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« THE LAST 'OF THE AMERICAN.'TRANSCENDENTALISTS

Stanley Yuban was driving along the highway in his pickup truck.

He'd just gotten past Newton, a strange, flat town. He had taken a

break from driving to get a barbecue sandwich in a drive-in restau-
rant. "King Porky, King of the Pigs" was the sign above it. An old
lady cautiously handed him the sandwich through the window. She held
up his money to the light to make sure it wasn't counterféit.(

Stanley was on his way te the mountains. 'It was early in the
afternoon and the woods were colorfully tinged with the changes of
autumn. It was very cocl outside and it got cooler as he began to
climb the first hills. He could see that’ the hills would get higher
pretty sodén. There was a Line of cars- behind his truck that couldn't
gelt past him because of the curvesdy Stanley's pickup truck did not go
very fast. The car right behindthim kept honking, because every time
it tried to paés him, he'd reviup the engine to go faster. Stanley
. looked in the rear-view miprpror and smiled in satisfaction. The car .
was a Cadillac with a rich tourist inside it. The rich tourist looked
Qeryfirfitatéd.

Stanley had a feason for going to the mountains. He wanted‘ta
get away from the farmhouse people and have a vision. It happened
like this:

Stanley was putting more wood in the woodstove in the living
room. Lt was getting towards the end of October ahd the nights were
getting cold. He was thinking how he better insulate the-hotse or—

they were going to be mighty cold that winter.

Emity was sitting by a girt named Lorraine. <fz““a‘ne had moved
in not long after the Johnson boys and théir brood had fled. Tt was
after Kent Daniels had moved to a warmer climate. He was in Central

America. Lorraine was a genuine 100% organic foed freak and ate
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nothing but bananas dipped in sesame seed butter. Lorraine was a long
and time~-honored veteran of organic farms. She had come to their
doorstep by hearing rumors about their place. She told them she was

looking for a farm to stay on and she'd contribute to the work. Stan-

1

ley and Emily saw DO reason why‘ﬁot. The house was too big for just
the two of them.

lately, Emily and Lorraine had been getting closer to one anoth-:
er. Stanley thought there was something very strange about that, buf
he didntt let it bother him very much. One time, Stanley heard them
talking in the kitchen.

lorraine was saying, "listen, man. All these fucking men bas-
terds want is your body. No matter how-fuch they say they care about
your thoughts, they dontte.h

Emily said, nand . after all,thége yeabsy. I neyerr realized how
much T had been taken advantage of. I can remember the first male I
screwed...™

That was all Stanley hieard. He sighed and went around to the
back to saw wood. He Figured Emily was going to get taken away from

him. Well, that was that. He wasn't going to stop them. It finally

‘got to the point where Emily didn't want to sleep with him anymore.

She just picked “wp her bundle and moved into one of the smaller bed-

rooms. Stanley would lie by himself and watch the moonbeams drift

through the window. At daytime, he'd drive to a job site and, while

working, he'd try to figure out how to rely on his own resources. It

got cold sleeping by himself.

So Stanley was putting wood into the Woodstéve, warming his hands
by the fire. It was something to do. Torraine was teaching Emily -
about astrology. She was looking up her horoscope.

"Oh good. You have Libra in your Venus. That means you have a

fine balance in your love life. ILet's see., . Gancer 10 yvour Hercury.



You are a mysterious moon-child. Taurus in your Mars. Yes, it def-
initely clicks. You are very practical, strong..."
Emily kept listening attentively, occasionally interjecting.

Stanley didn®t think astrology was a particulérly exact science, but

he figured Emily had to explore and find out who she was. Stanley
was thinking about something else. fiwas about this: ,

Kent Daniels and Almoreena had gone to the tropics with his new-
1y found cache of money. Kent Daniels was now a successful cocaine
dealer. He was rich and all the cocaine addicts loved him. They
groveled at his feet for more and better quality than before. Yes,
Kent had it made. He didn't need to live Oh an old farmhouse any-
more. He gave Stanley enough money to iive on for fhe winfer and flew
first-class to the land where grass, “tequila, crystal coke, and will-
ing women flow freely.

Stanley got a postcard fromiKent that day. It had a picture of
a Mayan pyramid in the Yucatat. In the picture, the sun was rising
from the background. There . were strange and foreign stamps on the
back of the postcard. 5o Kenthaniéls was in Guatemala now. Kent
put a message on the(back. It was in code:

"Getting alot Of sunshine down here.. I'11 be going on an ex-
pedition to South’ America soon. I will be making»some rare arche-
olbgical eﬁcavations in the Andes. Be back in spring with rather
exceptional souvenirs. Pleasant weather around these pyramids. Wish
you were here. Regards to the museum.

Dr, Kent Danielsti':

So Kent Daniels had finally returned to the equator. that was his
source and gone mad on his killer powder. Kent really ought teo stay
where hé is, Stanley thought. The states were no place to be and it
was hard to get illegal souvenirs across the border. If Sﬁaniéy

Yuban were Kent Daniels, he'd stay there for good. It had to be
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better than the chaos of an over-industrialized natiom. But, of
course, Stanley Yuban wasn't Kent Daniels.
Stanley got to thinking about how nice a change of scenery would

be, but he couldn't afford to fly to Guatemala. Maybe he could scrape

up encugh money to drive to the mountains. As he sat’:there by the
woodstove, he thought about it. The more he thought about it, the
more he thought it would be worth it. He had been tied down to do-
mestic duties on the farm for too long. He made the decision; he
would go to the mountains. Maybe he'd have a vision. Ee’d heard the
Indians used to go to the mountains to have a wisiom.

Stanley couldn't remember the lést time he had had a good vi=7 .
sion. One time he was tripping on mescdline while watching the sun-
rise and thought he was the God-Realizéd Messiah. That was in Cali-
fornia and he got taken to jail. He blessed his tormentbrs. Another
time he thought that he fras ohe with the Primordial Void and began
to see this Void in evervbodyiand everything. He nearly had to be
put in a mental institution, %¥Yés, it was high time’to have a vision.

He interrupted Emily and lerraine to announce: '"I'm going to go
to the mountains and-have a vision. I'm going tomorrow and i’ll be
back in a few days< ¥ He started to go upstairs.

"Have fun.®

"Yeah, enjoy yourself, Stanley.'™

Stanley saw a hitchiker. He had long hair, a beat-up pack, torn
clothes, and a black dog. The hitchiker was standing just around a
curve. Instinctively, Stanley pulled to an abrupt stop. All of a
sudden, there was the screech and honking of about twenty cars behind
him. while the hitchiker was trying to get in, there was an angry
roar of engines behind the truck. The hitchiker had trouble opening

the door and meanwhile the cars started roaring at full acceleration



past the truck to dash 75 m.p.h. to the mountainse.
"Get off the fucking road, you hippie!", a driver cursed.
"Yeah, why don't you take a horse path, slow poke!", cursed an-

other.,

"Prucks like that ought to be outlawed!'t
The hitchiker finally got the door open. He and his dog Jumped
in. He was a fresh, energetic lad out to see the world.
"How'!s it going, man?™
Stanley'stépped on the gas and moved the gears. The last of.the
cars had gone by. "0.K., I guess," Stanley neplied.
"Jeepers, those motherfuckers sure were pissed."
| "Yegh, this truck won't go any faster than 45 m.p.h. People in
cars like that like to get to where they're going as fast as they
cano”
— mRight, man. I sure know what you mean. By the way, my name's
John and this dog's name is Kémper.™"
nglad to meet you. Myhame is Stanley Yuban. How far are you
going?®h
ﬁob, T'm not suve'yet. 'T!'11l know when T get there, though. Me
‘and Kemper like to tbavel. We were in New éngland a while ago, but
we decided to cofe down here. North Carolina's a pretty nice state.™
"Yep, North Carolina has some of the highest mountains on this
side of the Mississippi.™
"jell, T guess me and Kemper have come to the right place. How
high are the mountains?" .
"Why... some of tﬁém are more than a mile high."
'”Jéepéré...'a'whOIQ mile?"
"“'Yep. But you wouldn't ﬁant to go there.™
WMihy 7!

"Too many tourists and resort signs. Also, those mountailneers



up there can be mighty mean to longhairs. You wouldn't want to be
caught dead, alone without a car, in one of their towns. They don't
make any secret about their hippie-hating proclivities and have no

qualms about -what to do when one strays into their territory. Why...

T once heard a story about a hippie that got lost and wound up in one
of those towns. I won't go into the sordid details of what happened
next, but there wasn't too much left of him afterwards."

'Come onh,

‘?Yep, and'it*s migﬂfy cold up there; I'1l bet you'll find it
'ééi&éf up there than you did.in New England. (0f course, you could go
in the woods away from the mountain towns,(but there's alot of mean
grizzly bears in those woods.™

"Now I know you'fre bullshitting me, man. That vas in the days
of Daniel Boone. I read somewhere in "Ecology Today" that the Ameri--
can grizzly bear, that is,-Ursus horribilis, is nearly extinct."

Stanle? shook his head solemnly. '"Not in those woods. And be-
sides, I most definately am bullshitting you. I like to test peo-
ple's reactions. For example, the North (Carolinian ﬁountaineer is one
of the friendliest creatures in the United States.and so is the griz-
zly bear. Just don®t fuck with them and they won't fuck with you."

"O.K.;lI dig,) But you shouldn't try to fool péqple'like that,
man. You could get bad reactions.'

"Ttl's a problem I have.! |

"T see., Hey, you want to smoke some good herb?™

"No, T've found that it's hazardous to my héalﬁh;"

"Oh. Where are you going, man? I'm Jjust curious about what
people do.'t

" dontt really know. T!'LL know when I get there, though. I'm
trying to find a good place to have a vision.™

Ay vision... far out. Arve yvou into any particular religion,



man?™
"o, Although you could call me the Last of the American Tran-
scendentalists.™

"ike Thoreau and Emerson and those dudes, right? That's pretty

heavy. What do you think a transcendentalist is?"

"F dont't know. A transcendentalist just transcends whatever5s
around to transcend.

tOh, T'm into hatha yoga myself. T do it every morning when T
get up; Itts very rélaxing; You should try it sometime, man.. Then
me and my dog go for a walk."

Mifaybe I'1l use it sometime. I don'tlreally get into rituals,
though. T think you-have to find the Treth yourself. It doesﬁ't
'mean“thaﬁ“muCh for someone to simply ~tell you."‘

Mihat do vou think the Truth is?"

"The Truth is something that’s jﬁst there, I guess."

The dog started acting restless and whining about something. The
hills were becoming small mountains and there was a blue range of real
mountéins in the distances

"HEy'man; my dog's got to take a leak. T think I'Ll get off
around here, if vou.don't mind. This érea looks just.about.right.

I go where my dog/goes.'"

"You want to get OfE hggg?" There was nothing but woods for
miles around. |

"Sure, man. I got provisioné. I'm like you; I havé to be -ﬂl
alone. ™

"elle.. O.K.!" Stanley pulled to a stop. Another line of cars
had formed behind him and n0w'they were getting past him as fast as
they could.

trithew., There they go again, man.'' He opened the door. "Come

on, Kempero" The dog eagerly leaped out. Before slamming the door,
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John the hitchiker yelled, "Thanks alot for the ride, man, and take it
easy. I hope you have a good vision, man.'™ Stanley nodded his head
as Johnithe hitchiker slammed the door and went on his merry way.

