PATH TO
To young people, many of the intellectual problems of older people seem
unnecessary and even somewhat ridiculous. This is because the young have no
need to extricate themselves from a maze that they never entered. And, to
a degree, Youth is right in holding that the wisdom of old men is obsolete. "It
just ain't that way anymore, Dad," and counseling that takes as its point of
departure, "When I was a boy ..." has never reached a lower ebb of illuminative
validity than it has today. But the young, in their turn, have entered new
labyrinths from which we can but hope in time they will escape. Every genera
tion has different unlearning as well as different /earning to do. But most of
us never get very far with the unlearning, for as Winston Churchill said, "The
human mind, except when guided by extraordinary genius, cannot surmount the
established conclusions amid which it has been reared."
Unlearning is not a matter of erasing, suppressing or forgetting what we have
learned. It is rather seeing what we have learned in a larger context, discovering
that it is but a special case, and most importantly, that it always must be
viewed as open-ended. On the other hand, this does not mean that everything
is relative or situational.It means that every principle has a characteristic
spatial and temporal domain of validity or importance within which it may be
held to be absolute, but beyond which it may not even apply.The ongoing
task of human learning and unlearning is not only to find the basic principles
applicable to our experience but to discover their boundaries.
Since learning/unlearning is an ongoing task for each of us personally and for
all of us collectively, for me to make a record, such as this pamphlet, of what
I hold to be valid or important seems rather presumptuous. It is presumptuous,
and is excusable only with the awareness that the record is open-ended. No
one should ascribe finality to any of it. The compiler himself certainly does not.
Having said this, since every event can best be interpreted in terms of its time
line, I feel it would be illuminating to include in this booklet a few glimpses;
of the path along which I have come.I feel one useful view of my path is that of
my teachers, so I first give a brief description of five particular teachers that it
was my especial good fortune to have had.
Even at the age of sixty, one can still name all the teachers who tyrranized or
inspired his days in school. But as school days recede into the mists of time,
some teachers and their lessons still shine forth brightly. These were the teachers
who served not as wardens, but as emancipators, allowing us to fly beyond the
walls and fences of the school, beyond the subjects and disciplines they were
hired to teach, and to discover greater worlds than we had ever dreamed
existed-finding some in far places and others within ourselves. For me, those
remote yesteryears still contain the same freshness of new discovery as when
they first happened. They exist in past, present and future.They have acquired
an eternity of their own.
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It isn't what we don't know that gets
us into trouble, it's what we know
that ain't so.
Will Rogers

