Van Gras 

ANGELO LOVEFULL
An Extremely Dangerous Child

Book Two

ADVENTURES AT LOVE INSTITUTE

 

How Angelo cured the patients by eliminating pills and poor nutrition.  How his gazing cure, looking directly into peoples’ eyes, an immediate, automatic psychotherapy, liberated patients from emotional suffering. How Angelo escaped, after Dr. Pilman and the drug industry tried to hunt him down and threaten his life. 

1  A Great Dose of Health 
Eva, head nurse of LOVE Institute knocked on the door of her staff manager’s office, which was slightly ajar.



-    Come in!  a voice responded.



-      I just wanted to ask you… if it’s at all possible… said Eva, a bit hesitantly.


 
-    What’s on your mind, Eva…how can I help you?



-     A nephew of mine, well, not exactly a nephew, but the son of a cousin of mine, has arrived unexpectedly from England, and he doesn’t have a place to stay. Do you think that he perhaps could stay for a week or so in that little room upstairs, in the attic?  It’s almost always empty, you know.


-     Don’t you have any room at all at home? 


-    Actually, I do.  But he doesn’t like to be together with so many other people. You know, we’re a large family.  And besides, he wants to do some serious studying.


-     Study what, what’s his field?



-    You know, he explained something to me about it, but I didn’t quite understand what it was exactly.  He’s just outside your office here.  Would you perhaps like to meet him?  He’s a rather extraordinary person, a rare individual.



- By all means, show him in. 


Eva moved towards the door, opened it wide, and said softly. 



-    Angelo, come in.

Angelo took a few steps forward, moving lightly, erect, gracefully and unpretentiously.



-    Why, he’s  only a child, said Nick spiritedly.  He couldn’t be more than ten years old!  



-    Oh, didn’t I mention that to you? Eva asked.


-    No, you didn’t. You mentioned an individual, a son of your cousin.


-    My apologies for  not being clearer.



-    How old are you, my boy? Nick asked with interest. Before receiving an answer, he spoke indirectly to Eva in a tone of admiration, while at the same time looking directly at the boy.



-    A rare, a very rare boy! exclaimed Nick.


-    They call me Angelo, said the boy softly.



-    Angelo? said Nick pleasantly surprised. The name suits you very well. A name that suggests substance… now, about what I asked you, what’s your age?


-    Me?  The real me is irrelevant to time and age.


-    Extraordinary! Nick said admiringly. Wonderful… a little philosopher yet! Your aunt told me that you can’t stay with her, because there’s no quiet there, right?


-    Yes, but it’s not only that...



-    Yes, I know. You also want to study…


-    Yes, but even more than that…



-    What exactly do you want to study? Nick asked, without seeming to notice the ‘but not only that’ uttered by Angelo. 


-    Nutrition, Angelo answered.



-    Nutrition? What kind of nutrition? The Mediterranean diet, perhaps? 



-    Yes, but not just that…



-    Tell me something, said Nick. Are you perhaps planning to become a nutritionist, when you grow up?


-    I am a nutritionist, said Angelo seriously, but modestly.


-    So young? When did you manage to study nutrition? 



-    Me, the real me, as I’ve already told you, is ageless and timeless.  It would be well for you to remember that.  


-    I certainly will all right, said Nick positively, smiling.  Tell me something… are your dad and mom perhaps involved with nu…

          

-  My mom, answered Angelo, anticipating the question, before Nick uttered it fully.


-    And where does she work?


-    Anywhere she can, any place she’s invited to…


-    And what exactly does she do?  Lecture, give talks, seminars, design nutritional programs?


-   In point of fact, she actually changes their nutrition.  She doesn’t talk very much. She’s rather performance-oriented. 


-    And what about her accomplishments.  Has she had good results?


-    Excellent results!



-    Meaning what exactly?



-    Health and joy.  Her patients become cured of their long-term illnesses and recover their lost health and their joy of living.  ‘Yia-hara’, as you Greeks often say when taking leave of each other, meaning ‘health and joy’.


-    And what’s your mom’s name?  I would very much like to meet her.


-    Grace.


-    Grace, which means ‘Hari’ in Greek, right?


-    Right.  Anyway, you’ve met me.  It amounts to the same thing, doesn’t it?



Nick laughed open-heartedly.



-    You’ve expressed yourself quite well.


-    But I won’t say any more.  I’m not much of a talker. 



-    Not much talk, but a lot of action, I’d guess, just like your mother, eh!  All right then, I won’t tire you any more.  Just tell me your mother’s surname.


-    Lovefull, replied Angelo a bit hesitatingly.



-    That’s also your father’s name, right?


-    No, said Angelo, decisively.  His is Muhnyfull.