Then Stanley was comfortably alone again. Sometimes he didn't

like company. He drove on, looking at John and his dog in the rear-
view mirror. . John followed his dog into the woods.

'Weird dude," Stanley mused.

Stanley pulled into a small supefmarket in one of the fbothill
towns. Hé.was in Rntherford County° He chosge. Rutherford County be;
cause it had a great deal of wooded area apd the m@untéins were high,
but not too high. Also Rutherford County %asvnbtﬁteemigg»With:touf-ﬁu
ists Iike“théthighertmbﬁntains. | |

He went into the supermarket.  He was the only longhair in the

place. This made him‘vefy Nnervous. He got some peanuts, cheese,
canned fodd, peantt butter, bfead, coffee, and sugar for about a
week'ts provisions.b He noticed that most of the peoplé in there were
old with pale, leathery skin.

Stanley caﬁe to the countef where some old mountaineers were
talking. They stopped talking when he:was there., An old lady slowly
checked his waréds)one by one on the cash register. ‘Giving him a hard
look, she put them in the bag. The old mountain people regarded him
silently. Stanleyvfelt very, very nervous.

"Oh, excuse me,' he finally blurted out. It was very embarrass~-
ing; he hurried out of there,

The mountain people just stared at him and then picked up where

they had left off,

Then Stanley started exploring backroads in Rutherford County.

It was getting late in the afternoon and he'd have to £ind a place to
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camp pretty soon. What he was trying to do was £ind an abandoned dirt
road where it was safe to park his vehicle. It was illegal for him
to park anywhere except for a designated campground full of trailers

where they charge three dollars a night. That was too expensive for

.~ Btanley; he was golrng. to f£ind someplace whéré:-he.and his truck could
sleep for free.

At one interval, a policecar started following him for several
miles. He hoped the officer wouldn't stop him. Somehow it would be
véry difficult for him to explain what he was doing there. There was
no telling what a policeman in those parts might try to slap on him.
Stanley drove straight ahead, trying not tohmake any mistakes in driv-
ing. TFinally, by the time his handsnwere vigibly trembling, the po-
licecar turned off on.another road.,

Later, he turned off on a dirtiroad that went up a rift between
two mountains. There was no mailbox, sa'heAassuméd it was safe to go
up that way. It went along for about two miles and-the way was exw ~
tremely bumpy. Then he reached a deé&~end. There was a shanty there.
Tt had a tin roof and itwwas patched up with cardboard. There was a
little sign in the fxront that said: "NO TRUSPASSING - THES MEANS‘)“f
YOU", The sign wag written with a crayon. Some little mountaineer -
children stopped playing and stared at him. An old man in long Jjohns
was coming dut with a shotgun in his hand. Stanley pulled around in
a hurry and got out of there. It was hard.to find a place to have
a vision those days. . |

He decided to try another dirt road to see where it would go.
This one was smaller and didn't appear to have any tracks on it. It
wound up and up a large mountain.  As the road got higher, it also
got more narrow and more difficult to penetrate. There Weré limbs
Stanley had to drive the truck over. Tt lLooked like it hadn't been

traveled upon for years. He could be assured that it was abandoned
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and that nobody else was likely to come up that way. .It was Jjust the
kind of thing he was looking for.

The road got so small and steep that Stanley was afraid to drive

the truck any further. He found a dip in the road and parked towards

the side of it. He turned the engine off. The silence was uncanny.
Tt was very late in the afternoon. He would camp around there.

He got out a pack he had made and put it on his back. He picked
up the bag of groceries and carried it with him. He decided to follow
the rest of the road on foot and check out what was ahead.

The road was very narrow, muddy, and rocky. The woods were very
thick; it must have been a primeval foreste. The road began to take on
the dimensions of a mere horsepath rather than something for auto-
mobiles. The elevation kept gefting higher and higher; it was a big
mountain. 3tanley was out of breath from the climb.,

He stumbled across a fence &hat went across the path. It was one
of those pioneer fences where<the logs are stacked acrosé one another
in a zig-zag fashion. Acrdss the path was a log gate where you take
the logs out of their skots to get through. |

Stanley slid thelogs out and got past the fence. At this point,
he was'a bit worried because he was afraid that the place would be
occupied. If i were, he'd have to go back and sleep in the woods.

He slipped the logs back in place and went on.

The path leveled off and he appeared to have reached the top of

the mountain. Tt was cold up there and he noticed a wind blowing from

the west. Suddenly he came upon an opening. It was a green, grassy

‘meadow filled with buttercups..

And beyond: the meadow, was a fantastic view of the main mountain
range in the west. They were much higher than the mountain Stanley
was standing on and they were faint blue in the distance. A strong

wind came from the west, from where that mountain range was. He could
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look over the lesser ranges of foothills that led up to this range.
Stanley looked around and could see no houses or inhabitants in
that meadow. It was entirely isolated. Stanley hadn't expected this

kind of luck in finding a place. He decided to camp there, by the

edge of the meadow, facing west.

He set up a tent and rolled out his sleeping bag inside it. Then
he ate swiss cheese and peanuts for dinner, while‘watching the sun
setting in the west. It got colder and he had to wrap his jacket
tightly around him. Pink rays reached out after the setting of the
sun and touched the wisps of clbuds_above. Stanley knew that he'd
been drawn to the right place.,

ﬁe drank some water and watched thelstars appear. A crescent .
moont hung over the afterglow of the wast. VStaﬁley‘began to feel lone~
ly and soon went to sleep. There was nothing else for him to doj
there were no electric lights toskeep him awake and entertain him.

Tt was very cold and the Last-©f the American Transcendentalists had

to breathe inside the sleeping bag to keep warm.
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EXPLORATION TASK FORCE

Stanley woke up in a warm tent. The sunlight had filtered

through the cloth having a greenhouse effect. He lay there for

awhile; he had had a good sleep. His dreams had beeﬁ very vivid and
intense. He had a few dreams of painful. nostalgia - a yearning to be
back at the farmhouse and with Emily again. He saw re-run scenes of
Charlié louis "haw-haw-hawing' and of nice summer nights smoking dope
in the living room. He dreamed of that clear spring night when he
blew up the road. How beautiful was that memérable explosion.

Stanley finally decided to get out of his sleeping bag and see
what the world outside was like. It goitoo warm inside the tent to
sleep any longer. Since it was morning, he didn't feel lonely any-
more; the daylight was friendly cotipanionship. He crawled out and
zipped open the flaps of the tent.

He saw butterflies dancing across the meadow. A gentle wind was
blowing from the west. The faraway mountain range locked fresh in the
distance. It was cooler cutside the tent. There was something sad
about the cgoiness; the time was soon coming for the deep sleep‘of
winter. The few butterflies which remained would dance for the last
time. |

Stanley stoed up and outstretched his arms towards the mountains .
as if in worship. He concentrated on drawing his energy up his spinal
cord info his inner eye of vision. ‘Breathing deeply, he folded his
hands over his lower abdomen, then over his heart, then pressed his
hands between his eyes, and f£inally outstretéhed his arms towards the
mountain range. It seemed to be the thing to do and it was a good way
to wake ubD.

He went back into the tent; he did not like to expose himself to

the wind too long. He set up his sterno heating kit and poured water
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into a pail over it. He set a match to the canned heat and walted
for the water to boil. He took a Vivarin while waiting for hot water
for his coffee. He made his coffee and went outside with it. He sat

on a rock facing the view. Up there, he felt like he was in the sky.

Stanley began thinking about things,as he will,while having his
morning coffee. The first thing he remarked to himself was, 'Well,
here T am." |

"Here T am," he went on to remark, "but I can't say I kike it as
much as I thought T would. This is Just the sort of place I would
have always dreamed of being at. Tt's quiet here and there's no civi-
lization up here, but I don't feel contents, Maybe the problem is, iIs
that I'm always cluttered up in my mind @ith a bunch of noisy thoughts
and IT'm so conditioned by constanf activity in that civilization be-
hind me. Back there, I'd have constant daydreams about being in the
mountains, but now that I'm herey I actually feel kind of bored. So
T sit here éhatting to myselfsto keep myself company. This is stupid.

"You know, I can't figure cuﬁ what happened between me and Emily.
T guess you Jjust can't sustain any kind of relatiénship for very long.
Tt all seéms to boil dowm to the inevitable tragedy complex. Nothing
that's good, seems (86 last for very long. I Jjust wish that bitch
Lorraine didntt ‘ave to move in. T don't even know what I did to
offend Emily. It Just happened.

130 here T am again. You know, it's so peaceful and quiet here,
but my mind isn't peaceful and quiet. TI'm so tired of the noise in
my head. I'm tired of sitting around and having to haggle with my
relationships with other people. If only T could shut up, maybe I
could appreciate this nice scene here.™ -

Stanley tried to impose silence on himself. He stopped what he
was thinking and looked at the mountain range. He could see remote

meadows on mountaintops and tiny little farms. On some highway in
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in the distance, he heard a truck. He noticed trees at the other end
of the meadow, colored red, orange, and yellow, the west wind stirring
their brancﬁes. A certaln impatience tugged at his emotions.

"Tt's no use. It's like trying to hold my breath. I can't stop

talkiﬁg{and thinking. My mind just goes on rattling on and on like a
bunch of ping-pong»balls in a room full of mousetraps. My 1ife just
doesn't seem to:make much sense. T don't even know what I'm doing
here, 8o T blew up a road and went out to live on a farm. It's not
enough. I don't know what I'm trying to do."

| Stanley sat around and drank his coffée. After he had finished
one cup of coffee, he went back In the tent,to make another. He liked

to move slowly in the process of waking @p. He went back outside and

sat on the same rock. He still kept-talking to himself:

"30 here T am. Maybe I'm toorworried  about what to do. Maybe
that's the problem. TI'm éll caught up in the idea that you have to do
something., It could be a resﬁlt of the conditioning of western so-
ciety. TYou feel iIncompletey if you don't do something. -Everybody
thinks you're some kind of wash-up if you don't do anything. vhy
should T do anything?2\ T seem to be incompetant at everything anyway.

"L'd be a terrible mechanic or businessman, and I wouldn't care
to be those'things anyway. I can't fight and I can't be super-mas-
culine. T can barely make a living and I'm poor. Soclety seems to
hate me because I.don't play their game. I have artistic inclina=.
tions, but that won't make a living for me. I can't buy land and I
can't find peace. T don't know what's wrong with me right NOW.

"oh well, T may as well sit here and watch the mountains. T
think I'm going teo ge for a walk in a while. TIt'll probably take me
a while to realize T don't have to be in a hurry anyway. I'm making
too much noise by talking outloud and I'm not golng to say ‘anything

anymore. . I came up here to have a vision and silence is the best way
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to be ready for it. 8o starting now, I'm going to be quiet and listen
to the silence of these mountains. A ON€e.. a two... a three...
starting now..."” 8tanley shut his mouth.