Learning preserves the errors of the
past as well as its wisdom.
A.N. Whitehead

The Denver Public Schools. Telfer Elementary School, 7925-30. Elizabeth Feltner,
Principal. Calvin Coolidge, President. Lindbergh to Paris. Herbert Hoover over
Al Smith. Wall Street to the bottom.
The forever vivid teacher here was an outsider who came one morning each
month {we never knew just when) to give us a half hour of gymnastics. He
was in his 70's, tall, heavy set, but ramrod erect with close clipped gray hair
and a huge gray mustache. He was a cartoonist's Teuton-German in every
respect from his winged collar to his heavy accent. He was a veteran of the
Franco-Prussian War and had had a distinguished academic career in Germany
before corning to Colorado at the turn of the century. He was introduced to
us simply as Professor Schmidt (I never knew his firs.t name). Whenever Herr
Schmidt appeared (he was always escorted by the Principal and never
preannounced), everyone was thrilled. It not only meant a break in the three-R
routine with a chance to move about, but we were always imbued with a
sense of personal importance in his presence. Not just that someone important
had come into the classroom, but that we were important was the reason he
had come.
The Prussianization of the elementary school children went to the extent
that we leaped to attention when he walked into the room and remained
rigidly motionless until he would greet us with, "We will begin with a breathing
exercise." Sometimes our standing at attention was for 5 or more minutes.
He had somehow inculcated us with the idea that this was a most important
form of endurance. To scratch, giggle or even move was unthinkable. Such acts
would not have been rebellion toward Herr Schmidt, they would have been an
absolute disgrace, a manifestation of a defect in our self-control.
I still wonder how Herr Schmidt was able to create such enthusiasm for
stoical attitudes in 8 and 9 year old children. However he did it, the effects were
lasting. Discipline after that for me always became self-discipline and was after
wards seen as the real key to freedom. The twist that Herr Schmidt had given
Prussianization was that we were taught to project the disciplining authority not
onto him or any external autocrat but onto an inner officer figure.
My inner Prussian Drill Sergeant is still with me. He has proved both an asset
and a liability. When I am alone, he is a good companion, but he has often
made relationships difficult for me, and through him, I am very much alienated
from the drifting, hang-loose, do your own thing world of today. But I look
on Herr Schmidt and his influence on my life as positive, for in th.e subtlest sense
he was an emancipator. However there remains the question: In exchanging
the slavery to our undirected, uncoordinated, unconscious desires for disciplined
direction on an aware and rational level, are we yet free? While in this step an
important measure of freedom has certainly been attained, what is the discipline
of the further path to higher freedom?
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The Denver Public Schools. Aaron Gove Junior High School, 1930-1933. Betty
Morris Principal. Herbert Hoover, President. The Depression. Amos 'n Andy. The
Bonus March. The Chicago World's Fair: A Century of Progress.
Alice M. Watson, Home Room 201. In junior high, there was a new blend of
continuity and discontinuity. Evidently in our culture, by the time one reaches
the level of the 7th grade, there are no longer any renaissance men. Specialization
is required. Since no one teacher can handle all of the subjects, we must move
from room to room, teacher to teacher, subject to subject. To protect us from
the trauma of this fluidity (we were not aware at the time that there was a
trauma, we found it all so exciting), the concept of Home Room was invented.
This was a secure base from which we could operate in the ever-changing
environment. We found we no longer had a desk we could call our own. It was
ours only while we occupied it-another step in our conceptual path from
ownership to stewardship. In lieu of a permanent place to sit, we were given a
locker, allowing us to keep apart those treasures we wished neither moth nor
rust to corrupt, and we were given a lock so that thieves could not break through
and steal, but it didn't always work out that way.
But most importantly, so that the cultural value of continuity could prevail
in the highly mobile world of junior high, we were supplied with the home
room teacher who would be with us at least 45 minutes each day for the three
years we were at Gove. This proved to be a deeper relational continuity than
we had yet experienced outside our own homes, and the home room teacher be
