A Chapter from The True Path of David Solo: Spiritual Journey of a Modern American

Copyright, 2001 by Martin Polt

Liberation
During one of his meditations, David’ sintuition told him that if he removed himself

from hisimmediate environment, some important knowledge would be revealed to him.
If e stepped away from his habits, his career, and his relationships that he identified with
his ego, he would be able to see the Divine more clearly, and come back to the world
with afresh perspective. David decided to take a six-month trip into the Y osemite Na-
tional Park mountain country to get away from his routine life and open new possibilities
on his spiritual path.

Alison supported David in his plans to get away, and the owner of the grocery store
at which David worked agreed to hold David' s position open for him while he traveled.
David fulfilled the last of his obligations, packed his gear, and withdrew enough cash
from the bank to sustain him during histrip. He did not want to have to visit abank, or
have any other attachments to the world that he was leaving behind. He wanted com-
plete flexibility in letting hisintuition guide him. Alison kept David' s late-model
Toyota, and he went to a used car dealer and bought an old clunker Ford that would get
him where he needed to go. On hislast night home, he called his family and friends to
say farewell, and at 8:00a.m.on the following morning, he kissed Alison goodbye and
started on hisjourney.

David drove the Ford onto the Interstate that went from his home in Santa Rosa to
Y osemite, through some of the most beautiful mountain country in the world. Inthe
early afternoon, he turned off the Interstate and onto a minor road that ran through
several mountain towns near Y osemite. He would rent a cheap, secluded motel room,
and useit as his base to hike around the rugged high-country. The road wound deep into

the mountains, and eventually climbed toward a summit.



David had never felt more freedom in hislife, and he was released from al of the
attachmentsto his past. Thiswas different from trips he had taken before. He used to
believe the saying, “when you take a vacation, the one thing you can’'t leave behind is
yourself.” He usualy carried hisemotiona baggage wherever he went. But now, it
seemed that he was able to |eave his self behind, or at least he was more aware of that
self so that it was not such aburden to him. He forgot the pressures of hisjob, and his
and Alison’slong-term plans for afamily and a house, and the negative habits that he
usually worried about.

Just asthe last of hisworries evaporated, his old clunker Ford started making odd
clunking noises. The front left tire was quickly going flat. At first David was angry, and
he cursed at the car; but then he remembered that all experiences were Divine possibili-
ties, and although the experience seemed bad, there was goodnessin everything. David
relaxed; having aflat tire was no big problem. Why should he be upset when there was
no harm done to him, and he had eternity to get to where he was going? He was opening
himself to the Divine presence. He smiled to himself.

David turned off the ignition and got out of the car to open the trunk. In his excite-
ment to leave the city, he had forgotten to check for a spare tire and a jack. Judging by
the condition of the Ford, he doubted that he would find a spare, but as he opened the
trunk, hisintuition told him not to worry. David looked under the floor mat. His intuition
was correct. He heaved the wheel out of the trunk and rolled it to the front of the car.
The car was on a steep slope, so he had to be careful with the jack. He placed it under a
solid piece of metal on the underside of the car and jacked up the front end.

As David worked, he heard a car coming from the direction from which he had
come. A white Chrysler sedan, with aflashing red light on top, was winding up the road
toward him. The car stopped behind David’s Ford, its lights till flashing. David stood
up, and he smiled at the woman in the white uniform who got out of the Chrysler.

The woman approached David. She was middle-aged, in good shape, with long



brunette hair. She smiled and said, “Y ou need some help.”

It was not a question, but a statement.

David was doing okay on hisown. “| appreciateit, but I’ ve got things under con-
trol,” hereplied. “ Thanks though.”

The woman walked closer to David. “Y ou need to come back to the Home with
me.”

“Home with you?’ David said. The woman was cute, but going home with the first
woman that he met on the road was not part of the Divine journey that David had in
mind. “I...don’'t think so,” he said, awkwardly but politely. “Thanks, but | was just on
my way over the pass.”

The woman wouldn’t take no for an answer. “Now David,” she said, “you mustn’t
be likethat. You shouldn’'t resist.”

David felt his body involuntarily moving toward the passenger side of the Chrydler.
It was like alarge hand was pushing him; he could not resist, no matter how hard he
tried. He remembered the horror stories that he had read about terrible things happening
to strangers who traveled alone in the mountains.

“Wait aminute!” David said. “How did you know my name? Thisis crazy. You've
got me mixed up with someone else.”

“1t'sokay, David, I’'m not going to hurt you”, said the woman. “We want to help
you to be happy.”

David' s mind whirred; what was she talking about? He was pushed to the passen-
ger-side of the car. His hand was forced to open the door, and he sat down in the passen-
ger seat.

“Please...stop it!” David shouted in panic. “What are you doing to me?’

The woman sat in the driver’s seat and started the car. Soothingly, she said, “David,
you' ve shouldn’t have tried to escape from the Home. We' ve been worried about you.”

“What home?’ David cried. “ Just hold on aminute. I’'m David Solo. | livein Santa

Rosa. I'm agrocery store manager. | didn’t do anything. Check my id.”



“It'sokay,” she said soothingly, trying to calm him down.

“1 didn’t do anything,” David pleaded.

“Shh...Shhh...just be quiet,” said the woman, as she drove the car onto the road.

Her voice was soothing, and David’ s heartbeat slowed. He would have to accept his
position, for now. He couldn’t resist her. There was obviously a mix-up; he would
straighten it out when he got to “the Home”, wherever that was.

They drove for half an hour, passing through the small town of Y osemite Falls. Just
outside of town, they turned onto a private road that led through a heavily forested area.
Along the road, David saw a carved wooden sign that said “Mountain View Home” in
large block letters, and underneath was written “ahome for the mentally ill”. Fear seized
David as he pictured an isolated mountain asylum. The patients were probably kept
there to protect society from their insanity. It was probably a prison for killers and
robbers.

After driving afew miles, they came upon aclearing in the woods, in the middle of
which stood “the Home”. The Home was a large two-story building, made of what
appeared to be redwood. It fit very well into the natural landscape. At first, David
thought that the place had some charm, like awildflower in agrove of trees, but as the
car got nearer to the Home, a ten-foot-high barbed-wire fence surrounding the perimeter
of the building appeared out of nowhere. David blinked his eyes. When he opened
them, the fence was till there, and bars had appeared on the windows.

With the woman walking beside him, David was pushed toward the building by the
invisible hand. Hewasin no hurry to be put away for lifein acrazy house, but he was
powerless against the unseen force. At first sight upon entering the Home, the long
white hallway that stretched from one end of the building to the other looked clean and
inviting. But on second glance, David realized that there was a heavy door separating
the holding and administration area, in which he stood, from the rest of the hallway,
where the patients’ rooms were located. From the rooms down the hall, people were

shouting and creating havoc.



A few feet from David, the woman in white was talking with a man in white, whose
face David could not see clearly. When the man and woman finished talking, the man
turned and walked up a staircase that |led to the second floor of the building. The woman
approached David.

She said, “Sorry David, but he said that you have alot to learn before you'll be
ready to leave.”

“1 don’t belong here!” David insisted

“We're going to take care of you here. It’sfor you own good,” the woman said.

The woman took David by the arm; the heavy security door opened, and they
walked down the long white corridor. An old gentleman poked his head out of his door.
“Hi, David,” he said in a high-pitched voice, as he scrunched his face and screwed up his
eyes.

“How did that man know my name?’ David thought. Maybe he had entered a
parallel universe or something.