Stanley continued to sit on the rock. It was hard for him to

keep quiet. But he figured that before he could tame his thoughts,
he'd have to tame his tongue. He was having withdrawal symptoms from
being able to talk. He also had withdrawal ~symptoms from a sense of
time. He didn't have any clocks to know what time it was. This made
him feel somehow uncomfortable. He didn't know whether it was 10:00
or 12:06. The lack of noise and the 1ack‘of walls-to be within made
him feel lost. It was odd how the habits 6f civilization followed him
up there, even when he didn't needbthose habits. |

Stanley got up and rinsed his coffee cup out with a little water.
He buttoned up'his coat and decidedyto go for a walk. There must be
alot of territory to explore around there, he thought. He also had to
find a stream somewhere to gefi'water.

He crossed the lush grass of the meadow. He noticed that the
grass of high mountain pleadows was much greener than it was in low-
land fields. Maybe_it was because the air was healthier up there;
Violets, buttercups, and purple clover flowers were laced in the mead-
ow. Purple, yellow, and green were colors that complémentedeach
other nicelw.

cn down the mountain, 3Stanley headed towards the ocak trees at
the other end of the meadow. Crickets jumped out beneath his feet.

He noticed ancother pioneer fence by the edge of the meadow. The west

wind rose and fell. Tt was a peaceful, Indian summer day. Stanley

=4

¥

stopped to }ook at the view,. Tt was uncanny that he was the enly one-
around the whole place.
There was a gate and he headed towards it. As he was opening it,

he had a terribly odd feeling that he had been there before. As a
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child, he had always had dreams of high mountains and meadows. He
looked up at the sky. There were fleeting wisps of cloud up there.
He got past the gate and put the logs back in place.

There was a road that went down the mountain. The road was nar-

row and it was covered with leaves and acorns. Chipmunks scurried
across as Stanley went down. As he went along, the woods got darker.
The road circled along the side of the mountain. 3tanley could see
far down the slope through the trees, but he couldn't see whefe the
bottom was. Stanley became lulled into a kind of mental sleep.

He was Jolted awake by the sight of a cabin. There was a stream
nearby it. Huge oak trees surrounded the éabin, but the trunks were
far apart enough so that Stanley was able to>see a view of the western
mountain range between them. This wag.'a good find. Stanley had found
water and a possible shélter. He decided to check out the cabin.

Tt was very old and was made out of square-hewed logs glued to-

gether by yellowish mud. The ~door was stuck, but Stanley was able to

push it open. It scraped across the floor. The floorboards were

aged, but still intact.. < The windows had panes, although a few were

missing. '

Stanley creptcalong the floorbOards, very carefully lest a rotten
board break bendath him. Alot of garbage covered the floor. The
place would have to be cleaned out. ‘There were three rooms. The
living room faced the front and had a fireplace. The one to the right
rear was a kitchen; there was a hole in the ceiling where the stove-
pipe had been. There was a bunch of jars piled up in a corner. A
1izard scurried beneath the pile when he walked in. The room to the
16ft pear was a bedreom. There was a broken brass bedframe with a
rotten mattress on it in that room. Stanley could never understand
why people alwayslleft_their beds behind ﬁhen they abandon a house.

Stanley walked back into the tiving room.. The floor was fairly
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safe to walk on, he considered. There was all that rubbish to clear
out, but that could be very easily done, He didn't notice any holes
in the roof, so the place would be waterproof. And since no one lived

there, he decided to move in. It rained alot in the mountains and the

cabin would be more adequate shelter than his tent on the hill. Also,
he would be more hidden away at this spot; no one would be likely to

intrude upon his meditations.

Later, Stanley wés back at the cabin with as much of his camping
equipment as he could lug across the meadow. (Some of it was from the
truck. He drove the truck betwéen some trées and covered it up with
branches. He doubted that anyone would go up there, but he wanted to
be cautious. He didn't want to get caught for trespassing.

Stanley dumped all his stuff in the middle of the_living TOOM «
He didn't bother to éo anything Jdgore with it forthe meantime. He
got a bottle and went to the\stream to get water.

fie had to step throughtud to get to the stream. The water Look-
ed fairly clean. There Was a myth going around that there were these
creatures called "bacteria® infopéniwgzer‘anddthatnthéy were so~small
that theyséould inwade yolr “body and make you ill. Stanley had drunk
water in the mountains before and hadn't died from it yet, so he
didn't believe it.

Stanley brought the water back into the living room. Then he
sat on the steps outside the door. It was mid-afternoon; the sun was
heading down the sky towards the western range. The wind was blowing
harder and the témperature seemed to be dropping slightly. It was
cold, but Stanley liked the wild winds. Autumn was more dramatic up
there than it was in the lowlands. He began to wish he had a joint
to smoke, so he could get into this scene. At the same time, he knew

he. didn't actually need it; it would probably make him paranoid.
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He decided to go for another walk to explore sthat was around
him. The road went past the cabin to follow along the stream. Stan-
ley walked slowly, in apprehension of meeting anyone along the way.

He liked to explore roads; it was an absorbing hobby of his., There

L

was no one there buf The wind, trees, and a few remzining birdss —High
in the sky, a crow caw-cawed above him. The crow wondered what
brought this human being here.

Stanley could remember a time when he went crow hunting. He went
crow hunting with a .22 rifle and a bow and arrow. The crows were

always too smart for him. He could never. find any crows when he had

the rifle; the crows were probably hiding in-the bushes. . They knew

what he was up to. It was always when he;walked around without his

rifle, that the crows would circle and circle above his head. He

tried to shoot crows with his bow dnd arrow. A crow would be flying

horizontally and the arrow would be making an arc towards it. It

- would look as if the arrow was\going to hit it, when the crow would

suadenly filap up verticallys) It would then fly on as though nothing
had happened. He lost many arrows this way. Fihally, he gave up énd
had to acknowledge the intelligence of a crow.

Aftér—awhile, the road crosse& the streaﬁ and Stanley Jumped on
rocks to get acrbss. The road went uphill and Stanley had to start
climbing. At one point, there was a nest of hornets by the road and
he carefully avoided it. He had an intense phobia 6f stinging in-- ..o
sects. then he was a kid, he stepped on many wasps with his bare
feet; that had something to do with it. As he moved past, the hornets
tracéd\élow;:géthéﬁgibucirbles about their nest. The cold‘wgather
made them sleepy and many of them were going to die. | '

The road was going up some other mountain. .The steep climb made
Stanley cough up phlegm; it was hard to get used To. He lost track

of how far he'd walked that day. He amused himself by looking at



sights on the way.
The road led up to the top of the mountain. It was not as high
as the other one. This time, Stanley saw a log barn and what must

have been a cornfield. Stubble and weeds grew over the field. Stan-

ley peeked inside the barn. It had a dirt floor with a big pile of
corncobs. There was a trough, so Stanley assumed that this was where
they kept their hogs. The fieid and the barn must have been bart of
the land where the cabin was. The whole area must havecbeen a sub-
sistence farm. | -

He couldn't go straight across the field because it was too over-
grown with briers. He decided to walk along the side of the field to
see what he might run into. The soil in‘the field was light brown and
the field séemed to cover a few acress Stanley'éStimatethhatLthéaxa
whole™ farm! had béenfabandaﬁedafﬁrua7few7deca&es. Around the field,
were other mountains. Stanley éouldn'tiSee the western mountain
range, but he could see the efhier mountain with the meadow on it be-
hind' him.

Stanlevy finally arrived at the far end of the field. AT a cer-
tain point, he saw something that lLooked like a path going into the

woods. He wasntt sure whether it was a path or a faint mark that

‘looked like a path, He decided to go back and explore it some other

time, He went back around the field, trying not to get snagge& by
the briers. There were no other roéds; the place was closed off from
all around. Starnley headed on back where he came from.

The same crow that hovered above him before, circled above him
now. Maybe he had once tiied to:shoot this crodw with his bow and
arrow and that was why it was there now. After all, the crow could.
have been keeping its eve on Stanley and maybe it had a good reason
for doing sc. It followedé him back, géing, "Caw. GCaw. Caw," all the

way.
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Later, Stanley was sitting crosslegged in the meadow and the sun
was about to set. He had a blanket wrapped around him and he was hum-
ming to himself. The wind's force increased with the drawing on of

evening and Stanley had to wrap the blanket tightly arcund him to keep

Warii.

e hummed as though he were Intoning the sacred syllable "OM",
but he hummed it as a melody. First, he hummed the note “AY, then,
he hummed the note '"G'", and £finally, he hummed the note "GM. He
hummed it in a very monotonous singsong pattern,‘concenﬁrating on each
note as he hummed if. He hummed various permutations of this theme.
Tt éounded like a very primitive melody, like the sort of songs that
the Indians must have hummed to celebrate the rising of the new moon.

He closed his eves to the wind as he.hwmﬂed this melody. He
opened them to see the red sun toughing the rim of the mountain range
of the west. The wind grew stronger than before. He closed his eyes
againband concentrated.on the letter '"O" as a circle radiating ever
outward and on the letter J4' as the ripples emanating from this
original circle. He mexged completely into this melody and began to
feel that he had done'this.many timeé before, that this Wés a sacred
ritual he had once'pérformed regularly in some distant lifetime. He
was once a fisherman by the Pacific Northwest and he had chanted fare-
well to the setting sun. With his arms outstretched, he had stood by
the cliffside, facing the great occean of the west. The sound of his
chant was the only sound for miles around.

Stanley opened his eyes again. He was still humming and he was
standing up facing the west, his arms outstretchéd to the forming
stars. The crescent moon grinned in the sky and the sun had already
set. Venus was within the cusps of the crescent moon. It was much
colder than before; Stanléy éould see his breath. He stopped humming.

There was ail awesome silence. Stanley couldn't remember how he came
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to be standing up, when not long ago he was sitting down. He shiv- =~
ered; it was very weird. There was yet a red glow on the horizon.

He wrapped the blanket tightly about him and went down the moun-

tain. He went to the cabin where he had his sleeping bag rolled out.

Tn the darkness, he had himself a meal Of peanut butter sandwiches.
He soon went to bed; it was too cold to stay awake.
while he dreamed, the crescent moon slowly sank behind the moun-

tains.
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DAYDREAMS (on rainy days)

Stanley woke up to the sound of raindrops pattering on the tin

roof of the cabin. He was securely huddled up in his sleeping bag,

N I

lying on top of his tent as a kind of mattress. The cabin had a funny
smell of dried rubble. The rain was coming down hard on the roof.
The clouds had gathered while Stanley was asleep.

Stanley got up, shivering to warm himself. He hadn't slept par-

ticularly well that past night; he had the creeps about lying by him-

Ih

self in that abandoned cabin. He had a vague fear of rattlesnakes or
rats being in that place. TWhat if some ingect decided to have him for
dinner? At times in the night, hefstérted"iméginihgtthatﬂlittle bugs
were crawling all over his skin and hé kept scratching at them. He
also kept having some idea that therée were ghosts and demons in the
place. Perhaps the cabin was a_trap set up exclusive;y for him.

Stanley set up his coffee~making kit and prepared his morning
coffee. He was glad that 1D was daytime again. The light of the day
secemed to disperse any evil spirits that might be hovering around.

