound of my voice. “I want to see… a 
New Day… dawn on America.” 

“How about something cold to drink,” one of the women offered as we continued to 
move together. 

“Oh, yes, please,” I answered. Indeed, that sounded wonderful. 
“Let me pull over,” the driver put in. 
“Get inside for a minute,” the other man said. “Turn up the air, Tom.” 
The door slammed shut. Cold air rushed around my body. 
“Here, let me wipe your face,” said one of the women, as she kindly touched a 

towel to my face. I told them about their Stars. They showered me with gifts. Towelettes, 
cheese, an apple, two bottles of fruit juice, a can of beans… Then we parted ways. 

“Thank you. Thank you for all your kindness.” 
Coming down on the other side of the pass, I was struck with awe at the sight of the 

desert floor. Shades of tan stretched out endlessly in every direction. It looked as if Earth 
had melted flat. Far in the distance, at the edge of the world, Inyokern beckoned.  

It was at the laundromat in Johannesburg that someone directed me to seek help at 
their church. I was hesitant. ‘Sure, what Jesus taught is exactly what I want to see.’ But I 
had long ago stopped attending Church services. I could no longer overlook the role the 
Church was playing in the world. Church authorities always seemed to side with those in 
power — or at least, give tacit approval. On the other hand, I knew priests who had 
shown real concern for the poor, taken a stand for Civil Rights or against the war. There 
must be radicals, like Father Michael, in all the religions. Besides, my feet… Areas were 
worn raw, and weren’t getting time to heal. I realized I was going to have to stop soon, at 
least for a day or two. 
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I walked up the hill to the little church and knocked on the pastor’s door.  
“What you’re doing is admirable,” the pastor said after we had talked awhile. “But 

no one is sponsoring you?” 
“No, Pastor, I’m dependent on people’s help along the way. I write poems for 

people to say ‘Thank You.’” 
“Hmmm... I can’t sponsor you myself. And I don’t know of anyone in my 

congregation who could. But there is someone you should meet.” 
“Just call me Robertson. This is my wife, Mary. Welcome to our home.” 
“Thank you, very kindly.” 
“It’s nothing. I’ve been places and gotten into some tight squeezes myself. Many’s 

the time others helped me.” He was tall and lanky, with a long, serious face, unruly hair 
and tortoise-shell glasses. Looked like a professor. “I’m only too happy to return the 
favor. You come right on in now and tell us what you’re doing.” 

After explaining about the Walk, I wrote and told them about their Stars. We didn’t 
talk much more that night. Robertson studied me as we sat together in his ham-radio 
room. “C.Q. C.Q. C.Q. This is Red Mountain. C.Q. C.Q.” No one answered. 

Next morning, as we finished a hearty breakfast of white sauce on biscuits and 
eggs, Robertson asked to have a look at my feet. Reluctantly, I showed him their sorry 
condition. He and Mary urged me to stay, at least three or four days, until they were 
healed.  

“Since our children are all grown up and gone, we’d be grateful for the company. 
What do you say?” 

“If I won’t be an inconvenience…” 
“With what you’re trying to do, there’s a lot more stuff you’d be better off worrying 

about than that,” he laughed. 
During the next few days, Robertson unfolded his amazing life story. Almost 

unbelievable, except that what he told me neither contradicted what I already knew, nor 
proved false later.  

“So you want to save the world?” Robertson was sitting across the kitchen table 
from me. His sinewy fingers wrapped around his pocket knife, peeling an apple. “Well, 
Merlin, you got your work cut out for you.” He passed me the first segment. “There’s 
some fellows out there that aren’t going to like that idea. And I’ll tell you what. They 
don’t play by any rules. I know. I used to work for ‘em. Started when I was nineteen, just 
a kid. Got into a little trouble back in Georgia. That’s where I grew up. ‘Borrowed’ 
somebody’s car. You know, without asking ‘em. Just a silly Saturday night thing. This is 
way back before your time. 1932.” 
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“Anyway, one day the warden comes and says some guy wants to talk to you. So 
you go meet the guy. He’s wearing a nice white shirt, fancy tie, dressed-up suit and all. 
He offers you a job. But how can you work for him, you say — you’re in prison. ‘That’s 
not a problem,’ he says. What do you do? So you say, ‘Okay, you got me.’ 

“About a month later, they let me out. Well, not exactly. It was a prison break — 
except that I was the only guy who broke out. Or got broke out. The authorities had to be 
in on it. I did just like they told me. Wait till eleven. Climb the west fence. Then wait by 
the train tracks till someone comes to get you. Sure enough, that same week I was in 
Washington. Ever hear of U-1?” 

“You won?” 
 “Well, ever hear of the OSS?” 
“No.” 
“You’ve heard of the CIA?” Robertson looked at me with a piercing eye.  
“Of course.” 
“Well, that’s who I worked for. A group called U-1. It was a part of the State 

Department. Try to remember that. It’s not difficult. U-1… U-1… got it?” He checked 
my expression as a teacher would, then passed me another slice of the apple. “Our work 
was supposed to be limited to foreign soil. But it wasn’t. Enemies are enemies…” 
Robertson paused. “You know politics is a dirty game, Merlin. It’s like war. You ever 
hear the saying, ‘All’s fair in love and war?’” 

“Yes, but I don’t believe it.” 
“Doesn’t matter what you believe, Merlin; that’s how it’s played. Listen, there’s 

nothing… absolutely nothing,” he stressed, “that those in power won’t do.” He continued 
his slow and careful peeling. 

“One time there was this guy who was dead set against our getting involved in the 
war with Germany. Probably had a lot of money invested over there. I don’t know. It 
wasn’t my job to ask questions. But I’ll tell you what it was my job to do. Me and another 
guy were sent up to his offices in New York. Pushed him out the window. His obituary 
said he jumped. But me and my partner know how he went. And how bad he didn’t want 
to go.” 

“In this country? A citizen of the United States?” It was confirmation of some of the 
worst rumors I’d ever heard. About the assassinations of John Kennedy and Martin 
Luther King, Jr. But I could believe it. I accepted another slice. 

“‘National security,’ that’s what they call it these days,” Robertson said. “It means 
that anything that needs to get done to keep things going just the way they are, is going to 
get done. Secret operations. Even crimes. It’s all the same. There’s departments in 
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Washington that you’re not even allowed to know exist.” He scrutinized my face for a 
sign of what I was thinking. “You’ve got to understand where the power is,” he went on. 
“Who do you think runs this country?” 

“The men in Washington,” I answered. “The President and his men, Congress and 
—” 

“Nope,” Robertson bit into a segment. “For the most part, they’re just puppets. 
They do as they’re told.” He divided up the remaining slices and passed me half. “It’s the 
wealthy, the really wealthy, that rule this country. They pull the strings. The politicians 
know how to jump and what moves to make, or they’d never be where they are.” 

“You mean, like… that there’s a conspiracy?” By that time in my life, I’d heard 
dozens of conspiracy theories — and had my doubts about all of them. Conspiracy 
theories are difficult to prove, or disprove. Worse, they imply that fighting against the 
purported conspiracy is impossible.  

“Depends on what you mean by ‘conspiracy,’” Robertson raised one eyebrow. “If 
the conspirators can be fighting amongst themselves while they’re working to protect 
their mutual interests, then yes. That’s right. It’s a conspiracy. But if you’re thinking 
clandestine meetings, systematic organizations and stuff like that, then you got it wrong.” 

This idea interested me. “How could there be a conspiracy without meetings?” 
“Keep in mind what makes this country run. Everybody’s playing the same game 

and there’s only one set of rules: ‘Take over the monopoly board any way you can; and 
do it without caring what it does to anybody else — ’” 

“One another?” 
“One another, sure. Knock a big player out and you might get in on the pickings. 

But one another means anybody, really — working-class folks, too. It doesn’t matter. 
Money is what matters. Profit. Get it? Take the Depression, for instance. Or even these 
‘recessions’ we have every now and then. The difference between a depression and a 
recession is just a matter of degree. People get laid off, lose their jobs, their homes. But 
there’s always some people who benefit. Even in a stock market crash, there’s some who 
get rich off what others lose.” 

Mary, on an occasion when Robertson had left the room for a few minutes, sat 
down across from me with the look of someone who’d carried a burden too long. 

“Believe him,” she said with tears in her eyes. “You may not hear these things from 
anyone else, but he’s telling you the truth. Believe him.” 

Robertson tried to teach me about economics. Subsidies, labor markets and labor 
law, fiscal policy, monetary policy and taxes. A lot of it I didn’t understand. But I did get 
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how the middle-class and working-class people pay taxes, while the rich have tax 
shelters; and how foreign policy reflects particular corporate interests. 

“What about the inflation that we have right now, that’s a real problem, right?” 
“No, inflation in itself is just a nuisance — that is, as long as peoples’ ability to pay 

keeps up with the prices. But they usually start throwing the word ‘inflation’ around 
when they want to convince people that wages are too high. It’s the system itself that’s 
corrupt. Just look at what it encourages.” 

“You mean, selfishness?” 
“Tyranny. We say this is a democracy. But is it? You think the poor or even 

middle-class voters have the same access to government as the rich? Better check who’s 
footing the bill for election campaigns before you swallow that one.” 

Mary washed my wool sweater for me. In the desert air, it was ready to wear in 
hours. Three times daily, Robertson and Mary prepared Epsom-salt soakings for my feet. 
They weren’t totally healed when I left, but it had certainly helped. I was able to walk, 
almost without limping.  

 
“If it weren’t for all the people that helped me — in so many different ways — the 

walk would never have been possible.”  
The eyes that had brought him back to the kitchen table held his for a moment. 
“Better keep going,” she said. “It’s a long way to New York.” 
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Desert Highways 

Back on the road, I let the distance, or half the distance, between communities 
define each day’s objective. I tried to walk at least twenty miles a day. Four Corners, 
Hinkley, nights just under the sky. Each morning the sun would softly wake me. At 
breakfast, I’d watch it ascend. It was never as harsh as I had feared. During the day, the 
little blue ‘Ballet’ flowers growing along the shoulder in the fine gravel kept me 
company. And the ever present vultures’ silent flight. Sunsets were cloud-streaked 
marvels of blue, white, orange, red, purple — and shades impossible to name, 
changing into night skies that seemed almost weighed down with stars.  

At Lucerne Valley, the Fire Department let me camp in the park adjacent their 
building. They suggested carrying more than one gallon of water, and at least five days’ 
food supply. An empty orange juice bottle doubled my water supply; and raising the 
height of the backpack provided space for more food. The wagon was noticeably heavier 
as I ventured onto the Mojave. 

Even on the desert, I was never really alone. People regularly stopped to offer a 
ride. Assured that I was all right — had enough water — they would return to their road, 
I to mine. Miles of flat highway that seemed to go on forever. And walking it swept away 
all former sense of distance. Often it was no more than a bend in the highway, which 
more or less matched the map, that told me where I was. Sometimes I counted telephone 
poles. It took five days to get from Joshua Tree, California to Parker, Arizona.  

 “For the clouds above my head, for the birds in the air, for the creatures on the 
ground… and the rocks and the stones beneath my feet… For the stars above the clouds, 
and the birds and the creatures and the flowers… For the people everywhere…” 

This litany helped me put one foot in front of the other, mile after mile. I sang songs 
I’d learned back in the monastery: If I Had a Hammer; Blowin’ in the Wind; Michael 
Row the Boat Ashore; What Have They Done to the Rain. Whatever I could remember. 

Then one morning, just outside Aguila, a wonderful gift. Up ahead, on the side of 
the road... 

“You can find just about anything along the roadside. I mean, really, almost 
anything. And in almost any condition. Tools, car parts, food, clothes, money, jewelry, 
miles and miles of unwound cassette tape, watches, books, magazines, pens...” 
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‘A radio!!’ A black transistor radio. ‘But does it work?’ I turned it on. Static. 
Moved the dial around. More static. Then — music!! What joy! Within fifteen minutes of 
walking along listening, the deejay came on. I’ll never forget what he said. “Yes, he’s 
probably found it by now.” Whatever he was talking about — his voice, the music, were 
sounds made precious by scarcity. 

Not that the desert highway is without sound. Hours of total stillness were rare, 
although some days fewer than twenty cars passed. First you’re surrounded by the period 
of quiet you’ve become accustomed to. Then, very faintly, from just over the horizon of 
sound, you begin to hear a delicate hum. Gradually, the gray note grows clearer as it 
becomes louder… Louder… LOUDER… You learn to distinguish the different pitches 
produced by cars, a car with a trailer, pickup trucks, eighteen wheelers. Then, 
“Whhooossh!” like an ocean wave breaking on the beach. And the vehicle passes on. 
Sand drifts wistfully in its wake. Often the road stretches out ahead with such straightness 
that the vehicle becomes an infinitesimal speck, long before the highway disappears. 

Most roads have a fog-line, the solid white line that defines the shoulder. If the 
shoulder is paved and just as smooth as the roadway, you walk to the right of the line. If 
the shoulder is rougher than the road, then you walk just to the left of the line. When the 
roadway surface is the same as that of the shoulder — gravel-embedded and bumpy — 
there’s nothing to do but hope that one or the other will soon get better. By the time I 
reached Wickenburg, a long stretch of rough road had taken a toll, on my feet and on the 
soles of my shoes. The wagon wheels were so worn that they had begun to crack and fall 
apart.  

“Those wheels have seen some miles.” 
Laundromats were good places to meet people. 
“They’ve come from California.” 
“Are you camping?” 
“Yes. I’m walking from coast to coast. I want to see a New Day, the Dawning of a 

New Age.” 
As Don moved slowly about the wagon, inspecting every detail, I noticed that he, 

too, limped. And one of his arms was shorter than the other. 
“Would you like me to tell you about your Stars?” 
That night, I stayed with Brownie, Grace and Don. They lived at the end of an alley 

in a house the shape and size of a two-stall garage. A high-voltage utility pole stood just 
outside their front door. So close to the building that it seemed strangely connected to the 
structure itself. Whoever owned the place certainly wasn’t putting much effort into its 
upkeep. The pipes leaked and the sinks were unusable. The walls needed plaster and 
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paint. The front door couldn’t close. Windows were patched with cardboard panes. 
Everything in disrepair. 

Yet my new friends were trying hard to make it livable. Their furniture consisted of 
an old overstuffed, falling-apart red sofa and three folding chairs. Orange crates served as 
end tables. There were no rugs or carpeting, but Grace was continually sweeping the 
floor. We ate beans and tortillas. 

Fifty miles of desert later, right around Mother’s Day, my uncle and aunt welcomed 
me to Phoenix. It was only a year earlier that I had stayed with them on the hitchhiking 
trip. This time, my Capricorn uncle declared that I wasn’t leaving until I could walk 
without limping. My cousin Kathy took me uptown to get new wheels for the wagon, and 
new shoes, too. After a week, I was on my way again, revitalized. 

As I had done from the beginning, each evening I carefully drew a little triangle on 
my map, marking the day’s progress. East of Mesa, Apache Junction, Florence Junction, 
Superior, Globe...  

Taking the long way around Lake Coolidge, my mind was floating between the 
previous night’s swim and that morning’s meeting with three Native Americans. Their 
wise, loving eyes and wrinkles not those of people who have thought only about 
themselves all their lives.  

“That’s how our people traveled, you know. They would walk.” 
“Look.” His friend pointed to the feathers attached to the wagon’s handle. 

“Feathers. He’ll make it,” he smiled. 
“Where’d you get those feathers?” one asked. 
“From a hawk I found dead along the highway,” I answered. 
“It’s a long way to the other side,” the first said as he touched my shoulder. “It’s a 

long way, but you’ll make it.” The others nodded in agreement. 
It was a very different story later that afternoon. 
“Hey! You! Where you going?!” 
“Yeah! You!! Come here! Come over here!” 
Five young men were standing in a group near a line of tall lilac-

like bushes. I crossed the highway to speak with them. They ranged in age from about 
fifteen to eighteen years. We were just outside Bylas. 

“What are you doing? What do you think you’re doing?” 
The tone of the first one’s voice said he thought I had done something wrong.  
Defensively, I responded, “I’m not doing anything.”  
That enraged the oldest one. “You are, too!!” He flew at me. “Don’t say you’re not 

doing anything, when you are doing something.” 
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I grimaced, realizing my blunder. 
“I wanta’ know what you think you’re doing on our reservation.” Anger torched his 

words. Faces tightened. 
“Take it easy,” one of the companions said. 
“I’m only walking,” I tried again. “I’m walking to where the Sun rises. I want to see 

a New Day.” 
This seemed to puzzle the first young man. But another who was wearing a 

Western-style hat asked what I meant by that. 
“ — I don’t care,” the first interrupted before I could answer. “He’s on our land. 

