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Disclaimer

Unthinking respect for authority is the greatest enemy of truth
—Albert Einstein

This novel is a work of fiction!!! If you choose to believe that any of it is factual, then all I can say is that you are an idiot.
In fact, rather than calling you an idiot, which is a good word, (being derived from ‘idiosyncrasy’), I will instead call you a fishelboomertangler,

which is a bad word, (being derived from my imagination).
This is purely a fun little ‘what if’ kind of story.  I personally don’t know anything about much of anything, and this is especially true when

speaking of cosmic truths
I don’t know where the idea for this book came from either.  It just suddenly popped into my head one morning, and I had to start writing it

down.  I started writing at 7 o’clock in the morning, and I did not stop writing until 11 o’clock the next morning.  I finished the rough draft in about
three weeks of failing to take time to sleep or eat or anything like that.  (I couldn’t write fast enough to keep up with the ideas as it was!)

My parents both died when I was young, and I never knew either one of them very well.  My daughter was born about a year ago, so I
believe that part of the motivation to write this was so that she would know something about me if anything ever happened to me.

I think it is good for a child to know his or her parents.
On a related note, I am sometimes asked about my religious beliefs.  My answer usually depends upon my state of mind at the time, and

upon who is doing the asking.  If the enquirer is a religious person of the inoffensive variety, (i.e., those whose religion quietly provides them with
peace and strength), I usually refuse to discuss the matter out of respect for their beliefs.  If the question is asked by a religious person of the
offensive variety, (i.e., one that uses religion to judge, condemn, and to feel superior to others), then I reply that my religious belief is that all
religious belief is a form of mental disease.

That usually succeeds in shutting them up.
If the questioner is someone whose mind seems to be open, and seems to be asking in order to expand their own worldview, I reply that

whilst I have some theories, I don’t claim to know very much.  One of my theories is this:  Being aware of the fact that every atom in our bodies
were once inside an exploding star, it seems to me that intelligent life may be a manifestation of the Universe attempting to become aware of
itself.  Keep in mind, though, that I have absolutely no empirical evidence one way or the other.  While this is a really cool and beautiful theory,
and while it holds great emotional appeal — these things do not mean that it is true.

The bottom line is that I don’t believe — or disbelieve — much of anything.  (Belief:  An irrational certainty that something is true in spite of
a complete lack of evidence, or even in the face of contradictory evidence.)  The Universe we inhabit is so vast — so deep — so complex, that I
tend to think that not only is there no one on this planet who has even the slightest clue of what’s going on, but that there is no one on this
planet who is even capable of having the slightest clue of what is going on.  In my past, I have had so many things that I thought I knew turn out to
be so totally wrong that I now tend to think that true wisdom comes when you realize that you don’t know anything.  (Whilst simultaneously
noting the irony that claiming to not know anything is claiming to know something in and of itself!)  And everything I just said could be wrong!

My theories do seem to be supported by the fact that the most ignorant and obtuse people are the very people who seem to harbor the
most confidence in their beliefs.  These theories also seem to be supported by the fact that the most dangerous people are usually those who
are the most utterly and without a doubt convinced that they are doing the right thing.

It also seems to me that the scientific method of viewing reality is far superior to the religious one.  This is true for two reasons:  Science
constantly questions everything; religion forbids questioning anything. In science, false conclusions are constantly asserted but they are
asserted tentatively.  Hypotheses are formed so that they are capable of being proved or disproved by experiment and observation.  Supersti-
tion is the opposite; hypotheses are often framed precisely so that they are invulnerable to any experiment capable of proving or disproving.
Practitioners are often defensive to the point of paranoia, and skeptical scrutiny is opposed — if not violently oppressed.

In the early ‘90s, two scientists named Joseph Taylor and Russell Hulse of Princeton University made a concerted effort to disprove
science’s greatest sacred cow:  Einstein’s Theory of Relativity.  Their effort — though it completely failed and only served to further prove the
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validity of Einstein’s theory — resulted in enthusiastic approval by the scientific community, and their efforts won the 1993 Nobel Prize for
physics.

What better way of convincing ourselves of the validity of Einstein’s theory than the constant and concerted efforts to disprove it?
Yet, can anyone name one leader of any major religion who acknowledges that their beliefs may be incomplete or erroneous?  Has anyone

ever heard a sermon that even-handedly examines their hypotheses concerning God?  Are any awards or prizes presented to anyone who
disproves religious dogma?

Quite the contrary.  At one time, the Roman church burned at the stake many who asserted that the rest of the Universe does not revolve
around the Earth.  I’m afraid that this paradigm does not inspire in me any faith in the validity of religious doctrine.  And my “faith” in the divine
inspiration of religious dogma is further undermined not only by the fact that virtually none of the scientific knowledge now possessed by
humanity was prefigured in scripture, but also by the fact that science has now disproved so many “facts” that were once considered holy writ.

This all brings to mind a quote from the American Revolutionary General Ethan Allen:  “Those who invalidate reason ought seriously to
consider whether they argue against reason with or without reason; if with reason, then they establish the principle that they are laboring to
dethrone:  But if they argue without reason, (which, in order to be consistent with themselves they must do), they are out of reach of rational
conviction, nor do they deserve a rational argument.”

Sounds reasonable to me!

Anyway, I had a whole bunch of fun writing this.
I hope that you have a whole bunch of fun reading it.
Thank you…

D.W.
June 1980

Manitou Springs, Colorado
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That I might have beauty
With which to guard

My little mind

-Sandie Willy
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Book One



Dana Walker

12

Intro
Ah, to think of it now!
To think of what now, you may ask?
To think of anything I may answer.  I do have billions of year’s worth of memories to draw upon, after all!
Actually, since I am no longer bound by the limits of linear space and time, I now have an eternity of memories; my memories extend

to the very borders of space and time, which have no borders.
I am able, at this very moment, to recall every second of every minute of every hour of every day of every year of every century of

every millennium of every eon of my existence in the time that it takes your heart to beat but one single time.

So there!

And as for myself, since I no longer have a body, then I no longer have a heart.  Or you could say that, metaphorically, since I now
no longer have a body, then I am now all heart!

I live.
I always have lived.
I always will live.
I am now aware of every incarnation I have ever experienced, or, in your case, in some cases, of every incarnation that I am yet to

experience.
I have been everything from God to an amoeba, which is one in the same thing.
I am now everything from God to an amoeba, which is one in the same thing.

Angels of Paradise
Whoa!  Slow down a second!  You’ve barely started, and already you’re getting into a bunch of stuff that doesn’t make sense!

What do you mean by billions of years of memory?  How can you not have a body?  What, exactly, is this jive?
Well, the answer is quite simple in a complicated sort of way.  I am what I will henceforward refer to as a ‘Total Spirit’.  I am the spirit

that has occupied billions of beings from the time of the first amoeba, and I am now the sum total of all of those billions of lives all at once.
I am in the ultimate state of being.  I am the end of the road that we all travel.  I no longer have a body because I no longer need a body.
A body is a pain in the ass anyway, mostly because you have an ass to have a pain in!

During one of my lives, for instance, my spirit occupied the small furry body of a creature I think I wil l call an Angel, and I lived on a
planet I think I will call Paradise.  Angels have no name for themselves or for their planet since all of their communication is telepathic,
and their level of awareness is such that individual names are wholly irrelevant.  And since The Power arranged it so that they never have
visitors from other planets, then it is not necessary for the Angels to communicate such irrelevancies to beings occupying lower levels of
awareness.  Anyway, I will call them Angels, and I will call their planet Paradise.

Being an Angel on Paradise has many benefits!  Angels have no need to eat or sleep or to seek shelter from inclement weather,
since there never is any inclement weather on Paradise.  Angels have no need for art or sex or music or books or external stimulation of
any kind.  All they do is lie all day in the life-giving sun and contemplate the wonders of the Universe.  Since Angels are very close to
Total Spirithood, then they enjoy many of the same advantages.  They have no need to maintain a big bulky energy-wasting body, they
have no need to worry about where they are going to get laid, and since everything is already almost accomplished, Angels feel no driv-
ing compulsions to accomplish great things.

Angels do still have bodies, and they are still subject to the limitations of linear space and time, though.  It’s just that Angels are not
as limited by these factors as most other beings.
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Angels are not born, and they do not die.  When they are done with their missions in Paradise, usually they merely proceed directly
from there to the Total Spirit, (some of them don’t even notice), and another fully cognitive spirit takes over the old body.

The Power attends to the details of such matters.
Also, all Angels are in constant telepathic communication with all other Angels on Paradise at all times, so all revelations are shared

simultaneously by all Angels on Paradise.  These revelations are on a level that is so deep and profound as to be beyond my power to
relate to you in a form that you would be capable of comprehending.

If you wish to know more about these revelations, I’m afraid that you will have to go to Paradise and ask the Angels themselves.

However, since Paradise is located in a different dimension than anywhere else in the entire Universe, I’m afraid that you must wait
until you are incarnated there.

Plants of Paradise
Of course, many of you have already been to Paradise, and you just don’t remember it!  You were, in fact, most likely incarnated

there as a Plant of Paradise!  If you were so fortunate, your only purpose in life was to bring pleasure to the Angels, and you did this by
being the biggest and most spectacularly beautiful plants in the entire Universe!  Plants of Paradise do not contend with disease, bugs,
predators, or housing developments.  Like the Angels, they are in perfect harmony with the Universe, and like the Angels, they are not
born, and they do not die.  About the only major difference between the Angels and the Plants are that the Plants are just beginning
their journey while the Angels are just ending theirs.

Beginnings and endings often tend to be very similar.  The Power seems to like circles.  Being a Plant of Paradise generally gives
the Spirit a good boost on its journey, but many leave Paradise and wander far astray.

Jesus Christ was once a Plant of Paradise.

So was I.

So was Adolph Hitler.

Earth Invasion
So now, dear reader, do you understand a little better what is going on here?  I now intend for your edification, or whatever, to

relate anecdotes and stories and such from some of my billions of lives!
Although Paradise often meant a foreshortened journey, it did not necessarily mean an easy journey!  In fact, more often than not,

exactly the opposite was the case.
My next incarnation after Paradise, for instance, was spent as a native slave on the planet called Beta IV.  My timing for this

particular life was particularly un-fortunate as Beta IV had been a truly awesome place to spend a life or two until just shortly before my
birth.  Beta IV had been a peaceful and prosperous planet well along the path to spiritual unity with the Universe. Had been.  The
very concept of slavery had been alien to our very thought processes.  We had been studying mathematics, science, literature, art, tele-
pathic communication, and all kinds of wonderful things.  Our spoken language was capable of communicating on a very deep level.

One thing that we had not studied, since we were peaceful and had seen no need, was weapons and warfare.
Since this was virtually the only thing that the invaders from the planet Earth ever had studied, the Earthmen quickly and easily

conquered and enslaved the population of Beta IV.
I was born two years after the initial contact with the earthmen.
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I was four years old when my father died defending his home with some rocks and a large stick against the most advanced, experi-
enced, well-armed, well-trained, bloodthirsty, savage, ruthless, and barbaric army ever to infest the Galaxy.

He did this in the hopes of providing a distraction long enough for my mother to escape with my sister and myself out the back
door.

It was an escape we lived to regret.  The Earthmen killed over three/fourths of our population before discovering that we were
willing to be their slaves in Beta IV’s vast Nuranium mines if they would only stop killing all of us.  After capturing my family and I, the
Earthmen killed my mother and my sister, and then made me a slave in their mines, where I died from abuse and neglect shortly after my
tenth birthday.

My next existence after that, I was aborted before I was born.
My existence after that was as a bacterium responsible for the death of a ten-year old girl during Earth’s bubonic plague.
After that, I was a native of the planet Rae, where I was killed during my 265th year of existence by a direct descendant of the same

bacteria I had been 5,000 years before, brought to Rae by space traveling Earthmen.
Then, I lived the relatively uneventful life of a farmer on Fraelax, and for the first time, I entertained the notion that my spirit might

be immortal…

My First Vagina
The first incarnation every spirit goes through is as a little one-celled creature known as an amoeba.
Amoebas reproduce by simply splitting in half.  Every time an amoeba splits in half, another spirit is started upon its journey.
And another circle becomes apparent here; every time an amoeba splits in half, both halves are identical to each other.  So again,

the beginning is the same as the end:  Even though we are two, yet we are still all one.

Most spirits lost that spirit rather quickly.

Anyway, once upon a time an amoeba split in half in a hot springs in Arizona, thus creating two amoebas, one of which was I!
I immediately wormed my way into the vagina of a young lady who was soaking in the hot water, and I most happily and contentedly

stayed there for the rest of my life.

I split in half several times during the course of my life.

Absence of a Bad Day
It was what many people would call a nice day.  At least it wasn’t so cold anymore.
However, he tended to call goodness and absence of badness rather than goodness, so to him it wasn’t a nice day, but it was an ‘at

least it’s not so frigging cold’ day.
Soon now, he could complain about it being so frigging hot.
Springtime gave him little to complain about, and this made him slightly uneasy.
At least it would soon be summer.
The next time I faced The Power I was slightly nervous, but The Power assured me that all was proceeding according to Plan, and

that I was not to worry.
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Rebel Outlaw
He, (I), was born on the planet Earth in an area called the United States of America.  We join Our Hero during the late 20 th

Century, when the Empire in which he lived was at the peak of its power and thus was just starting its inevitable collapse.  The people
of his culture spent so much time and energy in the acquisition of material wealth that they almost completely ignored their spiritual
advancement.

Our Hero was an exception to this rule though.  He saw early in his life that his personal spiritual growth should be the main focus
of his life.  He saw that the limitations imposed upon him by his parents, his church, and his state had to be done away with if he was to
experience any sort of spiritual life at all, since all of these things placed major roadblocks in the middle of this particular path.

The Power was pleased with Our Hero in this decision.
It was not easy being an outlaw at this particular place and time.   Every society that had ever existed on his planet had done every-

thing in their powers to destroy and suppress their outlaws, in spite of the fact that outlaws were absolutely necessary in any healthy
society, for the outlaws are what keep a society honest.  However, since outlaws are notorious for making up their own rules and ignor-
ing those imposed upon them by others, and since most of the people alive at this time believed that their society would collapse in ruin
unless everyone followed six-jillion rules that governed every aspect of their lives and their thoughts, then outlaws were generally perse-
cuted.

Many outlaws could not face the pressure placed upon them.  Many of them wasted their lives away in prison or on drugs.
Some of them did make it though, and it was from these ranks that most of their truly great men and women came.
Since all societies larger than a tribe were inherently corrupt and evil, Our Hero saw it as his duty to become an outlaw.

Mostly, though, he simply saw nothing else that he wished to be.

He considered himself the cream of the crop of his society.  Actually, he considered himself the cream of the cream, since his soci-
ety was made up almost entirely of outlaws from other societies who had immigrated to his country.  Most of these people had left their
old countries because they were intelligent and sensitive, and their societies were corrupt and evil.  They not only had the awareness to
realize this, but they had the courage to leave everything they knew in the whole world, pack their families onto very small and very sinka-
ble ships, and then sail for months across an incredibly huge ocean with incredibly foul weather.  They did all of this so that they could
land in a totally alien land with a totally alien culture, and often a totally alien language.

They did all of this in the hopes of finding better lives for their children.
Our Hero was proud of these ancestors. So was The Power.
The fact that his ancestors created yet another corrupt and evil society Our Hero saw as inevitable. The Power didn’t see things

that way.
The fact that every square inch of his country was acquired through the ruthless murder of a civilization that was very close to The

Power was a fact that bothered Our Hero greatly.
Our Hero figured that he must have been an Indian in another lifetime.  (Actually, I was one of the most ruthless Indian butchers of

all time — but that is another story…)

Anyway, Our Hero decided that his purposes in life were to get as close to The Power as was possible.
And to make babies.
And to be as high an example to his babies as he was capable of being.

The Power was pleased.
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Paximus Romilar
There was once a woman who wondered if sex was all that there was to life.  She lived on the planet of Paximus Romilar, and t he

only thing that interested anyone on Paximus Romilar was sex.  The climate was mild year round, fruit trees abounded everywhere, and
the citizens of Paximus Romilar had no governments, no money, and virtually no material possessions to covet or to steal from each
other.

All anyone on Paximus Romilar did was to have sex.
Constantly.
With anyone who happened to be passing by.
So anyway, this lady, (me again!), took to wandering around the countryside searching for a higher purpose in life.  She traced and

tracked down anyone she could find who had anything to say besides sex.
She found a man who thought that they should form a government, but all he really wanted was sex.
She next found a man who thought that they should start coining money, but all he really wanted was sex.
Then she sought out a man who lived on top of a mountain and tried to figure out the Universe, but all he really wanted was sex!
Then, one day this woman had a baby, and she discovered that sex really was what it was all about…

On Paximus Romilar, anyway.

Normal Pattern — Almost
Colonel Columbus had the fate of the entire population of Alpha III at his command.
Everything had followed the normal pattern.  The awe and wonder as the natives of Alpha III first saw the spaceships landing.