The woman preceded David into asmall room. As he entered, the woman ex-
plained, “1I’'m the Administrator of the Home, and the man in white back thereisthe
Founder. We'll belooking out for you, David.” She walked back out, into the hallway,
and the door closed behind her.

David rushed to the door, but it was locked. He tugged hard, but the door was heavy
and secure. He looked around the room for a means of escape. The windows, opposite
the door, were barred.

David' s furnishings consisted of a double bed against the left wall, beside which
were two nightstands with reading lamps; a chair stood beside the far nightstand; on the
right wall was amirrored vanity with three drawers, and next to the vanity was afree-
standing wooden closet. There was asmall private bathroom next to the closet. Thetwo
windows looked onto athick grove of tall redwood trees, beyond which was a grassy
meadow. David stuck hisface near the glassto get a better |ook outside, and two snarl-

ing German shepherds jumped at him from the yard outside. David was confused about



what had happened, and he sat down on the bed to think.

David sat in hislocked room until the next morning, with no visitors and no food.
Throughout the night, his thoughts alternated between how to get revenge on these
people for holding him against hiswill, and the thought that these events must be hap-
pening for areason. Therewas an odd hint of the supernatural in his experiences.

By morning, David was exhausted, hungry, angry, and afraid; but he also had the
hope that something good would come from his adventure. At 8:00 am., the Adminis-
trator knocked on his door and entered hisroom. She was smiling. Maybe they had
finally checked up on him and had realized their mistake in bringing him to the Home.

“It’stime for breakfast, David, | hope you slept well,” the Administrator said. “We
missed you last night at dinner.”

“How did you expect me to eat when you knew that | was locked in this room,”
David said. “And, no, | didn’t sleep well!” He shook hisfistsin anger. “Let me out of
thisplace!”

“1t's Okay, David,” said the Administrator, trying to avoid provocation. “The doors
will open when you are ready.” She reached into David' s closet and pulled out some
clean clothes. “Put these on and we'll get you some breakfast,” she said.

David was about to argue, but the strong intuitive knowledge overpowered his anger
and frustration; he was meant to be at the Home.

David dressed in his bathroom and then followed the Administrator into the hallway,
where the other patients walked toward the room at the end of the corridor. The Admin-
istrator led David into the dining hall, alarge white room with ahigh ceiling. On the
wall opposite the entrance, looking out into the woods, were several medium-sized
windows, trimmed in light blue and gold. The windows were barred. Inthe middle of
the room were eight round dining tables, and around the perimeter of the room were two
clusters of sofas and comfortable chairs, and a card table. On the right wall was a shelf
stocked with playing cards, board games, and alibrary of books. To the left of the

entryway was a kitchen, in front of which was a cafeteria-style line of hot and cold foods.



The Administrator fanned her arm around the room and said, “When you are ready,
David, you can have anything that you want.” She gave him aknowing look, asif there
was an unstated secret between them.

“You'll get three mealsaday,” said the Administrator. “Y ou can sit anywhere you
like. Come and talk to me anytime. | must warn you; beware of ‘ The Ego’.”

The Administrator |eft him alone to decipher her cryptic comments. She spokein
riddles. The doorswould unlock themselves, she had said. And he could “have anything
that he wanted”. What was this place? And who was*‘ The Ego’? David tried to think
positively about his mysterious situation, but confusion and hunger soon overwhelmed
him, and he glumly joined the other patients in the breakfast line.

Breakfast consisted of scrambled eggs, hash browns, ham, sausages, and bagels with
cream cheese and jam, and at the end of the food line were orange juice and coffee. By
coincidence, it was exactly what David liked to eat. Hetook atray, plate and silverware
from the rack at the front of theline. He was very hungry, so he heaped large portions of
food on his plate, preparing himself for afast, in case he got locked in hisroom again.

In line ahead of David was an elderly man of medium height, slight build, bushy
gray hair, and amustache. The man was very choosy about hisfood. David watched
him carefully scoop asmall portion of hash browns onto his plate, and at the end of the
line the man poured himself a glass of orangejuice.

“1 guess he' s not hungry,” David thought, “he must have eaten dinner last night”.
David poured himself a glass of orange juice and sat down at one of the eight tables, all
of which were filling up with other patients.

David sat facing the food line, and he watched as the old man approached the table
and sat across from him. He glanced at the old man’ s tray, and he was surprised to see a
bowl of granolawith various fruit toppings, a cup of yogurt, and what looked like a bran
muffin with nuts, in addition to the hash browns and orange juice. Most of those items
were not available on the food line. David looked at the food line to be sure. Hewas

right. The old man must have had hisfood stashed nearby.



While David ate voraciously, another man and awoman sat down at the table and
began eating. At David stable, there was a different assortment of food on each
person’splate. A thought flashed through David’s mind, “ask and you shall receive.”
Maybe that was what the Administrator meant when she said that he could have anything
that he wanted.

The old man was deep in thought and hadn’t begun his breakfast. Meanwhile, atall,
muscular, good-looking man, carrying atray of food, approached David from the direc-
tion of the food line. The man crouched down next to David, and his brown eyesre-
vealed apowerful virility.

“David?’ the man said, extending his hand, “ Hi, I’'m Eric.”

David shook Eric’s hand.

“1f you need anything, | can get it for you. Anything. Cigarettes...liquor...candy,
you nameit. If you want to make the most of thisjoint, then stick with me.”

David was surprised by the sudden display of friendship. At alossfor words, he
politely said, “ Thanks.”

Eric was friendly enough, but his approach reminded David of aloan shark sizing up
his next victim.

Eric gave David awry, confident smile that seemed to say, “I am the king of the
Home.” Eric stood up, and scowled at the old man sitting across from David.

“All right, Victor,” Eric said threateningly to the old man, “what have you got for
metoday?’ Victor just smiled. David wondered what mental illness would cause such a
smilein this situation.

Eric raised hisvoice, “| said, what have you got?’

The old man maintained his smilein silence, as Eric reached onto his tray and took
his plate of food. “I hope you starve, old man!” Eric said.

As Eric placed Victor’s plate of food onto his own tray, David noticed that Eric’s
food was less than appetizing. On his plate was what |ooked like lumpy oatmeal, and

stale bread, grub that you might expect in a high-security prison.



Eric walked afew feet to another table, where four people were already seated. Two
men, both with dark hair and muscular builds, had their backsto David. A blonde
woman and a brunette woman faced David, and in between them was a vacant chair,
Eric’schair. When Eric reached his chair, all but the blonde woman —who must have
been Eric’sequal - stood up, and they sat down again only after Eric was seated.

“Who does this guy think he is?’ David thought disgustedly. He did not like pomp.

David looked at Victor to see hisreaction to the incident. Victor still wore asmile
on hisface. It was asmile of authentic joy. The old man waslooking at Eric asif Eric
was hislong-lost son or something. David could not understand it.

Victor picked up his plate, walked to the food line, and stood still for a moment at
the end of theline. He turned around and walked back to the table with a bowl of
granolawith fruit that smelled so fresh that David’s mouth watered. Victor sat down and
slowly ate his cereal, savoring every bite.

While David finished hisfood and drank his coffee, he watched Eric and hisfriends.
Eric had eaten hisfood, but his friends had barely touched theirs. All of them had the
same lumpy oatmeal and stale bread. Everyone in the room, except those at David's
table, had the same lousy breakfast. They did not have what they really wanted.

Eric was talking to the four people at histable. The blonde was extremely attractive.
She had intense blue eyes, long straight hair that reached to the small of her back, and a
perfect body. The brunette had hazel eyes and was almost as attractive as the blonde.