They took everything from us and now he’s —” 
“Wait!” a calmer one suggested. “Take it easy. Let’s sit down and talk. Let him tell 

us what he’s doing.” 
We walked behind the row of bushes. Thus screened-off from the highway, we sat 

down together on the ground. 
“Now just what are you doing?” the calm one began again. 
“I’m walking to the other coast, to the ocean where the Sun rises.” I felt the 

seriousness of the situation, so I tried my best to clarify what I was about. “I started in 
March, in California. I’ve walked almost every step. I’m trying to make a statement. I 
want to see a New Day. It’s —”  

“He’s crazy.” The one with the hat started laughing.  
“I say we end his walk right here,” the eldest asserted. 
‘Well, if it’s time to go… it’s time to go,’ I thought to myself. ‘What better way?’ 
“No.” said the calm one. “This guy is our inheritance. And what it’s worth depends 

on what he’s doing.” 
“What are you walking for?” The youngest, quiet until then, framed the saving 

question.  
“For Justice,” I said. “I’m walking for Justice… for everyone.” 
“Not for us, you’re not,” the eldest glared at me. “You’re not doing this for us.” 
“Yes, I am.” I countered. “I know something about what happened when the white 

man came from Europe to this continent. I know how white men massacred your people 
and how they broke every treaty. And how it’s never stopped.” Scenes from Cheyenne 
Autumn, Little Big Man and Bury My Heart at Wounded Knee swam in my mind. 
Women, children gunned down, villages ravaged, disease carrying blankets distributed, 
the buffalo slaughtered to cut off the food supply. I remembered the booklet I had worked 
on so many years ago describing the greed and treachery of the First Wisconsin Trust. 
Take, take, take! Whether it was blue-uniformed soldiers or white-collared businessmen. 
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“Then, why don’t you say that?” the one with the Western hat asked. 
“Yes. Say what you mean.” 
“I’m walking for Mother Earth and all her Children,” I suggested. 
“That’s better.” 
Next day, beyond Geronimo, I pulled off the highway to rest beneath one of the few 

trees that one can find in that region of the Southwest. Four people, three women and an 
older man, were already sitting at the lone picnic table. They called to me as I came 
within hearing distance. 

“What are you doing? Where are you coming from?” 
“I’m walking across America on behalf of Mother Earth and all her Children.”  
“Good. Come join us,” they invited. After I told them about their Stars, they shared 

lunch with me and gave me a gift. As one of the women hooked the black-beaded 
abalone necklace around my neck, the old man smiled widely and started to laugh. 

“Why are you laughing?” I asked. 
“In the old days, that necklace was a sign for virgins,” he answered. 
Lessons didn’t always end so fortunately. It was early evening, two days later, out 

along Highway 666. For the past half hour, I’d been looking for a place to camp. But the 
road was elevated thirty to forty feet above the desert floor. No guard-rail. The prospect 
of getting down that slope with the wagon intact was not good. So I just kept walking. I 
remember noting the sign: “Sharp left curve ahead” just before the pickup truck drove 
past. Halfway into the bend, its red brake lights shone brightly, about 140 feet away. The 
driver stuck his head out the window, looked back, shouted something. 

I should have waved him on, since I didn’t want a ride; but I wanted to tell him 
what I was doing. It took another minute or two to reach the waiting vehicle. I 
approached the passenger side. A woman sat there passively. The driver, a ruddy-faced 
man in his early thirties, came around the front of the truck. 

“Let me stick that thing in the back.” He smelled strongly of alcohol. 
“Oh no,” I replied. “Thank you for stopping and offering me a ride, but I’m walking 

across America for Mother Earth and all her Children.” 
He looked at me with a confused face. “You made me stop and wait for you. Get in 

there,” he said gruffly. 
“No. No thank you, really —” It was only in the last split-second that I realized 

what was happening. His roundhouse punch connected solidly with my left jawbone, but 
by moving with the blow, I muted the shock somewhat. At the same time, I pushed 
backward against the wagon with my legs — while holding onto the handle — dragging 
the wagon and myself tumbling down the steep incline that bordered the road. I hoped 
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with each roll that this show would be enough to satisfy my antagonist. It was. He came 
over to the edge, looked down, observed me lying motionless, and left the scene. I waited 
a few minutes to be sure he wasn’t returning, then slowly got up, lugged the wagon and 
all my things back onto the roadway. Once repacked, I walked on. I had learned to 
beware of over eagerness to talk about what I was doing. At least I shouldn’t make 
people wait. 

  Friends from the year before welcomed me back for a brief stay in Silver City. 
Some 20 miles beyond Silver, someone told me that one of the local Spanish-speaking 
churches was sponsoring an Enchilada Dinner. The community, nestled in the hills, 
wasn’t even on the map. I arrived at the very end of the banquet. It was lucky — the 
women who were cleaning up gave me all the enchiladas I could carry.  

Next day, after nearly two months of named and un-named deserts, the road wound 
into the Mimbres Mountains and through the Gila National Forest. Instead of the flat arid 
distances of sandy gravel with only small bushes and shrubs, there were pine trees, green 
grasses, even an occasional stream. I began hoping that when I reached the Rio Grande it 
would be woods and forest all the way to Texas.  

That wasn’t to be. Instead, as the road made its way southward, desert expanses and 
vistas continued reaching out into infinity. Rock and land formations to make you think 
you’d strayed onto another planet. A place where time was very different. Where beings 
made of stone moved through existence, slowly. So slowly that human senses could 
perceive no movement. Yet I felt our dance together, as I joined their solemn procession. 
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Valentine 

The Bridgekeeper built a kindling and paper foundation, placed a few small 
splits, and brought the hearth to life. Settling into the rocking chair, the Dreamer 
resumed. 

Once into Texas, I resolved to ‘make each step count.’ This meant longer strides 
and a pace to the rhythm of the rock and roll music on my little radio. Each night, my 
legs and feet complained grievously. Only by elevating them was I able to fall asleep. By 
morning, last night’s pain was memory. An oatmeal breakfast, clean up the campsite, 
pack the wagon, then it was back on the road again. I started making faster progress. 

Beyond El Paso; halfway to Cornudas; the junction of County Road 1111; past Salt 
Flat; half way to Van Horn; Van Horn; about nine miles from Valentine. Then Valentine. 

It was mid-morning when I arrived in town. After doing Star sketches for Elida and 
Tele at the walk-up window of the Mexican restaurant, I replenished my water supply 
and bought a zucchini to go with rice for dinner. It was around noon when I left town. I 
hadn’t gotten more than a mile beyond the outskirts, when a police car pulled up in front 
of me — followed immediately by an unmarked car pulling up in front of it.  

By this time, I was familiar with “10-29’s,” or whatever the local, county, or state 
police called their ‘check-him-out’ procedure. It routinely consisted of giving the officer 
my ID cards. And then waiting. He would return to his car, call headquarters and write up 
a report or something. On occasion, officers invited me into their air-conditioned cars. By 
being polite and respectful, I was regularly wished well and always permitted to continue. 
But this time — 

“All right, stay where you are,” a young officer, wearing black boots and brownish 
uniform, had stepped out of his squad car and was walking swiftly toward me. 

“Sir?” 
“You got any ID?” He was tall and skinny. His tightly drawn face showed no sign 

of friendliness. 
“Yes, sir, I do.” I kept my wallet in the wagon beneath my backpack, easily 

accessible. I turned and started to lift the front of the pack in order to get my wallet out — 
“Don’t move!!” the officer shouted. “What are you doing there?” His tone of voice 

indicated a mind in a state of total alarm. 
Looking up to explain — I froze. The officer was positioned with his feet spread 

wide apart, both hands holding a huge revolver which he had pointed directly at my head. 
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“I’m getting my wallet out, sir,” I said with as little movement as possible. 
The second officer from the other squad car joined us, but stood back several 

yards from the first. This man was older, his graying hair slightly disheveled by the 
wind. His uniform different, of a greenish color. He had no gun. 

“Never mind that,” said the first, motioning with his pistol. “Just take that pack off 
that wagon and open it up. I want to see what’s in there.” 

“Sir?” I said, hardly believing what I had heard. 
“You heard me. Get that pack off that wagon and open it up!” 
“But sir, those are my clothes and personal things. My tent and camping 

equipment.” 
“I didn’t ask you to tell me what’s in there,” he said with impatience. “I got eyes. I 

can see for myself. Open it up!” He menaced the wagon with his pistol. “Now!” 
“But that’s against the Constitution,” I objected. “You can’t just stop me for no 

reason and search through my things.” 
“Don’t tell me what I can’t do,” he responded. “See this guy?” He gestured with his 

head at the second officer. “He’s with Naturalization and Immigration. If he suspects 
you’re smuggling drugs into this country, he can search anything he wants.”  

The other man said nothing. 
‘This is absurd,’ I was thinking. ‘We’re a hundred miles from the nearest border 

crossing. And who would try to smuggle drugs into the country by pulling a child’s 
wagon down the road? Maybe he thinks I’m into some who-would-ever-suspect trickery. 
But even that’s ridiculous. I’m headed south.’ 

“Get going!!” he shouted again. “Now!!” 
Trouble was, I still had about a thimbleful of the marijuana I’d been carrying since 

California. I tried reasoning. “I just can’t take this all apart out here on the road.” 
“Okay. Fine!” the officer said. “You got a choice. Take it apart, right here, right 

now, or I’m going to take you in for obstructing an officer in the line of duty.” 
“You mean arrest me?” 
“That’s right, Bud. What’ll it be?” 
‘Better deal with this right here,’ I thought. ‘Maybe we can squeeze by.’ “Okay,” I 

deferred. “What do you want to see?” 
“Everything.” 
Carefully taking the pack off the wagon revealed its bottom layer. I removed the 

bookbag that Edna had made for me last year in New Orleans. “These are my books.” 
With his one free hand, he shuffled through my starbooks, tossing them into a pile 

as he satisfied himself that each was a real book. I wanted to put them back in their bag. 
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“Never mind that. I don’t have all day. What’s in that white bag?” 
“Food and cooking supplies, sir.” 
“Don’t tell me! Open it up!” 
I took out my cookset and pulled out my food supplies. He squeezed the rice, shook 

the oatmeal, dumped some raisins out onto the ground, peeked into the box of dates… 
“What’s that?” 
I unfolded my tent. The side of the road was beginning to look like a flea market. 

Passing motorists slowed down to gawk. 
“That red box…” 
“Just my papers, sir.”  
I carefully opened and closed it — for fear that everyone’s names, birthdays and the 

Star sketches that I had done for the past three weeks would be scattered halfway across 
West Texas.  

“Get it all out! What’s in that canteen?” 
“Water. It’s just water, sir.” 
 He grabbed it and spilled a cup or more of water on the barren ground. The second 

officer looked on as the first continued his search.  
“Okay. Open up that pack.” 
Wishing I was innocent wasn’t going to make it happen. He began rifling through 

my clothes, but not for long. When the purple velvet-covered cigar box surfaced, it 
immediately caught his attention. 

“What’s in there?”  
“Just personal things. My special things.” 
“Yeah? Let’s see.” 
Untying the ribbon, I slowly opened it. There was my own Star chart, a tiny brass 

box with two rings, the necklace from the Apache People, the turquoise stone from Four 
Corners —  

“What’s that?” 
Time stopped. He was pointing at the less-than-an-inch square plastic package, 

wrapped with a rubber band. 
“It’s medicine,” I answered nonchalantly. 
“Yeah? What kind of medicine?” 
“Psychic medicine. It helps for headaches and things like that.” 
“Oh yeah? Let me see it.” 
He unwrapped the package and shook the minuscule amount into one corner. He 

sniffed the bag. 
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“Well, that’s not what we call it around here.” He passed the bag to the other officer 
who nodded in agreement. “You’re under arrest.” 

“For what?” I asked disingenuously. 
“Don’t gimme’ any of that. You know for what. Now get going.” He brandished his 

gun again. “Get that stuff in the trunk.” 
While the two of them had a few words by themselves, I tried my best to organize 

my things. The second officer left. The first returned and focused his attention on getting 
my belongings in the trunk. He had no patience. Everything was thrown together in a 
disorderly mess. I feared that the wagon itself might fall out. Then, when he brusquely 
shoved me up against the side of his car and tightly handcuffed me behind my back, I 
began to worry about more serious consequences. 

‘Maybe those rumors about hippies rotting away in God-forsaken Texas jails aren’t 
just tall tales.’  

He pushed me into the front seat, slammed the door and came around to his side. 
For some reason, I couldn’t sit upright with my hands cuffed the way he had them, so he 
had to come around to my side again and pull me up straight. We sped off. I had no idea 
where. 

It was a fast ride and farther than I imagined. About a half hour later, he was 
pushing me up the steps to the Jeff Davis County Courthouse in Fort Davis. I was booked 
for possession of marijuana. 

“Your Honor —” 
“Don’t call me ‘Your Honor.’” The official was busily writing down information on 

some form. “I’m not the judge. He doesn’t come ‘round this way for another two weeks.” 
Then he looked up at me from behind his glass ticket window. “You want to pay the fine? 
It’s six hundred dollars.” 

“Wait, sir. My Constitutional rights have been violated —” 
“Pay the fine or not?” He stared at me flatly. 
“But sir —” 
“Okay. Tell it to the judge. He’ll be here in two weeks.” 
The deputy took me across the street to the jail. After we unloaded my things, he 

led me to one of four unoccupied cells. 
“Sir, could I have just one of my books, please, to read?” 
“Yeah. Okay.” He seemed less aggressive now. Perhaps by this time he sensed that 

he had overreacted a bit. Obviously, I wasn’t a ‘dangerous type.’ “Which one?” 
“The bright yellow one, please. Yes, that’s it. Thank you. Thank you very much. 

Fortunately, he’d also left me the change in my pockets. 
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After locking me in, he left the building. I sat down on the edge of the iron cot and 
immediately did a Hexagram.  

“Of this situation,” I asked. “Oh please, counsel and advice for my circumstance. 
What have I come to?” Concentrating on these questions, I imagined myself before a 
table of great Counselors. I shook and dropped the three pennies six times. 

“Possession in Great Measure,” came the response: “This brings supreme success 
and wealth… He is blessed by heaven… Good fortune… Nothing that does not further.” 

I was totally baffled. I couldn’t see how ‘Possession in Great Measure’ could 
remotely describe my situation. ‘Could it be saying that this was a “great measure” of 
trouble or something like that?’ But my experience with the I-Ching had taught me that 
such ‘stretching’ was counter-productive. I mean, once you started doing that kind of 
‘interpreting,’ what was to stop you from making anything mean anything? ‘No.’ I knew 
the Hexagrams say what they mean. 

“Blessed by Heaven… Good fortune… success…wealth…” ‘It can’t be. It’s just 
too far off. It can only mean one thing. I’ve been abandoned! I’m not even worthy of 
counsel anymore. Here I am, arrested and locked up in a cell, ‘deep in the heart of 
Texas.’ I might get sent up for twenty years for possession of marijuana. Worst of all, 
I’ve probably just wrecked my best effort to call for a whole New World.’ I slowly set the 
book down and started to cry. 

After about ten minutes, just as I was getting myself back together, the deputy 
returned. He came through the front lobby, passed the door to the jailer’s office and 
headed straight for my cell. 

“Sheriff wants to see ya’.” 
We walked back across the street and up the stairs to the first floor. This time, we 

went past the ticket window, and to an office farther down the hallway.  
“Just sit down here. Sheriff’ll be back in a minute.” 
The deputy pointed to a chair facing a desk cluttered from edge to edge with 

folders, papers, reports, wanted posters, memos, books and who knows what else. I sat 
down and waited. Soon a heavyset man wearing a white shirt, a black tie and a revolver 
came in. I stood up. He glanced at me, took the cigar out of his mouth and sat down at his 
desk. 

After a few moments of thought, he began, “Well, boy, you got yourself into a heap 
of trouble now, haven’t you?” 

“Well, sir. I think my Constitutional rights were violated. Because —” 
“Now, don’t you go givin’ me none a’ that,” he interrupted. “You got money to pay 

the fine? You can pay it and be on your way — if you wanta’. If you don’t, then you can 
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sit and wait for the judge to hear your case. But I don’t think you got much of a case, 
myself. Not with this…” 

He held open a brown manila envelope in which the thimbleful of marijuana and 
the empty plastic sandwich bag were now secured. 

I responded that I wanted to see the judge. 
“Okay. That’s up to you. Do you want to sit in jail ‘til he comes, or can you post 

bail?” 
“How much is bail?” 
“Two hundred dollars.” 
“I only have about thirty to my name.”  
“Know anyone who might put it up for you?” 
Dawn immediately came to mind. “Maybe,” I answered. “But I’d have to make a 

phone call.” 
“Go ahead.” The sheriff passed me the phone. “Call whoever you want.” 
I called Dawn’s home in Los Gatos. No one answered. 
“Well, you can try again in a few minutes,” the sheriff said. “By the way, if you 

only have thirty dollars, how do you manage to eat and all. And where are you coming 
from anyway?” 