Then gradually, as their fear melted, they began their slow, cautious approach, and came forward to see what these obviously superior
beings might have to offer.

A similar scene must have occurred in the Caribbean Ocean in 1492 when an alien being named Christopher Columbus landed on
the shores of the friendly Taino Indians.

There are no coincidences in the Universe.

The natives of Alpha III soon discovered that Colonel Columbus was the advance agent for the biggest gang of thieves,
cutthroats, and murderers ever to roam the Galaxy.

The Taino’s discovered this same thing about Colonel Columbus’ namesake.  By 1592, the Tainos had been butchered down to
every man, woman, and child, and their lush island paradise had been turned into a desert wasteland.

Now our modern Colonel Columbus, of the New Earth Confederation Attack and Destroy Commandos, the vanguard of the
Earth’s ruthless invasion of the Galaxy, had been ordered to Alpha III because the natives, in the normal pattern, had been exhibiting
much resentment against these arrogant intruders who had just walked in and taken over their planet.  Colonel Columbus’ orders were
direct and simple:  He was to put down all insurgencies on Alpha III using whatever means necessary, up to an including simply wiping
out all life on the planet.  (Living things were not necessary to mine the minerals, and, in fact, they often just got in the way.)

So, Colonel Columbus went to Alpha III and told the natives that if they did not stop sabotaging the mines and killing Earthmen
then they would be destroyed.

The poor Tainos never even got a warning.
The natives of Alpha III replied that they would rather die than to remain any longer under the oppression of the Earthmen.
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This was good.  This was what Colonel Columbus’ superiors wanted anyway.  It was the normal pattern of civilization, Earthman
style.

And so, Colonel Columbus returned to his flagship to prepare his massacre.
Suddenly, he realized that he couldn’t do it…

Normal Pattern — Realized
My life before Colonel Columbus I was a Colonel also, and with a job amazingly similar to that of my Colonel Columbus incarna-

tion.  Only this time I brought a spirit of religious righteousness to butchering that my Colonel Columbus incarnation obviously lacked,
for in this incarnation I was not only a Christian, but an ex-minister.

My name was John Chivington, and I was about to make my mark on Earth history.
My time came during the First Great Civil War of America, in 1864.  This war was far removed from me and my Colorado Volun -

teers, but they were having a hard time of it in the East, and they showed signs of being only all too happy to have me and all of my
young Colorado boys join into their fracas.

This was unacceptable!  Something had to be done!
So I went and looked up my old friend Governor Evans, and we went out and ate a big expensive dinner, smoked big expensive

cigars, and discussed our big expensive dilemma.  The Governor was bitching about the Indians again when suddenly, inspiration struck!
All we needed was an Indian war!  Governor Evans though it was a marvelous idea!  He had always just wanted to kill all of the Indians
anyway!  We could tell old Abe to go shove it ‘cause we had us an Indian war to fight, and my boys could spend their summer chasing up
and down the plains after a bunch of ragged, unarmed Indians rather than having to travel all the way back east to face a well-armed and
well-trained army.

Governor Evans thought my idea was great.  The People of Colorado thought that my idea was great.  My young boys thought
that my idea was great.

The only people whom we were unable to convince of the greatness of my idea were the Indians.   The damnable bastards didn’t
want to fight!  Black Kettle and a bunch of other Cheyenne even went so far as to come to Denver to ‘talk peace’ with us!

We brushed them off as best as was possible.  We didn’t want peace.  The whole affair was turning into a lucrative campaign plat-
form for Governor Evans.  Indians in Minnesota had killed both of my parents and I was out for revenge.

No, we did not want ‘peace’.
Soon after, we made our move…



We told Black Kettle and his Cheyenne that that any Indian who camped at Fort Lyon would be under the protection of the
United States Government, and that any Indians not camped at Fort Lyon would be ‘hunted down and shot like dogs’.

And so, all of the Indians who wanted peace joined Black Kettle at Fort Lyon, and all of the Indians who wished to remain free
stayed out on the plains.

To prove our good faith we issued all of the young men guns and ammunition, and told them to go hunt buffalo over in Kansas.
Since all of the Indians were starving by this point, and since all of the buffalo in Colorado were already dead, the Indians jumped on
the chance, and thus Black Kettle’s camp was emptied of virtually all of its fighting men.
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Then, when the Indians felt safe and secure, and with all of their men hunting buffalo over in Kansas, we pulled the old ‘surprise
attack at dawn’ trick.  This method of attack has been highly effective every time that I know of, and it is especially devastating if used
against a camp full of unarmed women and children and old men who don’t want to fight anyway.

Ah, yes!  I can still picture that glorious morning in my mind!  The bugles shattering the dawn silence!  The thunder of our horses’
hooves!  The total lack of movement from the sleeping, unsuspecting camp.

Many of them never woke up.
We had spent the night surrounding the camp with cannon and Gatling-guns.  Since they were under our protection, the Indians

had seen no need to post sentries.  Our cannon and gatling-guns leveled a good portion of the camp.  Then, we attacked from three
directions simultaneously, and the fun began.

Babies were yanked from their mother’s arms and killed.  One soldier held up an Indian baby asking me what to do with it, and I
made my now famous comment, “Nits make lice!” The infant was shot.

Most of the Colorado Volunteers had spent all night getting drunk, and our own men inflicted many of our own casualties on acci-
dent.  Had my army been sober, we surely could have killed every Indian there that day.  (As it was, several hundred escaped, including a
seriously wounded Black Kettle.)  (I understand that George Custer got him a few years later at Washita, though.  Surprise attacks at
dawn!  The only way to go!)

Black Kettle had a huge American garrison flag flying over his camp. The flag had been a gift to him from a United States Sena-
tor, who had told Black Kettle that no American gun would ever fire on him as long as he flew that flag.  Several dozen Indians tried to
huddle under the flag after the massacre began.   They made very convenient sitting targets for our gatling-guns.  Men cut out the
vaginas of young girls to make tobacco pouches, and they used these and various other body parts to decorate their saddles for our
triumphant return to Denver.  (There was hardly an Indian tit left attached by the time we were done!)  Some of my young boys left
presents for any Indians who might return later to the battlefield by castrating some of the dead Indian men and leaving their dead Indian
penises hanging out of their dead Indian mouths.

After the ‘battle’, I asked the name of this place where I had undoubtedly earned honourable mention in future history books.
A scout replied.
He said, “This place is called ‘Sand Creek’, Sir.”

Karma
My incarnation before Colonel Chivington was spent as a child soldier in the ‘Children’s Crusade’.  Many thousands of children

were rounded up from all over Europe to go ‘free the Holy Lands from the Infidel!’  They needed children because all of the able
bodied men had already been sacrificed in earlier crusades.

However, our Christian sponsors instead sold us into slavery in Northern Africa where most of us died at early ages from abuse
and neglect.  I died at age eighteen from massive internal injuries resulting from repeated sexual abuse.  Three of my abusers were Indi-
ans at Sand Creek, but in their lifelines, this incident occurred before they were Indians at Sand Creek.

There are no coincidences in the Universe.
Let us move on now to happier topics…

Paximus Romilar Revisited
And from my personal perspective from where I happen to be sitting at this particular moment in this particular space/time contin-

uum in the present state of mind that I currently possess, I, personally, can not possibly think of any topic happier than good ole’
Paximus Romilar!  Shidoodliay!  You can keep your Angels in Paradise contemplating the Universe; as for myself, I will gladly take that
magical mystical little space of Universe between a good loving woman’s legs and contemplate that for eternity!
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Speaking from my fleshly point of view anyway.

And since I am actually an unemployed early-twenties young man living in the United States of America in the year of their lord
1980 CE, and since I have been up on LSD all night writing everything that you have read thus far and all of this ‘Total Spirit’
garbage is just a bunch of bull-shit from my imagination, and since I have been unable to attract the love of a woman for a couple of
months now, I consider this to be a respectable and appropriate point of view at this particular moment.

Now don’t get me wrong!  The Man on the Mountain, who, of course, is also me, is honest and sincere in his desires to understand
his place in this Universe.

But at the same time, he is still in a man’s body on Paximus Romilar, so please give him a break, eh?
He still gets horny!
There are many purposes to life!
The main one is life itself!

Excerpts from the Lectures of the
Man on the Mountain

Now just trip on this concept for a moment: “Infinity!”
Think about it for a minute.  It means forever.  Never stopping.   Going on and on and on and on for — infinity!
Now, try this:  Space and time are infinite!  Space of some sort must continue forever, for what is beyond it if you ever reach the

edge of it?  Is there a wall of some sort?  Is so, then what is beyond the wall?  Time is the same way — something must keep happening,
because if everything ever stopped happening, what would happen next?  Something, it seems, must continue to keep happening, it
would seem to me!  Of course, from here we can easily let ourselves drift into the ancient philosophical argument about whether shit
happening in the forest has an odour if no one is there to smell it which, to my view, is an unanswerable and pointless quest ion to begin
with, so I will not attempt an opinion upon that particular subject.  Personally, I am much more concerned with the burning question of
how much shit can happen on the head of a pin.  It seems to be that this is much more useful information, and that the search for the
answer is a much more meaningful endeavour.  (Not to mention the fact that it may actually be answerable!) (By the way, I am proud to
announce that after years of contemplation, cogitation, meditation, and masturbation, that I almost have the answer to that aged ques-
tion that has plagued our ancestors for centuries!  But alas, my calculations failed to factor in dancing angels, and this has delayed my
investigations…)

Aaaanyway, where was I?  Ah, yes!  I was in infinity!  (It’s a large place after all — easy to get lost there!) So it is obvious to me that
the Universe is intelligent and has a lot of say so in every little aspect of everything, (there being no coincidences in the Universe), and
that the Universe, while maybe slightly smaller than infinite, is still large enough to be effectively infinite as far as our little tiny finite
brains are concerned. We did not come into the world, we came out of it; we are symptomatic of the world.  Thus, if you are intelligent,
you are symptomatic of an intelligent energy system.

And it seems to me that this Ultimate Intelligence – let’s call it ‘Fred’, since I’ve never liked the connotations associated with the
word ‘God’ — is most likely capable of encompassing this infinity that is our Universe.

And it seems to me that Fred split Itself into seventeen-kajillion little parts so that It wouldn’t be lonely.  And so it would seem to
follow from there that all of us are made in Fred’s Image — so therefore it seems to me to follow from there that we are capable of
encompassing infinity!

Should I slow down?  Am I coming on with too much too quick?
Because I aint finished yet!  When I think of some of the other implications of an infinite Universe, one of the main implications that

come to my mind is that if it goes on forever, then literally anything must be possible!
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And Fred simply must be responsible for the Universe, because everything is just too perfect to have been an accident.  Crazy as
it seems, Fred’s works are actually pretty blatant and obvious once you start watching for them.

And doesn’t a painting prove the existence of a painter?  Doesn’t any creation require a creator?  What about a creation on the
magnitude of a virtually infinite Universe?

And if we are indeed merely extensions of Fred, then aren’t we capable of encompassing infinity?  Think about it!  Wouldn’t that
just be the ultra-coolest of grooves?  Tripping on Infinity whilst having a nice toke with Fred?

But, of course, the main thing I have learned in my studies is how incredibly much there is that I don’t know, and that every time I
think I know something, I subsequently find out that everything I thought I knew was wrong.  It is equally possible that we are just mortal
beings who die and turn into dust after we’re dead, and the only influence we leave is upon the memories of those who knew us.

This is the trip about infinity: Anything is possible.

The Civilizing of
Paximus Romilar

Regrettably, the Earthmen discovered Paximus Romilar.  Since the natives of Paximus Romilar were considered physically attrac-
tive by the invaders, the native population of the planet was dealt with in a relatively mild manner. Still, the Earthmen were horrified by
the ‘moral laxity’, and by the lack of industrial progress shown by a people so obviously intelligent, and so the Earthmen brought indus-
try, government, money, and Christian values to Paximus Romilar.  Many of the natives saw these as good changes, and they partici-
pated with vigour.  Many others, though, such as the Man on the Mountain, saw instead the other less positive side effects:  Killing,
fighting, cheating, coveting, suicides, alcoholism, and all of the other by-products of Earthman civilization. Some thought this was too
great a cost to pay for the ambiguous, and shallow benefits.  Especially since it seemed that only a very few got to actually receive the
benefits, while the vast majority spent their lives vainly trying to achieve them, and didn’t seem to be having too good a time in the
process.

The Man on the Mountain eventually started a resistance program.  He was almost immediately captured and killed by the Earth-
men, but he became a martyr and his cause lived on. Within a few years, of course, his movement had become corrupt and evil itself,
having been first corrupted by money, then infiltrated by the Earthmen.

The Man on the Mountain would have been disgusted to have his name associated with it.

A Law of the Universe
There is a paradox that exists wherein good things happening often make bad things happen as a result, and bad things happening

often make good things happen as a result!
Take the civilizing of Paximus Romilar, for instance.  Up until the invasion, the people of Paximus Romilar had been happy and

content, but they had very little knowledge of their surrounding Universe.  After the invasion, they were mostly miserable, but the
education of the first generation surpassed that of all previous generations combined.

Anyone care to debate whether the education gained was worth the price that was paid?
Keeping in mind that ‘Fred’ seemed to think it was, else it never would have happened?
Adversity seems to inspire people to either give up, or to get better.  The weak die and the strong carry on at a much higher level.

This is how Fred strengthens a race, and it is all good and proper when viewing the situation from that particular standpoint, that
standpoint being that it is better for some to die than for all to die.

What many spirits seem to have a hard time learning, though, is that the whole point of evolution and everything is to learn to go
beyond the rule of survival of only the fittest.
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But Fred is the teacher.
And Fred seems to know what It is doing.

Boredom
Jaunues Xmilrtrt was bored until he realized that his entire life had led him up to this point, and that the whole rest of his life would

continue from this point.
He wasn’t so bored after that.

More On Boredom
Recently a fourteen-year-old boy, for no apparent reason, shot and killed the nephew of the wife of the author of this book whilst

said author was in another room of the house.
At about the same time, a little girl in San Diego, for no apparent reason, took a .22 rifle into a neighborhood and started indis-

criminately killing people.
I guess they felt that they had nothing better to do.

Bored With Boredom?
Are you becoming bored with the subject of boredom?  Do you think that after my little all night explosion last night that I may

possibly be running out of gas in my story telling machine?
Hah! I was merely distracting you for a moment so that I could suddenly sneak in something that is mysterious and suspenseful —

Orgone
The inhabitants of the planet Orgone occasionally took a few moments from their eternal quest for knowledge and wisdom to

cheque upon the advancing Earthling invasion forces, which they knew would one day land upon their planet.
They were not worried.
They would act when the time came.
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Jos Takes Over the World!
I am now going to concern myself with the Second Great Civil War of America, which was not really a war, since only a few shots

were fired, and those didn’t hit anyone.  This event was significant, though, because as a result of this overthrow of the United States
Government, for the first time in history, one man finally took control of the whole world.

This was not the only unique aspect of this historic event.
This takeover of the whole world was carried out in a highly unlikely way by a group of highly unusual people.
The mastermind of the operation was born of a large family in Holland during the year of their lord 1945.  He immigrated to the

United States in 1967 and worked in a greenhouse in Dayton, Ohio for a few years before moving to Manitou Springs, Colorado,
which was his base of operations both before and after the takeover.

Jos, (pronounced ‘Yös’), had a reputation around Manitou of being laid-back, enjoying a good time, and having an appreciative
eye for the pretty ladies.

He worked various odd jobs around Manitou, and kept a nice little house with lots of plants and antiques.  He liked to get high, get
into good raps, and generally just take his life as easy as possible.

As I said, a highly unlikely instigator of the overthrow of the entire world.
But in any rise to power, the leader always has an imaginative, dynamic, aggressive, motivated, and brilliant advisory staff. And Jos

had — well, er, Jos had at least an imaginative advisory staff, to say the least!

Larry
Larry was born in the State of Michigan in the year 1954.  Larry’s mind worked at a much faster rate of speed than those of h is

fellow humans.  In fact, Larry’s mind worked at such a fast rate of speed that his friends, whose minds worked at a pretty fast rate them-
selves, started being freaked out by Larry’s presence because they could never possibly keep up with Larry’s constant and never-
ending barrage of cosmic verbiage.  (Larry was a dedicated Frank Zappa fan at the age of twelve, if that gives you any indication of his
childhood reality —)

Finally, Larry’s friends had to ask him to please go away from them, and they suggested that he go live by himself in the wilderness
for a couple of years or something.

And so, Larry went and built himself a tipi ten miles outside of the small ski town of Aspen, Colorado, where snows of ten feet are
not uncommon.  He lived there by himself for two years, taking a job in Aspen emptying the trashcans of rich skiers.

By the time this experience ended, many of Larry’s friends had moved to Manitou Springs, and so Larry moved there too.
Of course, he met Jos.  At the time of the takeover, Larry was a writer, poet, musician, publisher, and businessman and made some

of the nicest marijuana pipes that I have ever seen.