came as familiar and close to us as a member of our own families. The intensity
of this relationship magnified the influence that this teacher would have on
our lives. To this day, Alice Watson's is a voice· as pervading in my psyche as that
of my mother. It is the voice with which my conscience frequently speaks and
a voice that prepared me for many of the crises of life. It showed me the
existence of a 'star map' by which I could successfuUy navigate if I would but
become familiar with it.
Perhaps the most accurate description of Alice Watson was that she was a
real moral philosopher. Her concern was with all the difficult situations that arise
in human relationships-individual and group, and like Dear Abby, she had
answers for them all. To borrow from Margaret Mead-Her language could get
values across to children in such simple terms that even a behavioral scientist
could have understood her.
Her central message was the morality of minimization of pain and suffering-a
morality she taught without requiring either philosophical foundations or
religious revelations. It was all quite simple: Be sensitive to what hurts in your
self and in every creature. But never assume that others will feel only the same
pains that you feel. Develop a sensitivity to their unique pains. Go beyond
the Golden Rule: Do unto others as they would be done unto. A splendid
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doctrine but a bit advanced for a world that has not yet caught up with even
the Golden Rule.
But there is no teaching, however wise, that ever stands solely on its own
merits. All great teachings ultimately stand on the living example of the teacher.
And it was the example of her life that gave life to what Alice Watson taught.
She did understand each of us and led us in our own way-not in hers.
Denver Public Schools. East High School, 7933-36.Roscoe C. Hill, Principal.
Franklin Delano Roosevelt, President. Repeal. 'Nothing to fear but fear.' NRA,
AAA, WPA, PWA, CCC, TVA, ....Shirley Temple. The Burlington Zephyr.
The Dust Bowl.

Ralph B. Putnam, Latin: Caesar, Cicero, Virgil and Commercial Law. Putnam
was the first scholar I ever encountered. Both his extensive knowledge and his
skill in criticism placed before me enviable paradigms. Never before and only
rarely since have I ever felt so uncertain about myself, what I knew and where I
was going, as in Putnam's Latin classes. Whether this had to do with the uncer
tainties inherent in Latin subjunctives and ablative absolutes, or just in being a
teenager, I am not sure. Whatever the cause, Putnam both fanned and channelled
the uncertainty.
He fanned it by giving numerous inside exposes of higher-ups taken from his
years of experience in practicing law in Washington. Evidently Watergates have
been around for some time. He taught us to suspect, to question, to challenge.
Or perhaps it would be more accurate to say he encouraged our teenage proclev
ities to suspect, to question and to challenge.
He channelled our uncertainties by introducing us to the classics. To replace
our crumbling beliefs in personalities-no matter how highly placed-he gave
us principles. While men might be shams, we need be neither disillusioned nor
disenchanted with life. With numerous illustrations from the classics he showed
us the power of ideals and principles. He introduced us to heroes w;rthy of
emulation, saying that they probably didn't do any of those things attributed to
them, but that it didn't matter. The fact that men can visualize and honor
such deeds is what matters. The hero may not have been real as a historical
figure but he was and is real as a carrier of the ideals and principles of mankind.
That perfection does not exist, and may never exist, is not what is important.
What is important is our ability to conceive of perfection and be inspired to
pursue it. The world taken as it is may depress us, then in a fit of what's-the-use,
we may fall in with it. But if we can see beyond the corruption and degeneracy
of the world as it is to the world as it ought to be, and as we have the power to
make it, then life always remains worth living.
Heady stuff for teenagers? Not at all. Putnam was speaking to the unbattle
scarred idealist alive in every teenager. He was telling it 'like it was' while
reminding us that there was another side to the coin.
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The Rice Institute, Houston, Texas, 7936-7947. Edgar Odell Lovett, President of
the Institute; Franklin Delano Roosevelt, President of the U.S.Roosevelt over
Landon.Helium tanks at the Houston Ship Channel. The Hindenberg explosion.
The Spanish Civil War. Invasion from Mars.Anschluss with Austria, Munich
"Peace in our time," Blitzkrieg, Neutrality, the Graf Spee, the Phoney War, the
Fall of France, the Battle of Britain, the draft.