He listened attentively as I presented my case. “I’m walking across America, sir. 
Walking to where the Sun rises — I want to see the dawning of a New Day. I began in 
California in March. I want to walk all the way, from coast to coast, for Mother Earth and 
all her Children, for Justice, for…” I explained that I did Star sketches for people and 
depended on donations to keep me going. 

“So you know something about Astrology?” 
“Yes, sir,” I answered confidently. “I know quite a bit about it.” 
“What about witchcraft?” 
“Yes, I know about that, too.” 
“How do you know about that?” he squinted. 
“Well, sir. About two years ago, I needed to know how it was related to the Stars, 

you know, Astrology. So I did a significant amount of research on it.” 
“And what did you find out?” 
‘Why this line of questioning,’ I wondered. It was clearly more than idle curiosity. 

“Well, basically, witchcraft is founded on two principles. First: that each person needs to 
organize the world for themselves. You know, think for yourself. Don’t depend on what 
you’ve been told by others. And second: that there’s a correspondence between 
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Consciousness and the World. In other words, the World has Meaning, every moment 
and everywhere. And you can learn that Meaning.” 

“Hmmm,” the sheriff, hand on his chin, pondered that. He seemed to be taking what 
I said more seriously than most people. “Here, try your friend again.” He turned the 
phone toward me, then got up and went over to the window. Stood with folded arms, just 
staring out. 

Still no answer. 
He went to his desk, picked up a pencil; and as a drummer would, tapped out a 

steady rhythm. After a long minute or two, he scratched his temple, glanced at me, then 
walked over to one of his filing cabinets. Returned with a folder. And a worried look. 

“Now I’m gonna’ show you some pictures,” he said. “This is confidential. I mean, I 
don’t want the folks hereabouts getting wind of this. But I’ve got a problem. And maybe 
you can help.” 

“If I can, sir.” 
“Look at this.” He showed me a series of twenty or more, eight-by-ten glossy prints 

of cows and steers, disemboweled and displayed in the most hideous fashion.  
“Witchcraft?” he asked. 
“No way.” I answered firmly. In fact, I was somewhat dismayed by the question. 

“Witchcraft doesn’t mean disrespect for life. Just the opposite. Witches respect Nature. In 
fact, witches were burned at the stake for worshipping Nature.” 

“Then what do you think it is?” He picked up the file and browsed through some of 
the photos himself. “Devil worship or something like that?” 

“Why are you connecting it to those things?” I wondered if someone had put the 
idea in his head. “Couldn’t it just be vandalism?” 

“Nope. I’ve had to rule that one out,” he looked at me differently now. I was no 
longer an enemy. “See these carcasses? Look at ‘em more closely.” He put the file back 
in front of me. “And there’s something that you can’t tell from the photos. Every one of 
‘em was lined up in a perfect east-west direction. They were either facing the sunrise, or 
directly pointing at the sunset. Look at the designs that have been cut in ‘em. And how 
the entrails have been left. Here, look at this one. And this. There’s some kind of ritual 
going on here. Every time the moon is full or new, I wait the next morning for a call from 
some rancher for me to come out and see one of his cows is down.” 

Now that he had drawn my attention to details that I had at first preferred to 
overlook — and had added the additional information about the East-West direction and 
the timing — I could see how he had reached his conclusion. “Well, this is all I can say,” 
I responded. “Sometimes people can get way off from what’s moral and rational. And 
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they can do sick things like this. But it has nothing to do with what’s really witchcraft. 
Maybe they’ll call it witchcraft. But that doesn’t make it witchcraft. It’s just sick 
behavior.” 

“What about Devil worship, though? What about that?” 
Now I knew that I’d have to be as clear as I could, if I wanted to pass on to him 

what I’d learned about the devil. “That question we have to come at from a different 
direction,” I began. Then, pausing a second, I tried to get an outline together. “What 
we’ve first got to understand is what’s meant by the ‘Devil.’ Maybe you might not 
believe what I’m about to say. But all I can tell you is that if you’d take the time to study 
it, you’d find out the same thing yourself.” 

“Okay, well, tell me about it then.” 
“The idea of the devil, or Satan, or Beelzebub, or whatever name you want to give 

to the personification of evil… Well, it started out a long time ago with some theology 
scholars who were trying to explain how there can be evil in the world, if an all-good 
God made it. You know, what I mean? If God is perfect and loving and good and all the 
things we say He is, then why is there evil in the world?” 

“Yeah, I follow you.” 
“Well, the answer that they came up with is that there must be some other being 

responsible for the evil, a being they called the Devil.” 
The sheriff shook his head. So far, he understood.  
“But here’s the most important point: the devil is just a metaphysical idea. The 

devil isn’t a physical being like you and me. Never was.” 
“You mean, he’s not real?” He glanced sidelong, frowning with objection. 
“Well, he can be real for people, if they choose to believe that. People can believe 

in the devil; say that he exists; think he’s a physical being — invisible somehow and stuff 
like that — but that doesn’t change anything. The devil’s never more than an idea, an 
explanation for why there’s evil in the world.” 

“But can folks get power from him? That’s what I want to know.” 
“No. They can’t get any more power from the devil than what they themselves 

already have. There is one sense, however, in which it might be argued that they can get 
power. If they do stuff — like in these pictures, here — against all social and cultural 
norms of behavior, it’s possible they get a feeling of superiority. You know, if they 
believe that their badness is connecting them with some physically existing ‘infinite 
power to do evil’ — it could be that they feel they have a kind of power because of that. 
But even then, they really haven’t gotten anything more than they already had. It’s only 
that the idea is giving them an edge that —”  
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“Like a psychological thing?” the sheriff interrupted. 
“Exactly.” 
“Hmmm… “ The sheriff paused and thought a while. “Here, try and call your friend 

again.” He left the room. Still no answer at Dawn’s. He returned shortly. 
“Like a cup of coffee?” 
“Yes, please.” 
“Guess I ought to apologize for my deputy. He’s new on the job. Got a little carried 

away. But by golly, I wish you hadn’t had that stuff with you. Well, let’s see… Care to 
talk any more about this?” 

The folder was still on the desk, but mercifully closed. 
“Sure.” 
“Good. Just one more question. Maybe we already…” He bit his bottom lip. “What 

about… What can they do? I mean, if they’re into this devil stuff, what can they… ah, 
you know… bring about?”   

Suddenly I understood better what the sheriff might have in mind. He wasn’t sure 
what he was up against. He’d probably seen one of Hollywood’s devil tales: Rosemary’s 
Baby, The Exorcist, and the like. Add to that some of the confusion that most people, 
including a lot of religious leaders, have about the devil.  

“I assure you. They can’t do anything more with the devil than they could without 
him. They’re no more powerful than you. Their only advantage is that, if they’re into this 
kind of sickness, they might not be afraid of you… or anyone… for that matter. Not even 
afraid of God. But that’s nothing new,” I said more slowly. “There are lot of people in 
this world who aren’t afraid of God.” 

The sheriff nodded and whispered something to himself. Then, he said aloud, 
“That’s just the piece I needed.” He had the eyes of a person clearing away lingering 
doubts. “You’ve helped me… uh, Merlin. A lot,” he continued. “You’ll never know. 
Here, you try and call your friend again. If he’s still not in, I’ll work something out for 
you.” He began organizing the papers and clutter on his desk. 

This time when I called, I have to admit, I was hoping no one would answer. No 
one did. 

“That’s okay,” the sheriff said. “That’s okay. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes.” 
He left the room for a short while. When he returned, he was smiling. 

“First thing we’ve got to do is figure out what we’re going to do for dinner for you. 
When was the last time you ate?” 
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“Late morning, sir.” I had almost forgotten. Though my food needs had easily 
doubled since I had been walking, that afternoon I had been more concerned about other 
things. 

“Okay. There’s a shower in the jail. You got towels and all that sort of stuff?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Good. I’ll send you back over there. You get cleaned up. Put on some nice clothes. 

Nothing fancy, but you know, something nice. I’ll be back for you in a while.” 
  That evening I spent with the sheriff’s family. After dinner, I told them about their 

Stars. Then I accompanied Bill on his last rounds. Although I still wasn’t sure exactly 
how things were going to ‘work out,’ there was ample reason to trust. 

“I apologize for you having to spend the night in jail, Merlin. I wish we had more 
room at home. But don’t worry, we’ll take care of things in the morning.” 

The deputy left my cell unlocked and no one even attended the building. Next 
morning, the sheriff kept his word. By 10:30, I was on my way again. He assured me that 
I wouldn’t have to come back — that he’d take care of whatever legalities were involved. 
In addition, his office workers resupplied me with copies of the “Declaration of 
Interdepend.” I was still writing the Star sketches on the back of them. They even took up 
a little collection to ensure that my needs would be met further on down the road. And the 
very deputy who’d arrested me searched through a box of discarded items until he found 
a light blanket. “Better for the summer than that heavy sleeping bag.” 

 
He paused for a moment, shaking his head. “Years later, I came upon an article in 

the Milwaukee Journal. It was just a short piece, one of those revelations about the CIA 
that came out before the Reagan era. The article told of a secret project that involved the 
ritualistic slaughter of animals in order to observe the psychological impact of such 
atrocities on the citizens of rural communities. Pretty shocking, huh?” 

“Not if you believe the end justifies the means.”  
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Galveston Beach to Jones Beach 
 
 

The Bridgekeeper checked the fire and added a larger split.  
“So, learning as well as walking.” 
“Yes, the ‘Lone Star’ State was full of lessons. Like that it wouldn’t do any good to 

walk faster, if I didn’t obey the rules of the road. Most important, I realized that everyone 
who helped with food, water, shelter and encouragement, even every driver who had to 
swerve, was also a part of the Walk. This pilgrimage wasn’t mine. It was a collective 
expression of the human spirit. A measure of the true character of the citizens of the 
United States. And that character proved very different from the global behavior of our 
government and multi-national corporations. Everywhere, I was meeting good, honest, 
generous and kind people.”  

 
Texans bade me a sweet farewell. Late on the afternoon of the Fourth of July, I 

arrived at Galveston Beach. Enchanted by the wagon, several children immediately 
befriended me. When evening came, their parents invited me to share dinner. We ate 
freshly netted fish, cooked on an open fire. And as twilight gave itself to darkness, they 
showed me where the tide would reach by morning. About fifty humans and several dogs 
slept on the beach that night under the stars, lulled to sleep by the breathing of the wide 
Gulf that lay before us. 

I had intended to travel straight across the Bayou on Highways 82 and 90 to New 
Orleans. That changed somewhere beyond High Island. For several hours, I had been 
pulling the wagon along the beach where the hard-packed sand meets the waterline. Now 
I was back on the pavement, with one or two pesky little flies buzzing about. At first it 
was just an annoyance. Then there were three… six… twelve. They seemed to be coming 
from the bushes growing alongside the road. A half mile further, a hoard descended. It 
was a feeding frenzy. 

Frantically waving and feverishly brushing them off my face and arms gave little 
relief. Their stings — worse than mosquitoes, but not as painful as bees — left small red 
welts. It was beginning to look as if I had measles. I stopped, grabbed my shirt and 
swung, swatted, flailed. 

“All the better,” they seemed to say, “hot blood with sweat.” 
I sought to escape by quickly crossing to the opposite side and walking faster. The 

cloud followed. I glanced back at the wagon. They swarmed over it like ants on an 
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upturned hill. I tried insect repellent. They swam in it. I began crouching… zig-zagging. 
Finally, I just started running as fast as I could without tipping the wagon over. 

When their exhausting half-hour lunch had finally ended, I re-considered my plans. 
‘If this is what the Bayou is like, it’s impassable on foot.’ I changed course. Turning 
north at Sabine Pass, I entered Louisiana three days later in a rainy woods. Here, I 
couldn’t maintain my Texas pace. Without the desert dryness, each noonday Sun saw my 
jeans soaking wet. By nightfall, their salty stiffness renewed an open wound in my hip. 
Night at the little wayside park near Ragley epitomized that first week. With my last 
ounce of energy, I set up the tent and crawled in. Sleep took me under immediately — 
without dinner. Louisiana soon came to my rescue. 

It began outside a grocery store in Opelousas. I was sitting next to the wagon, eating 
a yogurt. ‘To be honest about this, I’m getting worn down. I’ve got to rest.’ 

“Are you waiting for someone?” Looking up, I saw a woman — dignified, matronly 
— cautiously studying me from aside her grocery bag. 

Surprised, I quickly got to my feet. “No, ma’am,” I answered, then told her about 
the walk. What I was doing. “... if you might know someone who could help, I’m in great 
need of a place to rest, please. Just for a day or two.” The words came out as fast as they 
formed — a spontaneous prayer. 

Like an angel, she responded. “Wait here. I’ll see what I can do.” Then disappeared. 
About fifteen minutes later, the store manager came out. “Yeah,” he smiled. “Must 

be you. You got a phone call.” 
“Oh, thank you,” I replied with a mix of surprise and hope. 
It was the woman’s mother. “Now why don’t you have a place to stay?” she asked.  
I explained again what I was doing. 
“Okay,” she said. “I’ll be down there shortly and have a look at you.” 
For the next nine days, I was Kate’s guest. Not only did she feed and shelter me — 

but by the time of my departure, she and her family had also made sure I had new shoes, 
even a new radio. In return, I did dishes and the Stars for Kate, her daughters, Mary and 
Nona, and her grandsons, Clay and Deno. When I left, I felt renewed, both psychically 
and physically. The distance to that New World seemed shorter than before. 

Back on the road, the limitations of my tent became impossible to ignore. I had 
found it in a pile of cheap trade-ins. A short, tapered cocoon, barely large enough for one 
person plus a few belongings, it was made of thick, old-time canvas. On the desert, it had 
sufficed. Now, its failure to repel water was a serious problem. At Krotz Springs, dark, 
ominous clouds gathered early. I pitched the tent beneath the huge bridge that spans the 
Atchafalaya River there. Within hours, the rains came. Water dripped over and ran under 
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me all night. I hardly slept. By morning, my clothes, sleeping bag, shoes, tent, food, and 
cooking utensils were a disaster. Only my books, which I had wrapped in the poncho and 
held on my chest, were spared the soaking.  

‘Look at this mess. Everything is ruined.’  
Shy to appear, the morning’s gray light added to the depression. Slowly, I packed 

up what was salvageable and pulled out from under the bridge. About mid-morning, I 
came upon a laundromat. At least some things could be dried. Late that afternoon, with 
dark clouds threatening again, I accepted a ride into Baton Rouge. The driver took me to 
the Salvation Army lodge, a place to wash and rest for the night. Next day, I renewed my 
food supply — as well as my commitment. I resolved never to accept another ride — no 
matter what. 

After that, things improved. Gulf winds, bringing welcome relief from the stifling 
heat, blow far inland. And as I walked along the Gulf Coast, then up through Alabama, 
Georgia, South and North Carolina, the camping part of the journey brightened. How 
could you not fall in love with those forests of whispering pines?  

Meanwhile, in towns, I began to receive assistance from churches. When I asked 
permission to stay in the park, people directed me to the police department. They, in turn, 
would refer me to a church. And pastors would often provide a motel room. 

At first, I had my reservations about this procedure. Sure, I was much more rested 
and clean after a night in a motel. But was this a legitimate use of church money? More 
importantly, were the churches interested in the Paradise I envisioned here on Earth? But 
then again, could there be Salvation without the churches? Many pastors took the time to 
speak with me. We didn’t always see eye to eye. 

“It regards the very meaning of Redemption, Pastor. I mean, wouldn’t the world 
look radically different if we lived according to the ethic which Christ taught?” 

“But Jesus said, ‘My Kingdom is not of this world.’” 
“Yes, Pastor, of course. Because this world is run by money and power. So this 

world is not at all Christ-like. But there is a possibility for Salvation. That’s what Christ 
offered. If we changed the way we’re doing things, if we made our world one in which 
we truly loved one another, forgave our enemies —” 

“But, my friend, it’s for personal salvation that Christ came. You must be born 
again. That’s what counts. If you’re not born again, you cannot enter the kingdom.” 

 “But aren’t Jesus’ words as important as Paul’s? Didn’t Jesus say that at the Eternal 
Judgment, He would call some to live in Heaven — because they fed Him when He was 
hungry, cared for Him when He was in need? ‘Whatever you have done for the least of 
my brethren, you have done for me?’”  
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More often than not, the pastors understood and agreed with what I was saying, 
why I was walking. Some were already cultivating Christ’s Love in their communities. 
One pastor had used Christ’s teachings as a basis for analyzing our Constitution. He 
found that it valued property over people. Several ministers were interested in what I was 
able to tell them about their Stars. 

“Well, Merlin. If you only describe identity with the Stars, I don’t think there’s 
anything wrong with that. As long as you’re not making predictions. What you said about 
me is certainly true. There’s more to God’s Universe than what men have dreamt.” 