“Maybe | should become friends with Eric, after all,” David thought. And then he
remembered hislove for Alison.

David finished his coffee as the other patients filtered out of the dining hall. He
hadn’t slept for twenty-four hours, and he was dog tired. He decided to go to hisroom to
sleep for afew hours. After that he would try to solve the mysteries of why he was taken
to the Home, and the hidden message in the Administrator’ s words.

David walked to hisroom and crawled under the covers of hisbed. He slept for

almost eight hours, right through lunch. He dreamed about him and Alison; they were



together on an ocean beach, with the breeze blowing through their hair and the sun
shining down on them. The pleasant dream made David feel safe.
TheEgo

At around 4:00 p.m., David’s Slumber was rudely interrupted. Loud arguing and the
sounds of furniture moving came from the room next door, to the left of David’s. David
covered his earsto try to go back to sleep, but the noise persisted. Five minutes later, he
gave up trying to sleep, and he arose from his bed and put on his clothes. He walked out
his door and into the hallway, looking cautiously down both sides of the corridor. There
were afew patients walking to and from the dining and recreation room, but they seemed
oblivious to the activity next door. The door across the hall from David' s was half-
opened, and David saw through the crack that the old man, Victor, was sitting on the
floor, cross-legged. Victor wasin a deep meditation, and he was completely unaware of
the chaos just across the hall. David envied him his peace of mind. The noise contin-
ued; David was afraid someone might be hurt.

He walked next door and knocked. The noise stopped abruptly. David heard foot-
stepsinside the room, and the door burst open.

“What do you want!” shouted Eric, red-faced, out of breath, and angry. Hisanger
subsided when he saw it was David. His scowl changed to an ear-to-ear smile. “Oh, it's
you. Hi, David,” he said. “What can | do for you? Have you decided to take me up on
my offer?’

“Not exactly.” David said, unsuccessfully trying to look past Eric, into the room. “I
wastrying to sleep. Iseverything okay in there?’

“No problems here,” Eric said in a none-of-your-business tone. “Thanks for asking.
Listen, since you seem like a stand-up guy, I’m going to make you an offer.”

David did not want to associate with Eric any more than he had to. “No thanks,” he
said, “1 was just hoping that you could hold the noise down.”

David was about to walk away when Eric opened the door enough for him to get a

good look inside the room, “Okay, buddy. For you, we'll try to keep it down.” Eric said.



He nodded his head toward the room behind him, “Take alook. | told you | can give
you anything you want.”

David saw stacks of boxes on the floor, and one of the men and the two women who
had sat with Eric at breakfast were inside the room, straightening furniture that had been
displaced in the scuffle that David had heard. The blonde caught David’s eye and
winked at him. David blushed.

“Anything | want?’ David asked, flustered.

Noticing David' s blush, Eric glanced over his shoulder just as the blonde averted her
eyes from David.

“Almost anything.” Eric said. “I think we could satisfy most of your desires. Can
wetrust you?’ he said.

“Well...l don’'t know,” David said hesitantly. He should have trusted hisintuition
and gone back to his own room, but he was attracted by Eric’ s offer to satisfy his needs.

David had known types like Eric before, and at one time, he found it exciting to
hang out with them, because it was thrilling to live recklessly. David had long ago
realized the self-destruction involved in that lifestyle, and he had moved on to healthier
living. Despite his misgivings, he was intrigued, not only by the attraction of the blonde,
but also by thisinside look at what went on behind closed doorsin the Home.

“Comeinand look around,” insisted Eric, grabbing David’s arm and pulling him
into the room.

Inside the room, David was disoriented at first. From the hallway all of the rooms
looked the same size, but now Eric’s appeared to be much larger than his. Most of Eric’'s
furnishings were valuable antiques, including a large wooden canopied bed; a vanity
with gold inlay; a crystal chandelier hanging from the center of the room; and a beautiful
Persian rug in the middle of the floor. Stacks of contraband sat in boxes and on shelves
throughout the room. There were handguns and knives, jewelry and piles of cash,
cocaine and other drugs, imported chocolates, champagne, bourbon, cigars, and other

items that would please the palate or stimulate the mind, or satisfy the sexual or violent



impulse. David was impressed.

David saw that the Persian rug was displaced, enough for him to see an exposed
corner of atrapdoor that was usually hidden under the rug. Noticing David’ sinterest, the
brunette quickly pushed the rug back into place.

“So, you'rein,” Said Eric.

“Wait aminute,” David said. “I don’t want to be “in” anything. I’m just looking.”
“Well, you' ve seen too much now,” Eric said. “Let’smakeadeal. I'll giveyou
what you want, and you’ll keep your mouth shut if the Administrator asks you anything.
Right?” The other man grabbed a handgun from his belt and moved between David and

the door. David didn’'t have achoice. He hadn’t intended for thisto happen, but if he
played along, maybe these hoodlums would let him go. After this, he would keep alow
profile and not get involved.

“Dea?’ Eric said again, holding out his hand.

David looked at the man with the gun. His expression said, “you’ d better do what
he asks, or else.”

“Well...Okay,” David said, shaking Eric’s hand.

“Good,” Ericreplied.

“Let meintroduce you to my crew,” said Eric, turning to the man with the gun.
“ThisisHarry. He' sin charge of security; he keeps us all safe.”

Harry nodded to David, and returned the gun to his belt. Pointing to the blonde, Eric
said “and this gorgeous creature is Sheila. Sheilais my right hand woman.”

“Hi David,” Sheilasaid.

“Hi,” David replied, sheepishly.

“And this,” Eric said, pointing to the brunette, “is Lorraine. She takes care of
administration.”

“Hello, David,” Lorraine said.

“Hi,” said David. “Wow. She'sabeauty, too” he thought.

“Well, that’ sthe gang,” Eric said. “I am in charge here. I’ ve been here for along



time, so | know how thingswork. | set up our system. We supply the other patients with
whatever they desire, and we require their loyalty in return. We get the goods from
suppliers from around the area. | have alot of connections, inside and outside.” While
he spoke, Eric didn’t look directly at David, but rather he kept glancing at himself in the
vanity mirror. Obviously, he thought alot of himself.

Eric looked David in the eye, “Don’'t even think about screwing with me,” he said.
“Harry stands guard at this door when | sleep, which is not often. We're always ready
for trouble. Y ou want to see what happens to guys who cause trouble?’

David didn’t want to see, but Eric pushed the Persian rug aside and uncovered the
trap door. Harry pulled up the trapdoor, and Eric shoved David close enough to see a
stairway and darkness below. “Look closely!” Eric demanded. “That’swhat | do to
people who cross me!”

In the cellar, David saw the other man who had sat with Eric’s gang at the breakfast
table, lying bloody-face up on the dirt floor. David now guessed the cause of the noise
that had awakened him. Chillswent down his spine. These people were capable of
anything. He couldn’t believe that this was actually happening to him.

“You look like asmart guy,” Eric said sardonically. “You wouldn’t betray melike
Jack did, would you?’

David did not know what Jack had done, but he said nervously, “No, absolutely
not.”

Harry closed the trapdoor and Lorraine pushed the rug back into place. The four of
them examined David closely, looking for his threshold of fear. David controlled him-
self.

“You can take Jack’ s place,” Eric said. “You can start by distributing these gunsto
the other patients. We're all going to break out of here soon. If you join us, you can get
out too; and we' |l keep you happy while you’re here.”

David tried to look calm. “I...don’'t think so,” he said. “1’m sure they’ll let me out

soon enough.” He couldn’t resist asking, “How about just want a few beers and some



cigarettes.”