-    The only reason I’m asking you, Angelo, is that I have to write down in this book your full name, since you are going to be staying here for a while.  You know, I decided to put you up here at our Institute, even though you may have not been expecting it.


-    Actually, I was rather expecting  it, said Angelo humbly.


-    How’s that?


-    To have come here, well, it means I was…. otherwise I wouldn’t have come.


-    How wonderfully you speak, said Nick, laughing once again.  Well, I’m writing down ‘Angelo Muhnyfull’. 


-    No, no, Angelo interrupted him. Write ‘Lovefull’.


-    But, this is your mother’s name.  Normally, your surname should be your father’s.


-    I prefer to use my mother’s. 



-    Seems a bit strange to me, I must say.   What does your father do?


-    He runs a pharmacy, manufactures drugs, you know, that sort of thing, said Angelo vaguely. 


-    Is he perhaps at odds with your mother, aren’t they getting on well? I don’t mean to be indiscreet, but do I detect in your answers that a split between them is looming? 

-  Well, I guess so, said Angelo smilingly.  I’m sure you know that proper nutrition and the drug business don’t exactly see eye to eye.   They already are permanently ‘split’, if you know what I mean.



-    Quite right, Nick laughed. You’ve certainly got a way with words.  Well, Angelo, everything’s been arranged.  Eva, okay, why don’t you show Angelo his room.  I’m sure he’ll find all that he needs to be comfortable.   Do you know the meal hours, Angelo?


-    Yes, I read them while I was standing outside your office.


-    You had time to do that?  said Nick wondering.  Your aunt was correct. You’re a rare child, indeed.  Or should I say, super-rare, or better yet, super-terrestrial!  Well, good afternoon to both of you. 



-    Yia-hara, said Angelo softly in Greek, and left Nick’s office together with Eva.


-    Before I go to my room, Angelo asked Eva politely, could you give me a copy of the list of the meals of the week?



-    For your study, right?  Eva asked.  No problem, of course I will.  Let’s go to the kitchen.  I’ll introduce you to our cook.   But don’t get shocked. She weighs 320 pounds…


-    Only people who pick at their food should take such posts, said Angelo softly.
 

 
 While in the kitchen, Angelo cast a glance all around and located various things. He took note of where the refrigerators were – the large one and the two small ones – the cans of evaporated milk, the tins of coffee, tea.  Even a can of spray for mice and insects, at the back corner behind the big refrigerator.   He met the cook, took a copy of the week’s meals and thanked them both.  Then Eva showed him to his room. 

 

* * *

 

 
 The Institute’s bells rang out, echoing all throughout the big building.  It meant that it was time for lunch.  Angelo, too, heard the ringing in his room, but he didn’t rush down. To the contrary, he waited a few minutes, and then he made his way down the steps to the large common dinning room.

  
Most residents of LOVE Institute were already seated for lunch when he arrived.  Eva and Nick had taken their seats at the head table.  Upon seeing Angelo, they waved to him to come and sit with them.  Responding positively to their gestures, Angelo greeted them and they offered him a seat between them, much as if he were the Institute’s honored guest.


When everybody was seated, Nick stood up, and the focus of attention was now on him.  Then he spoke:



-    Ladies and gentlemen. I would like to introduce to you this boy next to me. His name is Angelo Lovefull.


-    Ah! murmured some of the almost one hundred residents with admiration. One of them repeated ‘Lovefull, full of love, right? How nice’!


-    We’ll be having him with us for a week or so as our guest, and he’ll be dining here with us.  We’ve offered him the little room up in the attic, and he won’t disturb us in the least.  By the same token, we also mustn’t disturb him, because he says he has to study. 


-    What kind of study? one or two persons asked.


-    I don’t know exactly. But it’s something related to nutrition. You know, his mother, Grace, is a nutritionist in England and is said to work miracles, curing one and all.



-    How does she do that? What’s the story?  someone asked with piqued interest.


-    Through nutrition. She changes their …well, their minds!


A burst of laughter broke out. 


-    Excuse me, said Nick a bit confused, she changes their meals, I meant to say, and they get cured of their diseases. They recover their health.  


Another wave of laughter echoed throughout the dining room.


-    What illnesses does she cure? a woman asked.


-    All illnesses, said Nick impulsively.


-    Actually, said Angelo slowly, clearly, and seriously, so that everybody could understand him, all illnesses that originate in poor, unhealthy nutrition.


-    Yes, that’s right, that’s what I meant to say, Nick said correcting himself.


-    You mean sugar-related, diabetes, cholesterol, that kind of thing? asked one of the residents.


-     Of course, but also, dysfunctions of the heart, liver, gall bladder, and many other health problems.


-    Oh, my! That’s exactly what we’re suffering from, an old lady said.  Might it be possible, I wonder, for Angelo’s mother Grace to come to us, too, to change our minds – hmm, I mean our meals, to cure us, to end our suffering once and for all?