He slowly woke up\on the speeding effects of the coffee and
sugar. * It was a cgkd and rainy day. Taking note of this fact, he
resigned himself to being inside the cabin. He was glad he was not
outside in a tent. He thought things to himself for amusement:

Stanley wondered if maybe he ought tb go back. He wasn't sure
what he was doing there. What did he expect to accomplish there any-
way? Stanley always seemed to be doing a bunch of crazy things for
nothing. And besides, it was raining and he was cold.

Tt occurréd to him how ironic it would be if all of a sudden,
the whole city of Charlotte got wiped out by an A-bomb. At least,
that would have given him a godd purpose for coming up intc those

mountains. But then, he'd be completely on his own to somehow try
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to survive in the woods. He wasntt sure iIf he was ready for that

kind of change.

For some reason, for the past few years, 3tanley always

felt

that there was some great purpose for his life. But he always kept

going from one thing to another. He kept hoping that he would f£inally

arrive at a point where it would all come together at once.

Somehow

that point kept eludlﬁd him. Maybe there was no such thing as a

point where he would get it all worked out. Yet he clung to
premonition that there was a purpose for the chain of events
going through.

For example, when he quit school and Tived omn the farm,
that that was the point where he had resélved all his life's
He thought he had finaglly found the place that he was headed

along. But Lﬁ¢ngs didntt work out so smoothly there either,

a certain.

he was

he felt
problems.
for all

so he

1t compelled to go to the ﬂountalns and thus he wound up in that

cabin, It was like things kept fluctuating over and over again and

there was no final resting place. Exasperated, Stanley tried to

fiocure it all out. But iraybe, also, there was no point where he could
&S : 7 ¥

figure it all out; hé was doomed to be caught up in endless chains of

thoughts, arrivingdat no final conclusions.

ButvStanley'got bored with this. He had tried to figure every-

thing out many times before, and found that it was no use.

He

-

couldn't figure out whether life was an absurd joke or whether it was

a serious trial. Questions like that were on the same level
to prove or disprove the existence of a Cosmic Intelligence.
no use. He might never know until he died - until the whole

ality called "Stanley Yuban' disscived away.

He entertained himself by poking through the Jjunk in the
‘while having his second cup of coffee, He was curious to see

could reconstruct the life of whoever lived there before him.

as trying
It was

person-

cabin
if he

Be~
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neath a pile of clothes, he found a faded, old envelope with the
name "Jamey Bynum' on it. The name was written in pencil. The en~'.
velope “was'‘dated "1947', There was no letter inside. Somewhere

around 1947, Jamey made up his mind to go and dropped his garbage on-

the floor.

There was also a iittle paper:container concerning hospital in-
surance for only 25¢ a month. On the container, was a picture of a
hapﬁy man in a hospital with his leg in a caste. He was happy because
he had paid his insurance. The paper container éaid that all wvou have
to do is drop a quafter in it; send it off, and all.will be well.,
Stanley wished it were étill that cheap; he\.couldn't afford hospital
insurance. If he got sick, he'd just have to die.

Digging deeper‘into the rubble, he” found a picture near the bot-
tom. It was a moldy, Wnrmreafen photograph of Jamey Bynum himself,
Jamey Bynum was a black man and he looked 1ike he was coming to the
end of his days in the photograph. He was wearing a black suilt and
he had gold teeth. He 1ookéd very proud, all dressed up in the finest .
clothes he had. Jamey Bynum probably never had his pigture taken very
much.

Jamey Bynum was- probably married and had three children. His
children slept im)the living room, while Jamey Bynum and his wife had
lifets fleeting pleasures in the privacy of their bedroom. His chil~
dren learned about the facts of life wﬁile'listening to them at night.
Jamey and his wife were loud and sometimes they had arguments.

Jamey Bynum's Ffather was probably a newly-freed slave following
the civil wWar. Jamey Bynum's father was too young t&m%ﬁat "Free' was,
when someone came and informed him that he was "free'. Jamey Bynum's
father didn't understand what was going on; he was set free in a world
that he didn't have any idea how to adjust to. Later, Jamey Bynum's

father paid his rent by living and working on a tobacco farm.
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Well, Jamey decided he wasn't going to pick tobacco all his life

long and be a hired slave in a white man's country. So he saved up
what money he could and took.off to the mountains. And he lived hap-

pily ever after.

Well, not completely, but relatively., There were times when he
wasn't sure 1f he and his family were going to get enough to eat.
There was also a time when they had to lay low while a band of K.K.K.

men, trying to reconstruct the South, passed by, Jamey would get into

arguments with his growing children about why they couldn't go to the

lowlands. He had a hard time trying to make (them understand that = - -
they just Wculdn’t find life easy there;

But Jamey was a good man. When some of the people nearby needed
an extra hand, they could always ask Jaméy; Jamey was a good handy-
man. Jamey was a good father and argood husband. Jamey lived a good
life. Jamey had cornbread and pork eight or nine months out of every
twélve,

When Jamey's oldest sohr reached thé age of fourteen, he sat on
the front steps and thought about how boring 1life was on that dumb
farm., He thought his father was all looney about how terrible it was
back in the 1owiands§ he didn't think his father knew what he was

talking about. Jamey's oldest son was curious about what it was like

" in the cities. He heard that they had apartments with running water

and built-in heat. You didn't have to chop wood or fetch water from
the stream. Those apartments, he heard, had electricity and you could
have music and lights with just the flick of a switch. This all A
sounded like a good thing to Jamey's oldest son, so he ran away that
very night.  He never came back. That was the talk of the family for
years. |

The end of the day was coming.' Stanley quit daydreaming about

Jamey Bynum and his mind drifted to other things. He opened the front
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door and sat by it, looking at what was going on outside. The rain
was washing the mud away in what used to be Jamey Bynum's front yard.

Stanley could not see the mountains because of the fog and the rain.

He daydreamed and watched the rain:; there was plenty of it to watch.

The next three days were more or less the same as that first day.
Tt rained and rained again, the drops pattering like thousands of tiny
feet on the tin roof. The sound of the raindrops iIntruded into Stan-

ley's dreams;.he keptihéaring the roar-of zn’enraged mob of peasants
trying to storm inte the King's castle. Theycwere fed up. Stanley
spent most of his time sleeping, drinking coffee, and daydreaming.
There were times when he felt an overwhelming urge to go back,,but
something held him there, He was begibming to enjoy the luxury of
doing nothing at all. Emily was poobably getting worried about what
ﬁappened to him. He decided to ket her.

An interesting idea occurted to Stanley. There were two classes
of people who had absolute .leisure, he decided, the extremely rich and
the extremely poor. Both.classes didn't work at all. One class '
didn't need to make a-IMving and the other class didn't bother to make
a living. The poor(people just lived, leaving it up to the cardio-
respiratory systém to keep them alive. The extremely rich busted ass
to get that way. After about forty tolfifty yearé Of-stress; they

t at the end of their lives. But they were not

Fe

finally got to enjoy
really free; they had to worry about their stocks or something like
that. They had to worry about someone else trying to get what they
had. | |

‘The-exfremely pooer just'didntt-bother to do anything; they didntt
give a fuck. They just lay around and waited for their welfare check

to come along. They didn't eat very much and some of them didn't even

have a roof over their head. Wearing rags didntt bother them very
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much. Vhen winter came, they either froze or migrated to a warmer

climate. They ate whatever came along and tried to live in places
where they didn't have to pay rent. When something went wrong with

their health, they either tried to cure it themselves or went to some

clinic. TIf that didn't work, they Just let it go. Unfortunately,
there were times when they had to work, but they didn't do that for
very long. And the poorer they were, the less they needed to live on.
They thrived on cheap thrills iike sex, food,.afid alcohel to makei:
theif short lives more béarable. A few ?opped pills and tﬁings like
that. Some traveled around. Others didn't do anything at all.

And that was how Stanley was living. (It wasn't too bad; he just
didn't give a fuck. He felt sorry for the wretched middle class who
1ivé a neurotic lifestyle 6f work, worlk, work to maintain their nice
standard of living. It was simply(a matter of what you wanted to do
with and what you wanted to do without. You can be a "have™ and have
to work hard for it or yvou cam be a ”haVeéﬁot” and not work at all.

It all depended on your point of view.

At the end of each.day, Stanley sat by the open door and hummed

his meditation song. The rainy sky turned from grey to blue to black.

Time seemed to go by more and more slowly, until the pendulum came to

a stop and therewasn't any more time. Stanley got bored, but it was

too wet to go back to his truck. Sometimes, he stepped out to get a
breath of fresh alr and to take a leak. He watched the ragged clouds
go by. On a leafless branch, a lonely crow sat, its feathers shaking

K4
L

drops of rain o

*

hadd

During the nights, Stanley tried to sleep despite the invisible
bugs that crawled all over him. He kept getting an eerie feeling that
the ghost of Jamey Bynum was creaking in a rocking chair, playing his

harmonica by the fireplace.
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IRREVOCABLY LOST

on the morning of the fourth day in the cabin, Stanley was sit-

ting on'the front steps, drinking his coffee. He still didn't know

what he was doing there. He didn't know what happened to Jamey Bynum.
He didn't know why the sky was blue. And what'!s more, Stanley didn't
give a fuck. If you were to ask him if he was worried about Emily,
het'd answer, "I don't give a fuck." If you were to ask him whether or
not he had had his vision, he would declare, "I don't give a fuck."

Stanley sat around, taking his time. He-wasn't going anywhere.
He didn't know whaf time it was or even what date it was. Sometimes
he lost track of his thoughts. The longldays of doing néthing had
done that to him. | |

Tt had stopped raining that day. The clouds had 1ifted up and
occasionally Stanley could see avfaint patch of blue between theite
The clouds stretched into a hovizontal plane extending to the western
mountain range, barely touching the tips of their peaks. ~Stanley was
surprised to wake up thak morniﬁg without the sound of the footsteps
of the little rain peeple on the tin roof.

As Stanley logked at the clearing day, he thought about how he'd
like to forget dbout everything else and just stay there. No one
would ever bother him there. TIf he bought just food, he could live
on $60 a month. He could sell his truck and 1ive in the mountains all
winter long. This was Jjust the kind of thing he had always been look-
ing for - tninterrupted leisure and scenery that was like paradise.

.There,was a time when he wanted to buy land, but he found it was

e S

rohibitively expensive. The cities were censuming more and more

£

by

1and and it was becoming more and more difficult to live in the coun-

try. Because of this, Stanley found it difficult to keep from going

insane. Then he found he could rent a cheap farmhouse in the country.
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But it was only semk-vaun*r] really; there were too many power lines.

and highways. There was t00 much barbed wire and tractors. But now,

h

he could Just live-there in real wilderness territory

or free., And
why not?, he considered.

After he was finished with his cot rfee, he decided to take a walk.
He put on his heavy army boots and began trudging through the mud. .He
had glot te think ebout.