“When you join us, you can have whatever you want.” Eric said. He pointed around
the room. “What more could a man want to be happy?’

Eric looked at Sheila. He knew that David wanted more than just beer and ciga-
rettes.

“You have nice merchandise,” David said, “but | can’t join you.”

“You either join, or you get nothing,” said Eric.

David took a deep breath for courage. “| guessit’ s nothing then,” hereplied. “I'd
better leave now.” He turned and started toward the door.

Eric stepped in front of David, close enough so that David could smell his hot
breath. “Just remember our deal,” Eric threatened. “And remember what happens to
rats. Y ou can leave the room, but you' ll never get away from us. And don’t fool your-
self; you'll never escape from the Home without us.”

Eric pointed to the windows and said, “no one can penetrate those steel plates.”

David didn’t understand. He didn't see any steel plates. All he saw were the bars
on thewindows. Eric was hallucinating; he thought that security in the Home was
tighter than it actually was. Maybe his self-involvement and paranoia created the illu-
sion.

Eric stepped away from David. “Get out of here,” he demanded.

Harry opened the door for David. Just before David walked out the door, he looked
back at Sheila, and she winked at him again. He blushed, and his fear and desire created
awarm, intense feeling inside of him.

Before he closed the door again, Harry said, “Eric, | need to go my room for a
minute. 1'll be right back.”

“Hurry up,” Eric commanded.

Harry closed the door. David was aready at the door to his own room, trying to
forget the nightmare that he'd just seen.

“David. Wait!” Harry said urgently, but softly.



David turned to face Harry.

Harry’s eyeswereriddled with fear. “We need help,” he said, “Ericisout of con-
trol. Hekilled Jack for no reason. He might kill usall if someone doesn’t stop him.

Y ou could be our leader; you' d have everything you’ ve ever dreamed of—total power
and control over the business.”

David s primal instinct for power was strong, but with a burst of willpower, he
rejected hisinstinct, “I...1 don’t think so,” he said.

Harry’ s body trembled. He was a big man. Eric generated enough fear to destroy any
man, no matter what size.

“Please. Help us,” Harry pleaded.

“l can't. I'm sorry,” David said.

Harry looked around cautiously, to make sure nobody was listening. “Think about
it. You'll have everything,” he said.

Frightened that Eric would find him talking to David, Harry quickly ran down the
hall and disappeared into aroom.

Disconcerted by the turn of events and his unwilling involvement with Eric’ s gang,
David opened his door and walked into hisroom. As he turned to close the door behind
him, he noticed that the door across the hall was till gjar. Victor was still sitting on the
floor meditating.

David closed his door and turned the deadbolt. He was very upset. Not only was he
being held against hiswill, but he wasin danger. Hetried to stay calm, to think of away
out of the situation. The Administrator said that he could talk with her anytime, but
David was afraid that Eric would find out if he said anything.

Just then, there was a knock on David' sdoor. He hesitated to open it, fearing that
Eric would be standing on the other side, ready to punish him for talking with Harry. He
slowly cracked the door open. It was the Administrator.

David s paranoiaincreased. “What do you want?’ he said.

“Do you want to talk?’ said the Administrator.



“No.” David said, as he opened the door wide to scan the hallway for Eric’s spies.
Several people were at the other end of the hall, near the dining room, but they weren't
interested in David.

“l can't talk to you,” David said.

The Administrator smiled asif she had not acarein theworld. Shedidn’t know
what went on in the Home. She could not know that right next door there was a stock-
pile of weapons, and that people were plotting escape. 1f she knew that, she would not
be so calm. Nor could she know of the objects of desire; the boxes of liquor, cigarettes,
and chocol ates, that were being distributed to patientsin the Home behind her back. One
woman and one man could not oversee all of the people in the Home. Things were out
of control.

“1 thought that you might have some questions about our policies here,” said the
Administrator.

David had many questions, but none of them were worth getting killed over.

“It'ssafe,” said the Administrator.

Despite hisfear, David was reassured by her calming voice, and he opened the door
and let the Administrator into hisroom. The Administrator motioned for David to sit
down on the bed, and then she sat down beside him.

“You can talk to me. | know what you are afraid of,” said the Administrator disarm-
ingly.

“No, | don’'t think you do,” David said.

“We know all about the operations next door,” said the Administrator. “Eric and his
associates want to escape from what seems to them to be a prison.”

David was silent. Hewas afraid that Eric would think that he had squealed.

“Eric and his associates are all absorbed in their egos. Eric and his gang protect
their egos by accumulating worldly goods — the objects of desire that you saw in Eric’s
room. The drugs, liquor, and delicacies give them pleasure and feed their desires, keep-

ing them attached to their ego realities, and distracting them from the true reality. The



fascination with guns, knives, and violence is aresult of the spiraling negativity of their
lives. They reinforce their self-images and ego-realities with material goods, and sensual
pleasures, and the more they are reinforced, the more securely they are imprisoned.

“1 warned you about Eric; he' s the ringleader for most of the brothers and sisters
here. Heisthe “EgQo”. He is the most attached to his self-love and pride. Hislifeis
fulfilling to the extent that he maintains his self-esteem, which comes from the percep-
tion of himself as the center of the universe. To bolster hisimage, he plots how to attract
beautiful women, and other people who outwardly revere him. He tries to control the
thoughts and actions of his associates, because without their participation, hisillusion
would be shattered, and his ego destroyed. Eric would be nothing. He destroys those
who would destroy him.”

“Destroys?’ asked David. “You mean you know about Jack?’

“Jack was athreat to Eric’s ego, atraitor within his group, someone who questioned
Eric’s position. Eric will go to any length to fight for complete control. He threatened
you because he sees you as a new threat to him. Y ou wouldn’t join the group. You are
different from him, and he needs to put you under his thumb.”

“But how could you know al of this? Why do you allow it?’ David said.

“We know everything that goes on here, David. We alow for every human possibil-
ity. We can't suppress peoples natural tendencies, the acts that are done in the name of
the ego. We hope that they will eventually see their way beyond the ego and out of their
suffering.”

“But can’t you at least stop them from killing each other?’ David asked.

“No, we can't,” said the Administrator, “ They have the freedom to act; we can only
guide them when they seek our help. Until then, they will become further absorbed in
themselves and further removed from the true reality of the Home.”

“You keep talking of thistrue reality and the illusion of the ego,” David said,
“Eric’sthreat to me was no illusion, and when Harry asked meto help them, hisfear was

real.”



“It wasreal,” said the Administrator, “but only in arelative sense.”

“When you walked through Eric’ s door, you were brought into their world of fear,
anxiety, and suffering. Before you entered that room, you may have been fearful of the
unknown—having been brought here under unusual circumstances—but you were not
afraid for your life. You see bars on the windows, afence, and dogs in the yard, and
other security measures that are meant to restrict your life. You, too, livein afalse
reality, in your own illusion. You are a prisoner.

“Eric is desperate; he sees steel plates covering the windows and a twelve-foot
concrete wall surrounding the Home. For Eric and his associates, the Home is a maxi-
mum-security prison in which they must fight constantly, desperately, and violently, to
gain freedom. They don’t understand that they are already free. The fear, anxiety and
violence don’t exist in the true reality. Someday you will know that there are no bars on
the windows, and no dogs in theyard. You, too, are free, but you must remove the
barriersto freedom before you can be are liberated.”

David was disturbed by the Administrator’ swords. “You'relying,” David said.
“1’m not imagining that | was taken here against my will and locked in my room.”

David looked at hiswindows. “Those barsarereal,” he said angrily.