-    You know, not to have to take insulin injections any more? said an older man.


-    Not to have to swallow pills, pills and more pills? another woman chimed in. 


-    Oh, if only such miracles really worked!  Could this boy, Angelo, tell us something about this project?


-    Well, if Angelo’s such an angel, he may in fact perform a miracle himself, said a little old man wittily. 


-    They call me Angelo, the boy said simply and seriously. Now, you may want to start your lunch. We’ve talked long enough.


-    You first, Angelo, said Nick. You, our guest, will give the start. After your own first mouthful, we all start eating. Are we agreed?


-    Agreed, said some of the residents.

Angelo looked at the dish, for a few moments. Then he looked at the residents squarely in the eyes and said firmly…



-    I never eat macaroni or ground meat.


- No macaroni? Why not? These questions were raised by several of the residents.


-    I never eat anything composed of processed flour and dough..


-    But the stomach can process everything, Angelo, isn’t that so? Eva asked.


-    Yes, everything except processed food.


-    So what then will you eat?  Could we give you something else?


-  Nothing, thanks, said Angelo calmly and steadily.  You see, I have been traveling.  And when I travel, I don’t eat until my bodily functions settle back to normal, I mean after having become upset by long trips.  But please, I beg of you, don’t worry about me… just have your lunch as if I were not here.  I’m enjoying just being here with all of you.  He then became quiet, and crossed his hands in front of himself on the table.


-   I’m not going to eat macaroni any more, declared a lady determinedly.   I’m fed up with it.  Macaroni got me ill, caused me diabetes, as a doctor explained it to me.  Then they put me on a regimen with pills.  From bad to worse!


-  Me neither, said a frail elderly man.  A lifetime of macaroni and ground meat, together with processed canned tomato-sauce, has affected my liver, and it doesn’t function any more, and I’m certain now that no combination of doctors and drug manufacturers can now heal it.  
 
 Just then, something unexpected happened.  All the residents, women and men alike, started pushing away their dishes of macaroni, as well as their knives and forks. Nick and Eva felt unsettled, very confused.  What could they offer their patients as an alternative?  There weren’t any other meals ready.  And it would take quite some time to prepare another meal.  The entire kitchen routine would be upset. 

 
 People at the table remained silent.  They had set their hands crossed in front of them on the table, just like pupils at their desks.  Motionless like statues!  Speechless, but thoughtful.  Strangely enough, they had never before felt as well, as happy as at that very moment.  They were experiencing a certainty, a self-confidence, a steadiness, a feeling so positive, that it defied description.    

 
 This was an unexpected development, and certainly a rare one.  Given the programmed routine of prescribed meals at the Institute, the residents were obliged to eat what they were being served. Their independent existence was ignored, with its concomitant right to decide something so important on their own, to be able to choose on the basis of what their own organisms suggested to them. They were accustomed to eating, often without being hungry, never daring to refuse to eat the meals being served  them.

  
The resident patients along with the three at the head table remained like that for quite some time, as if they were frozen.  They also crossed their hands on the table in front of them.  No one spoke.  No one even looked at each other.

 
 However, Nick and Eva became extremely worried.  They were keenly aware of the responsibilities that their managerial posts had imposed upon them.  Every now and then, they looked up and glanced over at their patients, presumably in order to size up their attitudes or possible reactions.  They feared eventual protests, complaints, or who knows what else!   But the patients appeared to have simply turned to stone, figuratively speaking, but almost literally!  

* * *

  
Several minutes passed in this quite unexpected but blissful state. Then Angelo stood up and declared...


      
-  You know, it’s not a bad idea to refuse a meal now and then…especially an unhealthy one.   I’m leaving now, I’m going to my room.


 
-   Unhealthy like this one here, said an old man decisively. 



-   By refusing a meal, Angelo added, the whole digestive system, not to mention the liver and the circulatory system, takes a breather.  A person who isn’t afraid to pass up a tasty treat, well, he benefits himself.


-   What benefits are we talking about here, what exactly? a couple of men asked.



-   Longevity, first of all.  Eating moderately, or even sparingly, in combination with turning down an occasional meal, gives a needed pause to an otherwise ceaseless functioning of the inner organs, renews them, and thus prolongs their lifespan. 


-   I want to live a very long time, very long! a little old woman hollered.


-  Well for goodness sakes, Mary, you’re already ninety years old!  How old do you want to be, a hundred?  asked her neighbor. 



-   A hundred fifty! said Mary, and the hall erupted in laughter.  And that’s why I’m leaving here to go to my room, too.   I don’t want to eat anything, she added.  And having made her declaration of independence, she stood up and left the dining hall.