The crow started following him again.

il

He got toc the path he wanted to explore,( Maybe it would lead him

penetrate in

of
(o]

to a better place. He might find a more obscure way
and out of the land that the cabin was ofr than the road. 3Stanley had
to be sneaky when he was living in the'céuhtry without paying any
rent. It was illegal to Live sometthere without paying went or @wning
he plaée vou lived.on. He slipped through the briars of the path.
He had to ccncentrate very closely to make sure he was on the path;
its markings were very falnt. |

Tt occurred o hiaﬁ@ w. ironic it was that a hundred yearé ago,
1and was 6ne of the least expensive commedities around and that now
it wés the most impdssible thing to afford. In those days, you could
set land for a €ew dollars an acre and now land went for a few thoﬁ—
sand dollars an anve. You had to be filthy rich tb live in the coun-

s,

try now. Another ironic thing was that in those days people wanted to

-~

leave their farms and go to the el ities and now people would sacrifice

anything to get a few acres in the country. It was all like rats

Fumping off 2 sinking ship. Stanley Yuban considered himseélf a fu-
gitive from a collapsing cilvilization. The days that the futurists
were looking forward to were there now.

The path was level for awhile and then went downh hill. wafer

dripped off the leaves and Stanley got wet. He had to pick his way
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through brieré and step over Ffallen branches. There was nothing like
a natural obstacle course to get the blood circulating through“his
veins.

\

He arrived at a small clearing in the woods and sat on a rock.

o )

He wondered where his life was going to. He also hoped That it
wouldn't rain again. It looked like it was going to clear up, though.
A sparrow was singing on a tree;'it was happy about the change in the
weather. He got up and confinUed to follow the pathe It ﬁent back

into the woodse.

Tt was Late in the afternoon when Stanley got to the pile of
coal dust. The clouds weére dispersing and he could see the half-moon

rising in the direction away from the:isun. He had stumbled upon an

abandoned mine and there was a tremerdous plle of coal dust there.
//%%ere was a blown-open hole in the side of a mountain and there was a
lagoon within the hole. A road led away from the mine. There were
all'kinds of funny things &) explore around that countryside, he con-~
sidered.
He sat by the big\hole and shouted into it to hear his echoes.
The water in the lagoon was very clear and there wefe fish swimming

around in the debths. Tt looked like the bottom opened up into an

underwater cave receding far inte the bowels of the mountain. Stan-
ley looked into that void deep in the waters and began to hum, "OMMH~"

MMM, .. The vibrations of his hummingreverberated within the walls

of the cave. Tt sounded interesting and he kept on humming to in-
crease the rate of the reverberations.
wgtayita-voice-if-Stimleyls head spoke..
mtho are you?!' Stanley asked.
wipust me, fhe voilce answered.

tyhy should I stay anywhere?" 3tanley responded. He shrugged his
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shoulders and got up to go. He had been by himself in those mountains

too long; mnow he was hearing voices in his head. It could have been

a demon trying to lure him into the depths of the water.

Stanley briefly wondered whether he should explore further up the

road or go on'back. He decided to go on; he'd find his way back okay.
Stanley never got lost; he only got bewilderéd. The moon would pro-
vide illumination if it got dark on him.

The road went uphill between two mountains. There were no recent
tire tracks on it. Stanley couldn't understand why everything was
abandoned around there. He was beginhing to fear that it had some-
thihg to do with him. He looked behind himto make sure.

Then, going off the road to the lefk, was something that Looked
like a horsepath. It crosséd a stream; then went straight up the
mountéin. The water in the stream Xooked clear encugh to drink, so
Stanley sampled some before going:ip.

It was a steep climb and Stanley had to be careful not to slip
on the mud. The path zig-zaggéd up the mountain and was overgrown in
places. At the last laprof the climb, Stanley had to scale over some
rocks. Then he arriVed at a crag.

The west wind was blowing hard and the clouds were completely
sWept awaye ”he sun had already set and there was rerlsa—oLange
glow left along the horizon. The half-moon was above Stanley's head.
The western mountain range was a deep blue in the distance. He turned
arcund and .he could see all the way to the mountain with the meadow.
The sky was turﬁing darker-aﬁd stars were beginning to appear.

He stretched out his arms and began to hum his meditation song
to fhepMQﬁﬁ%a&ﬁS?*‘ﬁf”i%w%@t*é&?keﬁwaﬂdwéaﬁgeﬁTwnvAf t‘a peculigr _
oneness with the moon and the wind. He was ilmmersed in the experdi-
ence.

When he was finished, he looked up at the star-studded sky with



| 32.
the half-moon in the center. It was completely dark and he began to
think about heading Sack- Then it occurred té him that he didn't have
a flashlight and that he would never be able to trace the path back in

the dark. He was a long way from his sleeping bag and food, and he

was stuck there. Whiat was he going to do?

Well, he decided, he would freeze 1f he stayed up there on the
crag. Tt was getting icy cold and the wind was blowing hard enough to
nearty khocK him off the crags » He décided to.head back iﬁ?thé?direé;
tion of the road even if it meant going straight through the woods.
He‘took éne tast look at the western mountain (range and tried to find
the path. |

He slipped @ﬁ the rocks going down.c;The half-moon barely gave
light and it was heading away to the Othervside of the mountain so
that one side would be in darknesses« ~Stanley tried to hurry before
that happened. He had trouble deciding where the path was; his night
vigion waén*t very good. He £61 Lowed it as closely as he was able to.
There Were’spots.that were mere harrow than the way he rememberéd

them. Then clouds came and obscured the faint Light of the moon.

 Stanley couldn't remember where the curves of the path were. He went

straight on down.

Before he kiew it, he was surrounded by bushes and trees. His
face kept getting scraped by invisible braﬁches. He tried to f£ind his
way back to wherever the path was, but tangles of bushes stood on
guard behind him. The more he tried to find his way back, the more
he went around in circles. Then he slipped and skidded down an unseen

slope. The worst had happened. Ue was irrevocably lost.

AN TNTERVAL FOLLOWS HERE IN WHICH STANLEY YUBAN STUMBLES HELP-
LESSLY THROUGH THE BRUSH, CURSING THE BLIND ELEMENTS AND REGRETTING

THE DAY HE WAS BORW, HOWLING AT LIGHTS.IHiTHE DARK.
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Stanley tripped over a rock and fell flat on his face. He was
sobbing; it was cold and he was hungry. There was no food to eat and
nowhere to sleep. Then he noticed the fire.

He didn't understand why he hadn't noticed it before. It was so

obvious and there it was — right in the middle of the WOOdS. The fire
meant warmth and food. ' But it could also mean enemies., Stanley ap-
proached the fire like an alien in the darkness and like a moth flut-

tering to its fate,

There were two figures sitt

fire. They looked incredi-

i

el

7 by.the

bly familiar. Stanley couldn't figure out what it was that was so
Familiar about them. It was only when he had crept closely enough,

when he realized that it was the lone trucker and his Master. Tt was
terribly, terribly étrange. They had.a teapot Warming up over the
ire,

tOome in. Come in and joinsus. @e’ve been ex peCtlng yvou, " the
lone trucker greeted him.

Stanley stepped with™the circular clearing where the fire wase.
wExpecting me?" he queried. |

nYou seem to walk\into the right situations at the right time,
his Master‘replied.' "But, of course, it was aﬁl timed to haspep that
Way . anywaye '

| “This... this... is a right situation?”

nRut you have to ask the right questions," the lone trucker said,
shaking his head. He threw a stick in the fire.

wg, .. T don't understand," Stanley stammered.

"But, of course, you don't. You don't even know who you are, do
vou?H -his Master answered. - "You-canli even stan rand still. Sit down;
you'lre making me nervous.' |

Stanley sat by the fire. ™"But... but I don'l even know what I'm

doing here. Everything's so cold and I'm so confused. Hothing makes
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any‘sensevand T can't figure anything out." Stanley suddenly broke
down and wept profusely.

A chronic condition of mortals,! his Master mused. 'Do you

think hets ready now?" He directed this question to the lone trucker.

"Yeah, hets ready."
Stanley stopped crying and said, ‘"That's the whole problem. You
all think you can just sit around and say whether Tm ready or note.

You Just sit here and wait until T'm this far out and say I'm ready.

Ready? ?eady for what?" Stanley began to stand up.

BLEIND WITH RAGE, STAJLFY YUBAN STAIDI(UP AND 3CREAMS AT THE MOON.
STANLEY ¥UBAH DOFS HOT CARL WHETHER HE T8 READY OR NOT, AWD THIS MAKES

HIM MAD, DAMN MAD.

"Damned tooting!® Stanley weplied.

yill you please sit down, Stanley. We don't have all night."

"Ail right, all righty!™ Stanley sat down. ™1 admit. I can't
figure anything out. I tried, I tried to be oblivious of this, but I
can't go on anymore. \ Please do something for me, I can't help my-
self.m |

His Master yawned.. "Wery well. I will remind you that you came
up to these mountains to have a visiom. This is quite appropiate be-
cause you have gone through a seriés of changes Which‘render you ready
for such an experience. Everything that happens to you, even your
mental condition, is the most perfect thing that could possibly happen

to you at the time. Therefore, you are ready for the cup.'" The Mas-

“ter gave the lone trucker a significanmt glance. —"He's ready for the -

Cup. 124
"Tt has been a long and difficult Jjourney,' the lone trucker

said, gazing into the fire. He picked out a certain earthenware cup
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out of his bag and poured the tea into it. The tea had a peculiar
purple color and seemed to glow. The lone truckervhénded it to Staﬁ~
ley, saying, "This will help you traverse the rest of the Jjourney to

the stars. Tt will enable you to be cut loose from time and space for

awhile. You will come back somewhat changed.™

Stanley couldn't wait. Eagerly, he imbibed the contents; they
warmed his belly and he did not feel cold anymore.Nor did he feel hun-
gry. As a matter of fact, he began to hear a humming inside his head
and the face'of the lone trucker seemed.to dissolve away.

"Bye, bye now,' the lone trucker's fading(face said, with barely

the hint of a smile.
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STANLEY 'S VISION

Stanley found himself standing on a vast space balcony. It was

a huge_hofizontal plane floating Iin space seeming to extend towards

-~

infinity., Beyond it, were the stars and the crescent moon. The stars
formed into a vast array of geometric patterns - ﬂiangles, rectahgles,
circles, spirals. The stars were bright and multicolored - orange,
red, green, purple, blue. Thé light of the crescent moon was curilous-
Iy subdued and there was a bluishswhité five-pointed star within its
cusps. Rainbow-like colors rippled across thglface of the stars.
There was an incredible humming sound 4Ll around, seeming to come
from the space balcony and from the stargs It was like the hum of a
huge power transformer or like a strange and fascinating chord on a

moog synthesizer. It was almost mugical; i1t was the primal chord from

wfhich all music arose: it contaimed all the diverse notes of all the

" different scales merged into this one magnificent hum - the grand

opus, opera of the universed

‘Standing on that platform, Stanley was bathed in that single
whirlybird-like hum -.meésmerized by the colors of the stars. There
seemed td‘%cy space winds all about him. Tt was unbearably intense.
Tt was like being Jback at the point where the whole universe began.
The stars seemed to move ever so slightly. |

hen a little disc-like spaceship suddenly appeared out of the

=

skv and landed on the platform near Stanley. It seemed to beckon him
v E ¥
o come. A door slowly slid open. Tt wanted him to come in. The

humming and the space winds were too much for him. Stanley walked

g

_across—the glazed mateirial of the space platform and entered the ,,Sl"-ip_!_..v, _

The ship had a sleek design; it was the sportscar of spaceships.