Larry dutifully dropped these pursuits to help Jos run the World for a while.

Michael
Michael was born in Oklahoma, and raised in Los Angeles.  He joined the United States Army at a tender age, and fought as

honourably as it was possible to fight in the Viet-Nam War.  He returned to marry the ‘girl who waited’, got a good job, and settled
down to a dull, secure, and predictable life.

Then one day he decided that this was not for him, and he left to become a poet, philosopher, and bum on the streets of Manitou,
where, of course, he met Jos.
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Michael eventually met a young lady with whom he fell in love, married, and opened a marijuana-smoker’s accessory story to support
her and her two children.

Michael dutifully dropped these pursuits to help Jos run the World for a while.

The Return of
Our Hero

The last member of this freak show bizarre was none other than Our Hero, the Rebel Outlaw!  Our Hero had been running
around all over the North American continent for the last few years trying to get close to Fred, making babies, and trying to be a high
example to his babies.

During one of his various wanderings, he had stumbled onto Manitou Springs, where, of course, he met Jos.
In Manitou, Our Hero discovered and enclave of fellow Outlaws.
The Manitou Outlaws mostly did their various things during the day, and at various times, they would all gather to drink coffee and

talk.  They talked a lot.  They talked about dreams.  They talked about saving the world.  They talked about bullshit.  Every morning, a
goodly number of local artists, musicians, writers, poets, potters, weavers, woodcarvers, astrologers, Christians, drug-addicts, business-
men, policemen, and just general crazies could be sitting in Boots’ and Ann’s Restaurant drinking coffee and talking.

Most Manitou ideas followed a general pattern of being absolutely insane, and of having a high probability of working.
A typical example:  “What we ought to do is to take all of these damn dirt bikes and go invade Russia with them!  Can you dig it?

Ten million dirt bikes tearing across Russia, devastating the landscape everywhere that they go!  Give them some incentive that they
can really understand, like, say, a million bucks to the first bike in Moscow!  Man, they thought that six days was a quick war…the
Russians would be begging mercy in three!”  (General laughter around the restaurant.)

Anyway, Jos and his gang planned and carried out several small operations prior to the takeover, none of them related in any way
to the taking over of the world.  The only prior political activities the group had ever previously engaged in were trying to elect friends to
the Manitou Springs City Council.

These efforts had proved unsuccessful.

The Idea
Eventually, it came to pass that the Idea came into being.
The Idea had very humble origins: Around coffee at Boots’ and Ann’s, as usual.
Manitou Springs was located just a few miles from NORAD. NORAD was the computer that ran the entire United States

nuclear defense system.  The phrase ‘push the button’ was popular at that time amongst slightly nervous persons who were speak ing of
beginning a nuclear holocaust.

NORAD was the button.
NORAD was located in a ten-story building that was itself located in the very middle of Cheyenne Mountain.
(Cheyenne Mountain, by the way, was named after the very same Indian tribe that had been butchered at Sand Creek just over

100 years ago, and just over 100 miles away.)
The security measures at NORAD were rather strict, to say the least.  However, after formulating the Idea, talking a lot, and

then deciding to maybe actually do it, Jos and his gang were able to secure plans for the entire security system of NORAD strictly
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through the use of marijuana bribes to officials, and one cocaine bribe to a General.  All four members of the gang then studied the
plans for months, as they simultaneously drank coffee and talked a lot in Boots’ and Ann’s.

Finally, they figured out a plan that was absolutely insane, and had a high probability of working.
Then, they did it.
Using false papers, bluffs, stolen uniforms, and outrageous acting ability, Jos and his gang infiltrated NORAD and managed to

get their fingers on the button.  Then, they told the world that if they did not start doing what Jos and his gang told them to start doing,
then Jos and his gang would blow the world up.

The world wisely capitulated.

Epilogue
So now, Jos was the Ruler of the World.  Next came the task of figuring out what to do with it.  Jos just wanted to smoke pot and

joke around, so he left all of the major decisions to his staff.
Larry wanted to make public orgies legal, make tobacco illegal, encourage everyone to take consciousness-raising courses, and

develop a super-diet that would make people happy, healthy, and non-violent.

Michael wanted to make marijuana legal, ignorant people illegal, and make the rich pay a little bigger share to help run the govern-
ment.

Our Hero wanted to improve conditions in prisons and mental hospitals, make everyone take LSD twice a year, and use govern-
ment funds to figure out a way to make it so that wars cost rich people money instead of making it for them.  (Our Hero figured this was
the best way to finally achieve world peace.)  Eventually, they realized that all of their ideas were completely unrealistic, and that the
world was in such a complete mess that it was completely beyond their power to save.  And so, they retired to the jungles of Guatemala
to eat magic mushrooms, make babies, and to live happily ever after…

Free Will
As you may have gathered by now, the spirit takes a slightly varied number of steps on its journey, and these steps are in a normal

space/time sequence as far as the spirit itself is concerned, although that sequence is not necessarily in synchronization with the
space/time sequence of the surrounding Universe.

Fred, as usual, attends to the details of such matters.

The amoeba is always the first incarnation, and the Angels of Paradise are usually the last.  The steps in between vary from spirit
to spirit.  Like I said, my next incarnation after being a Plant of Paradise was as a creature with ‘free will’.  (This was in spite of the fact
that my ‘free will’ in that particular case was somewhat restricted by the fact that I was a slave.)

Fred guides creatures with ‘free will’ only indirectly in their journey.  Fred doesn’t want a bunch of mindless automatons blindly
accepting everything.  It wants us to figure it out for ourselves.  This is the purpose of free will.  Fred can, and often does give advice in
order to help the spirit along its journey; He is constantly doing this in fact.  However, Fred leaves the spirit the choice of ignoring the
advice if it so wishes, which, more often than not, they do.  However, if a being receives a message from Fred and decides to act upon it,
then Fred will make sure the opportunities are available to make possible the accomplishment of whatever it was we were
talking about.  However, the being itself must use its own power in order to actually get the thing done.
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This is a fine line here, but an important one.  Many theologians insist upon trying to kill the ego, which is a tool provided by Fred in
order to inspire the spirit to accomplish great things.  They would say that Fred made this thing happen.  This is only indirectly true.
The proper way to say it would be that a being with free will made this thing happen with their own power, albeit that their power is but
an extension of Fred’s power.  Fred wants us to use our own power, else why do we have it? It is sort of as if your destiny creates you at
the same time as you create your destiny!  And everything that a spirit has is a tool provided by Fred, and the spirit is free to use these
tools in any way it sees fit.  For benefit, or for destruction. For good or for evil, however you wish to look at it.  It’s just that the longer
you work against Fred’s wishes, the longer and harder your spirit’s journey will be.

And the higher the price you must pay to get there.



Religions were a major tool used by beings as an aide to trying to understand Fred, (albeit that most of these religions ended up
becoming yet another political tool in the hands of wealthy manipulators.)
The main purpose of these religions was to stifle growth and change.  ‘Growth’  can literally be defined as ‘change’, and ‘change’
requires chaos, danger, and instability.  Dealing with chaos, danger, and instability is how one learns, advances, and grows. Thus,
Christian philosophy is the antitheses of growth.  Conservative thought, by definition, seeks to impose a rigid and unchanging structure
upon reality — and while this mode of thinking may provide emotional comfort, it produces the opposite of growth, i.e., stagnation, and it
is unrealistic since the universe is chaotic, dangerous, and unstable by nature.  Trying to artificially impose order by codifying spirituality
is like trying to hammer a nail into water.

These religions were significant mostly because in spite of their universally reactionary nature, ‘getting religion’ was almost always a
giant step up for a spirit from whatever place it had previously occupied, in that this was often the first time the spirit acknowledged
Fred, and decided to consciously work for Fred’s Plan.

In my particular case, though, this acknowledgement came during my Rebel Outlaw incarnation, and rather than religion, I used a
mind expanding drug called LSD as my major tool.  On Our Hero’s planet, as with almost all planets that harbour creatures of free will,
there are plants placed there by Fred for this purpose.  On Our Hero’s planet, these plants were called ‘magic mushrooms’ and
‘peyote cacti’.  But at the time of Our Hero, these plants were not only rare and difficult to obtain, but they were actually made illegal
by his government, which had no interest in having the minds of its populace expanded.  And thus, the difficulty in obtaining these plants
was even further exacerbated, as they were also highly expensive.  However, a chemist in Switzerland had accidentally stumbled upon a
chemical that produced virtually the same effects, and this chemical was fairly cheap and easy to produce. LSD was also made illegal
by Our Hero’s government, but it was still relatively cheap and easy to obtain.  And since Our Hero held his government in complete
contempt, and considered it nothing but a tool used by rich people to manipulate and control and exploit poor people; and since he
considered all politicians to be liars, thieves, extortionists, and murderers, then he felt no obligation whatsoever to follow his govern-
ment’s laws when he considered those laws to be in violation of his natural rights.  Our Hero considered freedom to be a Fred-given
right, and not a government-granted privilege.

And so, Our Hero used the magical tool called LSD often.
The experience experienced during the LSD experience tended to vary greatly among individuals.  With some the drug seemed to

work better than religion, and with others the drug opened a pathway into a nightmare, and they often subsequently turned to religion in
order to recover from their drug experiences.  Basically, what the drug did was to suddenly increase the individuals’ ability to perceive
their surrounding Universe by several degrees. LSD made reality ten times as intense as it previously was simply because you noticed
— everything.
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Please keep in mind that explaining the LSD experience to someone who has never been there is a bit like explaining colour to a
blind man.  It is kind of something that an individual must personally experience in order to really understand it. LSD intensifies what-
ever is already in your brain by about ten-fold.  It also opens up sections of your brain that you normally do not have conscious access
to.

And if you do a massive dose of LSD when you have lots of scary or weird things in your brain, well — the sudden burst of aware-
ness provided by the powerful LSD experience sometimes had disastrous results.  Many people truly saw themselves for the first time
when they took LSD, and that knowledge invariably changed the lives of everyone who ever experienced it, and it drove a small minority
insane.

This was the excuse that Our Hero’s government used to make the drugs illegal; even though there were many other drugs that
were much more sinister and deadly that remained completely legal during this period.

On some planets, (and in some non-technological Earthling cultures), the psychoactive substances and the religion were combined
in order to help participants to absorb the self-knowledge gained in the psychedelic experience.

On yet other planets, the awareness levels of the inhabitants was such that they already knew all that the drugs could teach them,
and so they were unnecessary.  Kind of like using a shovel to dig a foundation when you have access to a backhoe.

And that is just what these psychoactive substances were:  Tools to be used to complete a job, and then discarded when their
usefulness is over.



As to these religions, most of them were attempts to make spiritualism easy and convenient and/or, as I said, they were used as
political tools to control and manipulate the masses — sort of the other side of the same coin as politics.  And another of the tools that
these religions used in controlling people was by tightly regulating their sex lives.

The intense biological drive to have sex is, of course, life’s desire to continue expressing itself, and by the very nature of its biologi-
cal power, it is also a powerful tool in and of itself.

And like any of the tools that Fred makes available to us, beings with free will are free to use this tool for growth or for destruction;
and sex had the power to do both effectively.

Perhaps Religion’s most powerful tool used in their mass-manipulations, though, is the fear of death.  The most popular religion of
Our Hero’s day taught, for instance, that unless a being followed a whole bunch of senseless and stupid rules that often made the
enjoyment of life a difficult chore, then
they would subsequently spend the rest of all eternity forever and forever ‘gnashing their teeth in a lake of fire’.  That they would forev-
ermore experience utter agony without relief or chance of an ending, and that it would never ever stop.

Can you maybe begin to understand a little more about why the Earthmen are the way that they are?  Can you imagine living under
a shadow such as that?  (Keep in mind, large numbers of Earthmen actually believed this crap!)  The actual fact of the matter, of course,
is that although with some spirits it seems as if it will take forever to get their acts together, Fred always gives them another chance.  For
eternity, if necessary.  Our Hero often compared the churches of his time to protection rackets:  The church would create a danger
where there was none, and then charge people to protect them from the danger that the church had itself created!  Our Hero also
considered the major church of his day to be responsible for instituting and perpetuating a period of Earth history known as the ‘Dark
Ages’, when this church ruled most of the Earth with an Iron Fist, and decreed that the Earth was flat, that the rest of the Universe
revolved around the Earth, and that the whole Universe was created out of nothing in seven days by a god whose existence they
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couldn’t prove, but whose word they had exclusive rights to, and anyone who said any different would be burned at the stake!  (Which is,
by the way, a particularly horrible way to die.)

All human progress stopped during this 1,000-year period, and Our Hero was convinced that his churches would love nothing but
to have it that way again.

Still, all in all, for many of the individuals who joined churches for pure spiritual reasons, these churches did provide a place for them
when there often was no other, and even this was often a giant step upwards from wherever they had been before, and spirits usually
quickly proceeded from that springboard to higher levels of awareness.

And so again, we have the dichotomy of evil things having positive side effects.
I now wish to tell you the story of Jasmine Rae.

Jasmine Rae
Little five-year old Jasmine Rae was sitting in a meadow near her home.  She was looking at butterflies and birds and flowers and

clouds, and she was feeling the sun and the wind.  She laughed in delight as she watched a bee zeroing in on a flower to carry out several
of its karmic jobs, i.e., to collect nectar, to distribute pollen, and to put on a show for a thoroughly enchanted five-year-old girl, who
watched the bee with baited breath lest she disturb the magic of this scene by her presence.

The sun was shining, the day was beautiful, and little Jasmine Rae thought that God must be a wonderful person indeed to have
created such a wonderful world.

Then, Jasmine Rae saw the spaceship, and watched as it landed near her.
Jasmine Rae had not yet been taught to view the Universe with fear, and in her innocence, Jasmine Rae was not afraid of the

spaceship.
Since the inhabitants of the spaceship were telepathic, they could tell that Jasmine Rae was not afraid of them.
The spaceship contained virgin voyageurs from the planet Orgone. The Orgonians were capable of telepathic travel, but they

were at a point in their evolution where it was necessary for them to first physically visit a place before they were able to travel there with
just their consciousnesses.

This was a group of young Orgonians touring the Galaxy for the first time.
They landed next to Jasmine Rae, got out of their spaceship, and sat with her for a while enjoying the wonders of this spot.
No ‘words’ were exchanged.  The Orgonians literally entered the mind of Jasmine Rae, and they experienced her world with her

through her own eyes.  They all looked at butterflies and birds and flowers and clouds, and they all felt the sun and the wind, and they all
thought that God must be a wonderful person indeed to have created such a wonderful world.

Then, the Orgonians re-boarded their spaceship and left.
Little Jasmine Rae waved good-by to them, and she never ever said a word to anyone else about meadows, bees, or spaceships.

The Oldest Students
The Orgonians have a very special place in the Universal Order of Things.  They are, among other things, members of the oldest

civilization in the Universe.  Their entire solar system is a gigantic spaceship that is under their control.  They have been wandering
around the Universe for eons, observing, learning, and carrying out their rôle in Fred’s Plan.  They have studied countless galaxies from
the time of that galaxy’s first amoeba until its Age of Enlightenment.

Then, with the Enlightenment, their task is done.
They shift their mobile solar system into gear and head for some newly formed galaxy.  Then, in an ocean on some planet in that

galaxy, the Orgonians will watch Fred create an amoeba, and they will watch it split in half for the first time.
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Orgone is a very good place to spend a lifetime or two.

A Nice Day in the Caribbean
It was a nice day in the Caribbean, as usual.  The temperature was 75 with a slight breeze.  The seas were calm, and the sun was

shining.
Admiral Agor Poptapov barely noticed.  He had his mind on other things today, even though he was simultaneously trying not to

think about what he was about to do.  And since there were thirty or three-hundred things that needed to be done before he could do
what he was about to do, then not thinking about what he was about to do proved to be easier than one might have thought.  One of
these other things he had to do was to maneuver his submarine to the exact spot he needed to be in order to do what he needed to do.
This spot was 268.5 kilometers west of Jamaica.

As Admiral Poptapov stared at his radar screen, the green glow made him look like a dead man.
Then, they reached their location.  Admiral Poptapov felt the effects of another shot of adrenaline.  He barked out several orders.

Countdown: Three hours.  Tension mounting.  Two hours.  Admiral Poptapov becomes brusque.  Last minute cheques.  All systems
go.  Fifteen minutes now.  There was absolutely no unnecessary talking.  There had not been for hours.  Admiral Poptapov stil l tried to
not think about what he was about to do.  Finally, the countdown: 10,9,8,7,6,5,4,3,2,1, IGNITION! The entire submarine shook
violently for a few seconds — then, complete silence.