Among many unforgettable teachers in my undergraduate years, the one who
stands out trenchantly above all others is Lewis Babcock Ryon, Professor of
Civil Engineering. Ryon was a tough no-nonsense professor who concealed his
warm human side until you had proved yourself worthy of his respect-an
essential father characteristic. He was clearheaded, with an unusual mix of
imagination and practicality, being meticulous in his work and demanding the
same in others. In class, one of his techniques was to pose a question, survey the
room for several moments while we each struggled to prepare an answer, then
invariably select the student who through either ignorance or knowledgeability
would contribute the most to an illuminating dialogue. The name of the game
was to find an answer, not to give the answer.
Sometimes he would reverse this procedure and call out a name, giving that
person ample time to work up a sweat, then throw his question. There was
one fellow in the class, the melodiousness of whose name seemed to appeal to
Ryon since he descended on him so often. "Witherspoon," he would bellow
while rubbing his chin, "What is an engineer?" Witherspoon never knew an
answer, so Ryon was free to come directly to his point. "An engineer is a person
who can solve the problem at hand with the means at hand. He makes up for
what he lacks in resources or tools with ingenuity. Engineer and ingenuity are
synonymous." I suppose that this is what Ryon really taught-ingenuity.
Surveying, strength of materials, railroad earthworks, structures, highways,
hydraulics were but the vehicles for his message, which was straightforward and
simple: "You are never helpless. You can always find a satisfactory solution,
whatever the problem." The content of the course was always adapted to
illustrate this message.
Ryon was always interested in expediting calculations. We were drilled in the
use of slide rules, log tables, planimeters and even mental arithmetic. When we
had achieved what he considered a sufficient level of proficiency, he would
share with us the then seventh wonder of the world, his brand new, hand
powered Marchand calculator. He would show us all of the algorithms he had
personally developed-how to extract square roots and even how to get a cube
root. 1 know Ryon would be thrilled with today's high-speed electronic
computers, and you can be sure that he would have mastered all the important
program languages. He could always efficiently use the most sophisticated tools,
instruments and methods, but if they were not available, then he could use
the more primitive ones-surveying Egyptian style, or deriving his own log and
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trig tables. He would certainly have had no quarrel with Fritz Schumacher;
but he would have said, "Before you can know the appropriate technology, you
must know all the available technologies."
But Ryon taught us more than that we never need be helpless whatever the
situation. He taught us the joy of excellence, and that the vitality of the
human spirit is nurtured through dedication and persistance-even in work with
such 'cold' and unsentimental entities as measurements, numbers and equations.
He launched us on the path of discovering who we were by learning what we
could do.
California Institute of Technology, Pasad ena, California, 7947-7944, 7946-7947.
Robert Andrews Mi!likan, Chairman. Franklin Delano Roosevelt and Harry 5
Truman, Presid ents. Pearl Harbor, Mid way, El Alemein, Stalingrad , Kamikazis,
Hiroshima, Tokyo Bay, Nuremburg.