Late one Saturday morning, I ventured off the main highway in search of water. 
Following a county road for about a quarter mile or so, I came upon a small dirt road that 
cut off to the right. Thinking that this was someone’s driveway, I walked down. But 
instead of a house where I might ask for help, a little church appeared at the end of a two-
rutted lane. A poor people’s church.  

Old weather-beaten gray wood. No front door. But there were fresh tire tracks all 
about the sandy parking lot. 

“Anybody here?” I called, knocking at the doorway before I stepped inside. Up 
front was shadowy. In back, where light streamed in through the clear glass panes, you 
could see how the wood where people walked and sat was worn from years of attendance. 
I sat down for a moment. Picking up one of the Bibles that graced the pews, and letting it 
open, my eyes fell on the line: 

 “The world of the past has gone.”  
I closed the Book. After a few moments of silence, I tried one of the hand-held fans 

that lay all about. Before putting it to use, I noticed that on one side of its round, broad 
surface, there was a picture of Martin Luther King, Jr. On the other side, an image of 
John Kennedy. The handle was stained with sweat. I closed my eyes for a few minutes. 
The gentle breeze it produced gave a moment’s respite. 

Often a minister would refer me to the local Rescue Mission. My homelessness was 
not like that of those whom poverty had driven through the same doors. But we shared 
the experience of the shelters. 

You began by placing your sense of personal dignity on hold. Here you had to 
accept being treated as a failure. The rest followed from there. Dinner, commonly tomato 
sauce over pasta, provided one of the few choices of the entire stay: “Do you want hot tea 
or coffee?” Some shelters, overcrowded and dirty, stank in a way that made you wish you 
hadn’t come. Others weren’t so bad.  

In missions, the price of shelter was often a sermon — based on the premise that 
every person seeking assistance that night had willfully chosen their lot. Had you but kept 
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on the ‘straight and narrow,’ you’d be in David Rockefeller’s shoes right now. During 
one such harangue, the preacher became downright abusive. The men began turning 
around and looking at me. They seemed to be saying with their eyes, ‘Tell him. Tell him, 
it just ain’t so!’ I wondered ‘why me?’ Maybe my privileged background was somehow 
visible to them. 

Finally came bedtime. Sometimes you had to lay your head down with your mind 
deeply burrowed inside — trying not to think of where your body was. If you’d been in 
shelters before, you did your best to fall asleep quickly, or you stuffed your ears with part 
of the paper napkin saved from dinner. Because within ten minutes of ‘Lights out!’ the 
snoring began. 

The possibility of violence slunk uneasily in the corners of the reception area, the 
dining hall, the sleeping quarters. One time, a terrible fist fight broke out at the table right 
next to mine. But most of my stays were uneventful. Not sure of one another, and sunk in 
a spirit of depression, most of the men stayed to themselves. When I was in shelters, I 
followed the advice of the I-Ching. I seldom spoke, even about the Stars. 

 
“Otherwise, you did the Stars for pretty much everyone you met?” the Bridgekeeper 

asked as she encouraged the fire.  
“Yes. For people who stopped to speak with me, police officers, newspaper 

reporters and most of all for waitresses at cafes. They often picked up my bill, even gave 
me something to help me down the road, when I gave them the little calligraphied poem I 
had written for them during breakfast. Even if psychologists don’t acknowledge the 
reliability of Astrology’s character descriptions, the vast majority of the population does. 
The Stars were an important part of our interaction together. Mostly, but not always.” 

 
It was a beautiful Sunday morning about 9:30. I was slowly making my way out of 

Atlanta on Briarcliff Road. A car pulled up in front of me, a regular occurrence. 
‘Probably will offer a ride,’ I thought. 
Two men in sunglasses, white shirts and dark suits got out.  
“FBI,” the one said. Both quickly flashed small black ID cases. “What are you up 

to?” 
“I’m walking across America for Mother Earth and all her Children,” I answered. 
“And where you coming from?” His demeanor was calm, not overly friendly, but 

not hostile either. 
“I started in California on March 21st. Walked across the Southwest and Texas. That 

took May and June. Then Louisiana and along the Gulf Coast to Mobile in July. Took 
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about a month to get from there to here. I’m headed for New York where I hope to see 
the Sun rise on a New Day, the beginning of a whole New Age when there will be Peace 
on Earth.” 

They looked at each other. “Well, you’re going to have to come with us.” 
“Sir?” 
“You’re going to have to come with us,” he repeated a little louder. A squad car, its 

lights flashing, pulled up behind the wagon. 
“But I’m only walking. I haven’t broken any laws.” 
“We didn’t say you did. We just need to take you in for a few minutes, then we’ll 

let you go again. And you can be on your way.” 
Two uniformed City of Atlanta police officers joined us. “Everything all right?” 
“Yeah, fine. No problem,” one of the FBI agents responded. “You want to take him 

in?” 
“Sure.” 
The wagon and my things were carefully placed in the trunk of the squad car. I was 

shown to the backseat. We drove off. Some ten or fifteen minutes later, we pulled into the 
driveway of a new building. On the outside, it resembled a modern fire station. But no 
markings of any kind indicated what went on inside. 

Once the huge garage door had finished its slow upward coiling, we drove in and 
down a short ramp. Stopped at a car-dock. The wagon and my things were unloaded unto 
the platform. I was politely escorted down a hallway to an office area. The two FBI 
agents were waiting for me. One, now sitting behind a desk, had taken his jacket off, 
revealing a shoulder holster and gun. The other stood at his side.  

“Have you got any ID?” The one sitting behind the desk asked. 
“Yes, sir.” I handed the gentleman my driver’s license. He looked at it and passed it 

to his companion, who left the room with it. 
“So you’ve been walking for quite awhile. How do you support yourself?” 
“People help me, sir. I’m dependent on others. If I’m doing what I’m supposed to 

be doing, I trust that I’ll get what I need to do it.” 
“You don’t stop and work along the way?” 
“No, sir. I’ve only been walking. I write sketches, sort of poems for people about 

their Stars. Would you like me to tell you about your Stars?” 
“Uh… No, thanks. Not right now. What’s this New World or New Day you’re 

talking about? Tell me about that.” 
“A time of Peace on Earth. The problem is we’re living as if there’s only Time and 

no Eternity. Actually, there’s really only Eternity and no Time. If we can come to 
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understand that, we can realize who we are, know why we’re here, start to love one 
another as we should. That’s the New Day I want to see.” 

He scrunched up his lower lip and nodded. I took that to mean, ‘Nothing wrong 
with that I suppose.’ Quickly reading something from his desk, he jotted down a few 
notes. 

“Can you tell me what this is about?” I asked. “I mean, why you have me here?” 
“Nothing,” he replied, “just routine. Now I‘d like you to step over here for me 

please and I’ll just get a set of fingerprints.” 
He didn’t want one set, but five. His partner returned with my ID. 
“Your parents actually christened you with a name like that?”  
“What’s wrong with the name Merlin?” 
“Nothing. I didn’t mean it that way. It’s just a different name, that’s all.” 
“Now if we can take your picture…” The one in shirt sleeves wasn’t wasting any 

time. “Let’s set it up outside.” I stepped out of the little office with them and moved 
toward the wall as they indicated. “Now, if you’ll just hold this.” 

They handed me one of those numbered placards commonly seen beneath ‘mug 
shots’ of criminals. My Moon conjunct Mars in Leo flared. “Wait a second,” I protested. 
“What’s this all about? I haven’t done anything wrong and I’ve tried to be as cooperative 
with you as I can. But this is going a little too far. Are you charging me with something?” 

They glanced at each other with a look that said, ‘Get ready for trouble.’  
“You want to cooperate or not?” the one in shirtsleeves asked with a touch of 

impatience. “We’re almost done. Do like we say and you can be on your way. All we 
want is your picture. And we’ll get it one way or another. It’s up to you.”  

I was aware that during the late sixties, the FBI had killed or jailed nearly three 
hundred Black Panther Party members. They would get what they wanted, ‘one way or 
another.’ I submitted to having my picture taken with the placard of numbers.  

In the meantime, they had sorted through my things in search of… Hidden 
weapons? Drugs? Whatever might have incriminated me, I suppose. But I had learned my 
lesson in Texas. I was ‘clean.’ Within an hour or two, they took me back to where they 
had picked me up. Released me.  

Later that day, I came upon a Hare Krishna group, dressed in their saffron robes, 
hosting an open house. As I feasted on a banquet of vegetarian foods, Balabhadras 
befriended me. I did his Stars. He invited me to be their guest that night. Their 
hospitality, food, clothes, incense, prayers, dancing and companionship were all 
delightful. But we disagreed when our discussion touched on taking responsibility for the 
world. 
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“If Sri would tell us to do so, then we would,” one of the Elders stated. “But he 
doesn’t. The world is only Maya, illusory.” 

“Well, it’s not so illusory to a mother whose child is hungry,” I responded. 
“That’s her Karma,” he replied. 
About a week and a half later, I arrived in Greenwood, South Carolina. It was well 

past six. I wasn’t sure where I was going to spend the night, and hadn’t eaten yet. I was 
walking down the sidewalk on the main street.  

“Hey, where are you coming from?” Three men in suit coats approached me. 
“I’ve been walking since California,” I answered, “for Mother Earth and all Her 

Children.” 
“Where y’all going?” 
“I’m on my way to New York City. I want to see a New Day, the Sun rise on a 

whole New World. One where there’s —” 
“Wait. Save it. Save it.” 
“Hey, we’ll catch you later.” Two of the men left. 
The man who stayed behind explained that he was responsible for finding a guest-

speaker for the Civitan’s Meeting that night. ‘Would I be interested in talking with a 
group about the Walk?’ 

After a wonderful meal, I gave an impromptu speech. First, I talked about the New 
World we could create: no more wars. Harmony with Nature. No more hunger. People 
happy at their jobs. Then a question and answer period. 

 There were the easy answers: “Five pairs of shoes. The third set of wagon wheels. 
Each day between twenty and thirty miles.” Then there were more difficult questions.  

“We all want to see a better world,” one man acknowledged, “but the problem is, 
how do we get there? Even just people being happy at their jobs, how you gonna’ make 
that happen?”  

“Well, right now, most of us are in competition with one another at work. And 
under pressure from those above us in the hierarchy. We could change that. First, create a 
guaranteed income for everyone, so we don’t have to feel that insecurity about losing our 
jobs. Second, have businesses collectively owned by all the people who work there. Then 
we could work together as a family does.” 

Another man challenged that idea. “If we did that, what’s to motivate us?” 
“Our sense of values and respect for one another,” I replied. “Right now, it’s what 

you own that means superiority, success, respectability. The Cadillac, the Lincoln 
Continental and such. We need to create a whole new set of values.” 
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He asked if I weren’t a Communist. Some of those ideas sounded un-American to 
him. 

“Well, I think these ideas are very American,” I responded. “What was it we 
pledged with our hands on our hearts? ‘Liberty and Justice for All.’ Freedom and 
democracy, that’s what we’re all about, right? What we need is more Democracy. Not 
just democracy on evenings and weekends — but democracy forty hours a week. Not just 
democracy for the rich and powerful — democracy for everybody.” 

“But look what’s happening to our electoral process,” I went on. “It’s not our votes 
the candidates care most about. It’s their ‘war chests,’ money to finance their campaigns. 
Is it democracy when it comes down to, ‘How much does that office cost?’” 

Facial expressions, even some laughter, acknowledged the ridiculousness of calling 
that democracy.  

“And freedom. Doesn’t freedom mean the ability to make changes as we see fit? If 
we look around — you and me, together — and we see that our world is a mess… and we 
don’t want to leave it like this for our children… it’s because we live in a democracy that 
we’re free to figure out what’s wrong and fix it.” 

My presentation must have resonated some. Club members chipped in and got me a 
room in a motel. Even gave me a few dollars for breakfast. 

But there was one question brought up that night that I hadn’t been able to answer 
to my own satisfaction. I really didn’t know quite how, even with our democracy, we 
could bring about the kind of profound and sweeping changes we need to make.  

The question haunted me throughout the hills of Virginia and Pennsylvania — as 
inescapable as the roadside reminders of Revolutionary War episodes, or visits by George 
Washington. 

How? 
Both hands joined in pulling the wagon as each climb began. Back bent, lowering 

the center of gravity as the grade steepened.  
‘The Age of Enlightenment… 1776… 1789… No more kings... The dawning of 

democracy… Thomas Paine, Madison, Jefferson… Smart, they were smart.’ 
How? 
The higher the hill, the lower the lean, the shorter the strides, the quicker the breath.  
‘Isn’t it possible... isn’t it highly probable... that the writers of the Constitution… 

might have foreseen that things could… take a turn for the worse… They couldn’t have 
imagined this exact circumstance… but… they might have provided… some clause… 
some device… something… that the people could use… just in case.’ 

How? 
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Just before the top… the ‘crest.’ Though you’re still going up, you’re no longer 
climbing. Then it’s all downhill. You’re soaring. You only need to keep the weight of the 
wagon behind you — lest it run away in front. 

‘The first thing I’m going to do when I finish this walk is go through the 
Constitution with a fine-toothed comb. If there’s something there, maybe I can find it.’ 

My sister Mary Jo and brother-in-law Channing took me in for my last short rest in 
Willingboro, New Jersey. Five days later, I walked across the George Washington Bridge 
and into New York City. In small towns across the South, heads turned to glimpse the 
presence of a stranger. Now, all of us were submerged in the endless human waves 
following one upon another down the Avenue of the Americas. I made my way to 
Washington Square and approached a couple I encountered there.  

“Pardon me, but I wonder if you could help me, please. I’m on a Quest. I’ve been 
walking since March from California, for Mother Earth and all her Children — that there 
might be a New Day, the Dawning of a New Age. I’ve mostly camped out, but I don’t 
think that’s possible in the city here. Do you know where I might be able to find shelter 
for the night?” 

They gave me two addresses. One for a switchboard, about three blocks away. The 
other was where the switchboard people also directed me: The Catholic Worker House, 
36 E. 1st, just off Bowery. 

“Well, we’re really all filled up. But maybe we can find some small space. Would 
you mind sleeping on the floor? We’ll have to see what Dorothy says when she returns 
from mass. Have you heard of Dorothy Day?” 

The hosts showed me a bench near a staircase where I sat and waited.  
‘Dorothy Day,’ I thought. ‘I can never forget reading your eloquent pleas for 

compassion for the poor.’ Homeless and hungry people came and went as I waited. Then, 
an old woman, bent with years, glanced at me as she hurried by. 

A little later, Dorothy came to where I was sitting and said there would be room. 
And she told me her birthday. “November 8, 1897.” 

The final days were like the first. Not easy. Pedestrians were not permitted on the 
Outerbridge Crossing onto Staten Island; the Bayonne Bridge, the day after that; and the 
Williamsburg Bridge, another day later. If I was going to see the Sun rise on a New Day, 
I would have to surrender my will to walk every step, and accept — even seek — the help 
I needed. 

A thicket of bushes in a park in Valley Stream sheltered me the night before I 
reached my destination. Late on the afternoon of the next day, Halloween, I arrived at 
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Jones Beach. There were only a few people walking along the shore. We remained 
strangers to one another. At dusk, I set up the tent behind a dune.  

Waking, I stood for a long time in the day’s first light, looking out over the water, 
watching the horizon. Except for the sounds of the ocean, the beach was quiet, empty. 
The sky had woven pale violet wool into her mantle. Waves of reflection and 
thanksgiving lapped in my mind. ‘Now it was done. How many people had helped make 
it possible? How many magic happenings had encouraged me to continue?’ Soon the 
Sun, with the steady certainty of all Life’s desiring, rose with fire-opal splendor in the 
vaulted morning sky.  
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Andi’s Kitchen 

The Dreamer looked into the heavenly expression on his host’s face. She was sitting 
on the couch, he in the rocking chair. The fire burned confidently.  

“Too tired to go on?” she asked. 
“No. Is it late?”  
“Not really,” she paused. “Would you like some tea?” 
“Yes, please.” 
He followed her into the kitchen where she took out the tea pot. From jars marked, 

‘Catnip,’ ‘Chamomile,’ ‘Red Clover’ and ‘Mint,’ she created a blend. Soon it was 
steeping on the side of the hearth, covered by a dark blue cozy.  

“We left you at your destination.” 

Maybe I should have stayed there longer. This was where the Sun came up on a 
New Day. But there was work to be done. A thousand mile hitchhiking trip lay ahead. 
A November Atlantic wind prodded me to get moving. 

I ate a peanut butter sandwich for breakfast and folded up the tent for the last time. 
Only my starbooks, starboard, coat and backpack could go with me. Canteen, cooking kit 
and the remainder of the food would all stay with the wagon. I had already removed its 
tiny bell, ribbons and feathers. Most of the rubber on its wheels had fallen off weeks ago. 
It looked forlorn. I left it there in the dunes.  