“Very well,” said the Administrator, standing up from the bed. “Call to me when
you are ready to talk again.”

As she walked to the door, the Administrator said, “Tonight, you will encounter
Virtue and Sin. Y ou choose your own path.”

“What are you talking about?’ David cried. The Administrator’ s warning sounded
ominous.

“Virtueisfound in the wisdom of the elderly, and Sin often comesin the form of
outward beauty,” said the Administrator as she left David’s room.

“Wait!” David shouted. He was going to run into the hallway after her, but he did
not want to attract the attention of Eric and the other hoodlums next door.

Virtue



The dinner bell rang at 6:00 p.m., and David was hungry, despite his concern over
the strange turn of events. He didn’t want to leave his room for fear of Eric’s reprisal,
but he might be safe in the company of others. David poked his head out of his door;
Eric and his associates were nowhere in sight, so he joined a group of people walking
toward the dining hall. Victor was walking afew feet in front of David. David remem-
bered the Administrator’s cryptic message, “virtue is found in the wisdom of the eld-
erly”, and he thought of Victor. Maybe Victor was an example of virtue. Victor had an
unusual serenity about him.

David picked up atray and silverware, and followed Victor through the food line.
David surveyed the fare; at first, he was repulsed by what he saw. There was alarge pot
of gray gruel, and creamed corn of the same dull color. David's stomach turned. He
closed his eyes for a second to calm his stomach, and when he opened them, the gruel
and corn had disappeared. His eyes had deceived him. Now he saw spaghetti mixed
with adelicious smelling meat sauce, and there was salad and garlic bread. There were
the usual beverages; soda, milk, water, tea and coffee, and at the end of the line was an
ice cream dispenser and various toppings to make ice cream Sundays. David loved ice
cream Sundays, but his delight was tempered by the vision of the gruel; it wasawarning
that he had the potential to become one of Eric’s gang, condemned to eat prison food.

David was entranced by the sight and smell of the food, and he put a slice of bread,
salad, and a large portion of spaghetti onto his plate. From a dispenser, David poured
Pepsi into his glass, and then he remembered his mission of observing Victor. He looked
at Victor' s plate and saw curried brown rice with vegetables, acorn squash, and what
looked like sautéed tofu.

Victor sat at the same table at which he had sat at breakfast, and David sat beside
him. David and Victor had their backs to the food line, and they faced the open dining
room. Victor closed his eyes and prayed silently before eating hismeal. David followed
Victor’ sexample. It wouldn’t hurt him to pray to make sure that he never saw that gruel

again. He closed his eyes and thanked God for his spaghetti and salad. He might die



tonight from Eric’ s wrath, but he was eating well. David laughed to himself.

Most of the patients were seated for dinner. David looked across the room and saw
that Eric was not at histable. Jack had been replaced with a short, stout blond-haired
man who looked like he could break aman in half. David caught Sheila's eye, and she
smiled and winked at him. David could not fight his desire for the beautiful Sheila. In
his mind, he pictured Sheilain hisroom, just the two of them, kissing, and...

“David,” said avoice from behind him.

Startled, David turned his head and pushed his chair back from the table, getting
ready to stand up.

Eric put ahand on David’ s shoulder. “Sit down,” Eric said, “I’ ve got something for
you.”

Eric handed David alarge paper bag. David remained in his chair, although he
thought that whatever was in the bag might explode at any second.

“Look inside,” said Eric, obviously pleased that he could instill fear in David.

David opened the bag, and inside he saw two packages of cigarettes, a six-pack of
premium beer, aliter of single-malt scotch, and two boxes of Swiss chocolates. When
David saw theitemsin the bag, he was comforted for a moment, despite Eric’s ominous
presence. David had mixed feelings; he could be locked in the Home for along time,
and the gifts that Eric gave him would give him pleasure, but he knew that in accepting
the gift, he would become awilling participant in everything for which Eric stood.

“No strings attached,” Eric said. “Just afriendly gesture from al of us.” He mo-
tioned toward the other people in the room.

“So, they’readll inonit,” David thought.

“If you want to, come and party with us later,” Eric invited, pointing to his table.

David felt ashamed for being tempted by Eric’ s bribe, and Sheila’ s seductive
glances. He wanted nothing to do with Eric and hisgang. He turned his head and
looked around the room. There were seven other tables of people, and they had all

joined Eric. Only David'stable was not included in the group. David looked at Victor,



and Victor met David’'s eyes with asmile. Victor's eyes sparkled with warmth. 1f
Victor were David’ s only friend, he would provide more true friendship than all of the
others put together.

Victor knew of David’sindecision; hiseyes said “it’ s your decision to make, young
man. I'll be herefor you.”

David felt the power of Victor’slove flowing into him. He handed the bag back to
Eric. “Nothanks,” David said. “I can’'t accept this.”

“You're making a big mistake David,” Eric said, as he grabbed the bag and nodded
at Victor. “Don’'t you realize that he will poison your mind? The last person that sat in
your chair, next to the old man, went insane because of the mental garbage that he was
fed.”

Eric gyrated his body, and he made faces and started to wail. “Thisis how he went
mad. It'sgoing to happen to you, too, David, if you listen to him!” He was inches from
David sface.

David looked at Victor. “Isit true?’ hesaid.

Victor did not need to respond; David saw in his eyes that no harm had come to
anyone who heard hiswords of truth.

Sensing David’sloyalty to Victor, Eric glared at Victor with rage. “You’ re screw-
ing with my people again, old man. You'relying to al of us!” He reached over to grab
Victor’s collar but his hand stopped in mid-air. Victor smiled warmly at Eric. Love
streamed from Victor’s eyesto Eric. Eric jumped back, startled, asif he was hit in the
chest by astrong fist.

“Nooo!” Eric wailed in responseto Victor'slove. “I’ll get you all!” he shouted at
the people at David stable. He then walked backward to his own table, glaring at Vic-
tor. Hefinally sat down, and began talking animatedly to his gang.

“There' s going to be a showdown soon.” David thought. He felt the intensity of the
emotions and thoughts of the people around him.

The five people at David’ s table were the only holdouts, the only ones with enough



courage to oppose Eric. David was sure that some of the others were staying with Eric
out of fear and uncertainty of life beyond the ego. They could not betray Eric for fear of
destroying themselves. Eric’ sresponseto Victor’slove showed that fear and lies can
overshadow love and truth.

David had many questions for Victor, but it was not appropriate to discuss them at
the dinner table. The mood waswrong. David finished his dinner and sat observing
Eric’sgang, while everyone else at histable, except for Victor, finished dinner and
retired to their rooms. Victor finished hismeal in silence, while Eric plotted against him.

“Victor,” David said calmly, although his mind wasin turmoil. “I haveto talk to
you.”

“Yes,” Victor replied, “1 know that you have many questions. | can help to answer
some of them, but the rest isleft up to you. Let ussit on the sofa.”

“Maybe we can go to my room,” David said, “to be safe.”

“No,” said Victor, “I must be here for those who seek my help.”

David was reassured by Victor’s courage. “Okay,” he said.

Victor and David moved to the sofa and sat down. Most of the others had |eft the
dining hall, but two people were playing cards at a small wooden table near the barred
windows, and six people—four men and two women—were smoking, drinking, and
loudly talking and laughing at a circle of chairs nearby. David wasn't surprised that
smoking and drinking were tolerated, given the freedom of choice that the patients had in
the Home.

“Victor, doesn’t it bother you?’ said David, pointing to the loud partiers. “They
hate you.”