There was somebody at the control board. The door slid shut be-

hind Stanley and the ship took off. The acceleration didn't throw him
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' off balance;. there must have been gravitation controls. Through a

small front window above the control board, Stanley could see that the
ship was heading a bit to the right of the crescent moon and the five-

pointed star. The driver didn't say anything.

miho are you and where are we going?' Stanley finaliy asked.
The driver gave a peculiar chuckle. "Those are rather typical
questibns, wouldntt vou say?" He didn't even turn his head.
mjell, T was Just curious."
. T

The driver put the controls in automatic and turned around, He

had long hair cut half-way down the ears and 2 pointed goatee. He

‘wore purple egg-shaped granny glasses. Ingkead of eyes behind the

granny glasses, Stanley saw two tiny flamés of scarlet fire burning.
"y guppose I may as well explain a fewm things to you.' He kept grin-
ning insanely; T am, you\might say; a technician. T manipulate
things behind the scenes. I operate the warp and woof of time and
space. T turk between the dimensions and delivér freight between
them., I make minor-adjustnents every how.and’ then-to nake rsuré every-
tbingfé functioningfokay;;vfwhévetbeeh\assigneé to tske you to a,
ghem!, preparation gréuné.‘ Ttm afraid T can't.divulge\any move de-
tails. Do you undefstand?®

"Ivguess soSt Stenley vreplied. The ship gave off an eerie whirl-
ing sound.

maeod. Tet me show vou to your room.'" He got out of his seate
Stanley noticed that he had gloved hands with claws on them.

HO“‘K. 121

The driver pushed a button and a door stid open. He led Stanley

- irto o Toom wWith a waterbed and-a-sky window. — EheﬁrﬁgﬁLmasﬁmedigm:vu,f

sized. The sky window was Targe and rectangular; it hung directly
above the waterbed.

nvou will find everything you need in here. You will spend the
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rest of your Jjourney in here. You can lie back and Watch the stars go
by. There is a stereo by your bedside if you want to hear some good
music. Tf you need anything, Just cali me through this speaker and

button here. Well, I hope you enjoy your £light." His expression did

not change from that insane grin, like a kid fascinated with making
bizarre expiosives. He left. The door slid closed behind him.

There was only a blue light above the door and the light of the
stars through the sky window. Stanley lay on the waterbed and looked
up at the stars. They were much bfighter and clearer than back on
earth. At the way the stars were moving by, Stanley Jjidged they were
going very fast. |

He plugged in a tape. DNonhe of the tapes were familiar to him.
They had strange and alien symbels on~them. Emmgdiatelv, an unusual
celestial music plaved. Tt was not unlike what he had heard on the
space balcony, There were nNo vocals'except a chorus of some sort,
singing in no earthly language. It was good épace music, rare and
fantastic. There was a whitling hﬁé that pervaded it. It must have
been what the original mitsic of the spheres was all about.

Stanley lay on the waterbed and looked out though the sky window.
Once he saw a huge wed star with about twelve planets. Another time,
he saw an icy blud star too bright to lock at direétiy. There was
a black hole where matter and anti-matter had exploded into one anoth-
er. He saw lonely stretches of space and galaxies forming and collid-
ing 1ike huge snake'tails’ coiling out into the cosmos. After a very,

very long time, he fell asleep to the stars and the music.

“ =

T THe woke up to a strange vellowish~green- ::ig’fz‘e&all—kn%ﬂ?» hime e

through the sky window. The sky was a dark greenish~blue with bright
vellow clouds. A voice through the speaker announced: "0.K. Time

to get up. We're here.," The door slid open.
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Stanley walked out, rubbing his eyes. "Where are we?" The out-

side door was cpen. The air was warm and not unpleasant to breathe.
Outside was a field with yellowish~brown soil. There were patches of

what could be called eucalyptus trees here and there. The terrain

Tooked I1ike an African savanmnal,
nT think vou will find that the landscape explains itself, Well,
out you go. X haven't got all day.”
mjell... all right. Bye then." Stanley Wasn‘t sure that he
wanted te go out there. |
The driver Looked around and grimmed. "¥eu enjoy yoﬁrself. Looks
There's a wide world cut there for you to explore.. Seﬁgé.bngouﬁﬁami
get vourself some.sunshine and fresh aing ~It'll be good For you,.™
Stanley stepped out onto the éry grass. The door slid closed
behing him and the spaceship took off, He was on his own. He had no-
where to go. He loocked up., There was a green sun in the skys The |
light was more subdued than onihis owﬁ\planet.b
| Stanley had-ncthing better to do than walk across the field be-

ore him., Tt was a hot day and Stanley noticed he was getting = ~ui:

I

thirsty. The field was very large. His feet sunk in the dirt. Then
he saw someonte working the field about a.mile off, There was a shack
of eucalyptus wood hearby fhe mate.

Tt took alot of wading through plowed dirt to get to him. then
Stanley got near enough, he yelled, "I say, man, would you by any
chance have some water to whet ﬁy dry throat?h

The farmer turned arvound. He had a black face. He was none
éther than Jamey Bynum. Jamey was grinning; he had the same gold

teeth that he had back in Rutherford County. "Why 1 shore do. IHere

you go, suh.? He handed Stanley a goatskin bage
Stanley tilted it up and guzzled. It was a good grape wine. Te

wiped his mouth and asked, "What are you doing here,  Jamey?"

- 2
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Jamey kept dropping seeds .in holes thit he'd poked in the ground.
miyhy shucks, suh. I live here now. ZIt's shore better than where I
lived before.™

Stanley looked up at the green sun. ‘'*Yeah, I guess you could say

that. But T have to remark... yvou sure had some nice land back on
earth, Jamev." | |
“¥ep, Had te leave it, though.®
| "L guess we all do, Jamey. By the way, you wouldn't anW'ﬁho vou
passed vour land on to, would you? That's nice land and I wonder who
owns it now. Tt's abandoned."

“ﬁon?t reckon T know. T didn't leave ho will. ¥You can have it,
if vou want to. I ain't planning on going back. You see, no one
bothers me around here.™

"Gee, that's awfully nice of you, Jamey. But whét is this place
anywéy?"

hy, I reckon this is paradise, suh. Shore is nice, though.
Ever since Itve come, no onéls been around to bother me. I Just

plants these seeds-hefe and:T-has'me.a good harvest all the time."

"It sounds great, \Jamey.™

"Yep, shore igsy’ Ain't nothing like the good Life.™

| "Can T really have your land, Jamey? T mean, itts the best aban-
{ doned land T ever lay my eyes upom.™

"ihy, shore‘you cane T aint't got no call for it no more.'"
"Jamey, you'lre a nice guy. How can I ever thank you?!

1 | "shucks, you don't have to thank me. Just take good care of it

and it'll take care of you."

see what thevy put me here for. I'm glad te see that you're happy,
Jamey,. 't

ey shore, suh. T hope yvou f£ind what yvoutre locking for, suh.?
o 9 v (el 4

__"3legs you, Jamey. Well, T want to wander arvound. this planet and



L1,

The whole area was like a semi-desert. There were rolling hills
and clumps of eucalyptus trees. Stanley was heading for a group of
mountains he saw in the distance. It would be cooler up there. He

was heading now Ffor what loocked like an oasis.

Among the eucalyptus trees avound the casis, Stanley saw his lMas=-
ter. He was lyiﬁg against a tree trunk, looking very relaxed.

How are vou doing, slr?" Stanley asked,

"I im very f£ine, atanley. Get yvourself a drink of water and sit
down awhile. You have plenty of time to get to where you're going.!

| Stanley splashed water on his face and weg hls throat. Then he

sat by his Master. A faint wind was blowi |

nT guppose yvou'lre wondering whatts happening here, aren't'you?"

"You might say so, sir."

t"X}’er"y well, then. You have come a long way. Each phase you went
through was absclutely necessary; Iet us review each phase:

upirst of all, you lived in an apartment in the city. Although
you hated it, you continued ¥o 1ive there out of a kind of inertia
Whlch prevented you Ifrom g01n¢ anywhere else., You went to school,
partlc ipating in a pregressive educatlona? program. You tried to
prove yourself an artist, a writer, but you failed because you were
aware that intellectual activity accomplishes essentially nothing in
itself. Your work was uninspired; it was simply technique play. You
knew this.all along. | : ,

Ty your ’rustrat ion, you began to do large doses of drugs. This

only aggravated your problems. You became lost in a world where. you
were unable to distinguish reality from fantasy. You began to turn
ST RoTe and more- }3?2-"3’{:%1""3”@%6%.63&2% +hat 1ife is a1l gome kind of absurd
joke. You began to explore the world of insa nity and all its reper-~
cussions.

1vou hated the city where you lived and felt powerless to get
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out. You let yourself feel powerless. Yoﬁ began to blame the govern-
ment and the industrial complex for vour predicamente. You felt re-
vengeful and pinpointed your fevenge on the road that you blew up.

"This was simultaneocusly the best thing you did and the most

stupid thing you did. We were surprised that you'd actually have the

nerve to do what was originally a fantasy. In this, you proved your-

self capable of action. It was also abominably stupid, because it

left no marked effect on the structure of the industrial complex as

a whole. That will collapse of its own accord. Z%ey could have kill-

ed you. .
—

"You finally realized this. You formed a responsible relation-
ship with Emily, quit school, and lived on the farm. You learned how
to live on the land. You formed a more basic lifestyle., ¥ou also
quit doing drugs, which surprised us- even more than ydur action of

blowing up the road. You began to realize that you can control your

environment by chasing the Johfison brothers out. That was very good.

"But somehow it was not)enocugh. Soﬁething went wreng between you
and Emily. You needed something to replace what you threw away. That
is why you drove to the mountains. You are searching for the meaning
of 1ife., Do vou Ffollow what I have said so far?®

nTndeed, siry, I do. I never saw it as cleérly‘before as I see it
now. This is the best session I've had with you yet. Please go on,
sir. Enlighten me."

"Wery well, then. Now T am going to tell you about your future.
Tt may or may not happen exactly as I tell it mow, but it is very
likely to happen the following way:

_ nRipgt of all, your relationship with Emily is very significant.

Tt is important for vou to know someche else besides yourself. You
must go back and learn to relate to her. You will f£ind her a bit

changed. She is a deeper person and she misses you. You must also



L3,
relate to ILeorraine as well. Each person who comes into your life is
very important, no matter how varied they may be from you.

"Two or three people will come and go in the farmhouse while you

are there. You will stav there during the winter. - When spring comes,

vou will move to that land in the mountains you have discovered. That
land is nbwTyours. You have staked a claim to it;
| BAfter yoﬁ are well settled in the mountains, an atomic bomb Wili
o deétroy the city where you come from. There will be a famine in the
lowlands, but you will be self-sufficient by then. You and Emily and
i Kent Danielé; |
"Kent Daniels will return. He will havé very nuch money and you
will form a small commune on your Land. (You will bulld wind genera=
“tors and an advancéd greenhouse. You will build houses that are able
to trap solar energy. Someone will join vou who has knowledge of
these things. After the destruction has occurred to a large part of
the worid, you and your children will go out and bégin a new; more
advanced society. The blueprints will be provided for you.
rand now, you must.head for those mountains you see ahead. You
; have something vou must experience. This is all for your own good and
for those who follow-you."
Stanley shook his head in amazement. It all sounded exactly as
it should be. That was the way hé always wanted It to be. He said,
wrhank you, Master,' .And he-went on his way.