Finally, Admiral Poptapov thought about what he had just done; these thoughts eventually drove him insane.
What he had just done was to launch the largest single military attack in the whole history of humanity from his little submarine.
This attack had been mounted upon sixteen intercontinental ballistic missiles.  Each missile carried ten warheads each.  Each

warhead was independently targeted:  Admiral Poptapov had destroyed 160 American cities.
Missile number one did not have far to go.  Its ten targets included New Orleans, Houston, Dallas, and Little Rock.  Missile

number two had a little further to go. Seattle, Portland, Spokane, and Boise were among its targets.  Sixteen missiles.  160 cities.
Many seemingly insignificant cities were selected.  Dodge City, Kansas, and Ridgecrest, California were among these.  The ent ire
state of North Dakota was decimated that day.  Every single form of life in the entire state of North Dakota, (except cockroaches),
died that day.  North Dakota not only received a couple of packages from Admiral Poptapov, but they were the recipients of a couple
of other toys that were also employed in this operation:  In response to a radio signal, what had appeared to be several harmless orbital
satellites suddenly became one megaton nuclear missiles.  These were used upon more important targets, such as New York, Washing-
ton DC, and North Dakota.  (North Dakota is the third largest military power in the world, believe it or not!)  Los Angeles and San
Francisco had little surprises of their own.  Assembled in a private water tower near downtown LA was a ten-megaton nuclear device.
This bomb was forty times as powerful as the bomb that destroyed Hiroshima at the end of World War II.  Again, a single harmless
radio signal amongst thousands of other harmless radio signals set all hell loose.  The entire Los Angeles Basin instantly became a
firestorm.  People near ground zero were totally and completely vaporized without any discernable or retrievable trace of their ever
having existed at all.

The fire was so hot, and consumed so much oxygen that it killed people dozens of miles from the blast by literally sucking the air out
of their lungs.  People further away died slowly and agonizingly from radiation burns.  And radiation was not the only thing that burned
that day:  Every single tree in the entire chains of both the San Gabriel and San Bernardino mountains simultaneously went off like
roman candles.  Then, driven by the 200 mile-per-hour winds emanating from the holocaust, the flames raged on unchequed over the
mountains and on to Ventura, Santa Barbara, Sand Diego, and Bakersfield.

Los Angeles went in fire.  San Francisco went in water.  About forty miles off the western shore of San Francisco, an unmanned,
remote controlled submarine had buried itself in the mud three weeks earlier.  This submarine was also a 100-megaton nuclear bomb.
400 times the bang of Hiroshima.  This bomb makes an explosion so big that it is literally beyond human comprehension.  Even people
who have witnessed such a blast failed to comprehend it.  Even the very few who survived the experience.
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Again, the radio signal from Hell.  To the citizens of San Francisco, at first it appeared to be a second sunrise occurring in the
wrong direction.  Immediately, though, it became thousands of times brighter than any sunrise ever seen on that planet.  Everyone who
looked directly at the blast had the corneas of their eyes instantly fried, and they were painfully blinded.  In a way, though, they were the
lucky ones.  They did not have to witness the horror of a wall of water that literally dwarfed the downtown skyscrapers and made them
look like child’s toys as it descended down upon them.  The city of San Francisco was washed away without a trace.  It was as if it had
never even been there in the first place.  As for the rest of the west coast of Northern California, what the flood didn’t get, the radia-
tion did.  An ominous cloud of painful death moved up the Sacramento River and into the Central Valley, killing all living things in its
path.   The United States of America was functionally destroyed.  There had been absolutely no warning.  There had been no
chance to prepare.  The Enemy had so far used one submarine, three satellites, and two planted bombs.  They had accomplished the
destruction of the United States without the use of a single ICBM! Retaliation was ludicrous.  Oh, true, the capability was still there.
A few American ICBMs had survived, and all of the American submarines, with all of their terrible missiles were still fully functional.
But the problem with retaliation was this: The Americans did not even know who had attacked them! This whole scenario is completely
within the realm of possible occurrences, and it is one that gives me the creeping willies to even think about it.  But it is a danger we need
to be aware of, and keep a tight rein upon.

Always question authority.

The Ballad of Simba and Simon
Simba

Simba Oldogo lived in the jungles of East Africa during the 2nd Century.  He was a good provider for his family, he was honest in
his dealings with his fellow villagers, and he was both liked and respected by the other members of his tribe.  He was also humble and
respectful before Fred.

Simba Oldogo did not know that any other world existed outside of his jungle.  He did not know that men with white skins lived on
the same planet with him. Simba Oldogo had never heard of Jesus Christ, and had never studied that man’s alleged plan for salvation.
Therefore, when he died, Simba Oldogo spent the rest of eternity gnashing his teeth in a lake of fire.

Simon

Simon Weisburg lived in Germany during the Renaissance.  Simon Weisburg was also a good honest hard-working man.  Simon
Weisburg believed that Jesus Christ was the saviour of the world and Simon did his best to follow that man’s teachings.

However, when he died, imagine his dismay when he discovered that the god of Simba Oldogo was the True God, and Simon was
forced to wander forever in the and Land of Lost Souls because he had eaten the meat of the swine, and because he had not been
buried with his sacred medicine pouch.

Happy Ending
Actually, both Simba and Simon are now Total Spirits, and are tripping on infinity with Fred.  Amen.

End of Book One
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Book Three
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Greetings!
Hello!  I figured that the Ballad of Simba and Simon was such a good place to end a book that I decided to end one there!  And I

have been away ever since working on Book Two!  However, I am not including Book Two in the Earth edition because it centers
upon my incarnations in the galaxy of Flgrsptmtn, which is beyond human comprehension.

I was also forced to skip Book One in the Flgrsptmtnian edition because it was beyond their comprehension!

Here We Go Again!
I am now going to concern myself with the Third Great Civil War of America, which was an actual war, with lots of shots fired, and

lots of them hit people.
During the reign of Jos, the entire economy of the entire planet completely collapsed leaving not one shred of evidence that it had

ever existed at all.  Industry stopped.  Government stopped.  Farming stopped.  Everything stopped except the deadliest and most
vicious civil war the planet had ever seen.  It started.

With the mysterious disappearance of Jos and his gang, (a disappearance that wasn’t even noticed for over two weeks), several
things happened very quickly all at once.

Our Hero was no fool. Although he had many friends who were pacifists, Our Hero himself was not.  Our Hero had noticed that
when the shit hits the fan, that pacifists always are stepped upon twice as hard and twice as quickly as anyone else, and that no one ever
remembered them afterwards.  Our Hero noticed that everyone had heard of the Apaches and the Sioux and so forth, but who had
ever heard of any of the over 300 tribes in the state of California alone that were wiped out down to every man, woman, and child?
These California Indians lived in a gentle paradise where the weather never was bad, and where there was abundant food growing wild
everywhere for the taking.  They had never learned to fight, and so it was very easy for the early European settlers of California to
quietly wipe all of them out without anyone ever even hearing about it.

Our Hero decided that if you wish to cover your ass, it is probably a good idea to cover your ass.  Our Hero had a pet idea, and
the implementing of his idea was one of the few things actually accomplished by the Jos administration during its brief tenure.

Our Hero strongly believed that American black people were the superior race on the planet.  Early in life, Our Hero had
admired blacks for their quickness of mind, and for the intense energy that many of them radiated.  Later in school, Our Hero noticed
that blacks were always the best athletes, and he noticed how generally pale and flabby his white counterparts looked when compared
to them.

Now, Our Hero’s opinions about blacks were not popular opinion at that time, either among his fellow whites, or among the blacks
themselves, in spite of the overwhelming evidence.

Our Hero knew better though, and so he armed and trained an army of six million blacks during their six months of world running.
The economic disaster had caught Jos and his gang flat-footed.  The world had come to a screeching halt when it was discovered

that a bunch of drug-crazed American hippies had their fingers on the button.  When the hippies had said that they would tell the world
what to do, the world had waited in anticipation.  Then, they waited and waited some more.  But with the exception of a few minour
details, there was still no word on what the hippies wanted the world to do.

In the meantime, of course, the world was wigging out big time.  Especially when it was learned that the perverts were raising a large
black army, and were planning to make everyone in the world take LSD.

Then the stock market crashed.  Then the banks closed.  Then the famine started. Then the riots started.  Then Jos and his
cohorts melted into the Guatemala landscape.

They left leaderless behind them six million blacks armed with everything from M-16s to nuclear bombers, and six months of inten-
sive training on how to use them.

They took immediate advantage of the opportunity.
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As Our Hero had guessed, they were the most awesome fighting force that the world had ever seen.  For 400 years the ‘white is
superior’ myth had pervaded, mostly because the whites themselves pounded it so hard and so heavy and so often.  They had pounded
it so hard and so heavy and so often that most of the blacks themselves believed it.  They had no confidence.  Everything that they
touched turned to shit.  They were shiftless, lazy, and stupid and they couldn’t do anything right without white supervision.

Then, all of a sudden six million of them had guns, training, and organization!
A magic transfiguration culminated.  Confidence, gone for 400 years, suddenly returned.  Anger and hatred over 400 years of

ruthless oppression was vented.  Brilliant black minds planned spectacular maneuvers that were carried out by irresistible death-machine
soldiers.  They squashed the various resistance movements that they encountered like ants before a steamroller.  They were terrible.
They were lethal.  They were invincible.

They would easily have taken over the United States had not the Russians intervened.
When it was finally made official that the hippies had disappeared, the Russians had quickly retaken all of their m issiles that had

been confiscated by Jos’ followers.  Then, taking advantage of the confusion in the United States, they pushed their button, and
wiped out eighty percent of the population of the United States.

That same day, they wiped out over eighty percent of the population of the People’s Republic of China.
The day after that, they threw in Israel and the Vatican for good measure.
Then the Russians took over what was left of the world, and started placing a high priority upon finding a less damaged planet to

live on.

At the far end of the galaxy, the inhabitants of the planet Orgone sadly watched and waited…

More Excerpts from the
Lectures of the Man on the Mountain

Now a thing you must remember when dealing with the Earthmen is their refusal to accept anything that is not right in front of their
noses, and a good number of other things that are right in front of their noses!  The proper reply when confronted with something
beyond your personal experience or knowledge is, ‘the Universe is infinite, so anything is possible’, not, ‘I don’t see it, and so it doesn’t
exist’!  Telepathic communication?  Astral projection?   The fact that the most famous person in Earthman history could perform unde-
niable miracles in front of hundreds of witnesses?  ‘I didn’t see it, so it doesn’t exist’. What a drag!

What they don’t seem to realize is that we can do what we now do using only one-tenth of our brain capacity!  Just trip upon the
implications of that for a minute!  One-tenth of our capacity!  And while you are tripping on what may be possible to us should we learn
to access that other nine-tenths, trip on the fact that infinity applies to smallness as well as bigness.  Fred can generate enough power
to destroy a galaxy in an area so small as to be beyond human measure.  Maybe you just had the entire history of a whole universe
happen somewhere in your thumb in the time it took you to light that pipe.  Maybe we are carrying out our entire existences in the thumb
of some space-case who is taking zillions of our years to light that pipe!

This is the trip about infinity.  Anything is possible.

So anyway, we work at one-tenth of our capacity, but dig this:  The Earthmen actually persecute anyone seriously interested in
developing the other nine-tenths!

And this brings us to another consideration that must be considered when forced to deal with Earthmen:  If anyone is unusually
intelligent and sensitive in the Earthmen’s culture, then they must be aware of the fact that all of that intelligence and sensitivity can kill
them!  Here’s why:  The Earthmen’s culture is so full of crap as to be unbelievable.
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If you are intelligent, you can see this crap much more easily.
If you are sensitive, you can feel this crap much more deeply.  The combination of both of these traits in Earthman culture is often

deadly.
Which, in the end, I believe will lead to the Earthman’s disadvantage.

The Hunted Hunter
The Murdcat moved cautiously through the ice-covered plains of Beta IV.  Hunger pains drove him wilder with each passing

moment.  His traditional food, the natives of Beta IV, had become alarmingly scarce ever since the arrival of the Invaders.  The scrawny
Flugelhounds, and the even scrawnier Buckthorns barely provided a mouthful for the mighty cat, and the rest of the flora and fauna had
defenses sufficient to make it very unpleasant for the cat should he invite them to become dinner.

The Invaders ruthlessly hunted the cats.  The cats had never before in all of the eons of their existence been hunted by anything
before the Invaders arrival.  But Beta IV had never before harboured a species that built flying machines that could destroy football
field sized areas with a single shot.  Even the cat’s 250 kilometer per hour ground speed was insufficient to escape this threat.

Murdcat Philosophy
Death is a part of life.  The cat killed so that he could eat.  He would one day die, and feed the carrion.  The cat knew this, though

he had no conscious thought upon the matter.  He also had no conscious thoughts about the changes that had recently taken place on
his world, but he knew something was seriously wrong, and he was afraid.

Fear was a new emotion for Murdcats.  They were not programmed for it.  The cat still remembered the first time that he had seen
the Invader.  He had been with his mate.  The strange new scent was puzzling, but not alarming.  After all, the mighty Murdcat had
reigned unchallenged upon this planet for eons!

They were not hungry, so curiosity alone drew the cats.
The Invaders were herding a large group of natives somewhere.  When they spotted the cats, the Earthmen had become quite

agitated.  The natives knew that one never saw a hungry cat until it was already entirely too late, so they were not concerned. The
Earthmen, on the other hand, had heard many exaggerated tales of the fearsome Murdcats of Beta IV.  This was the first time that
any of them had ever actually seen one.  And so, the Earthmen reacted in typical Earthman fashion:  They drew their weapons and
fired.

The deafening roar instantly brought the cat out of its complacency.  The first thing that he noticed was a burning sensation in his
shoulder.  He looked and saw blood welling out of a new crease there.  The next thing that he noticed was that his mate was dead.  She
had taken a bolt right in the chest.

Shock and disbelief hit the cat like a hammer. Never had anything or anyone before killed a Murdcat.  But now there was his mate,
obviously dead.  Obviously killed by some mysterious power beyond his comprehension.  Another volley of shots rang out, and a rock
exploded right next to the cat’s foot.  This brought the cat to the realization that these strange new creatures were responsible for the
explosions and for his mate’s death.

And upon this realization, another quickly followed: My god, they can kill me!
The Murdcat was already a blur streaking across the plains before the third volley raked the hillside.

Terror would be a mild description of the cat’s state of mind for the next several days.  Four hours after the death of his mate, he
had been loping slowly across the plain, still dazed from his experience, when his keen ears detected an unidentified sound to his rear.
He looked back, and his bewilderment became overwhelming.  Some kind of thing was scooting across the plains at about 150 k ilome-



Dana Walker

34

ters per hour along the path he had just taken.  As the realization sunk in that this new evil was actually trying to catch him, he saw a flash
at the front of the thing.  Then, an explosion several times as powerful as the bolts threw him off his feet.

Before he even landed, he was already once again a blur across the plains.
The hunter was being hunted.  The mighty Murdcat, undisputed monarch of Beta IV for countless generations, fled in sheer

terror.
Several more shells exploded around him, two of them knocking him off his feet.  He rolled with them, and was off again until finally

his superior speed took him out of range of the ground car.
He ran the rest of the day, all that night, and most of the next day.  He instinctively knew that the evil stil l followed him.  Finally, he

could push himself no further, and he collapsed into a ravine.  That move saved his life.
Moving at twice the speed of sound, the flying machine picked up the cat’s presence on its heat detector just as the cat was about

to enter the ravine; it fired its terrible cannon just as the cat collapsed.

Adaptation
Since regaining consciousness, limping out of the ravine and seeing the total destruction of the area around the ravine, the cat’s life

had steadily become more bewildering and dangerous.  The Invaders were becoming increasingly more numerous, and in order to pick
off any natives, he often had to brave the scent of the dreaded killer.

Meanwhile, though, he was learning his enemy’s weaknesses.  They obviously could not smell or hear, and at night, they could not
even see!  They also could not brave the howling blizzards that tore over the planet three-fourths of the year.

The cat accordingly timed his raids to come at night just before a blizzard.  But now it was summer.  Nights were short, blizzards
rare, and he was hungry!

Suddenly, the dread scent of the Invader entered his nostrils.  He prepared to bolt, but then he smelled something else; they were
smells that were irresistible to any cat:  The smells of pain, fear, and blood.

The cat moved in to investigate.  He approached from upwind.  Although sure that the Invader could not smell him, he took no
chances.  He discovered that the flying machine was dead, smashed to pieces on the ground.  The Invader himself had managed to crawl
a short distance, and was lying on the ground dying.  The cat realized that if the Invader could be hurt, then he could probably be killed.
The cat’s hunger drove him beyond caution.

As he planned his attack, he was sure that his fear scent was so strong that even the Invader could smell it.  The cat figured that he
could come bursting over the ridge at full speed and be on the Invader within two seconds.  He was not at all sure that the Invader was
incapable of defending himself, but he did know that the creatures’ reactions were amazingly slow, and he did not think that the alien
could react in two seconds.

It was so easy that the cat suspected a trap.  It was the best meal that he had ever had.