-   That goes for me too! another man said.  I’m not going to eat anything.  I’m giving my system a rest. 


-   Same here! exclaimed someone else.


-  Same with me, count me in! several others interjected, not in anger, but just the opposite,  almost happily.

In short time, all the seats were empty.  Everyone got up and left for their room, ostensibly to enjoy an afternoon nap.
 


Eva, Nick, and Angelo remained in their seats.  The first two stared at each other for a few moments, unable to identify exactly what they were feeling, unsure of whether they wanted to say something or remain silent. 
  
Angelo was staring far away at the horizon through the open window, appearing to be quite calm.  His eyes were motionless, and seemed to have no particular thoughts in mind.

  
Finally, just to say something, Nick asked Eva, who remained still, her hands crossed in front of her on the table before her dish,


-   Are you going to eat?


-   No, actually I’m not hungry, was Eva’s direct and honest reply.  Maybe this was one of those rare times that she felt the truth within her, the voice of her own organism.


-   Neither am I, said Nick almost instantly.  I’m not hungry either.  Well then, why do we so often sit down to eat without being hungry?

-   I assume out of habit, Eva responded.

-   Probably more out of obligation, Nick added.

Silence once again. Both of them would have liked to just get up and leave, but they felt that they should say something to Angelo regarding what had just occurred – something that had never before occurred at the Institute. 

 

* * *

  
At LOVE Institute, there were both temporary and permanent residents who suffered mainly from advanced cases of diabetes, high cholesterol, hypertension (high blood pressure) or other dysfunctions of the heart, liver, bladder, and intestines. 


Some of them had to have daily injections of insulin, while others had to take pills in their effort to reduce fat and weight, in their preparation for a heart operation. Most of them were lonely elderly individuals, who either didn’t have someone to care for them, or didn’t want to disturb their children or other relatives with their ailments. They came to the Institute, paid the expenses of care with their pension money, in the hopes of recovering their lost health and promoting their well=being.  That ideal outcome rarely happened, however, very rarely.  In the vast majority of cases, the patients lived with their problems, their diseases, until they eventually died of them, when their bodies simply broke down due to the various dysfunctions, or otherwise to premature senility.

***


Finally, Nick spoke up.



-   It was quite troublesome, what happened today.


-   No doubt about that, responded Eva unhesitatingly.

They uttered these sentences as if they were addressing both the thin air, as well as Angelo.  They wondered whether Angelo would respond in one way or another. 

 
Angelo remained silent for some time and then he said,



-   A huge dose of health!  It’s a good beginning.

The two administrators stared at each other in surprise.   



-   Dose of health?  Good beginning?  What do you mean? asked Nick.


-   They’re good people.  They have an ability to learn.  They will get well.


 Once again, Eva and Nick expressed their surprise at Angelo’s prediction.



-   What do you mean, they’ll get well? Nick asked.  You obviously don’t know how grave their conditions are.  We’re barely able to keep them alive with pills.


-   …and injections, Eva tacked on. 


-   By eating in moderation, said Angelo slowly, simply but seriously, as usually.


-   In moderation? What is this now? Is it something beneficial? Have you some regimen for this set up?  When would it start?   Their questions poured out in quick succession.



-   It’s already begun, said Angelo in three words.


-   What do you mean?  When did it begin? Nick asked.


-  He probably means, responded Eva, by the skipping of today’s lunch.




-  Oh, I see, said Nick. 



-  I’m leaving now, to go to my room, Angelo said.


-   To study?  Nick asked a bit stupidly.


-   To calm down a bit, Angelo replied. Thank you, both.


-   What for? Eva reacted. You’ve eaten nothing!


-  I thank you for our conversation and your cooperation, Angelo replied and headed towards the door leading to the steps upstairs.
2  Crossed Hands, Closed Eyes
 


The Institute’s bells rang and echoed throughout the whole building, including Angelo’s attic room.


He looked at the clock on the wall. It was just 5 o’clock in the afternoon.  He waited five minutes, and then made his way down to the dining hall.  Again, almost everybody was already seated at the numerous tables.


Eva and Nick as usual were seated at the head table.  Between them, an empty seat, probably being held for him, thought Angelo. 


Everybody turned their attention to Angelo.  He was dressed very simply and in light clothes, only a white cotton uniform, with matching shirt and trousers. He moved very lightly, as if his feet were not touching the floor.  It was a delight just to look at him and admire him.  Before Angelo could sit down, Nick motioned to him to remain standing.  Then he said,



-   Do you all see him?  Tall and slim…


-  Like a clothes tree, shouted out a witty old man. You know, Angelo, here in Greece, we have a riddle, “What’s tall and slim, and has no bones? 


-  Smoke, the smoke coming out of a fireplace, replied some of the residents instantly.