The future of science may not lie so
much in unraveling the properties
of our particular environment
as in working through the possibilities
permitted by all the kinds of
environments that may exist in the
universe.
Sir Fred Hoyle

:

To rate the intellectual influences of the various Nobel Laureates and
Members of the National Academy of Sciences that populated Caltech in those
days would be most difficult. Each made an impression on me in some way,
some a lasting impression. But as to the person who had the greatest impact on
my general orientation and way of thinking, I have no hesitation in naming
Fritz Zwicky, Professor of Astrophysics. In addition to being an astrophysicist,
Zwicky was also a crystallographer, a rocket engineer, a morphologist, philos
opher, mountain climber and humanitarian, to name but a few of his areas. He
thought of his relation to science as similar to that of Luther's to Christianity.
He was the first "Scientific Protestant." In attempting his Reformation in
science, Zwicky burned Bulls and threw bull and nailed his theses to every door
that would take a nail. The trouble was that most of the doors had become
obdurately calcified before Zwicky's time.
I began my work with Zwicky after I returned to Caltech from the Navy in
1946. That was the beginning of a colleagueship and friendship that was to last
until his death in 1974, and it developed into one of the most important
relationships of my life. Zwicky and I were not what one would call close, we
did not see each other that frequently. But when we did get together, the
intensity of our discussions and arguments was transcendental. We seemed
intellectually to have come from the same place. We worked together on many
projects: Searching for novae at Palomar, establishing the astrophysical library
for the new Department of Astronomy at Caltech, launching the first particles
into space, studying the spectra of the night sky, collecting scientific books and
journals for war-destroyed libraries, founding the Society for Morphological
Research, studying clusters of galaxies, organizing a symposium on New Methods
of Thought and Procedure and editing a book of the proceedings.
This is not the place to elaborate on the many colorful facets of Zwicky's
personality. The number of stories about him is legion-most of them
apocryphal. But it is the number of apocryphal stories that a personality attracts
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that is the measure of its importance. Zwicky was too far ahead of the times to
become famous, but not so far ahead of the times as to be dismissed as a
dreamer or a crank. Many tried to dismiss him, but his ideas just could not be
ignored.
If I were to distill what I consider to be the essence of Zwicky's approach, it
would be this: For centuries, the intellectual progress of mankind has taken
place through the process of formulating a question and seeking the answer,
defining a problem and seeking the solution. Sometimes people would come up
with two answers to a question. Then customarily those who favored one
answer would engage in a holy war with those favoring the other answer. This
is not only the history of politics and religion, it is also the history of
economics and science. Zwicky proposed an alternative for all of this. The
energy which, in the past, has gone into 'determining who is right' must go, in
the future, into finding the totality of possible answers, the totality of possible
solutions. A cylinder looks like a circle in one view, it looks like a rectangle in
another view. Instead of asking which of these views is true and which false, we
must continue to seek other views. Only then shall we be able to discover the
'third dimension' of our problem, the dimension in which the projections of
circle and rectangle merge into the unifying reality of the cylinder.
This is a sensible and simple prescription. Why has mankind not been able to
adopt it? Perhaps the answer has to do with humanity's level of maturity. The
search for alternative views, answers, solutions requires time, and while the
search goes on, we must have some modus vivandi, we cannot live with uncer
tainties and ambiguities. It was Freud who said that the measure of maturity is
the ability to accept and deal with ambiguity. But since we still find wars, hot or
cold, more agreeable than the tensions of ambiguity and easier to conduct than
the search for alternatives, we cannot expect to find higher dimensional resolu
tions to our problems-the resolutions that would enable us to retain and make
use of the truth in each of our different views.
In addition to teachers, there have been certain specific events that have had a
major influence on my way of looking at things and in shaping my current
world view. I have selected five of these events to recount here. Although there
are other events of a similar nature that have affected my world view even
more profoundly, I feel the more "conservative" ones described here will suffice
for present purposes.
The Tehachapi Quake

In the summer of 1952, I worked at Caltech and lived in Altadena near the
foothills. My family then consisted of two children ages 8 and 10 and a baby
girl only a few weeks old. Customarily, my wife and I slept in the front bedroom
of the house, and since May, the baby's crib had been in our room. On this parti
cular night, because one of the older children had been upset, I slept in the back
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There is no awareness of form except
through the viewing of alternatives.

1

bedroom to be near her. About 1 :30 in the morning, I heard my name called
"Albert." I heard it called a second time-"Albert." I sat up in bed. It was very
strange. Although some of my closest friends today call me Albert, in those
days everyone called me Al. To my wife I was Al, and to my children I was
Daddy. Who had called me? I got up and checked the children; they were sound
asleep. Then I went to the front bedroom. My wife was also sound asleep. I
next checked the baby. I leaned over her crib and adjusted the quilt. And at this
very moment as I was bending over the crib, the house was suddenly and
violently shaken. The room began to rock to and fro, the windows rattled and
the furniture moved. I grabbed the edges of the crib and remained bent over the
baby to protect her. The shock lasted about 20 seconds, then died out. Everyone
was now awake and frightened, and we were trying to explain to each other
what had happened. We looked about for damage, but there did not seem to be
any, except for a few chips of plaster that had fallen on me where I had stood
over the baby.
During the next few hours, there were several succeeding shocks, each less
intense than its predecessors. But it was not the house that these tremors were
shaking, it was my basic beliefs in the nature of reality. I had received a warning
of the quake some three minutes before the first shock and this by hearing a
voice call my name. I could not put all of this together in terms of my scientific
knowledge and training. After daybreak we made a thorough inventory for
damage, and there was essentially none, except for the plaster over the crib. The
real damage that night had been to my belief system. My notions of sequentiat
causality had been jarred far more deeply than anything material.
Today people believe that earthquakes can be predicted by certain physical
parameters, change in height of the water table, the conductivity of rocks, etc..
And for a long time, the strange behavior of certain animals before earthquakes
has been observed. But there must be even more to the quake phenomenon than
our current ideas incorporate. Beginning that summer night, there was for me-a
question mark, one that began to change my perspectives on science and reality.
The Ginkho Leaf