His Master lay back and bathed in the rays of the green sun. He

had nothing more to worry about; Stahley would get there.

" gtanley came upon a straw hut by a road he was following. A
prety girl about thirteen years old came out. She had long dark hair
and a fine small body. She was wearing an Tndian dress. She took his

hand and led him into the hut. How could Stanley resist?
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She slipped off her dress; she wasn't wearing anything under-
neath. She said, "I want you to fuck me." She cupped her breasts in
her hands. |

Stanley saw no reason why not. He toock off his clothes and they

embraced each other for a long time. Hotly, they made love, breath-
lessly and soundlessly.. After they finished, they lay still, loocking
up at the straw roof, A mynéh bird overhead called ocut from a eu-
calyptus tree. |

The girl sat up. "I am here to teach you the essence of sexugls~"

"ity. O©On your planet, too much emphasis is placed on words. When you

experience sex, you must experience it silently. You must feel one
with it in every cell of your body,.

n"The problem with your race is that they feel that sex and spirit
are necessarily contradictory to oné. another, Sexcuality is spirit
merged in body. Spirit and matterx are never more one with one another
than in the act of sexuality. It is the union of opposites where the
two struggle to becomevcne and ultimately create something beyond
them, REven electr&ﬁs and protons have sex - thé electrons love to
circle around the protoéns. Together, they forﬁ an atome. They could
not exist without one’ another.

"You must eXperience sex to the hilt before you can ultimately
pass through it having understood it. therefore,tishe smiled, ralsing
her legs, 'you must eat me."

Stanley spent a few days there and all they did was make love.
She taught him every siﬁgle posture and variety of lovemaking, then
taught him tantric yoga. He had to meditate on male and female while

being inside her.. He was not allowed o _come. When he was able to

do this for three hours, she let him go.
She gave him a charm to remember him by. It was a small disk

with a blue gem in the center. From the center, four rays in four



directions were engraved. She said it was a love charm.

Stanley continved following the road. He was closer to the moun-

“tains now. The landscape began to change. It was more wooded with

faniligr-looking trees. There were clear streams. ‘Once he spotted
a unicorn in the distance.

"Hal' someone yelled and jumped out. it was a highwayman dressed
in goid and leather clothes. 'Where are you going!™ He was laughing
and had a sword pointéd towards him.

"I tm going to those mountains if it is any of your business,™
Stahley replied.

"To get there,' he said, laughing all the while, "you'll have to
fight me." A sword appeared in his other hand. "Here, catch!" He
threw it towards Stanley and the sword found its way into his hand.

ngut T don't know how to fight," Stanley muttered, helplegsly s
lookiné;atithéasWotdlih;hié;hand.

nyou?ll deo okay," the . highwayman replied, "and*Iiwcuiaﬁstrangﬁy?

advise vou to use it nowil!

So Stanley clashed swords with him. The steel flashed green rays
in the sun. To his~surprise, he knew exactly how te handle the sword.
Tt was amazing. {They kept parrying back and forth against each other,
Sumping all over the road, kicking up dust. The highwayman was left
open for a second and Stanley rammed the sword through his leather
vest. Blood spurteﬁ out and the highwayman fell :to the dust.

tow terrible. I killed him,* Stanley thought. He had never

killed anyone before.

. -MNet yel, have you,' the highwayman burst out lavghing. The

blood poured back into his wound and he was not dead anymore. "i'm a
magician. Nothing can kill me. I can do all kinds of things. Can

you do this?" He picked up his sword and pointed it at a huge rock.
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Lightning flashed forth from the sword and melted the rock.
Mlell, T can try,“ Stanley said. He pointed his sword at a
smaller rock and Found he could do it.

"My purpose is to teach you about power. Power is very useful

thing; vou always need a little bit of it to get around. So, if you
stick around for awhile, I'll teach you everything I know."

Stanley spent a few days with the magician in his forest. He
taught him astral projection, levifatien, mind reading, mind control,
hypnosis, mind over matter, teleportation, astrology, and the secret

" of immorktality. Scon, he learned to hop like a rabbit over huge
patches of woods. Tt was alot of fun, He gould wish up anything he
wanted. After awhile, though, it seemed @ionotonous to get everything
you wanted. He said goodbye to the magician.

| "Before you go,'" he sald, "remember these words and remember
them well:‘ Never use your powers.Uhless it's absolutely necessary
and only if it’s beneficial. . #And never, never misuse them. If you

do; the Man will get you and)you'll get turned into a rock. Other-

o wise, voutre okay. Bye mOwW.' 7. T«

Stanley took leave and hopped along to the mountains. After
awhile, he began torprefer walking again. Be'could see more scenery

that waye.

Stanley finally arrived to where the mountains were. At the foot

of a high mountain was a little village. The road went through the
village and up the huge mountain. Stanley could see a Tight behind
the peak. The light seemed to pulsate and gave off bright rays of
e A mdination.e oo - o
All the people in the village seemed to be very happy. It was
a simple village with a shoe shop, a bakery, a farmer's market, and

the usual businesses yvou would expect a simple village tc have. It
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even had a town fool and a minstrel., Stanley could not understand why
all the people were so merry as they went about their business. They
must be preparing for a celebration of some sort, Stanley decided.

The town fool was uttering profound idiocies and the minstrel

was standing on top of a small bosx,playing his lute and singing. He
was putting verse to music, making the music £it the mood of the
verse. It was beautiful to listen to. He sang of‘happy days in fare
away valleys, of elves and dragons and unicorns. He sang.of noble
knights on sacred quests. It occurred to Stanley that these people
were a race descended from‘Atlantis.

Stanley came up to the minstrel and éskeé, tExcuse me; I hope
vou'll excuse me."

The minstrel stopped playing and smiled. VAnytime, my friend,
anytime, Wﬁat would vou like to ask me?"

"Can you tell me why everybody here is so happy? I've never seen
anything like it. Ts there a_special festival coming up?"

The minstrel smiled brdadly and said, "No festival, my friend.

We are always like this.* We are so happy because God is up there.”

And he pointed to the-mountain peak where the light was coming from.

"Can I find God up there?" Stanley asked,

"Tndeed you‘can, my friend. Everybody can. GO on your way and
God bless you. It is so wonderful; God is there and that gives us so
much joy; My friend, if you will harken to me for a minute, I will
sing you a song about God.'" He strummed his lute and sang.

It was a beautiful song. Stanley stood in awe about what he saw

around him. He had to find whatever it was that made them so happy.

-He pushed his way-on through the crowd and went on along the road. Th.

spiralled on up around the mountain. Stanley wound around the curves.
The road was carved out-of the’ side.of a cliff., He had to stay close

to ¢ne side -of ~the road because there was a sheer precipice~on the
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Tt took him a little longer to get up that mountain than he an=

ticipated. It was a steep climb and there were peculiar changes in

the weather. Clouds came by and made it difficult for him:to see. the
road. Rain, sleet, and snow fell upon him. He had to crawl along the
sides of the cLiff to évoid getting knocked off by the fierce winds
that swept the mountain. A few times he had to Jump across a gap
where the road had eroded away. Another time, the road was Jjust a
little footpath and he had to hug the cliff:side~to keep from £alling
off. It was very exasperating, because whenever the clouds cleéred
away, the peak of the mountain locked 1ike it was another mile high,
rising above the land like a thin spiral conch shell.

Finally; Stanley arrived at the top. It was very Dleasant up
there and a gentle wind blew, He'was able to see all the land of the
planet from there. It was SO high, he could sece the curvature of the
horizon like an aétranautzin orbit.

Behind scme focks, he found a small meadow with clover and vio-
lets.,  Some goats were grazing there and there was a small stone
house. An old goatherd came out of the house. He was not surprised
to see Stanley. “He was a very serene old goatherd aﬁd he had a sly
lock in.his‘eyeso |

Stanley approached him and asked, 'Uh, sir, can you tell me where
T can £ind God? They told me that T would find God ﬁp here.!

The old goétherd smiled and shook his head. "God?" He did mnot
seem to understand. |
”“”W%ﬁ%ﬁt;ﬁﬁ&%mﬁwreﬁér Wheoo -the Truth, You know, the meaning . _
of 1ife. Is it up here? I thought it was up here somewhere."

The old goatherd started laughing. "You,came all,the'wayiﬁythere

o Find God?"
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Stanley was beginning to get irritated. '"Yegh... that's right.
You know, God. C'mon, do you know where T éan find God?"
The old goatherd kept laughing until tears came to his eyes. .'!My

SON...5! he had to catch his breath, '"what you seek is what you are."

Then he doublied over with laughter. "Ah... Ha, ha, ha, ha, Daee."
T+ hit Stanley like a thunderbolt. At that moment, Stanley Yuban

became enlightened,

Stanley was walking along a path on the other side of the moun- .~
‘taino The path was leading into a valley covered with jungle vegeta-
tion, The green sun was out and he was enjoying his enlightenment.
It was a nice sdjdurn.

iénging from the trees were windchimes. He was in the valley of
the windchimes agaih. There were earthen windchimes, silver wind-
chimes, and gold windchimes. There were anclent symbols on them and
the soimd of thei¥ tinkling £illed the wholeAvalléy:like the strum
of a sitar. Somehow he had remembered being there before. It was
tike coming home. |

e found a peculiar cave along the path. He went into the cave.
Tt was nice and coodin there, Mynah birds called outside.

There was afl)altar with a huge book on it. The book was lying
open. Somewhere in the Iimpenetrable darkness behind the altar, was
the sound of an organ playing. Or it wasn't really playing... it was
hurming. Stanley approacﬁeé the altar and the book. Candles burned
beside 1t,

The book must have had thousands of -pages in it. = The pages were

_0ld _and faded, but legible. Tt seemed to be a book of wisdom. Stan-.

‘ley had never seen anything like it. At random, he turned its pages.

Here were a few of the things he found:



"Nothing is real. Reality is that which is left after every-
thing else is stripped away. The universe is but a blank turning of
pPages. The pages say nothing.' It is a book that will always be

written and it will never end.,"

_sas rolline 1iké g balled-tip armadillo down an endless Fflight of

"Be merged into that single original HUM and you will realize all
that was and all that will be. All it was is what it has been all
along and all it will be is simply what it was‘before,; In IT, lie ali_
?osSibilitiés:and all patentialitiéso ALY things inevitably disperse

to be drawn back into the original VOICE."

"Golden leaves Fall and the sun set§s What more can we say?
Tt is nothing more than an endless cixele and an ever recurring pat-

tern.