-  Smoke, quite right! Nick said.  Now, I will change the words of the riddle slightly, and ask you, 


-    What’s tall, slim and healthy, and all bones? 

A pause, a short silence. Then someone said loudly.



-    Angelo!


-   Quite right, said Nick confirming the answer, and then inviting Angelo to sit next to him.  Then, he added.



-   However, now that he is here, among us, we’ll feed him a bit better, richer, so that he puts on a couple of pounds.  What do you say, Angelo?  Here, you’ll be eating a bit more than you’re used to.


-   It eats as much as it needs. Then it stops – by itself.


-   What is this ‘it’?



-   The human body.  Angelo said simply. I never force anything on it. I don’t interfere with it.


-   Well, ‘you’ are your human body, aren’t you?


-   No, they’re actually two different things.  The first thing is “me”, the real me, the timeless ‘me’; another thing is my body.  The former is substance, the latter is a mere shadow. You can’t see the substance and you can see only the shadow, the phenomenon, the appearance. And you take the shadow, the phenomenon for the substance.  Try to understand this.



-   I’ll try, said Nick seriously but hesitantly. But this philosophy of yours is a bit difficult, dear boy.


-  No, it’s easy, very easy, several voices from around the table responded instantly.

Nick and Eva were taken aback by these reactions.  A moment of pause ensued.



-   Time for our tea, Nick announced to everyone.  And then addressing Angelo personally, I hope you’ll like it, Angelo... tea with milk, toast, cake, butter and honey, and some marmalade.


-   I never drink black tea.  I guess you don’t know that it causes many unhealthy reactions in the body.   It contains caffeine, you know, which is toxic.


-   We’ve never heard anything about that, Eva said.


-   Also, I never eat anything produced from dough, like bread, cake, biscuits. They’re made with processed flour, and have no nutritive value at all.  They just place a burden on the digestive and circulatory systems.


-   All right.  Well, then what do you have for the early evening?


-   Just lemonade.  I mean fresh lemon juice in lukewarm water.  Now and then, I put a bit of honey in it.


-  That’s exactly what I’d like to have myself, a woman said briskly, but without honey. My diabetes, you know.


-   Me too, a man said.


-   So do I, me too! several voices cried out.
 


Everyone was now pushing away his tray with tea, milk and the rest, suggesting that they somehow knew they were useless and injurious.


Nick and Eva looked at each other totally surprised, embarrassed, and at a loss for words.  They were wondering what to do next.  After a bit, Eva said,



-   We have another big pot of hot water in the kitchen. I’ll tell the cook to bring it in here.



-  And fifty lemons, said Angelo, who had observed that there were about a hundred people around the table. Please, put the lemons in a bowl of warm water, to be washed. Then, put them in a draining pot, and then dry them off with a cotton towel.


-   Okay, Angelo, said Eva.



- I’ll go into the kitchen to help out, said a slender, agile elderly female resident.  I’ll help wash the lemons. 
A male resident then said,


-  Let’s empty our cups of tea into these pots.  We’ll need the cups for our lemonade.

One by one, they began to pour the tea out into the pots. They felt a sense of accomplishment in that they were doing something new by challenging the established order, a way of doing things that for such a long period of time had not offered them any evidence of improvement to their health.

 


Soon, the pots on the table were filled with the now useless tea.  Some people were eager to take them to the kitchen.  They returned with the same pots half-filled with warm water.  Three of the women went in and came back with three plastic basins full of washed and dried lemons, several knives and lemon-squeezers. Several gentlemen began to cut the lemons in two.  Then, they squeezed half of each lemon, and poured the juice into the cups of their neighbors at the table, until everyone had lemon juice in his or her cup.  Then, they used a big ladle to take warm water from the pot and pour it into each cup.


Everything was now ready. Then, Angelo lifted his cup high up and said loudly, for everyone to hear.



-   Good health to everybody!  And longevity!


-   Amen to that! responded many of them.  
 


Angelo took a sip of lemonade and then put down his cup and remained silent and calm. After a while, he lifted the cup and drank a second mouthful.  Then he set the cup down once again.


Everybody imitated the way Angelo was drinking his lemonade:  a sip, pause, a sip, pause.  They all seemed to enjoy this experience.


When everyone had finished, they pushed their cups a bit away so that they could put their crossed hands in front of them on the table.   Silence and tranquility reigned for a short period.   Nick felt it was his responsibility to ask: 



-   Your toast, cake, butter, honey, aren’t you going to eat them?

Nobody answered, nobody turned to acknowledge Nick’s question, and nobody reached out for the plate with the food.


Nick didn’t insist.  He signaled to a member of the kitchen staff to come and take the trays back to the kitchen.