“1 admit that sometimes it getsto me,” said Victor, in alow, wisetone. “It bothers
me that Eric and his gang are lost. It’s not hate or anger that | feel, but compassion. All
of us can lose our perspective of reality, and get self-absorbed in interests that harm us

and other people. That's part of being human.”



Humility

“Virtue helps us to shift our identities. Humility gives us perspective: instead of
pridein the finite, material success of our egos, we see the smallness of theego inrela-
tion to the Infinite. The small self- and the material elements that support it- are insignifi-
cant compared to our Infinite Self in God. Our vanity is lost when we accept ourselves
unconditionally in our oneness with God. We don’t care what others think of us because
we are part of the Divine. We accept unconditionally all of our experiences, because they
are no longer judged through the filter of the ego, by how much they benefit or harm our
self-image. Our experiences are accepted because they are informed by the Love and
Goodness of the Absolute and Infinite. Anger, fear, suffering, and disappointment cease
to exist in our lives; they are children of the finite ego. Instead, goodness, love, and
infinite bliss become our reality. That ishumility.”

Compassion and Charity

“1’m trying not to be more aware of the limitations of my ego, to overcome my fear
and accept my experiences as Divine moments,” David said, “ but sometimesits hard to
overcome my habits. | saw your love for Eric even when he took your food this morning,
and when he threatened you just now. How do we change our attitude from one of anger
at other peoples’ insultsto one of love for al people, even those who abuse us?’

Victor replied, “All people, including Eric, are our brothers and sisters; we share a
common bond in the Divine unity. We are al united in God. It isonly when our egos—
which create the illusion of separation—are threatened that we respond with anger or
violence. We try to eliminate the cause of our pain, remove the threat to our ego. Our
egos are damaged when someone tells us we are ugly, or if they destroy our property, or
if they say something to us that makes us question the validity of the image that we have
created with our material possessions and experiences.

“When we are detached from our ego-identities, the threats fall on deaf ears, so to
speak. We may feel anger at the injustice of someone damaging our property, and we

should protect ourselves from harmful and unlawful actions, but if we are not attached to



property then we won'’t feel pain and fear when we lose material objects. We don’t need
to lash out at other people for damaging our egos because we are rooted in the Divine.
No matter how hateful an action seems, we can accept the action and the actor as Divine
possibilities, we all make mistakes because we are human; and we can forgive and love
all people as we would have ourselves forgiven and loved, because we are One.

“Genuine acts of charity occur when we realize that material goods are less mean-
ingful than we may have thought; it becomes easy to part with objects because we are no
longer attached to them as things that define who we are. We also see others as exten-
sions of ourselves.”

David interrupted, “1’ ve had experiences where it wasn’t so important for me to get
what | thought | wanted or needed. It waslike | was another person. Situations that
seemed threatening were not really athreat. Onetime | waswaiting in line with my
shopping cart in the grocery store, and | had forgotten to get a bar of soap. | ran to get
the soap; | was gone for maybe twenty seconds. When | came back, awoman had
pushed my shopping cart aside and gone in front of me. My immediate response was
anger. My heart pounded. The lady had no right to cut in front of me. She had insulted
my ego. | was about to insult the woman to avenge my hurt ego, when serenity came
over me. | understood what lead her to cut in front of me; it offends us when someone
has the gall to inconvenience us. | might have done the same to her in the past. | realized
that it didn’t really matter; no harm was done to me. | actually smiled at the woman.”

“| said, these lines arelong, aren’t they? I’min no hurry, so I’'m glad you went
ahead.

“Thelady was angry. She had been preparing for conflict. She said, ‘If you're not
finished shopping, then you shouldn’t get in line.’

“1 guess | could have taken that as another blow to my ego. | could have torn into
her for her rudeness; but | didn’t. | actually felt compassion for her.

“When | released control of the part of me that was threatened, | felt free and happy.
| felt liberated. That woman didn’t know it, and | didn’t think consciously about it, but



she was deeply connected to me. After she had been checked out and she paid her bill,
she turned to me, smiled, and said “thanks’. | could hear great emotion in her voice; it
was like she was elevated into another reality with me.”

“Exactly,” said Victor. “When we are able to act through our Divine intuition, our
whole attitude toward other people changes, and we change the attitudes of those around
us. We are no longer opposed to one another.”

Veracity

AsVictor finished speaking, the noise from the group of six got almost unbearable.
They were yelling loudly. 1t sounded like they were cheering, or singing afight song.
They were cheering on a particular man, who stood up from his chair and approached
David and Victor. The man’sface was red from drinking; his eyes were glazed and his
hair was black and wild.

The man stood in front of David and Victor and said, “Hey, old man? What kind of
lies are you telling this guy?’

The man tried to be threatening, but he was almost comical, standing unsteadily
before them and speaking with adrunken, slurred voice. Neither Victor nor David
responded.

“1’m talking to you, old man!” he shouted.

David stood up, ready to defend Victor. He would get rid of this man, like a
bouncer bouncing a drunk out of a nightclub.

“Please sit down,” Victor said calmly to David.

David sat down, but remained alert.

To thedrunk Victor said, “I’m not telling lies. | tell people the truth, if they ask for
it. There' sstill hope for you young man; you are still responsible enough to know
what’ s right for you.”

“Shut up,” the drunk said violently. “Your lies are making us mad, old man.”

“What ishe lying about?’ David asked.

“It may betoo late for you,” the drunk said to David. “It’ll betoo late for all of usif



the old man keeps poisoning our minds, telling people that our lives are wrong.”

“1’m not telling anyone that,” Victor said. “We all make our own decisions about
what’ s right and wrong.”

It was no use reasoning with the man. He stumbled drunkenly toward Victor with
outstretched arms, asif to strangle him ,“Y ou arewrong. Y ou are both wrong,” he
wailed. “We are the good ones.”

Before his hands reached Victor’ s throat, he stumbled and fell on top of Victor in a
drunken slump.

“We are the good ones,” he said again, as he passed out of consciousness.

Victor gently placed the man beside him.

David looked over at the group; they were still drinking and partying, laughing
nervously about the unsuccessful mission of their friend. The man had been elected to
express their common sentiments, and he was now in the camp of the enemy.

“They really hate you.” David said.

“It’ sbecause | represent the truth - veracity. Sometimes we ignore the truth because
it istoo much in contradiction to our lives; we could not bear the disequilibrium between
the truth and our lives, and we would have to change. Instead of changing our actions
and thoughts, we repress the truth so much that we don’t realize that we are lying to
ourselves. We bury our true selves further and further in lies. When we perceive the
greater truth and we ignore it, then our lies become precious. When that happens, we
react harshly against anything that threatens our relative reality. | am the new truth to
these people — a symbol of the repressed thoughts that they hide from themselves. | am
their enemy. They wish to destroy the truth at any cost. They wish to destroy me.

Faith, Practice, and Grace

“l understand,” said David. “When | see new truths, | feel that | need to change; |
feel the disequilibrium. Sometimesit’s hard to change my habits. How can | know that
the change will uplift me instead of destroying me? How can | let go of myself?’

Victor looked at the unconscious man beside him, “Y ou must have faith, David.



This man suffers, David, and so do you. Y ou both recognize the need to change, and you
are afraid. Y our intuition reveals the truth even when it is buried deep within you.When
we allow ourselves follow our intuition and to be guided to the truth, our fears, anger,
and disappointment fade, and our lives are flooded with the Divine love, goodness, and
beauty.

When you follow your intuition, your actions occur with the invisible hand of
Divine Grace. The virtues—veracity, humility, charity, and others—open the door to a
pre-existing grace that is available to us all. Faith and certainty can be found through
spiritual techniques and practice, which strengthens our union with the Divine.”