Retaliation
“Sir, that cat got another one of our men last night.”  “Damn it!  Was it the one with the scar on its shoulder?”  “No one saw him sir,

but the tracks match.”  “Well this is it!  I want a full ground and air search!  I want every man in this damned sector placed on double shifts
until that cat is destroyed, and if it is not destroyed within the next two days, you will be a private on the most isolated hell-hole that I can
find, do you understand me, Captain?”  “Yes sir, I understand.”

The next day, a flying machine picked up a reading on its heat sensor.  “Ground Control, this is Ajax 73, do you read me?”  “Go
ahead, Ajax 73.”  “Is anyone registered in sector 076-018?”  “That’s negative, Ajax 73.”  “Roger.  I think we’ve found our cat.”

Ajax 73 closed in, fired, and once again, I was flung into the void…
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The Ballad of Cyclone
There was once a man who was having great difficulty in getting his chickens to lay eggs.  He tried everything that he could think of,

but still, no eggs.  Finally, he consulted his neighbor, Farmer Green, and Farmer Green said, “What ya gotta do is to go and buy some
horny young rooster.  Hell, that one you got now has been over the hill for the last five years!  You go buy a new rooster, and I’ll bet that
you see a world of difference.”

So this man, Chester was his name, decided to take Farmer Green’s advice, and the very next day he barged into the local rooster
store and demanded the horniest rooster that money could buy.  The salesman gave Chester a long appraising look, then carefully said,
“well come on to the back room and tell me what you think…”  The salesman took Chester into the back room, and there, in a reinforced
steel cage with several large dents that had obviously been made from the inside, was the largest, meanest, most vicious rooster Chester
had ever seen in his life.  “Mister,” said the salesman, “this here is Cyclone, and he is the orneriest critter God ever put on the face of
this earth.  You gots to be real careful with Cyclone cuz I mean he is horny, and we aint responsible for damages.”  So, they agreed
upon a price, and that night Chester released Cyclone into a coop stuffed with horny females.

The next morning, the first thing that Chester noticed was that all of his chickens had been literally fucked to death!  After his
anger subsided, Chester became concerned for his prize rooster, and he said, “Cyclone, you’d better lighten up a bit or you’re gonna
fuck yourself to death!”  Chester bought some more chickens and let them loose with Cyclone.

The next morning, Chester discovered that Cyclone had once again fucked every single female chicken to death!  Now Chester
was really angry, both because he could not afford any more chickens, and because he was concerned that Cyclone was going to do
some sort of serious damage to himself.  And so, that night Chester did not buy any more chickens for Cyclone.

The next morning, Chester noticed that the chicken coop had been smashed to pieces.  Then he noticed that every single one of
his farm animals:  His cows, horses, pigs, goats, dogs, and even a bear, had all been fucked to death.  Their carcasses were strung out all
over the barnyard.

Chester made a frantic search for Cyclone, and finally found him.  The indomitable rooster was lying flat on his back on the summit
of a nearby hill, and appeared to be dead. Two buzzards circled overhead.  Chester ran to his dead friend and cried, “See, I told you
so!  I said that you were going to fuck yourself to death!”

Cyclone cracked one of his eyes opened, glanced up at the buzzards, and said, “Would you shut up!  I think they’re going to land!”

Break Time
Well, I think it is time to take a break now.  The way that this book jumps around is probably a bit much for you unfortunates who are still

stuck in linear space and time.  So how does one go about taking a break in a novel?  Should I tell the reader to go get a cup of coffee or some-
thing?  What if they don’t drink coffee?  What if, like myself, they are unable to put a book down until it is finished?

Maybe, then, for those of you who don’t drink coffee and don’t want to put the book down, I will leave the rest of this page blank.
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There!  But that didn’t take very long to read, did it?  Okay, so some of you go drink coffee, and I’ll entertain these die-hards here with
some trivia.

Heard any good jokes lately?  Oh yeah? Wow, that’s a funny one!  The only one I can think of off hand is this one about a real horny
rooster, and it doesn’t really bear repeating.

How was the weather there today?  Wow, great!  In Colorado, it was snowing, as usual.  In Texas, it was windy, as usual.  On Paximus
Romilar, it was warm, as usual.  On Beta IV it was cold, as usual.  On Mrockhaven, it was raining fire, as usual.

Seen any spaceships lately?  Done any astral traveling?  No?
Well, I’ll provide the answers to everything in the Universe on the remainder of this page.  You must interpret the answer for yourself

though:
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Family Tree
All right!
Remember when I told you that my very first incarnation was spent as an amoeba that lived in the vagina of a young lady?  Well what I

didn’t tell you was that both the husband of this lady, and the fetus that the lady and her husband created just minutes before my amoebal
entrance, were both later incarnations of myself!

This fetus later turned into a little girl, (funny how that happens, isn’t it?), who then turned into a woman herself. This woman then bore a
child, and this child was also her own grandmother four incarnations after she was her grandmother.  Thus, this grandmother had an amoeba that
was her husband and her daughter and her mother, herself and me crawl into her vagina at the same time as her husband and her daughter and
her mother, and herself and me were forming in her womb!

Got that?

Social Studies One:
Winos

Our Hero, the Rebel Outlaw, had this one strange little quirk.

Well, actually, it must be admitted, Our Hero had a rather large number of strange little quirks.  (The little joke with the black army was a
good one, eh?)

Anyway, one of Our Hero’s strange little quirks was that he liked to go to big cities, (like San Francisco or New Orleans or Denver or
Phoenix), and then
go to the skid row that was always part of large American cities, and he would drink wine with the winos.

Winos were a very special breed of people.  They were generally the anti-thesis of the American dream come true, i.e., the one that didn’t.
Our Hero particularly liked Phoenix in the winter because it was warm there, and it was easy to be a bum there.
Our Hero had trouble hanging onto jobs.  When he spent all of his time working his rear off doing something that didn’t matter and that

he didn’t care about in order to make someone else rich while he himself received slave wages that could barely be survived upon, he found
himself becoming an evil-tempered and uncreative person who was not very nice.  Our Hero decided that it was better to be an even-tempered
and creative and to be a nice person, and so he avoided working jobs at all cost.

He had better things to do.

As a result, he never had any money.  He often had no home.  (In fact, he is at this very moment writing this manuscript in a condemned
apartment building that he has been staying in because he has no money for rent.  He is writing by flashlight, and the batteries are almost dead,
and he has no money for any more batteries or even for any candles…)

But wait a minute!  Judging by 20th Century North American Earthman standards, Our Hero should be near manic depression
because of this state of affairs, but look at him!  He is singing songs and writing books, and where does he find all of those girl friends when he
hasn’t any money?

Our Hero is not only completely undepressed about his current state of affairs, but he has actually purposely arranged it!  For you see,
Our Hero is free to do anything he wants to do anytime that he wants to do it.  He has no bills, responsibilities, or jobs to which he must report.
His life is completely his own, and he is beholden to no one.  Our Hero did not want to waste his prime years toiling for some distant future
whose arrival was a matter for debate anyway.  He should spend his youth being miserable so that he could enjoy life as an old man?  Our Hero
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had read a lot of history, and he noticed that it kept repeating itself over and over, and he realized that he lived in a dying empire that was quite
possibly going to crash during his lifetime.  He wanted to live his life to the fullest while he still had the chance.

Our Hero was drawn to the winos because they were real down-to-earth people who had no illusions or pretensions.  Most of the winos
saw themselves as the rest of their society saw them; they were down-and-out losers.  The scum of the society.  The deadbeats.  They were
not even worth contempt.

As with any social classification of people, though, the winos were a widely varied mixture of personalities. Almost all of them were
pleased and surprised when they saw that an intelligent and virile young man such as Our Hero was taking a genuine interest in them, even
going so far as to buying a bottle of their favourite wine, (the cheapest rotgut available), and inviting them over to help him consume it.  They
would then gladly tell him stories for hours, there on the lawn in front of the Saint Vincent De Paul Charity Dining Room there in downtown
Phoenix.  These were the people who, for as many reasons as there were winos, were incapable of dealing with standard 20th Century North
American reality.  Some were once successful businessmen whose wives had left them when they had lost their money.  Some were lifetime
hobos with the wisdom gained through living thirty years on the road showing and glowing in their eyes.

Some of them stared out of vacant eyes, and never said anything to anyone.
As he sat in his abandoned apartment building with his dying flashlight batteries, Our Hero remembered the time in Calgary when a

thirty year old Indian woman who looked to be about sixty because she drank wine and Lysol for a living approached Our Hero and a beautiful
little lady from Switzerland with whom he was traveling at the time, and asked if they had any spare food for her daughter.  Our Hero and his
lady friend started making cheese sandwiches for both mother and daughter.  Suddenly, from out of nowhere, three young men and three more
children appeared, all of them obviously hungry.  So, when the cheese ran out it was peanut butter, and when the bread ran out it was apples
and bananas, and then all the food was gone, and no one was hungry, and the Indians thanked Our Hero and the beautiful little lady from
Switzerland.  Then, it turned out that all three of the young Indian men could render completely horrible renditions of old Jimmy Rogers’ songs
on Our Hero’s guitar.  (Our Hero and his lady friend, {named Jacqueline}, were hitchhiking all over Canada at the time, so they had all of their
gear and back packs and Our Hero’s guitar in the park with them at the time.)  Then, Our Hero played the ‘Tennessee Stud’, and the Indi-
ans all howled in joy, and they all clapped as Jacqueline held hands and danced in a circle with the children.  Our Hero smiled and Jacqueline
smiled and the Indians smiled and even the businessmen passing by on the bridge overhead smiled, and a generally ugly reality was temporarily
made happy for the Indians…



Anyway, back to Phoenix, (sorry for bouncing around so much, but that is just the way that my brain works…), every day all of the winos
would gather and line up in front of the Saint Vincent De Paul Charity Dining Room in downtown Phoenix for the free meal that has been
served there daily every single day without a miss for the last thirty years.

If God isn’t blessing them for doing this, then I certainly am!
Little did the winos know that a future ruler of the world was in their midst.

Social Studies 2:
Hip Suburbs

Another thing Our Hero liked about big cities were hip suburbs.  Especially hip suburbs with a state university, because that meant lots
of intelligent and beautiful girls could be found in the area.  And especially a hip suburb where the Hare Krishnas served a free breakfast every
morning.

Tempe, a suburb of Phoenix, had all of these things.
Our Hero often went there and stood on a street corner playing his guitar.  He did this because if people liked his music, and many did,

then they would often throw money into his guitar case.  Also, Our Hero had discovered that this was a good way to meet beautiful and intelli-



The Trip About Infinity

39

gent college girls.  If he were unsuccessful in his attempts to go home with one of them, he would often go sleep in Beachfront Park.  Then in
the morning, he would go eat organic oatmeal, fruit, and drink herb teas at the Golden Temple.  Our Hero was not prejudiced.  He ate the free
food offered by the Hare Krishnas, and he ate the free food offered by the Catholics at Saint Vincent De Paul, and he thanked them both.
He made a point of working one day a week in each place to pay for his meals, though this was not necessary, or even very common.

Social Studies 3:
Portrait of a Dying Civilization

Now as to this Beachfront Park:  Our Hero would sleep way over in the corner of the park by the beach so that the police would
not wake him in the the middle of the night and harass him, as they were so often wont to do with people who chose Our Hero’s lifestyle

What Beachfront Park forms a beachfront to was a veritable sea of garbage known as the Salt River.  It was called the Salt River
in spite of the fact that the Salt River virtually never actually has any water in it.

The dry riverbed was instead overflowing its banks with discarded remnants of a dying civilization.  Rusted out washing machines.
Rusted out hulks of cars.  Junk.  Trash.  Garbage.  Gunk.  Crap.  Cans.  Etc.

Then, towering over this scenic wonder were two long abandoned and crumbling highway bridges, rebar naked to the world.
However, something else towered even over the bridges!
Rising out of the midst of this seeming bomb-crater was a two hundred foot tall monument to the 20th Century in the form of the

most space-age telephone poles that Our Hero had ever seen in his life.
To Our Hero, laying there in Beachfront Park at night, they looked like something out of ‘War of the Worlds’, what with the twin

spires of the giant monolith glowing eerily from the reflected light of the city.  And way up at the top of the monster was its gigantic arms,
guiding jillions of electrons upon their appointed paths.  The monster hummed and vibrated, as if alive and dying to burst out of its
bonds.

Our Hero could not think of a more appropriate setting for this monument.
Another slight inconvenience about Our Hero’s sleeping arrangements was that they were located directly in the approach path

of an international airport.
Oh, well.

John
John was a middle-aged man living in America during the year of their lord 1972.  John was a wino who lived on the streets.  He was

afflicted with what was known as ‘limited intelligence’, and for this crime, his society sentenced him to live on skid row.  One day, John
was scrounging in some trashcans, as was his usual practice, when he found a brown paper sack containing thousands of dollars.  A
bank robber had thrown it there just a few moments before as he ran from the police.  At about the same time as John found the money,
the bank robber was shot and killed by the police just two blocks away.  John had absolutely no idea of how to deal with this situation,
so he went to consult the wisdom of his friends.

After the initial shock had worn off, John’s friends got into a heated discussion about what to do with John’s sack of money that
soon turned into a fight.  (Money often had this effect upon people.)  The suggestion that the money be returned was immediately
voted down, as was the one to go buy a bunch of guns and start killing Fat Cats.

Finally, they all decided that since John had found the money, then it was his responsibility to decide what to do with it.
All of them looked to John expectantly.  John’s normal look of dull non-comprehension turned to terror.  “Come on guys,” he

pleaded, “I don’t know nuthin’ about bein’ rich!”  But his friends did not waver.  They insisted that since John found the money, then
John must decide what to do with it.  John’s confusion became profound.  He had the look of a caged animal.  Then, almost impercepti-
bly at first, a light could be seen developing in John’s eyes.  Doubt and fear almost wiped it out a couple of times, but finally, John’s



Dana Walker

40

eyes shone with the satisfaction of a man who, for the first time in his life, had made a major decision.  John loudly proclaimed:  “I’m going
to give it all away!”  And virtually every wino in town suddenly found himself with hundreds of dollars in his pocket, and every liquor store
in the city of Phoenix was sold out of Port wine that day.

John’s Epilogue
John was arrested and convicted for his ‘crime’.  He spent two months in the city jail where coincidently enough, he met Our Hero.

(Small world, eh?)  John didn’t mind jail very much though.  Everything was nice and structured.  He had three meals a day.  He had an
actual bed with an actual roof over it.  He didn’t have any major decisions to make.  He didn’t have to think too much.  He l iked it.

Our Hero’s View of his Present Situation
Dig this:  I’ve just got done walking through five miles of open desert with all of my winter camping shit because I am hitchhiking and

I’ve come from Colorado, and it is March, and it has taken me three days to hitch the final three hundred miles to reach a spot from
which I could walk to the spot that I currently occupy.  The spot that I currently occupy would be considered by most people to be in
the middle of nowhere.  However, I personally consider this spot to be as in the middle of anywhere as anywhere is or is not in the middle
of nowhere as anywhere else on this entire planet!
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Now that I have let my friends in on the secret of locating this paradise on BLM land, I can describe it further:  It is a hot spring.
There are two main pools in the area, one outdoor, and on in a corrugated tin shed, which is nice for writing in inclement weather, of
which there is much wind.

The day dawned clear this morning as I awoke one hundred miles away from here, beside some highway in this broad expanse of
desert without end.  Virtually no traffic on the highway I am trying to hitch on, but that is all right because it makes it easier to hear the
desert.  I get a ride; it is a businessman on his way to Reno.

A while later, I ask to get out.  He asks, “Why in hell do you want to get out here!”  I reply, “There is a hot spring about five miles
that way.”   “Oh,” he says.  He doesn’t understand.  I do though.  That’s what counts.

Then I walk for hours with my seventy-pound backpack through the unremitting desert sun.  Hot.  Tired. Thirsty! (I left my water
bottle in the Reno businessman’s car.)  I clean out some old beer bottles and fill them with hot water so that it will cool down, since hot
water is all that is available for many miles around.  No food.  No cigarettes.  No pot.

But damn it, I am here! And for the whole day I have had this paradise all to myself!
The water in both of the pools is too hot.  I shut off the hot water flow so that they will cool down.  I clean a receptor hole as I wait.

One thing I do have is a hit of acid, which I ingest immediately upon arrival.  I start coming on.  I ask God to give me some signs.
Then, just as I get done asking, I find a dead scorpion in the receptor hole I had just cleaned not five minutes before!
Become aware of scorpions.  (Shake one out of your boot sometime, and I’ll bet it’ll make a dedicated boot-shaker out of you too!)

Don’t be paranoid about it though.  That’s the trick to anything.  One must be aware of the dangers without becoming intimidated by
them.  Later, I found two more dead scorpions, and chased a live one out of the shack.  Just stay out of their way.

This shack has ghosts, by the way!  They are very friendly ghosts and they like me.  It is afternoon now.  Some clouds have formed,
and a stiff warm breeze is blowing.  It is very nice.  Here in this big beautiful valley that is in the middle of nowhere!  But I am here now, so
it must be somewhere!