In August of 1958, the International Astronomical Union met in Moscow. I
attended the meeting to present an observational paper on some spectral similar
ities between the Martian blue haze and the earth's noctilucent clouds which
certain Soviet geophysicists had also been studying. A second purpose' of my
visit was to coordinate worldwide observations of the planet Mars, so that it
could be kept under continuous surveillance. To do this, I visited Soviet observa
tories from Leningrad to the Chinese border and met face to face with many of
the astronomers with whom I had been corresponding.
I was particularly anxious to meet with Professor G. Tikhov, an astonomer
who had set up a "Mars Institute" in Alma Ata in far off Kazakhstan. Tikhov,
then 84 years old, had been the first to set up laboratories in which simulations
9

.:

of Martian atmospheric and physical conditions were maintained to study
optical and biological effects. He was perhaps the world's first 'astrobiologist'
concerned with life as a cosmic phenomenon. I enjoyed several fruitful conver
sations with him, and we were able to exchange ideas fairly well through one
of his students who had a very good command of English. On our last day, he
gave a garden party in my honor attended by the entire staff. In accord with
Soviet custom, there were numerous toasts, and we all became very friendly. At
the end, he walked over to a tree in the middle of the garden and asked,
"Gospodin Wilson, do you know this tree?" I confessed ignorance. "This is a
Ginkho tree, one of the most ancient species of plant life inhabiting the earth. In
this part of the world, the leaf of the Ginkho tree has a very special significance.
Whenever friends part, they each pluck leaves from the tree and exchange them
to signify that their friendship is as enduring as has been the Ginkho tree_"
Professor Tikhov and I then exchanged leaves and embraced as was the custom.
Then he turned to the tree and picked a second leaf. "Prof essor Wilson," he
said, "I want to give you a second leaf to take to the President of the United
States, conveying the hopes that our two great nations will ever remain at peace.
Take him this leaf as a symbol of the great feelings of respect and friendship
that the Soviet peoples have for the people of the United States, and express
the hope that we shall preserve the peace by working together on a great mission,
the conquest of space." I thanked Professor Tikhov and reiterated his sentiments
of friendship and hopes for cooperation, but I said that I did not move in those
circles where I would be likely to give the leaf to the President. He smiled and,
with a twinkle in his eye, said, "Do not be concerned. I have not the slightest
doubt but that this symbol will reach its destination."
We said goodbye, knowing it was to be Proshchaetye and not Dosvedanye. As
I got on the plane, loaded with fruit and flowers, a spokesman for the staff said,
"Gospodin Wilson, you are a man of good will, and we are proud to be your
friends." I was very aware as the plane took off that I was leaving a part of my
heart forever in that far place in central Asia.
A few weeks later, 1 was attending a scientific meeting in San Antonio, Texas,
when I ran into my old friend, Dr. Hubertus Strughold, one of the pioneers in
the development of space medicine. He had conducted many of the important
experiments prerequisite to Mercury, Gemini and Apollo that determined that
man could survive under the conditions of outer space. Strughold was interested
in Tikhov and his work and, over a glass of beer one night, 1 told him the story
of the Ginkho Leaf. The next day, he called to say that he knew just the person
to whom I should present the Leaf-the Chairman of the Senate Cominittee on
Space and Astronautics, who was a friend of his. If I would agree, he would
arrange a meeting.
A few weeks later, a presentation ceremony, complete with TV coverage, was
held in the offices of the Chairman. I repeated Tikhov's words, adding some of
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my own, and presented the Leaf to the Chairman. He replied, expressing grati
tude and similar sentiments of friendship and desire for cooperation, and saying
that he would place the Leaf under the glass on his desk, where its message
would be continually before him.
I have often wondered whether Chairman Lyndon Johnson, when he became
President of the United States a few years later, still had the Leaf before him.