All of residents at the tables remained motionless and quiet, just like Angelo. Then Angelo closed his eyes, sat erect in his seat, and remained that way for a while with his hands on his knees.  Some people following these movements started to imitate Angelo, sitting erect as much as they were able to, and making themselves as comfortable as they could manage, while at the same time remaining motionless and tranquil, with closed eyes.

 


About twenty minutes must have elapsed, when Angelo slowly opened his eyes and crossed his hands on the table in front of him.  Some people near Angelo intuitively perceived this slow, almost imperceptible movement. They too slowly opened their eyes, while crossing their hands on the table in front of them.  No other movements could be detected; they were just following Angelo’s example. 


Soon, this change of position was transmitted to everyone in the dining hall. 



-  Would you like to have me sing a song for you?

Many nodded affirmatively, without uttering a word. Then Angelo started to sing, with a sweet, velvety voice that enchanted everyone.  But it wasn’t just his voice and the melody. The words themselves were also inspirational and mesmerizing.  They liberated you, brought you joy, and offered wings to your soul, enabling you to fly far away and escape your worldly cares.

 
Before I sleep tonight,

Great sun in the sky, 

Help me not to forget

This day’s bliss so high.
 

And make me feel the deepest,

The most sincere shame,

For all I did and said

Thoughtless, unconsciously.

 

But if the mind looks at

The causes of going astray,

It may find the order

Of the conscious way.

 

And in my soundest sleep,

By the star of dawn,

Send me, if I be worthy,

A message from new Aeon.

 


Silence followed the song –a deep, palpable silence – for quite some time. Then Eva spoke: 



-   Now, you know, it’s time for you to go to your rooms, to rest a while, but also to take your pills.  I’m sure you won’t forget them. 


Nobody got up from the chairs. Eva didn’t dare repeat herself.  She too remained in her seat, at complete ease, motionless, and yes… even happy!  The enormous stress her nervous system had been inflicting upon her, because of the difficult, heavy workload she was carrying, slowly began to recede.   For the first time in a very long time, she believed that she could dare to feel well again, that she had not, in fact, gone crazy.  A short time passed, and then Nick himself felt a strong sense of uneasiness; and because he couldn’t come up with anything else to say, he simply repeated Eva’s previous question.



-   Isn’t it time for you to go to your rooms?

But then adding… 



-   …unless there’s something else you want? 


-   We’d like to stay with Angelo, said a very gentle, sweet elderly woman.  A male resident nodding agreement with her, said…


-         Yes! We want to stay with you, Angelo, for a while.
 


Angelo nodded affirmatively. He crossed his hands on the table and again closed his eyes.  Without a word being spoken, one resident after another unhesitatingly closed their eyes and crossed their hands.  And in this manner, another twenty minutes passed in absolute silence and tranquility. Within this silence, the mind in one positive sense stopped functioning: it stopped producing those worries, irritations, and tensions usually transmitted from person to person, almost every time they found themselves in the dining room, where the residents often engaged in mostly meaningless conversation. 

Also, the patients, at least some of them, had the nervous habit of asking for additional portions of food, or a second cup of tea with milk, a habit that often caused them trouble later on in the day with their digestive and nervous systems.  They were on the verge of giving up these bad habits, but the disorder prevailing in the dining room, along with the residents’ bad eating habits, also troubled the staff of the Institute, and they too seemed to be in a constant state of nervous tension, talking loudly, even screaming!  The end result was that all of this commotion only served to aggravate the condition of the patients.

 


This evening, however, everything felt different.  Such tranquility, serenity, happiness – experiences heretofore never seen in this hall!  When the twenty minutes were up, an elderly woman said that she was going back to her room.  She stood up and walked calmly and quietly to the dining room’s exit.   And then, one after another, most of the residents followed.  A few aged male and female residents, who usually took their pills with Eva’s help, remained seated at the table.  Sometimes she had to cut the pills in half in order to give a half pill to a patient.  Eva now turned to them, saying:



-   Well, we’ll take our pills now, just as we do every evening at this time.  First you, John.  Take a pill out of your box and set it on this little plate. I’ll cut it in two for you. 


Silence.  No reaction. John didn’t stir. He looked absent-minded, seemingly without a thought, not hearing or seeing anything.  It was as if he were immersed in a deep, undisturbed tranquility.   She then spoke again very softly, to avoid shocking him out of his present state.



-   John, it’s time for your pill.



-   Which pill?  John’s response was slow and indifferent.


-   The one for your high blood pressure that you take every evening. Have you forgotten?  


-   What high blood pressure? John asked absently, as if he were in another world.


-  You’re joking, of course, aren’t you, John?   You know I like your jokes sometimes, but taking your medicine is a serious thing. We mustn’t forget about it.


-  Why?



-  Because your doctor has prescribed it.  Your blood pressure’s high. You aren’t well.   How do you expect to get well?