David said, “I don’t think I’ m in touch with my intuition enough for it to guide me.
That'swhy I'm afraid. Y ou said that spiritual practice strengthens our connection to the
Divine; | saw you meditating in your room earlier today; | meditate too. Doesn’t that
help to connect you to the Divine Truth; doesn’t it allow Divine grace to guide you?’

“Spiritual practice isimportant, David. The uncertainty and hesitation that we feel —
our reluctanceto let go of what alienates you from the Divine truth and your intuition —
stems from barriers that can be overcome. Eric and hisfriends have created near-insur-
mountable barriersto the truth. They see steel plates on the windows, and a concrete
wall intheyard. All of us have barriers, and it is tradition and practice that allow usto
get around them. Through tradition and practice we shorten the duration of our suffering
and illusion, and deepen our connection to the true reality. My faith is solidified as |
perfect my art of meditation. | become certain of the presence of God when | see Him
acting through me and in the world.”

The drunken man opened his bloodshot eyes. “Wheream |,” he said.

“You'resafe,” said Victor.

“Wait aminute,” the man said fearfully. “What have you done to me?’

The man looked over at the group of partiers; they were taunting him. “Traitor,
traitor,” they shouted.

The man was confused. First helooked at his friends, and then at Victor and David.



He was trying to make a choice. He stood up, and then sat down.

“Traitor, traitor,” the group shouted.

The man looked into Victor’s eyes, and his soul was penetrated by Victor’s knowl-
edge. Hereached out to hold Victor’s hand, and Victor complied. The man’s bloodshot
eyes cleared at once and he sat up straight on the sofa.

“Help me,” the man said. “Don’t make me go back.”

The man had faced the truth.

Victor stood up and held the man’s hand. The man stood up too.

“David. Youwill beal right,” Victor said as he guided the man to the exit of the
dining hall. “Remember what we have discussed. Y ou will face challenges to your faith
before thisnight is over.”

Sin

David sat aone on the sofa, thinking about his conversation with Victor. Ashe sat,
he looked outside the windows into the darkening night, where the shadowy figures of
trees could be seen, surrounded by the glow of the full moon. And then he noticed -
there were no bars on the windows! David jumped up from the sofa and ran to the
window. Victor must have done something to David' s subconscious to make it look like
the bars had disappeared. David rubbed his eyes, and when he opened them, the bars
were there, just as before. Hisfaith was still uncertaing.

The people at the other table taunted David. He didn’t want to wait until they sent
someone over to either hurt him, or convert him. He didn’t need the hassle; he had
enough to think about.

David walked out of the dining hall, and into the hallway, followed closely by two
of the goons who had been partying. They got closer to David as he approached his
door, but he entered his room and locked the door before they got to him.

David decided to meditate in the chair in his room so that he could better hear the
Divine voice that would guide him. He opened his mind to his superconsciousness, from

which the Divine voice comes.



An hour later, David’ s meditation was interrupted by atap on hisdoor. It waslate at
night and dark outside. Even in the light of the full-moon, the darkness was thick be-
cause of the density of the forest beyond David’ s window.

“Who could it be at this late hour?’ he wondered.

He listened for voices from next door, but he heard nothing but the quiet tapping at
hisdoor. He walked to the door and opened it a crack.

“Hi, David,” said Sheila, seductively.

“Uh...Shella?’ David stuttered. Sheilawas the last person he had expected. Her
eyes sparkled. Her full blonde hair flowed down over her shoulders, framing her beauti-
ful face and leading David’ s eyes down the curves of her body. She waswearing athin
silk nightgown. Desire overwhelmed David, but he feared that Eric was not far behind
Sheila

“David, | need to talk to you. It'surgent.”

David used al of hiswillpower, “No,” he said, “1 already told Harry that I’m not
going to get involved in your operation.” Even as he said it, he regretted it. Sheilawas
so beautiful; he wanted to help her.

“It'snot that. | just need someoneto talk to,” shesaid. “Please, let mein.” Sheila
looked down the hallway, asif she was afraid of being caught talking to David.

David opened the door and let Sheilainto hisroom. As she passed him, he was
aroused by the scent of perfume and the fresh smell of her skin.

“David, ever since first saw you thismorning, I’ ve wanted to see you privately,”
Sheilasaid.

David s handstrembled. He wasn't usually nervous around women, but the attrac-
tion that he had for Sheilawas overwhelming. Attraction was not all that he felt; from
the depths of his subconscious was a voice telling him that thiswaswrong. Still, he was
flattered by Sheila swords; she thought that he was desirable, and she was willing to risk
a confrontation with Eric to be with him.

“The way you stood up to Eric today was awesome,” she said. “Not many people



have the guts to deny him hiswishes.” She moved toward David, and stopped just
inches from him, her eyes looking intensely into his.

David was mesmerized by her eyes. His heart pounded. Hetook Sheila by the
waste and kissed her. She responded, roughly returning David skiss. They embraced
tightly. David closed his eyes; the Divine voice within him wasloud. It waswrong to
kiss Sheila. To alow thisto happen, to allow Sheilato seduce him into her world, would
be to regressto apast that he did not want to recreate. What the Administrator and
Victor said about Eric, Sheilaand their friends was true; their egos were fueled through
their human and material conquests; David would be another victory for them. For him,
it would be to lose the equilibrium that he was creating, equilibrium in the true reality
instead of lies. Thiswaswrong. Heremembered the Administrator’ swarning: “sin
comesin the form of beauty”.

David pushed Sheilaaway.

“What’swrong, David?’ shesaid. She pushed David up against the bed, trying to
force him down. Her aggressiveness excited him, but he resisted.

“No,” David said, moving away from the bed.

“David, you can’'t resist me. Y ou're not strong enough.” Sheila said, moving toward
him again.

“Stay away from me,” said David. “I am strong enough. I’ ve got strength that you
couldn’t dream of .”

Sheila stepped toward him, but she was halted by an invisible force. She struggled
to come closer to David, but she was unable. She was pushed back, toward the door.
The door opened by itself, and Sheilawas pushed out into the hallway.

“Stopit,” shesaid. Her voice became shrill. “You can’'t do thisto me.”

Amazed, David went to the door and watched as Sheila moved toward Eric’s room.

“Nooo,” shewaliled, asif in pain.

Sheilawas pushed into Eric’sroom , and the door closed behind her. David stared

into the empty hallway. He started to close his door, but he froze when he heard sounds



—sounds of lovemaking - coming from across the hall, from Victor’ sroom. David was
shocked. Had they gotten to Victor? There was no way that they could win him to their
side.

David ran across the hall and tried to turn Victor’ sdoorknob. At first, it wouldn’t
move. David concentrated hard. He had to save Victor. Using all of his strength, David
finally turned the knob, and the door opened. He entered the room and saw that Victor
was under the covers with awoman. David was crushed. This man that had seemed so
wise and invincible in the strength of his convictions was a hypocrite, sleeping with the
enemy. David didn’t recognize the woman, but surely Victor was being seduced. Victor
said that we should love our enemies, but David did not believe that this was what he
meant. He was giving in to his passion, feeding his ego.

David ran out of the room and slammed the door. He had nowhereto turn. Some-
thing ominous was going to happen in the Home. David knew it. All of the signswere
there. Heran down the hall to the locked door that separated the administration area
from the patients' rooms. He banged on the door.

“Help us,” he said loudly. He didn’t want to draw attention to himself, but wanted
help badly.