Je

"Be eternally vigilant, 0O Seeker, for everything is interconnect-

e

he 7

ed. You must forever watch(the pattern unfolding. You must always
be one with the pattern.x Then vou will see it for the dream that it

really is,.™

"The averagé being spins on an endless wheel of chance. Accord-
ing to the laws of chance, he will experience the gcod and the bad in
equal proportions. But who defines what is ¥good' and what is 'bad'?v
while Stanley was reading this, the hum of the organ grew louder.

Then it struck an eerie and startling chord. ALl of a sudden, Stanley

A

stairs. Tt was totally dark and Stanley rolled for a long time. He
was not aware of any pain. He felt like his body was shaped like a

steel ball. He rolleﬁ onto:
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A large multicolored roulette wheel. He was rolling around on

all the different possibilities ~ rich or’poory,black or white, male.:
or female, intelligent or dull, east or west, organic or inorganic.

Tt seemed that somehow the wheel was outside the walls of the entire

universe. Helplessly, he volled around faster and faster. The wheel
rurned around so rapidly that it gavé off a whirling sound that became
the old original HIM that seemed to pervade the whole universe. He
was being torn apart from all directions, becoming one with all the
varicus possibilities in one undifferentiated swirl. Then he was cat-
apultéé off the wheel and was flying through #he' universe at the speed
of light.

Faster than the speed of ligﬁt, Tt éeemed to him that he was
going through figure-8 configurations back and forth through the uni-
verse or several universes. He algo seemed to be going‘through loops
back and Forth through time. There seemed to be no begimming or end;
it all seemed to go on and on,‘ Then Ee passed through:into a dream
state. He felt like he was\recollecting a great many things that he
had long forgotten:

It seemed that he\was able to remember all his past lives. He
was once an Arlantean priest heralding the pecple to worship the sun-

rise. He was a clave building a pyramid in Egypt. He was a clerk in

nineteenth Russia. He was a virgin sacrifice on a Polynesian island.

He was a mad Duchess in a feudalistic colony. He starved to death in
the streets of china. He spent a whole life as a housewife in Ire-
1and. He was a vicious Norseman who hacked women and children to bits

until his career was ended by a spear in his backe. He was a woman in

- Iebanon who was-gang-raped te death. He was a Zen Buddhist monk who

cormitted suicide by jumping off a cliff in the Himalayas because he
WwAnted to_sacrifice himself to the Void. He was once a sufi dervish

in northern Persia who liked to drink wine and tell stories. There
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was one time when he was even a Martian. It all came back to him;
he realized why he had to go through everything he went through.
‘He went back, back further... 'He was a savage in a very primi-

tive society in a body half-animal, half-htman. He and his tribe

were terrified by some unseen thing in the jungle. Then he was part

of a herd of mastodon; it was cold and they were migrating somewhere.
I%éyﬁkeptfﬁigfating,fmigrating, and migrating, with no end in sight.
His large, furry body died in a glacier somewhere.

He was wandering through a swamp in a huge, avkward body. He got
tired and went to sleep in a bog of warm mud.  Something ate his body.
He crawled back into the ocean and swam through the depths.

There were all kinds of strange, luminoug creatures there. He ate

some of the smaller creatures. He breathed and tasted the salt water.

Tt was warm and life-giving. Theré'was a strange light above him.

Me went blind. He was justea thing crawling in the ocoze, eating
tiny creatures in it, until sowething ate him.

There many times when,he had inmumerable limbs and he grew all
the time. He reached his arms towards the sunlight and ate the sun-
light. His roots ate-the dirt. Things would bite his arms off, but
he'd grow them backs Sometimes he drifted in the water, sunbathing
all the timeo when there was no sun, he went to sleep.

He was just a formless cell, complete in itself without organs.

'He simply floated around, absorbing whatever came his way. Then he

was ooze trying to gather other ocoze, until he waSeeo
Inorganic. A mere atom. A rock basking in the sun. A planet.

Star dust. Spawn of the cosmos. The original unit. Gas. Space.

- Fothings  Passing backeee backeee -

To the beginning. Darkness. Then the humming again. The origi-
nal vibration which set all other vibrations into motion. All things

hurred in harmony in the beginning before time was. How beautiful
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was that Dawn, the arising of light out of darkness, the beginning of
the universe and the beginning of the Journey...

He saw entire universes expanding and contracting, being created

and destroyed. The pattern was always the same., Form and chaos neat-

1y complemented one another; it was all very perfect. It always went
in one gigantic cycle ~ formation and disintegration. There was no
time - only a constant pulsation like the throb of a heartbeat or the
waves of a vibration. This principle applied from the largest galaxy
to the smallest organism. All things rose and fell. But the back-
ground was always the same...

Stanley opened his eyes to find himsekf on the waterbed of the

spaceship again. The stars were going iflthe other direction from the

way they were going before. He saw the same galaxies, the same con-

stellations, the same black holes.

A voice came through on thessbeaker: "We are NoOw apprbaching
thé;éﬁ&iof our - jolirney. -Destimatioh is coming iip. arid mission has
been accomplished. Yeu havelhad a glimpse of what is called "Cosmic

Consciousness™. P1ease stand by and,nc smoking, please.” Tle volce

~ -~ —Phe ship took off behind him. He was facing the crescent moon.

‘chuckled over the speaker.

The ship came &6 a stop and the door siid open. The driver turn-
ed around. "Did\you have a nice time?"

Stanley said, "It was all very iﬁteresting, to say the least.™

maood, We're back where we started from.' The door slid open.
Tt was the space balcony again. 'Take it easy." The melodies of
the humming poured in through the door. Stanieﬁ stepped ocut onto the

glassy surface.

and the five-pointed star. The humming grew lLouder and louder. He
was alone with the multicolored stars and the shimmering rainbows

again. Something was rising from beyond the space platform. The
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humming grew ever-increasingly intense, as if it were coming from the
machine of the universe, the central life-supporting system of all the
planets in the cosmos. A light was rising. It was some sort of in~-

describable jewel. It was purple, blue, and green. It gave off all

shéées and varieties of light. TIts dazzling rays illuminated every-
thing, going chiefly in four directidnso There were Fantastic geo-
metric patterns in . .the light. And the humming grew louder and louder,
singing like a celestial chorus;:uﬂtil'it was an exploéioﬁ which no
one or nothing could withstand. The light was so intense and the

milticolored.stars sang...

Stanley Yuban found himsélf sitting cresslegged, watching the
full moon feflected in the still waters of the lagoon. He was back
in the abanddned mine; he had been gone‘forja week. It was cold, but
Stanley was wearing a warm coat.'He still heard the humming in his
head. He would never forget it; he would carry it around for the rest
of hig 1life, Tt was a cleary crisp autummn night on the planet Earth,
backlinftheiphysicéi wor¥d. |

It was very peaceful and the moon in the water was completely
sufficient to him. (H¥e breathed deeply, meditating by the lagoon. He
saw the face of A_moon-goddess in the water. He realized that this
was where he should have been all that time. What were the mosf fan~
tastic visions in the world compared with the peace he felt right
‘there?

The lone trucker appeared beside him. "Did you have a geood
visionzh |
—Stantey answered; Y¥eses™ - - - oo o o o
"o you know where you must go now?"
lt'.’fes.!‘t - '

"Youtre clear-minded now. Are you confused anymore?"
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"No. Never more.ﬁ
"Gocd. T have two things for you that I was directed to give
you."™ ‘The lone trucker reached inside hig cloak ang brought out two

pPleces of baper. "One ig the deed, in your name; of what was once Jamey

Bynum's land. You'll need it to prove that vou own;it,ﬁ_Hhmahabeingéﬁwwi

have peculiar lawg,™ He handed it to him,

"Thank you very much,

"The other is sealed. vYou are not tovopen‘it‘until after the
destruction. T+ contains the blueprint for 4 new socigty. Human
béings will not be ready for it wuntil after the destruction. Do you
Promise not to open it untii then?t

"y promise.". |

"ery well, then, ! The lone trucker handed it +o him. It was

R
rolled up and had a ribbon tied around it, "Take good care of it and
do what you have to do well.t The(lone trucker Locked up at the moon.,
"Mfell, I have an errand to run in’ another part of these mountaing -

a conierence with some Venusians who have a base not far from here,
E'Ll see you Later, Stanleyl’) Ty glad you had 2 good vision,™
"Thank you and goodBye, lone trucker,

The lone trucker disappeared, Stanley was left-alone to meditate

oen—the moon in +he water. The wind rustled leaves off the trees.

Spirits danced in the light of the Harvest Moon. It was the season of

He felt something in hig pocket. He took it out; it was the digk
the girl had given him, He held it up to the moon. The blue gem in
the centef glowed in the moonlight., The digk seemed to hum ever so
faintly in the silence of that night,

He meditated until dawn, —

He made his way through the cornfield. He was thinking that the
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soil would need fertilizer, but not much. He wondered where he could
put a wind generator so it would receive the maximum amount of wind.
He passed through the meadow and thought he could raise cows there.

Of course, he would want to build a solar house with large windows

— e e e e e

~on top of the mountain so it would face the view. He turned around —
te take a last lock at the mountain range of the west. There would
be alot to do when spring came.

He saw the crow flying in slow eireles_ above him.  "Caw. GCaw,"

(9%

it cried through the cool autumn alr. He caught its eye and, at once,
understood the mind of a crow. Everything wag ckay. He went back to

the cabin to get his stuff,

Stanley Yuban was back on the highway, heading back to the farm
and to Emily. He saw a familiar-loeKing hitchiker and a dog. It was
John and Keﬁper. He pulled to a_stop and let them in.

| “EéyAman, itt's yvou again.n®

Stanley said, "Y¥ep. Lohg time, no see., LE'll bet you found it
cold around here,®

"Jeepers yeah, I’m_going to find a town or some place teo winter
in, Hey man, did yo® hgve any visions up there?™

"Ch, a few." “3tanley started hearing the hum again. It seemed

to be trying to tell him something. He drove in silence for awhile.

"L t'm heading back to a farm,"'he.sai . "I live in a farmhouse."

jow, that's a good thing, man. That must be alot better than
living in the city."

H¥ep. \It sture s,

"Say man, do you know of any good places down here in the South

to stay during the winterl TIt's getting too cold to sleep outside
anymore,

"Well, you could live at my place. TIt's got lLots of rooms.



57.
Therets too Few of us there right now anyway.™
"Gee, thanks alot, man. That's really neat. Well, Kemper, we
found a place. Mo more cold. How do you like that, Kemper?™ The

dog barked enthusiastically.

| mas Long as you contribute to the work. Thefre's wood to cut and ™
| we'lre going to plant a garden in the spring.”

nSure, man. I like to do that kind of thing. 3ay, 1 wish T had

some herb for you, man. I ran out whén T was there.™

*Thatts okay. wé’ré non-drug oriented anyway."

uRar out, man. This is a fumny coincidenCe, you know. Here 1
am looking for a place to stay and there you -come at just the right
time., Tt's weird, men., Have you ever thought that itts all ihtere
connected, you know, and things are supposed to happen the way they
do? T meanloces' ‘

They rapped all the way backs " Stanley stuck to backroads and
allowed every car to pass. Stailley Yuban was on his way to a differ-
ent life. He was going te werk it eut; it was going to be more mellow

from then on. Stanley Yuban was a man of the earth now.