“And headed back to Berkeley?” 
“I didn’t know yet where I was going to settle. But my parents had been saving 

envelopes filled with Star sketches, maps and other items from the trip. So I needed to 
return to Green Bay, if only to take care of that business.” 

Three days later, on a rainy night, I arrived in Milwaukee. My brother David wasn’t 
home. So I called my old friend Norman. Having finished medical school, he was now 
doing his internship and living on the Eastside with Andi, and her son, Sean. We hadn’t 
seen each other since the year before in Philadelphia.  

“Still not giving up?” Norman’s beaming face and warm hug made Babylon seem 
like last week. 

“How can we?” 
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“Welcome to Milwaukee, Merlin.” I had first met Andi while distributing The 
Eternity Book two years earlier. She had been active in the Peace Movement as long as 
Norman or me.  

Sean, about four years old, was already asleep.  
Over hot soup, crackers and tea, the three of us renewed our friendship. Norman 

kept leaning over and squeezing my arm. They asked about the Walk. 
“How did the people respond to what you told them? Where’d you stay at night? 

How’d you get across the desert?” 
Later that week, Andi and Norman called me in Green Bay. They offered a place in 

their attic, if I would be willing to help take care of Sean and keep the house in order. 
Their invitation seemed a miracle. Not only would it permit me to continue doing 
people’s Stars, but it would also grant time for studying the Constitution.  

Weekday mornings, Sean and I began with orange juice, oatmeal, learning to dress 
and tie our shoes. His pre-school bus came at eight o’clock. Until he returned, around 
noon, I was free to do Stars or whatever else I chose. Three days a week, Sean spent the 
afternoon with one of the other single mothers with whom Andi had formed a child-care 
cooperative. Twice a week, Rachel (four years old), Dasa (three years old), Curry (five 
years old), and sometimes one or more other children, joined Sean and me at Andi’s. In 
the evenings, I helped with dinner, dishes and housework. 

Norman spent most of his time at the hospital. At first, four nights a week. But by 
the winter holidays, even less time at home. Then he moved into an apartment with his 
friend Paul. He visited regularly though. Sean looked to him as a father. Andi still loved 
him, too. She and I lived as roommates and friends.  

Besides mothering, Andi had two jobs: longshore work down at the docks, and 
printing at the coop — formerly Babylon, now renamed Community Press. She was also 
the center of a circle of women friends. Seldom did a day pass without at least one guest 
dropping by for a cup of tea or coffee. Andi and her friends became a kind of graduate 
seminar for me. 

 
“How so?” 
“Well, Andi made her kitchen a meeting place, where she and her friends addressed 

questions that had been left on my shelf for a long time.” 
 
Outside the window, the opaque cold of a Wisconsin winter grips the night. Inside, 

an overly bright ceiling fixture illuminates a kitchen half in chaos. Two people are 
working on a sink full of dishes.  
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“You know, if there’s any hope for the world, it’s in the hands of women,” Andi 
began one evening. 

I stopped. “Men, too. No?”  
“Not in the same way, Merlin. Men talk about change. They might even really want 

change. But if they refuse to recognize how they’re a part of the problem, they’ll just 
keep on canceling out their efforts, blocking the way as much as they help.” 

I didn’t always know where Andi’s methodical and analytical mind was leading. 
But tonight’s ‘Dishwashing Discussion’ felt scary, and that in itself told me it was 
important. I was a man. I had tried to make my presence in the world constructive. But if 
I was part of the problem somehow, I wanted to know and do something about it. And by 
now, I knew I could trust Andi. 

“Well, ah… I’m a man — a male, you know.” 
She laughed. “It’s not being biologically male that’s the problem, Merlin. What I’m 

talking about is masculinity.” 
Sean was busily creating a puppet show of sorts in his room off the kitchen. 

“Okay,” he called out in a disguised voice, “Don’t build that wall too high, Joe. Don’t 
worry. It’s not too high,” another voice answered. 

“So you separate masculinity and being male?” 
“Of course.” 
‘Of course, of course,’ I said to myself. I had been thinking about this on and off 

ever since I smoked my cigarette “wrong” out on the highway. Our civilization, I knew, 
had constructed prescriptions for the behavior of males and females. And we needed to 
question these cultural norms.  

“Put the big blocks on the bottom,” Sean’s theater progressed. 
“Think about it, Merlin. Ever notice a difference between the behavior of men and 

women?” 
“Oh sure, Andi. Any four-year-old can tell there’s a difference.” 
“Bring it over here!” Sean, the contractor, called out. “Okay!” A bulldozer started 

up.  
“Well, what is it? What characterizes men’s behavior in general in contrast with 

women’s?” 
“Hmmm.” ‘Base it on your experience,’ I reminded myself. I had spent a lot of time 

in all-male situations. An all-boys high school. And another four years in the monastery. I 
jumped to my own conduct. ‘Were you aware of others’ feelings at all? Or were you too 
busy competing for grades, points on the basketball court?’ I remembered my football 
and ice hockey days. I had bumped, pushed, almost fought with guys during games. ‘But 
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was I alone in that? Wait. That’s exactly the point. Andi asked me about men’s behavior 
in general.’  

Andi submerged a stack of dirty plates beneath the sudsy water. She was patient. 
‘Let’s see,’ I considered. ‘How might men in general be contributing to the 

problem? In the monastery, guys hoarded books that everybody needed for assignments. 
And Father Arthur tried to toughen us up by inflicting psychological pain. But Brian, 
Byron and Tommy, my brother David, Father Edgar… Father Michael and Norman... 
Surely they’re doing everything they can to create a better world.’  

“Hey, it’s taking you a long time, Merlin,” Andi laughed. “It shouldn’t be that 
difficult.” 

A rumbling and clunking of metal and plastic bouncing off a hardwood floor spilled 
from the bedroom. Sean was dumping out his toy box in search of more props.  

“Well, I’m not exactly sure. Men can be good and they can be bad.” 
“So you can’t say anything general about men’s behavior?” Andi’s tone sent me 

back to the task. 
‘Now my mind went to childhood. What was the principle underlying the social 

hierarchy that evolved among the boys in grade school? In high school? Who chose sides, 
who was first chosen, who was last, and who was never picked — it all seemed so 
natural. You took whatever position you could get. And knowing who could beat who up 
played as important a part as anything in ranking you. But wasn’t it different in the 
counterculture? I had a few real friends. True. But I had to admit that relationships with 
men were constrained to a pattern. It was almost a cliché.’ 

 “Competition,” I answered aloud. Even as I said it, I wasn’t sure I would say that 
all relationships between men were necessarily competitive. 

“Yeah,” Andi agreed. “Competition. Masculinity pushes men to size each other up 
and out-do the next guy. Bring two males together and it’s rare if some kind of hierarchy, 
blatant or subtle, doesn’t quickly get established or at least struggled over between them.” 

“You mean, like who knows more?” 
“Or who has what,” Andi nodded. “For the most part, I don’t think they’re even 

aware of it. Oh, sometimes they do come right out and say it, laugh at it, even criticize it. 
But consciously or not, men tend to get into competition. Competition and hierarchy. And 
that’s what underpins adversarial relationships, aggression and wars, right?”  

“Are women so different though?” I wondered aloud. “One woman friend of mine 
told me that women are competing in the Great Unwinnable Beauty Contest.” 

“Sure, women compete. How could they not? We all live in the same culture and 
learn its basic values. Girls know, just as boys do, that competition is the name of the 
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game.” She paused. “But would you really characterize women’s overall behavior as the 
same as men’s?” 

From the noise in the bedroom, it sounded as if Sean were dragging his toy box 
across the floor. 

“Hey, Sean! What are you doing in there?” Andi called. 
“Just playing!” 
“Well, don’t destroy the house while you’re at it.” Andi, shaking her head, wore a 

mother’s smile. 
“No.” I said, “there’s a difference. Even Sean’s playing. Would a little girl have to 

be told not to wreck the place? But doesn’t that suggest it’s biological, too, not just 
learned? I mean, Sean… so young — and being raised by you.” 

“The programming starts young, Merlin. It’s all around us. Clothes, toys, games, 
TV, movies, other kids. I can’t raise Sean in a bubble, you know.” 

“Okay. Back to your question about women’s behavior.” 
I thought about the women I knew. What could I say about any one of them that 

included all the others? A feeling of indebtedness provided the clue. They had all helped 
me in one way or another.  

 “Helpful,” I said. “I think I can say that women are more helpful than men.” 
“Yeah. But what do you mean by that specifically?” Andi glanced at me with raised 

eyebrows as she reached for the pots and pans.  
“Well, take a conversation. A woman will always be nodding, smiling, gesturing, 

trying to make things… uhh… work.” 
Andi laughed. “That’s true. Women are trained to be good at sensing other people’s 

feelings and responding. We’re supposed to build up male egos, don’t ya’ know.” 
“That’s just what my mother said to Divina once. ‘Now you remember to build up 

that ego of his. That’s what we women are here for.’ I was outraged. I really did not want 
Divina relating to me like that.” 

I looked into Andi’s eyes. 
“I believe you, Merlin. It’s masculinity, the abstract idea of masculinity. That’s the 

problem. Individual males relate to that idea in different ways. But all males are 
socialized to masculinity, right?” 

“True. Of course. We learn to aspire to it. Might even get scolded or humiliated if 
we don’t conform.” 

“And that sets up unconscious patterns of behavior. That’s what I’m saying. If men 
really want change, they need to be aware of that unconscious stuff. Work on it. Don’t 
you think?” 
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“Yeah...”  
By now, the table was clean, the sink scoured, floor swept, cabinet doors closed. 

The kitchen in the soft glow of the small light above the stove. I went up to my attic 
room, feeling that I’d just been given a big assignment. Examine my relationship with 
masculinity and masculinity’s relationship with the mess our world was in.  

Andi wasn’t my only instructor in this seminar. There was the community of 
women who lived in a house on Newhall Street. Donna, Lynn, Roberta, Kate and Janis 
upstairs; Lance downstairs. They loved my sketches about their Stars and appreciated 
what the Walk had been about. They and their movement were interrogating a reality that 
permitted sexism, racism, war, destruction of the environment, as well as poverty 
alongside unlimited wealth. These women seemed to hear me as few others had. And my 
desire to learn how we could create a New World helped me to hear them.  

About sexual orientation, for instance. 
“Sexual orientation?” 
“Yes, sexual orientation,” Donna reiterated. “That men are only supposed to love 

women; and women only men. I’m proof that it can be a choice. In my first year of 
college, I was hoping some guy would come along, sweep me off my feet and we’d live 
happily ever after. After my second year though, I started getting tired of being just 
another ‘good lay.’ Know what I mean?” 

I nodded. I’d heard plenty of locker room talk.  
“In my third year, I was named co-editor of the school paper,” Donna continued. 

“The other editor, she and I became really close. Working together day and night. At 
first, we loved each other only as friends. But as we spent more and more time together, 
we asked ourselves: ‘Why can’t we be all the rest for each other, ‘true loves,’ lovers, 
too?’” 

“And you were able to be lovers? Just like that?” 
“You got it. Sexual orientation can be a choice. Not some ‘drive’ predetermined by 

genetics or psychological history. Love is greater than that.” 
There went another mainstay of the Freudian view of human consciousness. The 

same model that enshrined the ego. 
Donna’s teaching moments could be fun. One morning after a big university 

football game, we were walking near campus. The sidewalk strewn with beer cans and 
plastic glasses. Blooming chrysanthemum plants ripped from window boxes. Branches 
the size of your arm hanging broken from the trees. Even a postal box overturned. 
“Typical female behavior,” Donna declared. Her joke pointed the way out of the mess 
and brought a moment’s relief. I couldn’t help but laugh. 
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Donna and I made Thanksgiving for each other that year. Everyone from her house 
and mine had left town. Donna couldn’t afford to fly back to New York. And home visits 
for me were just plain discouraging. We bought a bottle of wine and cooked scallops.  

“I heard that you and Andi were talking about masculinity. Tell me about your own 
experience. How did you learn to be masculine growing up?” 

 “Well, my toys certainly were different than my sister’s. She never had any guns. 
My brothers and I had the biggest set of those little green plastic army men of anyone we 
knew. And sports. I played plenty of team sports. And I was a big sports fan.” 

“And what did that teach you?” 
“Well, teamwork, dedication, things like that. But above all, winning. ‘Winning 

isn’t the most important thing, it’s the only thing,’” I quoted the famous Vince Lombardi 
maxim. 

“There you have it. And how do you win except that you control? Right?” 
“Yes, in fact, you learn: ‘The other team doesn’t score when you control the ball.’ 

It’s considered one of the masculine virtues, too. Control.”  
“Yeah. Control. Masculinity requires it. That’s why masculinity hates Nature. 

That’s why we’re destroying the planet.” 
“Masculinity hates Nature?” Hunters and fishermen immediately came to mind. 

“Wait. I’m not sure I can agree with you on that, Donna. A lot of men I’ve known… The 
neighbor who took me fishing every weekend. My uncles and grandfather with their deer 
camp. My grandfather knew all kinds of plants and the names of every tree. Those men 
didn’t hate Nature.” 

“Not consciously, of course. I’m not saying that individual men hate Nature. You 
wouldn’t find many who do. But masculinity does. Let’s go through the logic, premise by 
premise. We’ve agreed that masculinity demands control, right?” 

“Yes.” 
“But men can’t control Nature.” 
“Like the weather?”  
“Yes. But they can’t even control many functions of their own bodies. When 

‘Nature calls,’ we’ve got to answer. Plus, we get sick. And we’re all going to die.” 
“Yeah...” 
“So, if masculinity says you must be in control, and you can’t control Nature, then 

Nature is a threat to masculinity. On an unconscious level, masculinity presses men to 
hate their bodies and Nature. And women.” 

“Wait. Let me think about this Nature thing for a while.” 



 242 

As I made my way home, I felt that Donna had given me something I could really 
be thankful for. A crucially important understanding. 

 
The fire crackled, sending a shower of sparks upward, and bringing the Dreamer 

back to the cabin. 
“An understanding?” 
“The more I thought about men hating Nature, the more I realized that masculinity 

had tainted the very experiences I had mentioned to counter Donna’s assertion. 
Something along these lines had actually occurred to me earlier, when I learned more 
about Native American cultures.  

As boys, our play was pretty much destructive. In the swamps across the street, only 
the Redwing Blackbirds were safe from our sticks, liver-baited strings and hooks — until 
they too fell prey to our BB guns.  

With the men, our activities were more responsible: hunting and fishing. I 
developed the skills necessary to set deadly treble hooks in delicate soft mouths; to aim 
and carefully squeeze the triggers of guns. But with no sense of the sacredness of Life 
feeding Life. I never said a single prayer of thankfulness to any fish caught, squirrel or 
bird shot. Instead, I counted them. And not just because of the bag limit. If my friend were 
four fish ahead of me, I felt I needed to catch up. If I had more fish, I could see his 
chagrin. So those trips to the marsh with the older boys, to trout streams and the deer 
camp with the men, they laid some contradictory groundwork about Nature. And those 
contradictions were bound up with what men are supposed to be like. ” 

“As Donna had now helped you to recognize.” 
“Yes.” 
 
It had never made sense to me that we were destroying our environment, even if the 

motive were profit — because even profiteers are people. And my experience with people 
told me that most of us feel we love Nature — and our children. If unconscious attitudes 
were distorting our behavior, becoming conscious of these underlying obstacles could 
help break their spell over us.  

Another of my teachers, Jennie, was one of Andi’s best friends. During the sixties, 
Jennie had worked as a writer and graphic artist for Milwaukee’s underground 
newspaper, Kaleidoscope. As the Second Wave of feminism gained strength, she and my 
friend Peggy joined with other women to create the newspaper, Amazon. 

When I met Jennie, she was single-parenting her daughter Rachel and completing a 
course on video at the University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee. One time she showed me the 
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video she had made of her lover, Martha, talking and living the Women’s Movement. 
These women were now at the forefront of changing the world. Their movement alive 
with all the enthusiasm, energy and momentum that the anti-war movement once had. 

 
“Once had?” the Bridgekeeper asked. “What had happened?” 
“Well, it’s complicated. Many movement radicals were professionals now: doctors, 

lawyers, professors, engineers. Or had gone into business. Or at least gotten steady jobs. 
Not that they had abandoned political activism; but the energy wasn’t the same anymore. 
With the Vietnam War and the draft no longer directly affecting people’s lives; and men 
viewing the Women’s Movement as a side issue...” 

“And you? What these women were talking about didn’t seem like a side issue to 
you? To your plan to study the Constitution?” 

“I hadn’t lost track of that. But the more Andi’s community taught me, the more I 
felt that getting gender issues sorted out was absolutely essential to saving the world.” 