The Gift of Shiva
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I spent several months in India in 1959/60 as an American Specialist on loan to
the Government of India's University Grants Commission. My assignment was
to assist in the determination of the best site for the location of a new observa
tory near Hyderabad. The survey work enabled me to go into some wild
country off the beaten tracks, and I began to tune to the feel of the land and
its people. My interest in the traditions and cultural heritages of the Indian
peoples had become kindled, and near the end of my term, I planned a trip
through the south of India, not just to visit observatories and scientific institu
tions, but also to indulge my new cultural interests. There were some select
temples, shrines and monuments that I was especially interested in visiting.
My itinerary took me to Madras on the Bay of Bengal, where I rented a car
and went about 40 miles down the coast to the temple city of Mahabalipuram.
The city dates from about 650 A.D., when the great Pallava King, Narasim
havarman, had shrines and monuments hewn and carved from the granite
monoliths that abound in the region. These are smooth domes of solid granite
that rise from a few feet to several hundred feet above the otherwise flat
plains. The most famous monuments at Mahabalipuram are the five Rathas or
chariots, the shore Pagoda and the magnificent bas relief known as Arjuna's
Penance. But the area is dense with less well known temples and cave shrines.
Upon arrival, I immediately had one of those attacks of deja vu that I
frequently have in the presence of ancient temples. I found a map and took off
to the monuments with the happiness of a butterfly moving between beautiful
blossoms. I felt it important to conserve film so that I would ensure having
enough for all of the important pictures, but soon I found I was not taking any
pictures at all. Getting the feel of a temple had become more important than
getting its picture.
Late in the afternoon, after exploring the principal temples and caves, I
came upon a path taking off behind a group of monkey carvings and winding
to the summit of a monolith. Near the top was a rock-hewn cave temple dim
and refreshingly cool on such a hot day. I went inside; when my eyes had
adjusted to the light level, I could see that the temple was dedicated to Shiva.
�here were carvings on three walls depicting him in his various roles. Being
tired, I sat on the floor and soon became lost in some sort of reverie. Finally, I
looked at my watch and was alarmed to see how late it had become. I had to
leave. I arose and started out of the cave, then on impulse I turned, stood a
11
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moment, and said, "Great Shiva, give me a gift." I stood there, again in a reverie,
then felt in some way that I had indeed received a gift, but I did not know
exactly what it was.
That night, I boarded the train for Madura. Just as the train was pulling out
of the station at about 11 :00 P.M., a Saivist priest ran down the platform and
jumped into my compartment. He was a short, dumpy fellow and had on his
forehead the horizontal ashen marks that all Saivists wear. He had no baggage
and was wearing only a dhoti. He scrutinized me, and I uncomfortably
stammered, "Good Evening." But he said nothing and sat at the far end of the
bench. A question or two on my part received no acknowledgment. Either he
spoke no English or did not want to become contaminated by a foreigner
(foreigners are lower than untouchables). After about an hour, I decided to go
to sleep, climbed onto the upper shelf, adjusted my pillow and dozed off.
I then had a most incredible dream: Two monkeys came to me and said, "Tell
us, what is it that Shiva has given you?" I was very uncomfortable and said, "I
don't know what you are talking about." "Come on, come on, we know Shiva
gave you a gift, what was it?" I honestly replied, "I don't know." Then they
said, "Show it to us. We will know what it is and can tell you." I didn't trust
them and refused. They continued to tease and tease. I was very perplexed. They
kept wearing me down. "Give us just a peek, it will be all right." Finally, to get
them off my back, I held out my fist and opened it, palm up. They snatched at
my hand and began laughing hysterically. "Oh, you fool, you believed us!" I was
angry and humiliated; "Give it back," I said. They continued to roar and called
me the greatest fool whoever was. I felt that they were right and woke up very
distraught. I was alone. The Saivist priest was no longer in the compartment. It
was about 3:00 A.M. Evidently, the train had stopped at some station and he had
had gotten off. Anyway, he was gone-and I was more perplexed than ever.
This whole incident deeply disturbed me and continued to disturb me for
several years. I tried to interpret it in many ways but was never able to get a satis
factory handle on it. I had Freudians and Jungians interpret the dream for me,
but no one could really get anywhere with it. I tried the story out on my Indian
friends and finally began using it as a "Guru Tester," hoping one of these alleged
wise men would know what it all meant.
In 1974, Sridar, the proprietor of a local health food store and an impresario
for all sorts of gurus, succeeded in getting Muktananda to visit Topanga. During
the visit, Sridar had arranged a private audience with Muktananda for a few of
his friends. Donna and I were invited. After listening to several questions and
Muktananda's sensible replies, I thought I would bring out my Guru Tester.
Through an interpreter, I told him the story recounted here. When I was finished,
he looked at me a long time, then said, "What Shiva gives, no monkey can take
away." What a monkey can do is succeed in making you think he has taken it
away.
12
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77 * * (-70}
Following the 1958 meeting in Moscow
, the next general assembly of the Inte
r
national Astronomical Union was held
in Berkeley in 1961. The United Stat
es
had to show the world's astronomers
that it could be as hospitable as the
Soviets
had been in 1958. Their's was not an
easy act to follow because the State-fu
nded
Soviet Academy of Sciences had pick
ed up the tab for all expenses of ever
y
delegate-transportation, lodging, mea
ls-from the time they had entered the
Soviet Union until they had departed
. The cold war had taken the form of
a Pot
latch ritual. When this situation was
explained to top executives of several
major
U.S. corporations, it was gratifying that
they came through with corporate
donations that al lowed the free ente
rprise system, on the basis of voluntar
y
contributions, to hold its own and even
'one-up' the Soviet challenge. The
Berkeley meeting was a complete succ
ess; to add to the official hospitality,
many
American astronomers privately ente
rtained foreign guests afterwards.
Donna and I wanted to do our part and
had several house guests and gave
parties in Topanga for visiting scientists
from many lands. On one occasion,
a
discussion developed among the scien
tists on the efficacy of ESP and the mer
its
of ESP research. To phase out a heat
ed discussion, Carl Sagan proposed to
conduct an ESP game he had engaged
in. Two persons were to stand a few
feet
apart facing away from each other so
that neither could see the other. The
y
were
not to talk nor in any other way com
municate. On a signal from the referee,
Sagan in this case, each person was to
raise a number of fingers from zero to
ten,
with the idea that the total number
of fingers raised between the two
part
ners
was to equal exactly ten. The chances
of success on a single trial were one
in
eleven, for two successes in two trial
s, one in (11 )2, etc.
We all went outside where it was com
pletely dark, and various pairs of peop
le
tried by ESP to raise between them exac
tly ten fingers. Now and then, there
was a success, but the laws of probabili
ty allowed for that. Finally, everyon
e felt
that the host and hostess should try,
so Donna and I took our positions and,
on
signal from Sagan, raised some fingers.
The total was 10-success on the first
trial! A wave of excitement swept the
group. The second trial-again the tota
l
was 10! This time, a wave of suspicion
swept the group. How were we signallin
g?
No one could see how we could. The
n the third trial-also a success. Here
, Sagan
and others felt that we had arranged
a sequence of fingers to be raised. The
y
were a bit agitated. The fourth, fifth
, and sixth trials were all successes. The
y
had been writing down the numbers
we had each been raising and could dete
ct
no pattern. Either the sequence idea
was wrong or we had a very subtle one.
In
the seventh, eighth, ninth, and tenth
trials, each time exactly ten fingers!
Uncanny! Impossible! What were we
doing? How were we cheating? Was ther
e
a sequence? Was there some undetec
ted signal?
The probability that we could succeed
ten times in raising the proper number
of fingers was (11)-10, less than 0.00
000
000
01! To this day, Carl Sagan
been able to figure out how we were
cheating. The fact was, we were not. has not
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The Young Man at the Door