-   I feel just fine, thank you! John replied with a pure confidence insinuating his invincibility. 



-   Now you’re still pulling my leg, aren’t you?  Eva asked.


-   No, I’m not kidding at all.  I’ve never felt better my whole life.  I’m not taking any pill.  Not a whole one, not even a half !


-   But your pressure is elevated. 


-   And how do you know that?



-   The medical report says so, from the check-up you underwent.


-   Oh!  But that was quite some time ago.  I’m fine now.



-   How do you know?



-   I can feel it.  I can sense it within me, my body is talking to me.  Isn’t that what Angelo told us?  To listen to our bodies?  



-   And the check-up?  The tests?



-   Go ahead, if you like, test me now.  Check my blood pressure.



-   Okay, I will, said Eva.



Eva took the sphygmomanometer out of the drawer in the table and applied the band on the old man’s arm above the elbow, and squeezed the bulb.  Then she read the results on the meter. She couldn’t believe her eyes. The readings, both systolic and diastolic, were normal, as well as the relationship between the two numbers. 



-   So, what did I tell you? John was sure that he already knew the result beforehand.


-  Well, your pressure is normal.  However, that doesn’t mean that you can miss your pill.  These pills have been lowering your blood pressure, and will continue to lower it.


-   That’s not quite accurate, he responded with the same certainty.  My high blood pressure fell today!


-   Today? How? What do you mean?



-   Well, by fasting at lunchtime, by the lemonade we drank,, by the calm we all felt when we passed a short time in silence, and not least, by Angelo’s singing.  What bliss!


Eva thought she might succumb to apoplexy, given the surprises, one after another, that were befalling her.  Finally, she thought of playing her strongest card in order to compel his compliance.



-   But these pills help you prepare for your heart operation. If you stop taking them, how will you be able… 



-  I’ll perform an operation on the macaroni, not on my heart! This damned macaroni and ground meat that my wife has been feeding me for years just fattened my arteries, and almost blocked them!   But I will unclog them, you’ll see.  May Angelo be blessed! John said gratefully, and stood up to leave for his room.

Eva turned to the other patients who were waiting their turn for their daily pill dosage.  However, before she had the time to address them, they got up, turned and walked out of the room, in a row, one behind the other.

 


This incident could destroy the whole program, the elements of which had been agreed upon with the doctors in charge, of caring for the patients of the Institute.  However, Eva was a woman with an open mind and decided to investigate further.  Maybe, she thought, this day with all these unexpected events might be the catalyst for some major changes.  Not only at Love Institute, but also for the great number of people suffering from various diseases and living – no, not living, but depending – on all kinds of pills.  She started to feel that a revolutionary change in the way ill people are fed, and the kinds of food they are fed, might lead to a quick and radical cure, and not just a temporary suppression of symptoms, as is the case with drugs. 


However, she had not experimented up to now upon the practical side of this idea.  But today, she learned something important:  the need for avoidance of unhealthy food, including products made with dough; an occasional missing of a meal; a one-day fast; fresh lemon juice in warm water… all of these changes could have a direct and very beneficial influence on a patient’s health.  What she witnessed today, and experienced in herself, would not be easily forgotten.
 

Meanwhile, Nick had left the dining hall and hadn’t witnessed the events of the last few minutes.  Eva made a personal decision not to inform him about them, and to keep them to herself.   She would refrain from letting everyone, staff and patients alike, in on it, so as to avoid possible negative reactions – reactions which could have unforeseen consequences for the patients themselves, and for the Institute.  

 

3  Action Against Unhealthy Practices
 


It was dawn when Angelo heard the noise of a van approaching the building and then stopping at the rear. 

He got up and looked at the clock.  The hour was 6:30 in the morning. He noiselessly opened the door of his room and walked directly over to a window in the corridor.  From that vantage point, he saw the driver get out of the van, open the back door and take out four heavy crates.  He stacked them one on top of the other in front of the kitchen door, put a plastic cover on the top crate, and off he drove.


Angelo went back to his room.  Soon, he heard the noise of the kitchen door being opened by someone, and together with all the other noises he heard, surmised that someone was moving the crates, and putting them in the big refrigerator.  Then total quiet, just like the period of time before the van had arrived. 


After a short while, Angelo went to the bathroom and put his head under the tap. He enjoyed the sensation of cool water running on his head.  He also drank a lot of this water. Then he dried his head, got dressed and walked down the steps, as quietly as he could.  From the corridor, he moved in the direction of the kitchen. He knew that breakfast was at eight.  He looked through the door’s glass window, and saw there was no one in the kitchen.  He opened the door and walked in very carefully, yet without hesitation.   He went to the corner and opened the refrigerator door.  Right up front were four crates laden with fish, a rather large kind of fish, around 16 inches long, with blurry eyes, apparently stunned from refrigeration.