 
Jennie would lean on the table with both elbows and hold her head in her hands.  
“I heard that Andi and Donna have been filling your head with feminist ideas, 

Merlin. What do you think? Does it fit?” 
“Perfectly with what I’ve found by doing the Stars, particularly for Leos and 

Virgos. I always say the same things to both men and women. ‘Sun in Leo means 
defining and clarifying things, always your own person. Doing what you want to do and 
how you want to do it.’ When I say that to a Leo male, there’s usually some indication 
that the description fits. But when I do the Stars for Leo females, they sometimes respond 
with a special gratitude, even cry. ‘I always thought there was something wrong with me. 
Now I understand. I just am this way.’” 

Jennie smiled. She was a Leo. 
“I describe Virgos, on the other hand, as nurturing, neat and clean, organized, 

careful, patient. Women usually affirm the accuracy; men almost never. At first, this 
made me wonder if the Stars could work except in the instance of males born in Virgo. 
That seemed farfetched. Moreover, others present sometimes nodded knowingly. One 
time, a woman ran out after me to say that I had described her lover exactly — but that 
she was the only one who knew he was really like that. I concluded that it was pressure to 
be masculine that was preventing men from acknowledging their Virgo natures.” 

“I love it,” Jennie beamed. “The Stars, Merlin, they’re outside the system. They 
make gender identity stand out for what it is — conditioning! Programming. It starts 
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before birth with pink and blue baby blankets. People even hold boy babies differently 
from girl babies.” 

“They do?” 
“Yeah. They hold girl babies closer and more face to face. Boy babies facing 

outward more. But why? Why emphasize gender so much that early? Biological 
reproductive function doesn’t matter until years and years later. It’s politics. That’s why 
the first words that greet that kid have to do with gender.” 

“Politics?” 
“Getting your gender role straight is politics. Hierarchy. Whatever else, masculinity 

is always power over women; femininity is always subordination to men. And here’s a 
key point, Merlin. Because of that unequal valorization in society, women admire and 
value masculinity more than femininity.” 

“Hmmm... That helps explain one thing. Why so many mothers I know, my own 
included, pressure their kids to conform, want their sons to be ‘real men,’ heroicize 
militarism. But doesn’t that admiration of masculinity cancel out the difference?” 

“Well, not entirely. Imagine what this world would be like if half the population 
weren’t trained to cooperate, to care. Since those are the values we need to survive, we’ve 
got to hope that women’s difference is going to matter.”  

‘Let’s hope so,’ I said to myself, as I waited for the bus home. 
Some afternoons, Donna would walk over to Andi’s house and we would 

interweave our conversations with my child-care responsibilities. This day, we started as 
fishes. The couch a boat. The children scuba-divers. One of them must have seen 
something like that on TV. Donna and I sat down at the kitchen table. 

“Last time we talked, you said that men unconsciously hate their bodies, 
Nature and women. I’ve really come to appreciate what you said about Nature; but let’s 
go back to the point about hating women.” 

“It’s simple really. Women are bound up with Nature in men’s minds. First, 
because of menstruation and childbearing. But also because women are like Nature when 
it comes to masculinity’s need for power. Uncontrollable. So men hate and fear women.” 

 “Men fear women? But what kind of fear could men... I mean, look at the street. 
Surely, women have more reason to fear men. And in the world at large, power is so 
obviously in the hands of men.”  

“But do you think men feel that?” 
“You think men believe that women have power over them?” 
“Exactly,” Donna studied my face. “What does your own experience tell you?” 
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“Well, I have experienced men being afraid that women will gain power over them. 
But why, when the real power differential is so obvious?” 

“Let’s start with infants. Who represents power to a baby?” 
“Adults, of course, parents.” 
“Yes, but in this world, which parent spends the most time with baby?” 
“The mother. It’s usually the mother.” 
“So the mother becomes the very image of power. A strong impression, soon 

reinforced. Who’s the one the toddler engages in those first power struggles? Who 
thwarts that emerging will — to run into the street, reach for the burner on the stove, or 
whatever?” 

“But Jennie said that boys learn early that men have power over women.”  
“That only heightens their sense of their own — ” 
“Waaa!” Dasa came running into the room. 
“What’s the matter, Dasa?” 
“She fell off the couch, Merlin.” Sean hastily reported, running right behind her. 
 “Up, up.” Donna hoisted Dasa onto her knee. “Here, dry your eyes.” 
 “Sean,” I said. “What’s the rule about jumping up and down on the couch?” 
“Andi lets me do it.” 
“But it’s not all right when I’m here, Sean. We’ve talked about that before.” 
Sean checked my expression. “I’m sorry.” 
Dasa squirmed down from Donna’s lap and they headed back to the living room. 
“As I was saying,” Donna resumed, “the more boys learn that men are supposed to 

have power over women, the more frustrating it feels to have their mother in power over 
them. And that emotional charge transfers to any situation where a female exercises 
power over a male. That’s why grown men find it so much more onerous to be bossed 
around by a woman than by a man.”  

“But you’d think they’d grow out of it. I mean, in the adult world, men wield the 
power.” 

“I don’t think most men really see it that way. When they desire a woman sexually, 
for instance, they feel that women have power over them. Because the object of desire 
doesn’t always act like an object. She may have her own ideas about satisfying a man’s 
sexual desires: when, how and even if. And masculinity makes it unbearable that a 
woman can say ‘no.’”  

I remained quiet, trying to take in what Donna had just put together. 
Then she summarized it. “Masculinity requires control. And men can’t control 

women, no matter how much they try. So deep down, they hate women for it.” 
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I was caught in a cluster of contradictory thoughts. Donna’s arguments made 
perfect sense. But something in me wanted to argue.  

“Most men would tell you that’s not true,” I ventured. “They’d say that they love 
women.” 

“I’m afraid most men don’t know the difference between loving women and loving 
the services women perform for them.” 

“But I think I’ve sincerely loved the women I’ve been involved with. I don’t think I 
hate women.” 

“Come on, Merlin. You know I’m not saying that all men hate women and are 
incapable of loving women. Especially not consciously. I’m just saying that the gender 
system of this culture tends to produce hatred of women, particularly in men. Mostly it’s 
unconscious. That’s why you need to know about it, right? I mean, how can you be 
certain that you’re not carrying around unconscious feelings, attitudes and beliefs 
yourself? …baggage that’s part of the problem?” 

Donna’s words left me sorting through the ruins of hallways through which my 
thoughts had previously run. ‘What does it mean to really love someone? How does —’ 

“Merlin! Merlin!” It was Rachel. I was in the living room in an instant. A dispute 
over the easel. 

Donna was at my back. “Time for me to go, Merlin,” she said. “See you tomorrow.” 
A new set of questions would keep me company in my attic room that night. 
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Article V 
 
 

 “Fire needs attention. You take care of that. I’ll freshen our tea.” 
By the time the fire was reaching around the log that the Dreamer had placed, the 

Bridgekeeper was setting down the fresh pot of tea. 
“Now, what about your plans to study the Constitution?” 
“Well, there were only a few evenings a week that Andi asked me to stay at home 

with Sean.” 
 
As the days grew shorter, the hours I spent at the University of Wisconsin-

Milwaukee library grew longer. Line by line, I examined the Constitution. The language 
was a bit obtuse. But before my first study period ended, I believed I had found what I 
was looking for. 

 
Article V.  

The Congress, whenever two-thirds of both Houses shall deem it necessary, 

shall propose amendments to this Constitution, or on the application of the 

Legislatures of two-thirds of the several States, shall call a convention for 

proposing amendments, which, in either case, shall be valid to all intents and 

purposes, as part of this Constitution, when ratified by the Legislatures of three-

fourths of the several States, or by conventions in three-fourths thereof, as the 

one or other mode of ratification may be proposed by the Congress... 

 
 ‘This is it,’ I thought. ‘A provision for effecting change at the Constitutional level. 

We could employ this article to re-work the Constitution, but without having to discard 
what we like about the old. Retain the Rights and Freedoms — Press, Speech, Religion, 
Assembly, Vote, and so forth — that got us this far. Maintain continuity. And at the same 
time, create new institutions to meet our present needs.’  

I did have doubts, however. ‘Am I interpreting this Article correctly? Could it 
permit an assembly powerful enough to transform our economic system — from a bottom 
line driven by profit to one of love, from competition to cooperation? Could it shift the 
political power from the hands of a few and into the hands of all the people? Could it 
bring us closer to Liberty and Justice for all? Could it really do what needs to be done?’  

One way to find out would be to study the discussions that surrounded its inclusion 
in the Constitution in the first place. ‘Somebody must have kept some kind of record of 
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what was going on,’ I thought. What did the original framers of the Constitution have in 
mind? If their idea was to provide for a situation such as ours — one in which the 
government has gone astray, and the people need to call back their power — then, this 
really is it.’ 

Soon, right there on the third floor of the UWM Library, the founders of our 
Republic came to life. 

It was Philadelphia, a rainy mid-May day, 1787. Representatives of the sovereign 
states made their way through muddy streets to the opening session of the Convention. Of 
the fifty-five delegates, one third were in their thirties. Four weren’t even thirty years old. 
Benjamin Franklin was eighty-one. Their average age was forty-three. They had gathered 
to revise the original Articles of Confederation that had proven unable to deal with a 
variety of problems. 

In the Pennsylvania State House, they debated, deliberated and decided. It took only 
four months to produce the document that would finally meld the thirteen independent 
States into a unified nation. To the very end, there were difficulties. It rained on the last 
day, just as it had on the first.  

On September 15th, during the final working session, the Committee of Style and 
Arrangement reported back on Resolution Thirteen. At issue was the issue: ‘Who would 
be invested with the authority to make changes, if changes became necessary?’ 

Earlier in June, when this issue had first been raised, some members of the 
Convention had disputed whether such a provision was necessary at all. But George 
Mason had strongly urged an “easy, regular and Constitutional way… (rather) than to 
trust it to chance and violence…” He further argued that the method be independent of 
the Congress. “…It would be improper to require the consent of the National Legislature 
because they may abuse their power, and refuse their consent on that very account. The 
opportunity for such an abuse may be the fault of the Constitution calling for 
amendment.” 

Nonetheless, when September came, the Committee submitted a form that had the 
Congress alone responsible for the actual amendment process.  

Mason refused to let that pass. I imagined the white-haired, sixty-two-year-old 
delegate from Virginia, standing there in the room with its high ceiling and tall windows. 
Stepping in front of the semicircle rows of chairs and addressing George Washington — 
the unanimously chosen President of the Convention. Mason is holding his draft copy of 
the Constitution. In the margin he’s written: “Article 5th - By this article, Congress only 
have [sic] the power of proposing amendments at any future time to this Constitution, and 
should it prove ever so oppressive, the whole people of America can’t make or propose 
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alterations to it; a doctrine utterly subversive of the fundamental principles of the rights 
and liberties of the people.” 

Mason forced the issue, requiring his colleagues to take their positions for all to see. 
Either the right to create government resides with the people themselves; or it’s the 
prerogative of those in power. 

James Madison’s journal recorded the moment. “Colonel Mason thought the plan of 
amending the Constitution exceptional and dangerous. As the proposing of amendments 
is in both modes to depend, in the first immediately and in the second, ultimately, on 
Congress, no amendments of the proper kind would ever be obtained by the people, if the 
government should become oppressive, as he verily believed would be the case.” 

In the end, Mason prevailed. Article V was rewritten. The clause, “or, on the 
application of the Legislatures of two-thirds of the several States shall call a convention 
for proposing amendments…” was added. 

‘A Convention for proposing amendments. This is it all right.’ 
There were still a few more questions: ‘What do others understand by Article V? 

Has it ever been used? How could such a Convention be called?’ 
In the Law and American History sections of the library, I learned that only the first 

clause of Article V had ever been employed. All twenty-six amendments, then a part of 
our Constitution, had come into being exclusively through the Congressional method: 
each singly submitted by Congress and ratified by the States. 

“Since then, the Twenty-seventh Amendment has been added in the same way.” 

The second clause, the Convention method, had never been tried. For the longest 
time, legislators found it useful only as a device with which to pressure others. ‘Pass my 
bill, or I’ll call for an Article V Constitutional Convention.’ After a while, no one took 
the threat seriously anymore. Until the 1960s, when one Senator did begin collecting the 
requisite Legislative Petitions for such a Convention. In response, Congress authorized 
several studies on what such an Article V Constitutional Convention might mean. Their 
conclusions precipitated debate. 

Central to the discussion was the key issue: ‘Does such a Convention represent the 
Premier Assembly of the People? Would it have power independent of, even superior to, 
the existing Congress, if the Convention and the Congress should disagree?’  

Some said, “Yes.” Some said, “No.” Some said, “Maybe.” On the basis of Mason’s 
notes and Madison’s journal, I said, “YES.” 
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I also needed to know just how such a Convention might be called. Article V itself 
provides only a partial answer — two thirds of the state legislatures needed to submit 
petitions to Congress. It says nothing, however, about what might prompt the state 
legislatures to do so. 

As I continued studying, an answer took form, first from the idea of democracy 
itself. The notion of government “of, for, and by the People,” implies the Right of the 
People to call for such a Convention. And saying that Congress shall call for a 
Convention “on the application of two-thirds of the several states” assumes that this 
application would represent the Will of the People. So, the only remaining question was: 
‘Where and when could the People express their Collective Will to call for such a 
Convention?’ The answer, of course: the national elections. ‘Couldn’t the People simply 
write-in, “Convention,” and thereby express their intention? Thereafter, the state 
legislatures could officially submit their proposals to the Congress.’  

On that basis, I wrote a proposal to the people of the United States. Framed in 
language akin to that of the constitution, it described the problems we face, the profound 
changes we must make, and called for voters to write in, “Convention,” on their ballots 
for the 1976 presidential election. I called it, “E Pluribus Unum.” 

“It’s all rhetoric,” Norman declared. 
“I’ve got a problem with it too,” said Andi. “Men like Rockefeller believe that 

freedom means the right to take as much as you can get. They’re not about to wake up 
tomorrow morning and say, ‘I think I’ll give back everything that I stole from 
everybody.’ They don’t even think they stole it.” 

“I’m sure they don’t,” I replied. “But they could have a change of heart…”  
I remembered Zen-Ren, a wealthy woman I met while living in New Mexico.  
“Few can see that even the rich are unhappy,” she told me. 
‘The issue,’ I knew, ‘was bigger than rich against poor. Even if the wealthy are 

temporarily benefiting more from our situation, what’s needed for everyone is finding a 
way to save the world.’ 

“Well, Rockefeller, DuPont and the others,” I added, “they didn’t think this system 
up themselves, they learned it.”  

“So? They’re enjoying the benefits, while others are suffering because of it,” Andi 
countered. 

“And making the laws, controlling the legislatures,” Norman interjected. 
“Imagine we’re all children,” I suggested. “Maybe eight or ten years old. And 

Rockefeller, he’s in his late teens and trying to decide how to spend his life. He comes 
down our street when we’re there playing. ‘What should I do with my life?’ he asks. 
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‘Should I try to get more and more money? Even nicer mansions and things like that? Try 
to become the richest man in the world?’” 

“How do you think we would answer?” I pursued. “How many of us would say, 
‘No, Mr. Rockefeller, all the material wealth in the world will never satisfy your deeper 
needs. So share what you have with the less fortunate. Live your life serving others.’ No, 
I’m afraid we probably would have encouraged him to do just what he did. He’s living 
the dream as we ourselves first learned it.” 

“What are you trying to say, Merlin?” Andi looked at me almost angrily. “That the 
workers are to blame for their own exploitation?” 

“No. What I’m trying to say is that we need to change the dream. We need to 
convince those who are taking more than their share that neither we nor they can afford 
that Neolithic dream anymore.” 

“Good luck!” Andi shook her head. 
Andi and Norman did see value in the Convention idea. They just doubted that I 

could get two-thirds of the United States population even to know that such an option 
existed, let alone to agree on what such a Convention should do. Andi suggested I go and 
talk with Martha. 

I had met Martha, Curry’s mom, only weeks after arriving in Milwaukee. Her 
creativity, political sense, and organizational skills were legendary in the Women’s 
community.  

Martha’s kitchen was a cozy little nook. Over tea, we read the proposal. I thought 
I’d better explain right away about including everybody, even the wealthiest. But Martha 
needed no convincing. 

“That’s just the problem,” she said. “We can’t go about this Revolution in the same 
old way. I mean, when some kind of ‘revolutionary elite’ seizes power by force and 
imposes change from above, it just can’t work. It doesn’t effect the structure. Oh, you 
have a new hierarchy, different people at the top; but it’s still the few powering over the 
many. That’s the problem. This time it’s got to be everybody using their own power to do 
it together. No small feat.” 