I am part of this desert family again.  The Rocky Mountains are spectacular, but the desert is home.  I have traveled to many distant
lands, and seen many of the world’s greatest wonders, but always the awesome majesty of this vast, silent land calls me back.

I go shout into the wind as loudly as I can, and the wind carries my voice away as if it were nothing.  I watch the day happen in this
valley.  I am a part of this place.  A hawk puts on a show personally for me.  Shows me his stuff.  He swoops in real close, playing with
the wind; he makes eye contact to be sure that I am watching him.

I am flattered.
Then he is off over the horizon — looking for some tasty scorpion to nibble on?  I should have told him that I left a slightly boiled one

over by the outdoor pool.  I left it in plain view so that the dead scorpion that you did see reminded you of the live one that you didn’t
see.

Lots of lessons in scorpions.  Do hawks eat dead scorpions?  Boiled or otherwise?
Don’t walk barefoot in the desert!  If the scorpions don’t get you, then the cactus will!
Ouch!
I enjoy soaking in the hot water, and then going outside and shouting into the wind as I let it dry me off.
I had a nice talk with a lizard.  We were both just lying in the sun watching the day happen.  We lazily acknowledged each other.
There are the remains of some sort of vehicle here.  Exactly what it was I would not venture to guess beyond the fact that it was

obviously some sort of mining equipment.  It has a huge four-cylinder engine.  Its owner must have inadvertently done this vehicle a large
favour to leave it to die in such a beautiful place.  It will sit here for probably hundreds of years and watch days happen in this valley until
snow and sleet and rain and wind slowly turn it into desert.  Someone took the head off of the engine, and left the head gasket hanging
about halfway down the bolts.  I warned the ‘car’ that it would probably lose its head gasket within the next couple of years. The ‘car’
didn’t care.

What a trip! This day will never be repeated!  This great valley, which has been watching days happen for eons, just allowed me to
watch one with it!

It was beyond description!
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What a wonderful planet I live on!

Relatively Insignificant Details
Now, you may or may not have noticed that in most of my stories, I leave out what many science fiction writers seem to think is the

main part of a science fiction story, i.e., the ‘details’, or the physical characteristics of all of these various creatures and their various
planets.

Now, there is a logical reason for this, that is, as far as it is possible for anything in this book to contain any logic; that logic being
this:  I considered these details to be insignificant compared to the real points I have been trying to make, and I felt that including them at
that time would have served no purpose other than distracting the reader from the important stuff.  However, I realize that these details
are not completely insignificant, but that they are merely ‘relatively’ insignificant, and that they still merit mention.

And so, I am now going to devote an entire chapter to nothing but the relatively insignificant details!
I have a feeling that this chapter is going to be fun!
Since this is the Earth edition, this book has dealt mainly with life forms that are comprehensible to humans.  I will continue in this

manner.
The Paximus Romilarians were of a very similar physical appearance to the Earthmen with the exception that they had tails.  (After

the invasion, the Earthmen encouraged the Romilarians to remove their tails…)  Due to an absence of several types of rays from their
sun, the Romilarians were almost uniformly fair haired, fair skinned, and beautiful.  In fact, their physical attractiveness was probably the
main reason that the Earthmen were relatively kind to them.

You may have noticed that the Romilarians developed a totally different culture than the Earthmen did.  Whether it was a superior
culture is not for me to judge.  The Romilarians had no wars or murders or prostitution or ghettos or prisons or mental institutions or
politicians, and owing to their fruitarian diet, they were all amazingly healthy.  Whether or not their culture was superior to that of the
Earthmen is not for me to judge, though.

Now as for Beta IV.  Poor Beta IV.  They had the misfortune of being considered physically ugly by the Earthmen, and they paid
the price for that judgment.  They were squat, fat, hairy and well muscled, owing to the fact that their surface gravity was nearly twice
that of Earth.  Although they could walk on their hind legs, it was much quicker and easier for them to walk on all fours, since their arms
hung almost to the ground anyway.  Their bodies somewhat resembled that of a gorilla, but when you studied the face, this resemblance
ended.

The first thing you noticed was their eyes.  No gorilla ever had eyes like that! They were huge, solid red orbs that gave the distinct
impression that those eyes did not record the same universe as yours did, and in fact, they didn’t.  Rather than just seeing reflected light,
which is all that you can see, the natives of Beta IV also saw energy.  Since light is energy, they could ‘see’ objects by their reflected
light, but in addition, they could also see the ‘aura’, or the living energy of other life forms.

The rest of their face resembled that of a cat, though they were also quite different.  Actually they were rather beautiful, if you
knew how to look at them.  The Earthmen, however, were disgusted by these strange creatures with the strange eyes, just as they were
disgusted with anything that was not exactly like them, and I have already recorded their fate at the hands of the Earthmen.

Now when you picture the Orgonians, I’m sure you probably visualize tall thin men dressed in robes or something, right?  Well I hate
to blow your little bubbles, but actually they are hamster-sized creatures with slimy green bodies.  Their eyeballs sat atop two long
antennae that stuck out of the top of their heads, and moved independently of each other.  They constantly slobber and fart, and their
voices sound like a hyena with a barbed stick up its ass.

On the planet of Alpha III there were two intelligent and self-aware life forms, although the Earthmen only detected one of them
since the other race was a plant.  The reality of the plants was so radically different than that of the Earthmen, or of the other sentient
species occupying the planet that any communication with each other was impossible.  The plants and the natives of Alpha III lived out
their lives in total ignorance of each other’s significance.
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On Sealtrope there were also two intelligent and self-aware life forms, and here also the Earthmen failed to detect the second
race, this time because the second race lived beneath the sea.  The warlike land based natives of Sealtrope, which were one-hundred-
foot lizards, were also unaware of the fact that their porpoise-like brethren were fellow intelligent beings.  The porpoises, though,
sensed awareness in the lizards and tried constantly to communicate with them.  The lizards, though, just kept killing them every chance
that they got, as did the Earthmen after their arrival, the porpoises just kept trying to communicate, even though they had the know-
ledge necessary to completely destroy both the lizards and the Earthmen.  That was just the way they were.  They soon became
extinct.

And it is probably a significant comment upon the depth of the vision of the Earthmen that they failed to detect the other intelli-
gent and self-aware species that occupied the very same planet with them!  Deep in underground caverns lived the Hamsufels.  Proba-
bly even if the Earthmen had discovered the Hamsufels they would not know what they had found, (this in spite of the fact that the
Hamsufels knew all about the Earthmen.)  The best way to describe the Hamsufels is as intelligent moss.  That is literally what they
were.  The Hamsufels had a rather haphazard method of reproduction.  A piece of one would fall off and presto!  A new Hamsufel!
Since their entire bodies were their brains, then the corresponding memory was lost to the ‘mother’, and was all that the ‘baby’ had to
start with.  Every one hundred years or so, the Hamsufels overpopulated.  When this threat to their existence became paramount, then
they committed mass suicides.  Since the Hamsufels had very little communication with each other, then much valuable information was
lost in these suicides.  The Hamsufels were very intelligent though.  Members of their race developed the theory of relativity six differ-
ent times.  It’s just that they also forgot it six different times.

All right!  Already quite a collection of odds and ends I have come up with, eh?  And I haven’t even dealt with some of the more
bizarre life forms yet! Black stars are intelligent and self-aware, for instance.  They are outlaw stars from the Galaxy of Flgrsptmtn,
where through sheer gluttony they were stripped of their starlight by being so greedy that they grew too large, and their gravitational
forces became so strong that even their own light could not escape them.  Then, they were cast out of Flgrsptmtn for life and forced to
wander the cosmos blind, since their light is the equivalent of their eyes and ears, and without these senses they are like mad bulls
charging around the Universe.  And because of their great gravitational pull, they suck whole solar systems to their destruct ion.  The
black holes have no qualms about this.  They consider non-Flgrsptmtnian stars to be ignorant gentiles, and not even worthy of their
notice.  They are about as aware of a planet as you are of an ant you step on and don’t even notice.  They are totally unaware of
beings living on a planet.  Try imagining a civilization taking place on the body of an ant, and that would be comparable to a star from
Flgrsptmtn contemplating a civilization living upon a planet.  Some Flgrsptmtnian radicals put forward the notion that it was wrong to
just off-handedly destroy a star, or even a planet, since they were also creations of Fred, but these stars were dismissed as radicals.

Wow!  This chapter is more fun than I thought it was going to be!  So let’s see — with infinity to draw from I should be able to come
up with a few more of these: On the planet of Openhead, the major pastime of the population was detonating their farts.  The person
with the biggest ‘flame’ was a highly honoured celebrity, much like Earthling sports stars.  Huge tournaments were held each year,
drawing large crowds.  The contestants in these contests often shot out six-foot flames.  The universal warning, to be cried out before
each blast, was this:  “Fire in the hole!”

The best way to deal with large carnivores that are trying to eat you, (Earthling Bears, and the Paw Paws of Cradleheim in partic-
ular), is to always have at least a knife with you if there is any possibility of finding yourself in this situation.  A bolt-gun would actually
be far preferable.  If you do not have a bolt-gun, and you find yourself being attacked by a large carnivore, then the advice given by the
Earthling Eskimos, (before their annihilation during the Third Great Civil War of America), is to try to shove your left hand down the
inside of the creatures throat whilst simultaneously stabbing it on the outside of the throat with your other hand.  This way, the animals’
teeth are busy on a non-vital area of your body.  (In the case of bears, you must still deal with the claws, of course.)  This tactic is obvi-
ously useless against a creature such as, say, the Murdcat of Beta IV, since you are generally already dead before you realize you are
even under attack!)  Black bears virtually never attack people.  Most black bear attacks occur when either cubs are involved, or when
someone overreacts to a bear that has a nasty disposition anyway.  Bears can literally smell fear, and it acts as a stimulant to them.  And
any time you run from a predator, you are inviting them to chase you.  This is their language, and they understand it well.  And in the
case of bears, a bear can run sixty kilometers per hour.  You will not outrun one.  All bears are almost blind, but have very keen senses of
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smell.  (The opposite is true if you are dealing with Paw Paws.)  Grizzly bears are much more temperamental and prone to attack, though
even grizzlies rarely attack people.

This is not the case with Polar Bears and Paw Paws.  If they sense your presence, they will often track you down and eat you.
Bears have a slightly difficult time running down hill owing to the fact that their front legs are shorter than their hind ones.  They can still
outrun you though.

Downhill is also the best direction to run if you are being pursued by a wildfire, against which both a bolt-gun and a knife are totally
useless.  If by some lucky chance you should find yourself surrounded by a wildfire, the best thing to do is to clear an area around your-
self, and then set fire yourself to the edge of your clearing.  This way, the small fire that you have set burns away from you and clears
the surrounding area of combustibles before the tree-eating monster arrives burning toward you.

And while we’re giving advice here:  Never pee upwind, and always assume all priests guilty until proven innocent.

Report of Brother Kröen Jankrael on the Milky Way Galaxy
Date: 34273 AK

Reporting: Brother Kröen Jankrael
Ah, Brothers!  I am happy to report that I have officially crossed the frontiers of the Milky Way Galaxy, the first known explora-

tion of that celestial body by our Brotherhood.  Our old friends the Orgonians have a colony here, as they seem to everywhere, and
they are slobbering, farting, and laughing away, as usual.  They say that a planet called the ‘Earth’ is going to be the hot spot in this
galaxy.  From what I can gather, (the Orgonians have always been difficult about sharing information), an unbelievably savage race of
anthropoids is going to develop there, and they are going to change the evolutionary course of the entire galaxy.  I believe that the
Orgonians also said that they were going to be forced to perform one of their famous galaxy-wide head cleanings.  (Those are truly
awesome!)  It is hard to believe this to look at the Earth now.  At this moment, the dominant race is these giant lizards with brains the size
of a walnut.  The doom of this race is already in the works, though, and the predecessors of the future tyrants are at present eating
bananas, grunting, and scratching their balls in the trees of the jungle primeval.  If the Orgonians are just going to waste these half-wits
anyway, I don’t know why they don’t just do it now, before they spread all of their death and destruction.  The Orgonians insist that
some entity they call Fred has a reason for it all, though, and the Orgonians insist that they must wait for the proper moment. Some-
times I wonder about the Orgonians and their mysterious ‘Fred’. Their friendship with us, such as it is, is invaluable though.  It seems to
me, though, that rather than enjoying our presence, that they instead merely tolerate it.  I don’t sense that they dislike us, per se, but that
they don’t really care one way or the other.  It is like they are barely even aware of our presence.

Listen to this:  One of the Orgonians told me that even as they destroy the Earthling Empire, that the Orgonians will yet love
and respect the Earthmen for what they were!  They insist that even the Earthman monkeys are our brothers, and that they have a
rightful place!

Like I say, sometimes I wonder about the Orgonians.
They say that our medical research will be greatly enhanced by the Earthmen, paradoxical as that may sound. We shall see.
Till we meet again, may Father Kritrael be with you always.

Brother Kröen Jankrael

Between the Lines
In this book, in intentionally try to say as much as I can whilst using as few words as possible.  I leave the reader to read between the

lines, and place their own interpretations upon my words.  Hey, I guess that you could define that as an ‘art’, eh?  That is, using as few
words as possibly to say as much as you can say?
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That is, if you define ‘art’ as humans mimicking Fred.  (After all, practice makes perfect!)

And so, I leave you to read between the lines, as does Fred.

Our Hero in the Land of the Giants
My God!  These trees!
I hesitated writing this chapter at first because I wasn’t at all sure I would be able to convey with sufficient impact the effect that

these trees has upon my reality!
My God!  These trees!
In fact, I’m sure it is quite impossible to use mere words to describe a Redwood tree to someone who has never seen one.  You can

say they are huge! They are magnificent! They are awe-inspiring! They are the undisputed kings of the whole world! When standing
in their midst, one feels like one is on another planet.  They are the largest living things on the planet.  Some of these trees were already
over one thousand years old when Jesus hit the scene!

Yes, you can say all of these things, yet still totally fail to do these magnificent trees the justice that they deserve, and indeed,
demand!

My God!  These trees!
I take off my hat, (I don’t really have a hat on, but I take it off anyway!), to the Sequoia Gigantea for being the very best in the

whole world at what they do.  Which are being trees.
My God!  These trees!
I approach one with reverence.  (The only word that will do, sorry!)  I place my puny hands upon its giant body, and I can feel its life

energy pulsating! This tree has been alive for over three thousand years!  This ‘tree’ has seen day and night and snow and sunshine
and droughts and insects and plagues and pestilence and forest fires, and it has conquered them all! Quietly.  Casting no judgments.
Watching the days happen in this magic spot.  For over three thousand years.  (No big thing if you’re the best in the world at what you
do — which in their case is being trees.)



These trees, by the way, after surviving everything that the Mother could throw at them for thousands of years are about to
succumb to the white Christian invasion of their habitat that began in the nineteenth century.  Immediately upon their discovery by the
European land-developers from hell, a mass slaughter ensued that ended only after eighty per-cent of the magnificent giants had been
felled. Eight out of every ten! They were already going extinct even before this slaughter due to a drying trend in the climate of their
area, and there have never been any Redwoods found that were under three hundred years old.  Plus, they have interlocking root
systems, and when one is cut down, it adversely affects several other trees as well.  Several people went to prodigious efforts to keep
the loggers from cutting all of them down!

Of these my personal favourite was a man whose name is relatively unknown in historical annals.  Doctors told Gaylin Clark that he
had black-lung disease, and that he would surely be dead within a year.  So Gaylin moved into the mountains in order to die in peace.
Instead, he discovered the Mariposa Grove of Redwoods.  This discovery inspired him to live on for another forty years.

The logging companies discovered the Mariposa Grove shortly after Gaylin did, and they moved in to cut it down.  Gaylin tried
first to reason with the logging companies, but he quickly discovered that they were all two-faced double-dealing swindlers who would
sell their grandmother’s ass if the price were right.  Without money or resources or political connections of any kind, Gaylin single-hand-
edly took on the powerful logging companies.  In the end, Gaylin’s efforts seemed doomed to failure, along with the Mariposa Grove.
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Gaylin finally had to depend upon magic to get the job done.  After discovering that the county government and the state government
were in the pockets of the logging companies, Gaylin went to Washington DC to see a man who, at the moment, was a very busy man.
In fact, he was conducting the bloodiest war in his nation’s history up to that point.  His name was Abraham Lincoln.

A member of Lincoln’s staff couldn’t believe that Gaylin actually wanted to bother the President with something as trivial as a
bunch of trees, and he refused Gaylin an appointment.  No amount of begging or pleading or threatening or cajoling or intimidating on
Gaylin’s part could persuade the aide to change his mind.  To even inform Mr. Lincoln that Gaylin was there on such an unimportant
mission would probably cost the aide a good ass chewing.