One October morning in 1972, as Donna and I were sitting in the kitchen having
our breakfast, I was startled to see someone walk by the door. It was only
7:00 A.M., so who on earth could be in our patio? I could not clearly see the
face but it was a young man with straight brown shoulder-length hair; he was
wea;ing a white peasant-style shirt. He walked past our kitchen going from the
patio toward the street. I ran outside and looked all about, but no one was there.
Donna had not seen the young man go by, and she questioned whether I was
sure. I was sure and described the shirt in more detail-loose, tail out, needle
work on the front.
About an hour later, at 8:00 A.M. to be exact, the phone rang. It was Donna's
aunt; she was the bearer of distressful news. Her nephew, Mike, Donna's cousin
and only 23 years old, had died yesterday. Mike lived in Livermore but had been
visiting his cousin Rick and his uncle Dick in Van Nuys. The night before last,
the three had gone out to dinner. Dick had returned home, but the two boys,
Mike and Rick, had decided to go out on the town. Rick was working the next
day, so he came home about midnight, leaving Mike in Hollywood. Mike did not
show up until about 9:00 the next morning, carrying a big hangover, and Rick
put him to bed. Before Rick left to go to work, he went in to check on Mike and
found him dead.
Neither Donna nor I had seen Mike since he was about 10 years old, and we
began to recall some visits. In our reminiscing, we suddenly were struck by the
thought that the young man I had seen at the door that morning was Mike.
Donna then called Dotty, Mike's mother, and offered her condolences. Dotty
was glad that Donna called and told her that, a few days before, Mike had been
visiting his grandparents in Hemet and was very depressed about everything. He
was disillusioned with materialistic society and felt he would like to go to
Arizona and work with the Indians. His grandmother had told him, "You ought
to go and see Donna and Al in Topanga. They are crazy just like you, they
think the world is upside down and are interested in Indians and all kinds of
way-out stuff." Dotty went on to say that Rick had told her that he and Mike
had actually planned to hitchhike up to Topanga to see us on the day Mike
died.
Donna then told Dotty that perhaps Mike had come to Topanga after all and
that Al had seen him walking by outside the kitchen door. Dotty was taken
back by that statement and said the description fitted Mike, but it definitely
could not have been Mike because he did not own a white shirt, peasant or any
other kind.
A few weeks later, Donna and I were visiting Dotty in Livermore, and I saw
a picture of Mike. I said that the young man I had seen on that morning after
Mike's death looked quite a bit like the picture. Dotty said, "You know, when
Donna told me that story, I dismissed the whole thing because Mike had no
white shirts. But later I found out that he and Rick had been to Olvera Street
14
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in L.A. just two days before Mike's death, and he had bought a white Mexican
shirt. He like it very much and was wearing it at the time of his death. In fact,
he was buried in it."
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Every man takes the limits of his own
vision for the limits of the world.
Schopenhauer
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The experiences recounted in these five stories, as well as a few others of
similar nature, have made it very difficult for me to continue to subscribe to
the scientific worldview. I have become increasingly skeptical of the mechan
istic and materialistic ontological base dominant in Western thought since
the Enlightenment. While most of my schooling has been in science and tech
nology and for years I pursued a career as a research scientist, I find I am no
longer sympathetic to the tenets of positivistic and reductionistic philosophy.
I further feel that the epistemological assumptions of science are too restric
tive to allow science to cope successfully with many important parts of
human experience. Much of our experience is ignored or even denied by
scientists because they are epistemologically restricted to the treatment of
phenomena that are repeatable, predictable (i.e., deterministic), ubiquitous
and measurable. There is increasing evidence that the discontinuities-the
unique, the free, the unpredictable-are more important in the evolution of
the world than the continuities-the repeatable and the determined.
But one does not criticize an epistemology simply because it has limita
tions; every epistemology has a limited domain of applicability. My chief
criticism is directed at the positivist dogma that holds that those phenomena
that slip through the net of scientific epistemology are devoid of significance
and therefore justifiably ignored. The epistemology of science is successful
as far as it goes, but to attempt to bound the world by the limits of a particu
lar epistemology is to echo the historical futilities of attempts to define the
nature of God by particular creeds. I, consequently, see as one of the most
important tasks for the years immediately ahead the design of new epistem
ologies that will allow us to explore those domains of experience for which
the scientific approach is weak. But even within those areas traditionally
amenable to scientific study, limits have been reached. Einstein himself felt
that the next great step forward in physics could only follow an epistem
ological revolution.
Since there is a definite relation between the assumptions and tests used
by an epistemology and the phenomena it can admit and process, two
approaches are open to us: 1) We may proceed by expressly designing a net to
catch fish whose existence is known-design, for example, an epistemology
that will enable us to explore such nonubiquitous and unrepeatable phenom
ena as precognition, telepathy, telekinesis and synchronicity. 2) We may
experiment with different net designs and see what unknown species of fish
they will catch-design completely different epistemologies that will enable
us to extend the domain of what we call 'reality.' The first approach may
15
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be called the modeling approach, the second the exploratory approach. I feel
that we must use both of these approaches. We must never solely model nor
solely explore; we must always do both simultaneously.
This is not an ivory tower problem. We have not been able to find
solutions to our social, economic and political problems within the frame
works in which we have placed them. Hazel Henderson traces the cause of
our difficulties to our having made economics a substitute for thought and to
the adopting of politics to replace philosophy as our root discipline. When
the only alternatives open to us are stepped-up applications of procedures
that have not been working, then our option space has become too small. But
we shall not find new perceptions so long as we stay inside our habitual halls
of thought. We have not reached our end, we have only outgrown our
worldview. The serpent must shed its skin. We must return to the roots of
Western Thought and discover our limiting assumptions and explore their
alternatives.
I have briefly sketched where I am in my thinking at the age of sixty and have
given a glimpse or two of the path I have taken to get here. I have been
working for some years on alternative epistemologies and their concomitants,
alternative ontologies and cosmologies. While I do not possess near the genius
adequate for this project, I do relish its challenge and intensely feel its
importance.
In the pages that follow, I have selected some items that have proved useful
useful guides in my "Path to 60." I feel many of these can be carried into the
New World, their 'domain of applicability' extending beyond this time and
place.
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Many view our moving toward the
21st century as sailing with Columbus
toward the cliff edge of the world.
But this model is wrong. We shall not
fall over the edge, we shall not
even reach the "Indies" as others
predict-what we shall do is discover
a new world.