I remained quiet. She was taking me beyond what I had written. 
“It’s like the difference between liberal feminism and radical feminism. Both agree 

that women are oppressed. But liberal feminists want, as Betty Friedan said, ‘To get 
women into positions of power.’ That’s why Ti-Grace Atkinson resigned from the 
presidency of NOW. ‘We want to get rid of the positions of power,’ she said, ‘not get up 
into those positions.’” 
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Now she was slowly shaking her head. “But it’s not going to be easy. You can 
make underlying belief systems conscious, but it’s another thing to root them out… and 
it’s another thing entirely to establish others. What’s needed is a thoroughgoing and 
imaginative response to this situation… spiritual, emotional… a whole New World to 
replace the patriarchal system. And a new way to get there,” she paused. “What do people 
say when you tell them about your Convention idea?” 

“No one I’ve spoken with has ever heard of it, not even lawyers. And most people, 
after I explain what Article V is about, and what I’m proposing, they look at me like…” 

“Like you’re crazy,” Martha finished. “What do they say?” 
“They usually object on the grounds that it would mean that we’d have to trust one 

another. First of all, just to call for the Convention itself. Then to decide what to do once 
we got there. People are afraid we’d lose the Bill or Rights — that things would be made 
even worse.” 

“What about outside Milwaukee?” 
“Well, my brother gave me postage for a mailing. I sent the proposal to everyone I 

met on the walk, as well as writers, artists, and musicians. Then Lance paid for a second 
mailing. I sent proposals and explanations of Article V to every food co-op in the 
country.” 

“What was the response?” Martha poured more tea.  
“Very little. Just a few inquiries.” 
“So, there’s probably nothing happening outside the city of Milwaukee.”  
“Except for Roberta. She’s been distributing the proposal in the Bay Area.” 
“Hmmm…” She gazed intently at the wisps of steam rising from her cup.  
“You need something else,” she finally said. Then stood up and walked to the 

window. As she parted the curtain, a light almost too bright to look at glared unrelenting 
off the bitter cold whiteness. “Something that will catch the media’s attention. People 
responded favorably at the Hard Times Conference, didn’t they?”  

In late January of that year, Prairie Fire, (a remnant of SDS) had organized two 
National Conferences — one in Chicago, the other in Los Angeles — to discuss ‘Hard 
Times.’ Andi, Martha and Lucy had taken me with them to Chicago. For three days, I 
walked among the delegates, speaking and handing out proposals and explanations of 
Article V. 

“Well, most people were positive. A woman from the Chicago Women’s Art 
Collective especially liked it.” 
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“If you could get Prairie Fire to pick it up... If they put it at the center of their 
agenda, the press would cover it. Then the rest of the people could learn about it. You’ve 
got to reach more than radicals with this idea.” 

“How do I get Prairie Fire to pick it up?” 
“Well, although Prairie Fire tells everyone that they want your input, they really 

don’t. It’s a thoroughly masculist organization. That is, a hierarchy.” She searched my 
face for a reaction. “So you’ve got to get through to the board members. Write to the 
local chapters: Chicago, St. Louis, Minneapolis. If you get any response at all, go and see 
them. But whether or not they answer, go to New York this spring for their planning 
session. That would be your last chance.”  

I followed Martha’s suggestion. Or rather, I should say ‘we.’ For I had become part 
of a ‘we.’ Cass, Michelle, Genie, Elaine, and I had formed a group to work on the 
Constitutional Convention proposal. Stars for a New Age, we called it. We decided to 
call for a mass meeting in Milwaukee. The People’s Bicentennial Committee gave us the 
use of their hall for a night. Feather, a popular jazz and rock and roll band, agreed to 
provide entertainment. Outpost Natural Foods offered apple juice and peanuts. And 
Stoneground Bakery donated two enormous cake pans of apple strudel. 

Only forty-five people came to share those gifts. Ten of them connected with the 
band. With heavy hearts, we cleaned up the hall. Disappointed, although not yet ready to 
give up. One thing had become clear: if a Constitutional Convention were going to be 
called, it could only happen if others — others with access to the media — decided it was 
a good idea. 

We decided to pursue the option that Martha had called the ‘last chance.’ And after 
that, a hitchhiking publicity trip all around the country. Cass would send me packages of 
proposals, explanations and the posters she had designed. Peggy spent an afternoon at her 
sewing machine, transforming my worn backpack into a work of art. We’d make one last 
effort to communicate the idea to the world.  

The Bridgekeeper stood up and gazed at the fire. “We, too, have a last task.” 
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Lee 

Their shadows, four times the size of their actual selves, leapt from tree to tree and 
haunted the brisk night air.  

“So you learned that grassroots only grow if a little rain falls from above.” The 
Bridgekeeper chuckled, as she shone the lantern on the turn-off to the goat barn. 

“Yes. But we believed there was still time enough for that to happen. I left for New 
York within a week of our failure in Milwaukee.” 

‘How am I ever going to get a ride from here?’ Six fast-moving lanes of traffic 
rushed past. Cars going in my direction were crisscrossing to the outside. Cars closest to 
me were exiting. It appeared an impossible starting point. ‘But this is where Kate and 
Donna told me to stand, so…’ I dropped my backpack, and took out a poster. “Write in 
Article V,” it said beneath what looked like a butterfly cut out of a United States flag. I 
taped it to the nearby lamppost. The very next car, a Jaguar, pulled over. Tom took me all 
the way to Chicago. Before nightfall, I was in Ann Arbor, where Debbie and Joe invited 
me to their apartment. I wrote sketches and told them about their Stars. 

Crickets animated the meadow, a chorus to the narrative. The rushing waters of the 
chasm played a figured bass in the distant background. He only glanced at the sky. Had 
he ever seen so many stars? 

Next morning, after a number of short rides out of Ann Arbor and around Toledo, 
Lee picked me up. He was traveling Interstate 80 on his way to 79, and from there to 
Pittsburgh. Sun glasses and a black beret. My first impression, ‘a Black Panther.’ Some 
time later, I was summarizing: “So the Sun in Libra characterizes you as very balanced, 
fair, complete, with a great sense of Justice. Your Aquarius Moon whispers in favor of 
kindness. Venus in Scorpio: an artistic theatricality, magic. Mars in Virgo: an inescapable 
sense of carefulness and order. Finally, with Saturn in Aries, your key is seeing a 
possibility. Beginning things isn’t easy for you, but that’s the key that will open every 
door.” 

Lee quietly nodded. He hadn’t spoken many words so far. It had taken me about an 
hour to write and explain his Star sketch. Now he turned his head and tipped his 
sunglasses to the end of his nose. With a slight bow, he looked over the top of their black 
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rims. His deep brown eyes said all I could have wished to hear about the accuracy of the 
description. 

The big sliding door’s loud grating silenced him. Inside, the Bridgekeeper turned 
on overhead lights and extinguished the lantern. Kate, Louise and Nora were lying 
together in one corner. They looked up without stirring. Sally, Heidi, Dana and Carrie 
were a little apart from one another, almost in a row, facing the doorway. They turned to 
acknowledge their visitors. All were contentedly chewing. 

The Bridgekeeper went into the milking room, walked through a little gate next to 
the door and returned with a bale of hay. The Dreamer helped distribute portions to 
each of the goats. Then they sat down on a wooden bench along the back wall.  

I told Lee about the Constitutional Convention. 
“A way to create a real Revolution,” I concluded, “without violence. Because 

violence is one of the things we’ve got to get rid of, if we want to survive.” 
“Doesn’t work anyway,” Lee affirmed. “You can’t fight ‘em and win. After what’s 

gone down, that is clear.” 
“You mean what happened to the Panthers?” 
“Yes. But there’s lots of other examples.” Lee tightened his lips. 
We were quiet for a few moments. 
“So this Premier Assembly of the People, you say it has the power to change 

anything in the Constitution? Rewrite the whole thing?” 
“Yes, we can make all the changes we need. A whole new economic system. 

Unilateral disarmament. Whatever we would like to see.” 
Lee glanced my way. “Wait a minute, man. What if they take out parts that we want 

to keep?” 
Here it was again. The question — the objection — to the Convention. I had already 

given it a lot of thought. That Article V requires ratification of the amendments didn’t 
satisfy peoples’ fears. But the solution was closer than I realized. 

“It wouldn’t be they,” I began. “It would be us. We the people.” 
“Well some of us ‘people,’” Lee moved his shoulders up and down. “Some of us 

aren’t used to being included in that ‘we the people’ stuff. Know what I mean? And if it’s 
like you say, this Convention could take away what rights we do have. Like the 
amendment that abolished slavery. What’s to prevent it?” 

“The ratification process.” 
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“Feels too slippery to me, man. Could be the same old game all over again. Who’s 
gonna’ be at that Convention in the first place? More representatives like we got now? 
All the people have to be represented — really represented — if there’s gonna’ be the 
kinds of changes that’ll do any good.”  

“Well, we could say that from the start. You know, that there has to be full minority 
representation. We could even say how the delegates are to be elected.” It was beginning 
to dawn on me.  

“From the start?” 
“Yes. We could have that be part of what the people voted on in the first place — at 

the national election. We could even say right in the proposal that the Convention 
wouldn’t be legal unless it did exactly what the People voted for it to do. On other issues, 
too. Like that we wanted the Bill of Rights preserved intact.” 

“Now you’re talking. Don’t forget the Thirteenth, Fourteenth and Fifteenth 
Amendments while you’re at it.” 

“Yes. We could vote on the very application that the state legislatures would send to 
Congress for the Calling of the Convention. And say more than just what we wanted the 
Convention NOT to do; we could also spell out what we wanted the Convention to do.” 
Realizations becoming words, almost instantaneously. I’d never played jazz on my guitar, 
but this conversation with Lee was what I imagined that kind of improvisation would be 
like. “The application we vote on could include instructions… or directives… or—” 

“Mandates.” 
“That’s right, mandates.” 

The Bridgekeeper gave him a sudden pat on the shoulder. “Good!” she exclaimed. 
“You were listening.” She got up and went to each of the goats, whispering softly in their 
ears. Then she motioned to her guest that it was time to leave. 

“Tell me more about Lee,” she said, picking up the lantern and sliding the door 
shut. 

Lee took his sunglasses off and shifted his beret around to the back of his head. 
Looking like the catcher for a Parisian baseball team, he glanced my way with the most 
loving eyes, nodding several times in encouragement. 

“You got it now, man. This way it could work.” 
“You mean, you got it,” I said. “Mandates. That was your word. We got it now. 

Mandates. We could put one in about correcting past injustices, and making sure there’d 
be no more discrimination against anybody. Minorities, women—” 
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An index finger lifted from the steering wheel as Lee pointed out an Ohio State 
police car westbound, in the opposite lanes. 

“— and we could have one specifying what our economic system should look like. 
A guaranteed income. Health care for everyone. Collective ownership of workplaces.” 

“Dig it.” 
“And cleaning up the environment. Making sure that kind of pollution never 

happens again.” 
Lee acted out a scrubbing of the air with his right hand. 
“No more wars. ‘And they shall turn their swords into plowshares,’” I quoted. 
“‘And their spears into pruning hooks,’” Lee completed. “I believe it, man. It can 

happen.” 
“If we put all the mandates that we wanted in there, so the people could vote on 

them — and stated that the Convention could only do what we all said it could do — the 
Supreme Court would have to uphold us on that. ‘Cause that’s the very essence of 
democracy.” 

“Yeah, democracy…” Lee said slowly. “Power to the People, right? Democracy… 
that means it’s ours,” he shook his head. “Democracy is…us.” 

Somewhere beyond Cleveland, my time with Lee drew to an end. A few hundred 
yards before his exit ramp, he carefully pulled over. After getting my pack out of the 
backseat, I leaned into the front to say one last good-bye. 

“Hey, you’re doing some fine work there,” Lee said. “You stick with it now. Don’t 
give up. And here, you’re gonna’ need these.” He took off his sunglasses and handed 
them to me. “Take ‘em,” he said. “You can remember me with ‘em.” 

Halfway across the meadow, they stopped to admire the night sky. 
“We should rename some of these constellations?” she said. “I mean… we could 

have a dancer instead of this Orion character with his sword and shield.” 
He smiled. They stood for some time in the presence of this grandeur, a presence in 

which one could feel very small — unless one remembered it’s one’s own flesh and blood. 
“Think we can walk without lighting the lantern?” 
“Sure.” 



258 

Transformation 

 “Hey, you! Get down from that lamppost.” 
Surprised, I jumped down from the yellow, “Help-Keep-Our-Village-Clean,” 

garbage can — and abruptly came face to face with a uniformed New York police officer. 
“Oh, sorry! Yes, officer?”  
“What do you think you’re doing?”  
“I’m putting up these posters, sir.” 
“I can see that,” the officer said with a wry smile. “But you’re not supposed to be 

posting signs up there.” 
He had to be joking. Hundreds of signs, announcing anything you could imagine 

happening in Greenwich Village, covered every lamppost and vacant wall space up and 
down the street. Purple ones, green ones… every size, shape, color — 

“There’s a law against it,” he said as he pulled a large wallet-like folder from his 
back pocket. “I think I’m going to have to take you in.” Now I was almost sure he was 
kidding. ‘Arrest someone for putting up posters? Here?’ 

“But sir,” I answered politely, “just look at all the posters on these poles.” 
“That’s just the problem,” he replied. “It’s a mess, isn’t it?”  
He proceeded to click his ball-point pen and write down the pertinent facts. Within 

the hour, I was down at his precinct headquarters. 
“Article V, it’s part of our Constitution…” Several more officers gathered ‘round. 

“If we don’t approve of what’s going on and if the ordinary channels for change are 
blocked because our leaders have their hands tied by multi-national corporations and big 
business, we still have a lawful option. We can start over. That’s what Article V is about. 
It’s a provision in our Constitution for a situation exactly like ours.”  

“Well, good luck with your Article V. And stay out of trouble, hear?” 
Responding to Prairie Fire’s call for people to come and join in planning for a 

National Bicentennial Action had turned out to be a wasted effort. As Martha had said, 
they weren’t really interested in other peoples’ ideas. 

The day after my unanticipated presentation of the Article V idea at the NYPD, I 
attempted to bring the Convention Proposal to the attention of major players in the media: 
The New York Times, Time Magazine, Newsweek and The Village Voice.  

“I’m sorry, but we don’t accept unsolicited material. If you leave it with me, I’ll just 
end up throwing it away.” 



259 

 “But if you’re the only means by which ideas are communicated, and you don’t let 
others speak, how’s any alternative thinking supposed to get to the people?”  

“I’m sorry. Perhaps you’d like to write a letter to the editor.” 
So I began writing letters to the editor. 
From New York, I hitchhiked north, stopping along the way at the New Haven 

Register, and the Yale Daily News. Then further north to Amherst, where I visited an 
editor for The Collegian, and a professor in the Political Science department at the 
University of Massachusetts.  

“You’re correct about what such a Convention has the power to do. Although some 
will even disagree on that. A lot of people will be afraid of the idea — people from both 
ends of the political spectrum. What we really need is leadership. That’s what’s lacking.” 

“What about having only women make up such a Convention?” I asked. “Women 
are taught to be more compassionate than men. They more readily listen. They’re taught 
to serve, to be cooperative, rather than dominating. With women delegates only, wouldn’t 
it guarantee that a different set of values would inform the new institutions?” 

She’d moved her head back at the suggestion. “I don’t know if that would guarantee 
anything. Maybe women are trained differently than men; but they certainly can be just 
as uncooperative and involved in power politics. Besides, you don’t want to 
disenfranchise half the population,” she frowned. “You’d be starting off all wrong. 
People would probably never vote for that anyway. But — ” She paused for a few 
seconds. “There is historical precedent for women’s judgments overriding men’s. Among 
the Iroquois people, women chose the political leaders and could depose them, too.” 

“What if the women and men met separately? Then, if they disagreed, the women’s 
idea could be given precedence?” 

“Well, that might work. Only if people were really convinced that women would do 
a better job.” 

“Many years later, I realized that giving the Women’s Council precedence was not 
the way to go either. It would obviate the Men’s Council altogether. Separate Councils, 
one of men, one of women, might guarantee women a fair opportunity to speak. But in the 
event of disagreement between the two Councils — the point would be to establish which 
position best embodied the values of cooperation, caring , love, and democracy.” 

“Important to recognize that.” Her eye held him fast. 
“Back then at Amherst, I was more convinced than the professor that women would 

do a better job. But I did give careful consideration to everything she said.” 
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“How about a qualification for delegates?” I asked. “Could we require that they 
hadn’t held any prior political office.” 

She shook her head. “If you did that, you’d be eliminating people who could really 
facilitate the process. Democracy can’t work without people knowing how to approach 
one another when they disagree. There’s going to have to be some compromising. And 
that takes a particular skill.” 

‘Politicians and compromise,’ I thought.  
“Doesn’t that risk reproducing the same kind of politics we already have?” 
“Not necessarily,” she smiled. “All you have to do is come up with a delegate 

selection process, one that guarantees that the people really know the candidates; so they 
can choose delegates who sincerely champion the mandates.” 