I have no evidence of the fact, but I imagine that Gaylin prayed at that point.
Then, Mr. Lincoln himself happened to walk through the room.  Gaylin did not know who he was.  Mr. Lincoln happened to notice

some drawings that Gaylin had made of the Redwoods.  Mr. Lincoln then took a break from mass death and destruction for a moment
to chat with Gaylin about Redwoods.  (Mr. Lincoln recognized them from Gaylin’s drawings.)  Gaylin, having absolutely no idea that he
was speaking with the President of the United States, launched into an enthusiastic monologue about the Mariposa Grove.  Gaylin
was surprised when the stranger seemed to already know that no Redwoods were yet known to be in that area.  Gaylin assured him that
they were indeed there, and evidently convinced the man, for when Gaylin informed him that the logging companies were about to cut
them all down, the man simply said, “No, they’re not.”



If not for Gaylin’s and many other people’s efforts, the Redwood tree would now be extinct.  The Mariposa Grove still stands,
within the ephemeral protection of Yosemite National Park.  Had not Mr. Clark made an impossible effort, they would be gone.

I cannot even comprehend that.

In an earlier version of this book I laid a curse upon anyone who ever again cut down a Redwood tree.  I have since rescinded that
curse, I am sorry I ever made it, and I hope no one was hurt by it.  I still really wish people would stop cutting them down though.

I get on my knees and tearfully thank Gaylin Clark and Abraham Lincoln and all of the others for a service that can never be
repaid, except in whatever currency that they use to pay themselves for doing it.  Mr. Lincoln never got to see a Redwood, by the way.
He kept meaning to, but he kept putting it off until finally it was too late.

As so many of us tend to do.

Chopper’s Chapter
This chapter is written in the memory of Chopper.
Chopper was my in-laws’ dog whom I took to the vet today to be killed because he had an incurable type of mange that first eats

away the skin, then gets to work on the internal organs, making life totally miserable for its host.  And Chopper was already pretty
miserable even before he got the mange.  Chopper was probably the stupidest dog ever to walk the face of the earth.  He was ugly; he
had no brains, no couth, no manners, no appeal, no personality, and no saving grace.  I had often said myself that killing that dog would
be a favour to the dog itself.  No one liked Chopper.   (Well, Vivian and her mom did, but Vivian and her mom like everyone, so that
doesn’t really count…).  All that Chopper ever did was to sulk, and look cowardly and miserable at you.  After he got the mange no one
even wanted to pet Chopper anymore.  I myself was one of his main tormentors.  I had a lot of personal frustrations at the time, and I
took them out upon innocent bystander Chopper.  I never had a kind word for Chopper.  I once beat him when he tracked mud all over
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my bed.  He was so stupid that he did not realize that I wanted him off the bed, and I had to carry him, mud and all, off the bed and
outside.

I am convinced that Fred created death in order for us to take life a little more seriously, for today I drove Chopper to his death,
and today I saw Chopper with new eyes.  His imminent death suddenly made his life seem more important.

Chopper was, in spite of all, a living being.
I stopped the truck and let him run around an orange grove one last time.  When I decided that it was time to go, Chopper did not

want to get back into the truck.  No one had taken him anywhere in a long time, and he was exited.  I had to carry him, mange and all, back
to the truck.  I bought him some canned cat food as a special treat.  I tried to give him back at least some of the love he had missed all of
those years.  I cried and petted him and apologized for being such an asshole to him, and I promised him that I would write a chapter for
him in my new book. In spite of all, though, he was still afraid of me.

And now he is dead.
If Chopper served absolutely no other purpose with his wasted life, at least he taught me something:
Life is Holy.
Always treat it that way.
Thank you, Chopper.

Chapter For Vivian
While I’m at it, here is a chapter for Vivian; if she were a fish, she would probably be thrown back for being too small.
Vivian, all eighty-five pounds of her, is the object on my part of love, reverence, awe, respect, lust, and a memory of purity of soul so

deep as to be beyond my power to describe.  Vivian is an angel in human form.  She is sunshine, truth, beauty, and wisdom.  Sometimes I
have trouble believing that someone like Vivian can exist on the same planet with some of the other things that I have seen.  It is even
harder for me to believe that Fred chose this magic, indestructible little lady to be the mother of my child!

Everyone in the world should know Vivian.  It would be a much better place for it.

Chopper’s Next Life
I asked Fred to allow Chopper to spend his next life as a stud on some fancy horse ranch.  He would be treasured, get lots of

attention, be well fed, and he would have beautiful women brought to him all of the time.

Fred often seems to listen to me.

Report of Brother Kröen Jankrael on thePlanet Earth
Date:  67306 AK

Reporting:  Brother Kröen Jankrael
Ah, Brothers!   This race of beings!  The Orgonians gave us no warning whatsoever that they were going to be this bad!  True, while
we have witnessed all of these types of behaviour in other races before, never have we encountered a race that has every bad and
disgusting habit that we have ever witnessed in our billions of years of celestial travel. All of them!  In excess! They even kill their own
people!  Even the Gallavatons were incapable of that!

One must always remember that all of these creatures are products of their environments.  The Earth is a lush paradise and it is
literally infested with life.  Competition amongst the species is fierce.  And everything is so fast here!  Evolution moves so quickly that
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you can literally see it!  But their lifespan is so incredibly short!  The Earthmen are born, grow old, and die in the space of 150 years!
And in spite of this seemingly impenetrable barrier, the Earthmen have created a civilization — of sorts.

Since physical violence of any sort is completely alien to our very natures, you are aware of our disbelieving shock every time that
we encounter it in our celestial wanderings; especially that first time, when the Gallavatons killed several hundred of our Brothers
before we even realized anything unusual was happening!  And as I said, even that race was incapable of killing their own kind!

And now you probably picture the Earthmen as ignorant savages running around the planet murdering each other, but this is one
of the many paradoxes that personify and typify the Earthmen; in spite of their incredible savagery and short life spans, they have
developed a highly sophisticated technology!

Unbelievable?  In order to understand how all of this is possible, one must study the Earthmen in a little more depth:  First, they
have their entire planet split up into units called ‘countries’.  They do this by arbitrarily drawing an imaginary line through the landscape.
If you live in this side of that line then you are in that country, and if you live on that side of the line, then you are in this country!

Many of the Earthmen’s problems arise from differences of opinion as to exactly where these lines are located.
Although there is generally a great amount of killing between various individual members of the same country, it is when all of the

members of one country go to kill all the members of another country that the waste products really hit the nuclear reactor.  When this
happens, it is called a ‘war’.

And if you think what I have told you thus far is unbelievable, wait until I deal with that subject!  In fact, I must admit that I am at am
almost complete loss as to how to relate the Earthmen to you in a form you would be capable of comprehending!

Rather than direct communication, humans communicate through the method of either making sounds, or making visual marks, that
merely represent certain meanings.  This method requires years of intense study to learn, and to make matters even worse, different
groups of humans use different sounds/marks that are mutually incomprehensible, with the result that it is impossible for one group to
communicate with another unless they can find someone who is conversant in both languages to stand between the two who wish to
communicate, and tell each of them what the other is saying.

Another insanity in their communication method is that since their sensory organ for detecting and interpreting pheromones is
stunted and almost useless, and since they completely lack any sensory apparatus whatsoever to detect mental emanations, it is possible
to say or write words to impart information that is simply not true; a practice they engage in so often that they have a special word to
describe it, called a ‘lie’.  Thus, whenever humans exchange information, they not only must interpret meaning form sounds and/or marks,
but they must try to figure out if the information that the other person communicates is even actually so!  This ability to ‘ lie’, as you can
imagine, leads to mischief on an astronomical scale.

In addition, whenever they try to ‘lie’ to us, they become very angry and fearful and accuse us of ‘stealing their thoughts’ when we
inform them that because we can ‘smell’ and ‘hear’ their true thoughts, we understand the truth behind their ‘lie’, and that it is impossible
for them to ‘lie’ to us.  They also seem completely unable to understand that we are as incapable of ‘shutting off’ this abil ity as they are
of shutting off their senses of sight, taste, smell, hearing, or touch.  Thus, I often find myself failing to tell them that I know that they are
lying.  And while this is not truly lying on my part, since I am simply failing to communicate information rather than communicating informa-
tion that is not true, it is still misleading — and since they cannot ‘smell’ or ‘hear’ my true thoughts, they are incapable of knowing that I am
misleading them!

I assure you, Brothers, dealing with these humans is like being constantly in a nightmare!
An institution called a ‘government’ operates these ‘countries’, and the only purpose for the existence of these ‘governments’ is to

provide an instrument whereby rich people can control and manipulate poor people.  (If you are unfamiliar with these terms, you must
understand that among the Earthmen, some of them own more resources and wealth that hundreds of people could possibly use in
hundreds of lifetimes whilst simultaneously, their brethren are starving to death because they do not possess enough wealth to feed
themselves.  The ones with all the wealth are called ‘rich’, and the ones with no wealth are called ‘poor’.)

Now allow me to illustrate a few other tendencies shared by the Earthmen:
Most Earthmen must have someone else tell them what to be, how to act, what to believe, and for what reason to live their lives!
The people whom they choose to tell them these things think of nothing but their own personal self-interests and they will gladly

and unhesitatingly further those interests at great expense to their fellow beings.
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Ah, Brothers!  I can now hear you saying that it would be impossible to develop an advanced technology it this were so, and, in fact,
it would be impossible if not for a couple of other traits that are shared by the Earthmen:

As with all cultures, there are Earthmen who do not follow the normal pattern of their fellows.
These ‘wars’ I am about to describe to you demand such a prodigious need of advanced technology that this factor alone contrib-

utes greatly to the Earthmen’s unusual abilities in these areas.
Please allow me now to deal with each of these four points separately, and in more depth:
Most Earthmen must have someone else tell them what to be, how to act, what to believe, and how, and for what reason to live their

lives.  Now this is where this ‘country’ concept comes into play: The ruler of a country tells everyone in that country how to act, what to
believe, and how, and for what reason to live their lives — and this is in spite of the fact that these ‘rulers’ are generally nothing but the
puppets of yet other people, i.e., these ‘rich’ people I spoke of earlier.  These are the people who actually tell everyone how to act and
what to believe and how and for what reason to live their lives.  Since the vast majority of Earthmen would not know how to proceed with
anything if they did not have someone else telling them how to do it, then this arrangement is probably just as well in the Earthmen’s
case.  Except:

The people who tell everyone how to act and what to believe and how and for what reason to live their lives think of nothing but
their own personal self-interests, and they will gladly and unhesitatingly further those interests at great expense to their fellow beings.
The mere fact that these ‘rich’ people take their wealth from the ‘poor’ people who cannot feed their children is an example of the result
of this fact.  I warned you Brothers, it is insane! Believe me; I am not just making this up!  These rich people actually convince the poor
people that if the rich people do not become richer, then the poor people will become poorer!

As with all cultures, there are Earthmen who do not follow the normal pattern of their fellows.  There are few cultures where the
gap is as great as among the Earthmen, though!  Listen:  With minimal guidance, there are a few Earthmen who could actually be
considered for membership into our Universal Brotherhood!  There are a great number of Earthmen who realize that their system is
corrupt and evil and unnatural.  These people measure the success of their lives by how much they are able to advance their Brother-
hood.  However, not only are these people generally ignored by the rest of the local population, they are also often actually perse-
cuted! This mostly happens because ‘brotherhood’ would not be financially advantageous to the rich people.  In spite of this fact
though, most of the good
things that exist in Earthman culture exist as a result of the efforts of these people.  Earthman medical science is beyond compare, for
instance.

Already I have learned many useful things from them in this field, and they have not yet even discovered the aging secret!  Even the
good things that exist in Earthmen culture mostly exist as a result of bad things, though.  Most of their medical advances, for instance,
developed because so many of their young boys were dying in wars.  Which brings us to my next point:

These wars that I am about to describe to you demand such prodigious need for technology, then this contributes to the Earth-
men’s unusual abilities in this area.

How can I describe a ‘war’?  An orgy of killing and raping and murdering and destroying and pillaging and plundering.
And not only are these actions sanctioned by the state and by his fellow ‘countrymen’, but they are actually encouraged! People

who refuse to participate are vilified and insulted and sometimes even jailed or killed!  These wars usually occur when the ruler of one
country decides that he wants more power and tries to forcefully take it from another country.  They simply tell their people to go start
killing all of the people in another country, and they just go and do it! Simply because some ruler wants more power, his subjects go out
and deal suffering and misery and death upon total strangers!  These wars help to advance Earthman technology because while the war
is happening, both countries plumb the depths of their intelligence and creativity in order to figure out a way to butcher the people in the
other country more efficiently.  Much useful knowledge is discovered as an accidental by-product of all of these efforts.  It was in this
way that they discovered nuclear fission, for instance.  They discovered a way to make a weapon capable of destroying an entire city in
a most horrible manner.  We could have easily developed these weapons ourselves.  We just never thought of it.  Leave it to the Earth-
men.

The Earthmen have also come up with many other ingenious devices to enhance their machinations.  From an organization called
the ‘KGB’, they perfected the art of provoking people into committing crimes so that they could be arrested.  From an organization
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known as the ‘SS’, they learned to empty the prisons of all of their violent psychopaths and giving them guns and powers of life and
death.  An organization called the ‘CIA’ formed a secret underground government that did not answer to its supposed keepers.  The
‘FBI’ ruled the country by black-mailing elected government officials, and by creating crimes that never would have happened otherwise.
And from governments in general, the Earthmen learned to make drugs illegal so that the government could protect the purveyors of
drugs, and thus obtain a virtual monopoly upon their distribution.

The future of the Earthmen?  Don’t worry.  I don’t believe that they will ever get out of this Galaxy.  If any race ever deserved an
Orgonian head cleaning, it is the Earthmen.  How should we deal with them?  Other than a few individuals here and there, I strongly
suggest having absolutely nothing to do with them.  The only reason that I have spent so much time on them is to study their medical
advances, as well as, I must admit, a certain morbid curiosity.  They are so disgusting that they merit a certain fascinated endearment.
They are so good at being bad! They represent no direct threat to the Brotherhood, as their spacecraft will never be any match for
ours, and owing to the fact that most of them don’t even believe that we exist!  Even though I have revealed myself to several of them
several times!

If we ever reveal ourselves to the governments of the Earth, we would be considered to be bad for their business interests as well as
a threat to their personal power, and thus they would gleefully murder us at the first available opportunity, so even though some of the
individuals are interesting, we must never attempt communication with the race as a whole.

And I leave you with that.
May Father Kritrael be with you always.
Peace.

Brother Kröen Jankrael

The Ultimate Ride
{Following are excerpts from a conversation between Our Hero the Rebel Outlaw, and Brother Kröen Jankrael of the planet

Chumpaquidamie in the galaxy of Krit.  These conversations took place whilst Brother Kröen held Our Hero captive for the
purposes of medical research.}

Our Hero: “Okay, I see what you’re doing, but do you mind if I ask you why you happened to choose me?”
Brother Kröen: “Oh, no particular reason.  You seemed interesting because you were nearly frozen to death, but I pretty much

selected you at random to assure that I got a typical Earthman.”
Our Hero couldn’t believe his ears.  He laughed uproariously, and said, “Boy!  You wanted a typical Earthman and you picked

me? Boy did you ever blow it!”
“Oh?” asked Brother Kröen.  “And why do you say that?”
“Because,” replied Our Hero, “I’m an Outlaw! I am a social drop out! I am against everything that everyone else is for! I live a

totally strange and unique life that I wouldn’t trade with anyone!  I am probably one of the more a-typical Earthmen that you could have
found!  I don’t think you realize what a mistake you have made!”

Brother Kröen thoughtfully replied, “No, actually I don’t think that I have made a mistake at all.”
Our Hero, who was still having trouble controlling his laughter at the thought of being mistaken for a typical Earthman, answered,

“You sure did if you wanted a typical Earthman!”
Brother Kröen then said, “While that was my original intention, I think that I can use this turn of events to advantage.
This statement had a sobering effect upon Our Hero.  The reality of his situation was finally beginning to sink in.  (He was rapidly

recovering from his near fatal bout with hypothermia, and his mental faculties were returning.)  He was on a spaceship.  With an alien.
Brother Kröen seemed like a decent enough chap, but he had never said what he intended with Our Hero after he had taken his blood
and tissue samples.  All Brother Kröen had said was that Our Hero wouldn’t be harmed in any way, and that he should in fact experi-
ence an improvement in his general health.
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Our Hero had been hitch hiking on Interstate 40 during a snowstorm at 2am in Nashville, Tennessee, when he spotted what he
immediately knew to be a spaceship hovering over a gas station a short distance away.  Exhaustion, hypothermia, a desperate desire for
a ride; and the general nature of Our Hero’s nature all contributed to his somewhat unusual reaction to seeing a spaceship hovering
over a gas station on Interstate 40 during a snowstorm at 2am in Nashville Tennessee.