The Administrator came down the stairs that led to the second floor, where the
Founder lived. David could see that she hadn’t been sleeping. She wasfully dressed in
her white uniform, and her eyes were aert as she opened the door. David did not see her
turn akey; it was asif she willed the door to open.

“Settle down, David,” the Administrator said. “Everythingisall right.”

“No,” said David. “You don’'t understand.”

“Shhh,” whispered the Administrator. “Let’s go to your room. We don’t want to
disturb the others.”

The Administrator led David down the hall and they went into his room.

“1 know what happened tonight, David,” said the Administrator, “you resisted Sin.

Y ou listened to the Divine Voice and avoided actions that would have made you feel



guilt and remorse. Y ou’' re making progress; if you had fallen into Sheila’ strap, and
ignored what you knew to be right, you would have regressed to their level.”

“1 think I’'m the only one who resisted,” David said, “ They got to Victor. Some-
thing evil is happening here.”

“Something will happen here tonight, but you don’t have to worry. Y ou have
chosen to follow the true path. Have faith, and the Divine Voice and the grace of God
will guide you.”

“1 don’t have any faith,” cried David. “Victor’ sruined! If anyone here was good, it
was Victor.”

“Wait aminute,” the Administrator said, taking David’'s hand to calm him down.

“Y ou don’t know that he's ruined.”

“But hisego,” David said. “He' sgivinginto hisdesires, he' sasinner.”

“David, you need to understand Divine Action. Tonight, you were tempted by
desire and passion to ignore your intuition—your inner voice. That Divine Voice guides
all who listen. Y ou overcame your desires; you transcended the finite boundaries of your
ego and for amoment you united with the Divine. Y ou acted in conformity not to the
passion of the fleeting moment, but to the Divine Act. The Divine Act isthe action that
isin harmony with the Divine Reality, not just our ego-reality

“Divine Acts do not exclude acts of sentiment and passion. Y ou may not understand
the actions of a person who isliving on adifferent level of reality. Y ou may seefrom a
more limited perspective. What may be harmful to you may be a Divine Act for some-
oneelse.! The act that is borne from our Divine center, which speaks to us through our
intuition, is positive, and it is accompanied by the joy of being in harmony with the
Infinite.

“David, you made the right choice by listening to your inner voice. Y ou maintained
your equilibrium in the Divine. Victor isdoing the same. Heis acting from his Divine
center, and athough his act is one of passion, it iswilled through hisintuition. For him,

itisnotasin.”



Evil

David wanted to believe the Administrator, but he was till disturbed by Victor’'s
behavior; he was not sureif Victor had been converted. The Administrator said goodbye
to David and she walked out of his room and down the hallway, toward the front of the
building. David looked after her for amoment. When the Administrator reached the
point where the heavy door should have been, there was no door separating the patients
from the front area of the Home. David couldn’'t believeit. He rubbed his eyesto make
sure he was seeing clearly. When he opened them again, their still was no door.

David went back into his room and closed the door. He looked at the windows; the
bars were gone. He went to the window; no dogs were there to jump up at him, and the
security fence was gone. Hisimprisonment had ended with his changein attitude. He
had |earned what he had come here for. He could leave the Home.

As David looked out the window, he saw flashes of lightning coming from the sky.
Lightning struck the ground just outside the window and the lights in the Home flick-
ered. The moment of the important event had come.

David heard talking from next door. He heard talking in the hallway, too. David
heard weapons firing and people screaming. Eric and is gang were on the move, trying
to break out of the Home. There were sounds of smashing glass and the pounding of
metal on metal; they had broken the windows next door and they were trying to break
through the thick steel that kept them in the Home. The sounds turned into afrenzy of
screaming, pounding, shooting.

“1t’snot working!” someone screamed. “We'll never get out!”

David was not afraid. He opened his door and he saw that fires had broken out in
some of the rooms down the hallway. He looked across the hall; Victor’s door was open,
but no one was in the room. David stepped into the corridor, the people were moving as
in slow moation, likein a nightmare; they ran from room-to-room, with no purpose except
to escape their phantom fears. Their screams were distorted, in adrawn out, low pitch.

David saw Eric running out of the room next door, followed by Sheila, Lorraine, and



Harry. Harry yelled, “We...can't...break...through...the...metal. We're...prisoners.”

“Noo00,” Eric screamed.

David looked toward the front entrance of the building. There was no security door.
The way was clear. He walked past the patients' rooms; some rooms were empty, and in
others people tried to break through the illusory steel covers on the windows, pounding
with their fists or whatever instruments they could find. The cycle of despair had
reached a frenzy; the people who had created their own impenetrable prison were locked
in the Home.

David walked past the administration area, and he saw the Founder standing in a
doorway, watching the mayhem. David did not get a close ook at him because of the
smoke, but he perceived that the Founder was smiling.

David heard avoicein his head, “One day the truth will save them, asit has saved
you.”

A rush of warm air came from the front doorway, and the front doors of the Home
opened. David stepped out of the building and onto the ground outside. Victor was a
few feet from David, and the woman with whom Victor had lay was by hisside. The
man that Victor had earlier escorted out of the dining hall was there too, along with
several other people. When David looked back, the Home was gone.

They were standing in the middle of the forest; alight rain had just ended, and David
smelled the piney freshness of the redwood and evergreen trees, and he saw the full-
moon shining overhead, illuminating everything. They all wondered about what had just
happened to them, and they were concerned about the people who had been trapped in
the home.

The Administrator appeared from the clearing where the Home had been.

“You madeit,” shesaid.

“Where arewe?’ asked David.

“You arein atranscendent reality,” replied the Administrator. “Y ou have freed

yourselves from your prison. Y ou will see the Divine everywhere, feel it wherever you



go, inthe animals, people - in all of your experiences.”

“But what happened to the others?’ said the man who was saved by Victor.

“They’re far away from thisreality. They are separated from the Divine Truth, and
the Source of creation. The further you get from the Source, and the truth, the more fear,
and suffering you feel. Evil existsonly in the farthest reaches of existence,” the Admin-
istrator said. “They will remain in their prisons of ego, sin, and evil, until they know the
truth.”

“Why did the Founder let this happen to them? Why was he smiling?’ asked David.

“The Founder was smiling because he was sending his Goodness and Loveto all of
the people in the Home. Their separation from Himisonly in their minds. The Founder
did not force those peopleto live as they do, but he allows it because all human possibili-
ties must exist, and human beings are free to choose their own possibilities. When they
see the goodness and love that isin all things, they will stand, as you do, in true free-
dom.”

David wastired, but he was excited to be liberated, at last. He turned and walked
down the road, away from the Home. He walked for several miles, until he reached his
car, in the same spot where he had left it. Theleft front tire was not flat. David got in
the car, started the ignition, and turned back in the direction from which he had come.

He was going home to Alison and hislife in the city, but this time with anew attitude.

David had learned that the Divine Reality was where he stood at any given moment.
Helearned that hisintellectual intuition would guide him to areality in which the anger,
fear, and resentment that he had carried with him for many years could be left behind.
He knew that he was human, and he would make mistakes because he could not see the
Infinite Truth through his human eyes, but if he listened closely to hisintuition, he would
be guided to happiness. If fact, happiness was where he stood at any given moment.
When he could break through the bars and walls of his ego-reality, he could see the
world asit realy was.

When David returned to Santa Rosa, to his old job and hislife with Alison, he had a
new perspective on freedom. He was free when his actions, thoughts, and emotions—his

life—was in harmony with the Truth. When he was conscious and aware, he could sense



when his environment or his personality was leading him toward imprisonment.