I spent several days in Boston and then in Philadelphia. Sitting around kitchen 
tables talking with small communities of people. They listened with interest as I 
described the Convention. The mandates idea helped. But few people were ready to act. 
One person told me it was too novel an idea. The best I could hope for, he said, was to 
present and explain it to people. Then it was back out on the interstate, continuing south. 

He was driving a car I’d never seen before. I ran the hundreds of feet down the 
shoulder to where he waited. Inside, mahogany paneling and leather seats gave the 
impression of a luxurious living room. 

“Sure,” Peter said. “Tell me about my Stars.”  
Within a few hours, there was trust enough for him to invite me to his home to 

spend the night with his family. He thought the Convention idea might work. 
“Heaven knows we’ve got to do something pretty quick, or we’re not going to have 

a chance to do anything. When you get to Washington, here’s the telephone number of 
someone who’ll want to help. Just tell her I sent you.” 

Lola, like Peter, had the resources to do whatever she wanted. In three days’ time, 
she had introduced me to numerous people; found a place for me to stay, and arranged a 
way for me to earn money. I would sit in a gazebo at a fashionable mall, and tell people 
about their Stars. Lola loved what I was able to say about our Cosmic identity. But had 
no interest in the Constitutional Convention idea. 

“Listen, Merlin. There’s no hope for this world. The men have got this thing all 
sewn up. There’s nothing you, nor I, nor anyone else can ever do about it.” 

As I headed for the South a week later, my luck with the press was on the rise. I 
spoke with writers and editors at the Richmond Star-Ledger, the Virginia Commonwealth 
University’s Commonwealth Times, the Virginia Post and Ledger Star Beacon in Virginia 
Beach. I wrote a letter to the editor of the Raleigh Times and to the program directors of 
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radio stations WDCR and WTMJ. Visited the Duke University Chronicle, the Greenville 
News, the Atlanta Constitution, and Atlanta Journal. Yet, even those who warmly 
received the Convention idea said, “The best that we can do for you is a letter to the 
editor.” So I composed a standardized letter.  

In Tuscaloosa, my friends Pam and Guether welcomed me. We celebrated Passover, 
Easter and the Equinox together. I had been on the road for a month now. 

Like other Southern editors, Ray at the Montgomery Journal, took the time to hear 
me out. “We can’t make the news for you,” he said. “We can only report on it. If you get 
your idea going, we’ll report on it.” 

After stops at the Mobile Register and the New Orleans Times-Picayune, I 
considered my passage through the South complete. Now it was time to go west. 

I was on Highway 61, trying to catch a ride to Baton Rouge and Shreveport. 
Graying blacktop soaked up the warm afternoon sun. Overhead, soft white clouds drifted 
slowly across a sky the color of chicory flowers. From the slight hilltop on which I was 
standing, distant woodlots defined the boundaries of sleeping cotton fields that stretched 
out in every direction. Gentle breezes inspirited the air. Birds busily went about their 
labors. Traffic was light. There was plenty of time to think. 

‘New Orleans has always been a magic place,’ I reminisced. ‘Edna sure was glad to 
see me. Her grass hadn’t been cut for a month. And what a beautiful new bookbag. “Red-
white-and-blue,” she said, “it’s what you need for this year.” And last night, Meg offering 
to read my tarot cards.’  

“This is the Page of Pentacles,” Meg began, as she placed the cards, one by one, in 
a cross pattern and line of four. “It represents you.” 

I wondered if she knew my ‘other’ name was LePage. 
“And this the Hierophant. Whose presence here suggests that this is a crucial time 

in your life — a time of decision.” 
She finished turning over the cards. “Observe what’s on either side of you. The Five 

of Cups inverted warns against getting swept away in some macho/warrior/glory kind of 
thing. On the other side, the Three of Pentacles says it’s vitally important that you bring 
this quest to some kind of a completion.” 

‘Well, I can relate to that,’ I thought. ‘There’s nothing I’d rather see than the 
Convention that will complete this journey.’ 

“This is the outcome.” She paused and looked at me squarely. “What do you see?” 
“A castle on fire. Lightening bolts.” 
“Yes. There’s going to be a very direct confrontation,” Meg warned, “something 

involving you personally.” 
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A pick-up truck appeared. Then momentarily slipped from sight as it dipped behind 
the hill just down the road. As it emerged again, I stretched out my arm and thumb, 
slightly bent my knees as it approached. ‘Just in back. Just in back…’ 

“Looks like I’m going to be here all night,” I sighed. 
Opening my backpack, I found the sandwich that Meg and Jim had prepared for me. 

The cream cheese, cucumbers slices and alfalfa sprouts had stayed fresh. A feast on the 
side of the road. 

“For the proposal to work,” Jim had said, “there would have to be a huge publicity 
explosion, something spontaneous, something which could never be planned. It might 
work,” he concluded. “But I don’t know where you’re coming from.” 

‘What did he mean by that?’ I wondered as I ate my sandwich. ‘Suppose he meant 
you to answer it somehow. Where am I coming from? Well, first from the fact that the 
Stars accurately describe peoples’ personalities. That, I’m sure of.’ 

“Yeah, well, so what,” he might have responded. “Just because that’s true, doesn’t 
mean that the Article V idea isn’t a scheme motivated by personal ambition, 
megalomania, delusion or something.” 

‘So how do you prove it isn’t? How do you prove this course of action is the best 
solution to deal with the crisis that we’re facing? After all, not to act is also to act. So?’ 

All those existential terms I’d loved since my monastery days came back to me: 
‘authenticity… response-ability… engagement… uncertainty… commitment…’ 

A car whizzed by. Southbound. 
‘If only I had a crystal ball that revealed the future,’ I smiled, ‘then decisions in the 

present could be made along lines leading directly to the goal.’ I tried to envision our 
ways of interaction satisfying our needs — all of us on the planet. And the Planet, too. 
We had always depended on each other — the farmers to grow food, the truckers to get it 
to us, the workers to build and produce, the teachers to teach.’ But in the crystal ball, we 
were doing these things without taking advantage of one another. Sharing the wealth. 
Nourishing equal participation in decision-making. Harmonizing with Nature. 
Encouraging self-realization, appreciating difference. Living our Cosmic Identity. 

‘No one would dispute the course if I could show them the vision in an actual 
crystal ball,’ I thought. ‘And once in agreement as to the goal, we would be able to see 
the scope of our problems and the profound changes required in our institutions to rectify 
the errors. We could all join together and progress straight forward.’ 

Suddenly, I realized that there might be something — something I hadn’t thought of 
before — blocking Article V from getting a fair hearing. If we were ready for change… 
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really ready… there were probably other means, besides and including a Constitutional 
Convention, which we would already be trying, or at least talking about. 

From the swirling mist inside the crystal ball, a hoard of doubts surged to the fore. 
A tumult of disparaging voices. Conflicting points of view. “Earth is just a proving 
ground for the survival of the fittest,” bellowed one. “And just look around you,” another 
picked up, “the contest is a struggle for dominance among species, a competition within 
our own.”  

Nearby, dogs barked. Pigs squealed. Birds took flight. 
“No!” a dissenting group countered. “Earth is located between two eternities. It’s 

where God places the Souls he creates. And during their stay here, their eternal destinies 
are sealed.” 

“How can you say that?” protested a third group. “Nothing can be known. This 
mystery we’re a part of is so profound, so opaque that our best intelligence is incapable 
of illuminating it.” 

“No, no, no,” countered another group. “This is paradise. The only paradise. It’s all 
good.” 

“All and none!” I shouted over the din. “If we’re a species fit to survive; if we’re 
headed for Eternity; if our Existence is a part of the Mystery of Being; if this is the 
Garden of Eden, then we need to LIVE that way. Take ACTION so that the children can 
see the Dawn.” I shook the crystal ball ‘til it snowed. 

“Forceful, but unsatisfactory.” I imagined Reason, arms folded and leaning against 
the highway sign behind me. “What does such argumentation bring? Only more conflict. 
Nothing that will get you past what’s standing in the way. You need to win minds in the 
same way water runs downhill.” 

A car approached. Quickly putting my sandwich down, I swallowed and stuck out 
my thumb. 

“Swwooooosh…” 
The crystal ball disappeared.  
‘Trouble is… as soon as I open my mouth to speak, language drags along that 

reality which distorts our experience of the wonder. It’s all linked: words-to-words-to-
images-to-books-to-libraries-to-television-to our beliefs-to our unquestioned assumptions 
about the meaning of the world. And all divorced from the concrete phenomena that it’s 
supposed to refer to. Were it not so, the words: “Sunset on the Oregon Coast,” would 
carry an immediate experience of ecstatic wonder. “H-A-N-D,” a miracle of motion, 
form, and grace. “N-o-w” a return to the Cosmic moment. Instead, we ramble on toward 
the edge of extinction.’ 
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‘Ahhh! If only I were the Merlin people imagine. If anybody would, he’d know 
about these things. And then, maybe I could simply wave my hand and free us from all 
the spells under which we’ve fallen.’ 

 A car approached and passed. It hardly got my attention. I took another bite of 
sandwich and pictured Merlin, right there on the side of the road with me. At first, he 
paced back and forth, his hands clasped behind his back, his head bent low with worry, 
his pointed hat bobbing, his black cloak gently wafting. I got the impression that the 
enchantment required to free us from this predicament could not be easily accomplished 
— even by him. For some time, he was very quiet. Then he looked at me and spoke.  

“Since all of Creation is Conscious, these bleached Seashells and whitened Stones 
shall be our quiet witness.” 

I nodded in agreement. The breeze shifted, sending my hair across my eyes. 
“In the now of all the following Nows — in saecula saeculorum.” Merlin began, 

“Hear me, Oh Cosmos.” His arms were outstretched, palms down. 
I expected him to start casting out evil spirits, indicting them by name: “Self-

interested Ignorance, Dishonesty, Greed, Apathy, Alienation, Despair, Fear, Egoism, 
Competition, Hierarchy…” But that didn’t happen.  

Instead, he turned his hands over, inclining his palms slightly upward — as if 
holding them out for someone to grasp — and began to call upon all whom he hoped 
would help. 

“O Cynosure! Draco! Cygnus! Pegasus! Come now, I need you!” he entreated. 
“Sister Moon! Brother Sun! Four Winds! Wheats of the Field…”  

Merlin seemed oblivious to the occasional car that rushed past. I stuck my thumb 
out; he just went on with his incantations.  

“… Rivers of the Amazon, Oh Nile, Oh Mississippi. Mountains — O Cascades, O 
Alps, O Great Rockies!” After the Rains and Snows and Fog, he had begun invoking 
Fishes, Birds, Frogs, Snakes. Then he enlisted the Flowers’ help. Now he was beseeching 
the Trees, the Squirrels, the Butterflies… He suddenly stopped, turned, and stared. 
Something about his gaze seemed to include me in a stroke. 

“Chance and Coincidence,” he called out. He paused, watching me closely. “Now I 
invoke you! All and every Cipher,” he said more loudly than before. “Every Cipher, on 
every shore, in every hour, in every minute.” He stared at me. “Every cipher that — ” 

Abruptly, my daydream caught up with itself. “Wait a minute!” I said aloud. 
“Cipher?” 

Merlin disappeared.  
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‘Chance and coincidence? Then… cipher?’ Karl Jaspers came to mind. He used the 
word “cipher” to refer to those rare encounters with Nature, culture, even everyday life, 
that open us to our Infinity. Mythical phenomena. Moments that transcend rational 
explanation. Point to the sacred.   

‘But you can’t invoke ciphers like that,’ I reminded myself. ‘Ciphers appear. They 
emerge spontaneously. It’s their very spontaneity that makes them magical. Even if you 
do something like pray or wish, you can’t determine the response, or even predict it. 
That’s partly what make ciphers meaningful. You’re sure they can’t have been produced 
by anyone, not consciously anyway. Like grace — or like a gift. As soon as you try to get 
somebody to give you one, it’s not a gift anymore. That’s why no one, not even Merlin, 
can make magic happen. Or invoke ciphers.’ 

Then it occurred to me — ‘Perhaps being Merlin is like trying to invoke ciphers. 
Perhaps I’d appropriated being Merlin, taken what really didn’t belong to me. Perhaps in 
attempting to incarnate a myth — which is there in the unconscious for everyone — I was 
destroying the fragile possibility of that myth for others.’ 

 Not that I had done it without any prompting from outside. I couldn’t deny that 
there had been many dreams and experiences that had guided me to the decision. Besides, 
I hadn’t done it just because I wanted to. I’d done it because that seemed to be what was 
needed. I thought it would help. Help change the world. But it hadn’t. I’d walked from 
coast to coast and nothing had happened. I thought that was because I didn’t know how. 
Now I was painfully aware that Article V just hadn’t ‘taken off. 

‘Maybe I’m the problem. Maybe it’s me that’s getting in the way of calling for the 
Convention. Maybe I read the ciphers wrong. Maybe I was never supposed to be Merlin 
at all. Or at least, not anymore. Maybe it’s even the way I look. 

I wrapped up the remainder of my sandwich and placed it in my bookbag. Sat down 
on my backpack. 

‘Maybe it all boils down to whether or not I’m willing to give up being Merlin… 
even cut my hair.’ 

A car or two passed. 
‘Strange… yesterday, in the hope of a Revolution, I became Merlin. Today, in that 

same hope, I consider becoming Bob LePage again. I could do that, though. I could still 
do Stars for people. And maybe the Convention idea would then get a fair hearing.’ 

That’s when I saw the pumpkin coming down the road. It was a rather large one, the 
size of a house. And just behind it, The Fairy Godmother. She and her pumpkin were the 
first in a parade of floats that now stretched back beyond the horizon. Slowly they made 
their way north. Benjamin Franklin appeared with kite and key. Abraham Lincoln stood 
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statue-still with a lawbook in his hand. Alice and the Cheshire Cat sat together beneath an 
oak tree. A minute or two separated themes. Astronauts came by, frozen in a scene of 
lunar exploration. 

I was enchanted. Sometimes the vehicle propelling the float was wholly outside the 
creation. Drivers of such floats waved enthusiastically and wore ecstatic smiles. To my 
surprise, the truck pulling Paul Bunyan and Babe, his Blue Ox, stopped and picked me 
up. We were somewhere in the middle of the convoy, but I knew what was up ahead. I 
would no longer use the name Merlin. And I would let my uncle, who had always teased 
me about my hair, cut it for me. 

As my resolve solidified, I adjusted my course. From Shreveport, I headed for my 
Godparents.’ A few days later, I was riding with four other hitchhikers in the back of a 
pick-up truck, on Interstate 17, headed for Phoenix.  

At first, only two of us happened to notice. A massive cloud in the west was taking 
on an ever more distinct shape. Whether to be certain that our individual minds weren’t 
playing tricks on us, or whether just to share such an awe-inspiring event, we soon gave 
voice to what we were seeing.  

“Yes!” They saw the same thing. There, before the setting sun, the unmistakable 
form of the mythical monster who crashes to the earth, burns up and rises from its ashes. 
Imagination wasn’t required. Reason was reduced to mumbling about ‘a spectacular 
coincidence.’ The enormous bird-like creature rose from the horizon to a height of fifteen 
to twenty mountains. Its long beak and outstretched fiery wings engaged the entire 
western sky. A plume with tasseled ends grew from its head. Its body was gigantic.  

We were spellbound. Speechless. We watched as the apparition faded from stark 
red to an uncommon pink, then grayed before a lavender sky. Finally, parting with the 
daylight. In a little while, a star appeared, then another. Shortly after that, the truck pulled 
over and the driver, sliding back the cab window, called out, “Welcome to Phoenix 
everybody!” 

 “A good place to stop for the night,” the Bridgekeeper smiled. “It is late now. 
Morning will be here soon enough.” 

Although the guest room was located at the far end of the hall, the warmth from the 
hearth had found its way. He slipped off his shoes and quietly crossed the room. Leaning 
his forehead against the night window, he strained to see the stars. Cold glass 
discouraged him from lingering. ‘A day gone so quickly,’ he thought. He no longer 
doubted that the Bridgekeeper would show him the bridge. 

‘Maybe tomorrow.’ 


	Title Page
	Acknowledgements
	Preface
	Where's the Bridge?
	That Far Back?
	To Become a Franciscan
	Awakenings
	Fourth and Brown
	Nightmare
	The Way to Woodstock
	Babylon
	Kettle Moraine Trip
	Family Problems
	West
	Joanne
	Leavening
	Science and Witchcraft
	Along the Edge
	Unexpected Turn
	Relativity
	A UC Berkeley Lecture
	Tollman 3210
	Taken Away
	Napa
	The Eternity Book
	Combat Officers Field Manual
	Reading Signs
	Tell You about Your Stars?
	Death Valley to D.C
	Doppler’s Explanation
	Dawn Eden
	Walk
	Desert Highways
	Valentine
	Galveston Beach to Jones Beach
	Andi’s Ktichen
	Article V
	Lee
	Transformation