Our Hero’s first thought was:  Wow!  The Ultimate Ride!
And so Our Hero did what he deemed to be the logical thing to do in this particular situation:  He stuck out his thumb.
When he didn’t get any immediate reaction from the spaceship, Our Hero remembered a cardinal rule of the hitch hiker:  In order to

obtain a ride it was necessary to be seen, and to be noticed by the traffic.  So Our Hero then began jumping up and down and crying
out, “Take me with you!   Take me with you!  I can play music!  I am an interesting person to talk to!  I can help you drive! Please!  Give
me a ride!”

Then, suddenly, right in the middle of one of his pleadings, Our Hero found himself not only aboard the spaceship, but facing the
imposing personage of Brother Kröen Jankrael, Ambassador Extraordinaire of the Universal Brotherhood.

And so, Our Hero once again did what he deemed to be the logical thing to do in the situation in which he found himself:  He
asked, “Wow, man!  How far are you going?”

Brother Kröen eventually explained that his interest was purely scientific, and he assured Our Hero that he would not be harmed.
When he had been one step from freezing to death, anything had seemed an improvement in Our Hero’s situation.   (One of hypother-
mia’s symptoms is that the sufferer becomes somewhat numb to reality.)  At that point, Our Hero had gleefully agreed to cooperate
with anything that Brother Kröen wanted him to do.  That is, until Brother Kröen had made that crack about using Our Hero to his
advantage.  Fear and doubt, those two great killers of the human spirit, and closers of the human mind, now began to eat at Our Hero’s
mind. Brother Kröen had never mentioned if he ever planned to return Our Hero to the Earth or not.  Our Hero’s fear increased, and
his mind proportionately closed.  Sure he had always felt as if he had been born on the wrong planet, and that he did not really belong
on the Earth.  But he had a lot of friends there now, and he hadn’t even had the chance to say good bye to them!

Our Hero expressed his concerns to Brother Kröen, but the Chumpaquidean seemed not to be listening, and Brother Kröen’s
next question proved that this was indeed the case.  Brother Kröen asked: “Would you participate in a war if the ruler of your country
ordered you to do so?”

This threw Our Hero slightly off-balance.  He said, “What?”
Brother Kröen replied, “Is there a mistake in my usage of your language?  I asked if you would participate in a war it the ruler of

your country ordered you to do so?”
Our Hero sensed that this was an important question to Brother Kröen, and he was very careful in his answer.  He said, “That

would depend upon the circumstance.”
Brother Kröen then said, “Please elaborate.”
Our Hero reflected a moment.  Then he said, “If my country was violently invaded, and/or if there were any direct threat to me

and/or my family, then yes, I would participate.”
“But what if there were no direct threat to you and/or your family?  Would you participate then?”
“No, I’m afraid that in that case, in most if not all cases, then I most certainly would not participate.  In fact I have in the past, and

would again in the future if necessary, violently resist any such efforts on the part of my government.”
This answer seemed to surprise Brother Kröen.  He said, “Yes, you certainly do seem to be an unusual Earthman!”
Our Hero, thinking perhaps that Brother Kröen found his answer to be disturbing, felt the need to elaborate further.  He said.

“Now don’t get me wrong!  I would gladly fight and die for something that I believed in with all my heart.  However, my heart is definitely
not the part of my anatomy that comes first to mind when I think of the government of my country.  I guess the main thing that eats at me
is the fact that my country’s wealth is acquired through the ruthless exploitation of poor people in other countries.  All of that vaunted
‘foreign aid’ that is supposedly helping poor people actually goes into the pockets of fascist dictators in return for allowing American
corporations to come in and rape their land and their people.  Their justification for this is that these fascist dictators are battling
‘communism’, but the only reason that so many poor people turn to the communists is because they are the only viable alternat ive to the
fascist murderers that the Americans represent!  Take what happened in Chile recently; the people of Chile, in a free election, elected
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a man named Salvadore Allende to be the Ruler of their country.  Mr. Allende was a ‘Socialist’, which meant that he believed that the
wealth of the country should be distributed a little more evenly.  A fellow countryman of mine named Nelson Rockefeller owned several
large copper mines in Chile.  Mr. Rockefeller was paying the workers in his mines about three cents per hour to perform the b ackbreak-
ing and dangerous task of mining Mr. Rockefeller’s copper for him.  Mr. Allende thought that this really sucked; especially considering
the fat bucks that Mr. Rockefeller was making on the deal.  (Mr. Rockefeller himself performed no work in the mines, of course…)

“Mr. Allende tried to reason with Mr. Rockefeller, but Mr. Allende quickly discovered that Mr. Rockefeller was an inhuman
monster totally devoid of any compassion for poor people.  And so, Mr. Allende decided that he was going to take all of Mr. Rocke-
feller’s copper mines away from him.

“Before he could carry out this plan, though, he was overthrown by a military coup headed by a ruthless, bloodthirsty butcher
named Augusto Pinochet.  Mr. Pinochet tortured and murdered anyone whom he deemed to be a threat to his power, and he rules
Chile with an iron fist to this day.  The people of Chile detest Pinochet, but since the good general receives scads of money from a
grateful Mr. Rockefeller, (not to mention the American government), the Chilean resistance faces a hopeless task.

“Then, it was discovered that the CIA backed the coup with money and military intelligence!  They overthrew a freely elected head
of state!  This raised enough of a furor in my country that President Gerald Ford appointed a commission to investigate the CIA’s

involvement in the matter.  President Ford appointed Nelson Rockefeller to head this committee.  Needless to say, nothing ever came
of the investigation.  And this evil permeates my country’s entire history!  I consider what my country did to the Indians to be the worst
crime ever committed in all of history!  Fuck Hitler and the Jews, at least he left a few Jews alive.  In the state of California alone they
completely wiped out over 300 tribes of Indians!  Down to every last man, woman, and child!

“What worse thing can you possibly do to someone?  No one left to tell their tale.  No one left to speak their language.  Everything
that they ever did in all of their history was for naught.  No one to carry on their visions and dreams!  And what makes this crime even
more heinous is the fact that they were conducted against what I consider to be the most beautiful race of humans ever to live on this
planet!  At that time my country was a paradise, and the Indians knew it.  He respected it, and worked with it.  The land gave him his life,
and he respected that fact.  The Indians had almost total freedom.  If they didn’t like one chief, they could simply go follow another
chief.  If one ate, then they all ate.   If one starved, then they all starved.  These people had life down, man!  Their language was poetry!
And my forefathers conducted a reign of terror upon these people without precedent in recorded history.  You have heard of the
Apache and the Sioux because they fought back, and my government had to raise armies to go fight them.  In the case of the California
Indians, though, they didn’t know how to fight, so the whites could quietly butcher them without anyone finding out.  Or, if they didn’t
want to risk butchering unarmed Indians who didn’t want to fight anyway, they could simply sell them blankets infested by the smallpox
bacteria.  This disease developed among the Europeans because they had been living in filth for centuries.  The Indians, on the other
hand, had been living clean and pure lives for centuries, and so they had absolutely no resistance to this dirty disease, and it often killed
over eighty percent of their numbers.  Of course the disease did not differentiate between women and children, but that never bothered
my forefathers anyway.  Then, the white men would return to the stricken tribe and inform them that their blankets helped to spread the
disease, and they would then charge the Indians to haul the blankets away so that they could sell them to the next tribe down the road!

“And look at my country now! They are destroying the whole planet with their greed and their ignorance!  Not to mention the
threat of global nuclear holocaust that constantly hangs over our heads!  The economy is a sham built upon a house of cards, and it is
like a gigantic global pyramid scheme that has got to go crash with a great big boom sometime in my lifetime.  We have the knowledge and
the resources to turn this planet into a paradise with plenty of everything for everyone, and they don’t have to destroy the planet whilst
doing so, but instead they spend enough money on guns and weaponry every single day to feed everyone in the whole world for a whole
year!  In case you don’t believe it, please, go prove it to yourself!” {Brother Kröen already knew this fact…}  “The whole history of my
country is one of lies and deceit and murder and genocide and immorality and treachery.  And then they have the audacity to assume
this self-righteous mantle and declare that the United States of America is the personification of freedom and brotherhood!

“No, I’m sorry, but I would not give my life, or anything else for that matter, to preserve this horrid institution that as far as I can tell
exists only to provide rich people with a tool to use in controlling and manipulating the poor people.”

Brother Kröen replied, “Peace and knowledge be with you Brother!  No need to apologize!  I find your views a refreshing change
of pace from what I normally encounter in your race!  I commend you!”
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When Brother Kröen said this, Our Hero was flooded with a profound sense of — what?  Joy, certainly, but also — validation!
Here was an obviously superior being in both technological and spiritual matters, and he was saying that Our Hero was right in the way
he viewed reality!  {Ah!  If he only knew how much he didn’t know!}  Brother Kröen said that Our Hero showed the same tendencies as
more advanced beings did!  Everyone else had always said that everything he thought and did was wrong.  To have Brother Kröen say
he was right was a good little morale booster.

Our Hero then felt a bond of brotherhood with Brother Kröen, even if he did have four arms, and even if he did have thirty pairs
of eyes, and even if he was covered with shiny purple scales.

Our Hero once again changed his mind.  He remembered something someone had once said to him: ‘Unusual travel suggestions
are dancing lessons from Fred.’  Our Hero decided that he did want to go explore the cosmos with Brother Kröen.  However, when
Our Hero informed Brother Kröen of his wish, the Chumpaquidean just laughed, and said that he was sorry, but that that was quite
impossible.  No amount of persuasion could change his mind.

Then, with the realization that his association with this celestial visitor was temporary, Our Hero realized that he was squandering
away precious seconds with bullshit when he should be using this experience to its full advantage!

“My Fred!” he exclaimed, “I’m on a spaceship from another galaxy!”

Then, he repeated:  “My Fred!  I’m on a spaceship from another galaxy!”

Then, he repeated yet once again: “My Fred!  I’m on a spaceship from another galaxy!”

Then, right in beat with his three ‘my Freds I’m on a spaceship from another galaxies’, and with no visible change in emotion, Our
Hero asked, “Do you know the Answer?”

Brother Kröen seemed puzzled.  He said, “I beg your pardon?”
Our Hero repeated, this time with more urgency, “Do you know the Answer?”
Brother Kröen was still puzzled.  “I’m afraid that I missed the Question,” he quipped.
Disappointment was obvious as Our Hero replied, “If you knew the Answer then I would have no need to ask the Question.”
Brother Kröen was silent for a moment.  Then he said, “Oh.”
Our Hero experienced another quick change of heart though, (as you may have gathered, this was a rather regular occurrence with

him…), as he said, “Still, you just flew a spaceship from another galaxy!  The knowledge that you must have!  The wisdom that you must
possess to be able to do something like that!  My Fred!  I’m on a spaceship from another galaxy!  I have so many questions that I don’t
know where to even start!”

Brother Kröen now adopted a wary stance.  He said, “I will answer as many of your questions as are allowed by time.  And by good
sense.”  Then, he thought it wise to add, “There will be limitations, in other words.”

“Yeah yeah, okay.  We play by your rules, no problemo.  So shit!  What specifically do I want to know?”  Our Hero assumed a
thoughtful expression.  Then, he said, “Hmmm.”  Our Hero maintained his thoughtful expression.  Then, he said, “Wow!”  Our Hero
continued maintaining his thoughtful expression now with vague hints of anxiety starting to become apparent.  Finally, he said, “shit!”
Thoughtfulness transformed completely to perplexity, then, slowly, to realization.  Finally Our Hero said, “You know, I guess that if
you don’t know the Answer, then I have no further questions.”

Brother Kröen again seemed puzzled for a moment, but then appeared as if he had reached some sort of understanding.  He then
said, “I’m afraid that we are a purely scientific species and that our thought processes work on purely a logical and rational mode, and
that we don’t have the answer to your mysterious ‘question’.  You will have to ask the Orgonians about that.”

It was obvious to Our Hero that Brother Kröen wished he could take those words back as soon as he spoke them.  {Having thirty
pairs of eyes may make seeing much easier, but it also makes being seen much easier…}  But Our Hero had to ask the inevitable ques-
tion:  “Who?”
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Brother Kröen answered, “Oh, the Orgonians.”  After a questioning pause by Our Hero, Brother Kröen continued impatiently,
“Don’t worry, you will meet them soon enough!  They may be able to answer your question, but until then, they can continue their job,
and I will continue with mine! He extracted a blood sample as he said this.

Our Hero:  “Ouch!  The Orgonians, eh?”
Brother Kröen replied, “Yes!  And I have already said too much just by saying that, so please, no more questions!”
Our Hero had a pained expression for a moment, and then he smiled as he asked, “Just one more question?”
“What is it?”

Still smiling, Our Hero said, “When you are done, do you suppose that you could drop me off in Guatemala?”

Beginning of the End
Well folks, every book has an ending, and the ending for this one is now swiftly approaching. It has been very nice knowing you, and

I hope that you had as much fun reading this as I did writing it.

Before I close though, please allow me to tie up a few loose ends…

Some Final Relatively Insignificant Details
The Chumpaquideans and the Orgonians were not the only extraterrestrial beings to visit the Earth.  An unmanned, (or

unaliened), probe from the planet of Galdamonte once set down upon the Earth.  The probe, though, landed in northern Siberia in the
dead of winter, and it reported back to Galdamonte that the Earth was a frozen wasteland harbouring only the simplest of life forms
and that it was uninhabitable.

A manned, (or aliened), probe from the planet of Xricol once set down and explored the Earth.  The Xricolians were of an almost
identical mindset as the Earthmen in that they were ruthless, selfish, cruel, and murderous.  They also had a death-dealing technology
that was several hundred years beyond that of the Earthmen, and their probe landed in Miami in 1978.  And this probe was prepared
to report back to its sponsors that the Earth was a lush paradise containing a native population with just enough intelligence to make
for excellent slaves.  Fortunately for the Earthmen the Orgonians destroyed that probe before it could make its report.

On the planet of Shirz everything looked like a black-light poster.

On the planet of Parmulisoar, in the galaxy of Nepotron, the language was music.  Anytime anyone wished to say anything to
anyone it was necessary for them to compose and sing a song, with the music fitting the mood of the subject matter.  Their written
language was a combination of written symbols and musical notes.

On the planet of Gibralimain, also in the galaxy of Nepotron, there grew trees that were eight hundred feet in diameter, and were
nearly two miles in height.  They grew from a seed the size of a pinhead.

Our Hero died happily at the age of 639 on Paximus Romilar.
Jos, Larry, and Michael died happily at the ages of 69, 92, and 120 respectively in the jungles of Guatemala.
Colonel Columbus, after his fateful decision not to destroy the population of Alpha III stole his spaceship and conducted a

private war against tyranny and injustice.  He died happily at the age of 1,626 on the planet of Gibralimain.
The Man on the Mountain died a martyr on Paximus Romilar.
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Nelson Rockefeller died unhappily at the age of 70, and spent his next 94 lives starving to death in various places and various
times.

Chopper spent his next life as a premium stud at Williams’ Arabian Ranch in Terra Bella, California.
Vivian died happily at the age of 116 and spent her next life as an Angel in Paradise.
Brother Kröen Jankrael died happily at the age of 112,637,957,861 on his home planet of Chumpaquidamie.
Jasmine Rae grew up to be a hooker.  She died happily at the age of 942 on the planet of Orgone.

She spent her next life as an Angel in Paradise also.

Definitions:  Total Spirit
Being a Total Spirit is the state one reaches when one has finally achieved Universal Consciousness.  Just your spirit cont inues

on.  You have no body.  If you have no body, you have no limitations.  You can go unprotected into a vacuum because you have no body
to collapse.  You can go unprotected into a star because you have no body to burn up.  Yu can do both of these things simultaneously
because you have no body to transport through space and time.  You can watch an infinite number of amoebas splitting in half through-
out the infinite reaches of space; you can watch every amoeba that ever has or ever will split in half throughout the infinite reaches of
time.

All at once.
The Universe is infinite, so anything is possible.

Fred
Fred, also known as God, Buddha, Wankan Tanka, and so on and etcetera, is beyond definition unless you are capable of

comprehending infinity.
Suffice to say that Fred created the Universe.

The Age of the Enlightenment
This event came around when the Earthling invasion forces finally landed on Orgone.
This was the signal.  The time had come.
Using basic psychic surgery, the Orgonians simply opened up the remaining ninety percent of the brains of the Earthmen.  The

effect was like 1,000 doses of the most potent LSD ever manufactured.  Most of the Earthmen truly saw themselves for the first time.
Ninety five percent of them went insane and committed suicide.  Their spirits were sent to be amoebas in some other galaxy.

They had to start all over again.
Those who survived lived happily until the End of the Galaxy.

The End of the Galaxy
Fred was done with it, so he blew it up.
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A Very Impressive Display
I have watched the End of the Galaxy many times.
I am constantly watching it, in fact, along with its birth.
Fred simply allowed a leak to develop between two different dimensions and whammo! The whole thing instantly goes up into a

giant super-nova! A very impressive display.
Meanwhile, in the rest of infinity, life went on as usual…
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The author does not have any college degrees, and he has never won any awards of any kind.
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