Angelo wondered how long the fish had been frozen.  How decomposed and rotten they must be by now!  This was surely the worst possible food item for those patients suffering from high blood toxicity from macaroni and ground meat, high cholesterol, high blood pressure, not to mention stomach, liver and gall bladder problems. He closed the refrigerator door as noiselessly as he had opened it.


He saw the danger of his plans becoming undermined, if he couldn’t find a way to keep the patients, at least for a week, from eating meat and fish and processed, manufactured foods made of dough and fats.  Angelo decided to take immediate action.  He peered out into the hall from the open kitchen door.  Nobody around.  Absolute quiet.  Then he found what he was looking for, on the floor right next to the refrigerator. 

With a quick and decisive motion, Angelo picked up with his left hand the vial containing the strong insect and mice-killer substance, and then with his right hand, he opened the refrigerator door open just slightly, about 8 inches wide.   He stretched his arm through the opening, while he kept his head away from the door, in order to protect his eyes, nose and mouth from the poisonous gas.


He lowered his hand just over the crates with the fish and sprayed them pressing the button for about ten seconds.  Immediately afterwards, he closed the refrigerator door, and placed the bottle back where he had found it.   His handiwork completed, he scurried out of the kitchen.


No insecticide smell emanated from the refrigerator:  it had been closed quickly enough.


Angelo returned to his room and went to bed. He was sure that nobody had seen what he had been up to.   However, just in case that he would have been caught in the act, he had prepared a justification for his actions.  He would simply say that he had awakened early, that he came down for a walk and saw a mouse running into the refrigerator, through either a hole, or the door, which had been left slightly open.  That’s when he thought of injecting insecticide inside the refrigerator.  Then he shut the door tightly for the mouse to die.  Fortunately for Angelo, he didn’t have to engage in this subterfuge, for he would have felt terrible afterwards.

 


Time ticked on.  Angelo heard the first steps of the residents going down the stairs to the dining hall, followed by more steps, until he concluded that almost everybody was downstairs.  The moment had arrived for him also to go down.


When he was seated, the waitress/nurse went up to him and asked softly,



- Angelo, what will you be having with your milk?  I know you don’t eat cake or whatever’s  made from processed flour or dough.


-    How did you know?  Angelo asked, pretending to be somewhat surprised. That’s the secret of my health! 


-    Oh, said the nurse laughing, it’s everybody’s secret now!



-    But we’ll keep your secret, Angelo! said  an old lady in a playful tone.


A group of residents roared with laughter.  


-     But we’ll keep your secret, several people repeated rhythmically and joyfully.


-     Okay, then, what will you be having with your milk, the nurse repeated.


-     Oh, but I never have milk, Angelo replied quite seriously.  That’s the second secret of my health.

Another strong round of surprise struck the residents.



-    Well, then what do you have for breakfast?


-    Orange, tangerine, grapefruit.  Two or three.  Squeezed or whole. This is the greatest key to my health, and the source of my good disposition.  Clean blood, alkaline, without any trace of toxins.  This cleansing, this blood purification is obtainable through the juice of citrus fruit.


-     We, too, that’s for me, we’ll have the same! chorused the residents.

Angelo seized the opportunity. 



-    Let’s all of who can and would like to, go out into our orchard.  Lop off two oranges each, two or three tangerines, and one or two grapefruit.  Put them in your pocket, and come directly inside again, where we’ll begin our breakfast.
 


A pleasant hustle and bustle ensued. 


In quick, short, lively steps, the residents left the building and went into the orchard behind it.  They collected the fruit and then headed back to the dining room.  The table, made beautiful by the wonderful red-orange coloring of the oranges and the white-yellow color of the grapefruit, was now monopolized by the table’s display of citrus fruit.   

 


Angelo asked for pieces of cloth to dry the morning dew from the skin of the fruit. When this was done, he stood up and showed everyone how to use the knife all around the top of the orange and then the bottom, and then cut the peel into sections from top to bottom.


Without a word, they all mimicked his movements and started peeling their fruit. Then they began to eat their fruit, one slice at a time. 


Nurses and waitresses, as well as Eva and Nick, were taken aback by what was happening – they were speechless.  Then, they stretched their hands out tentatively and took one orange each, one tangerine, one grapefruit, peeled them out, and ate them.


After the end of this event, the head waitress asked,



-     Now shall I serve the milk, coffee and cakes?


-     Of course not, Angelo responded matter-of-factly.


-     Of course not! a mixed choir of voices repeated.


-     But what shall we do with all the milk and coffee we have prepared! Who’s going to drink them?


-     Drink them yourself ! retorted some old ladies playfully.



-    Well, it will be drunk… said Angelo, reciprocating the playfulness, it will be drunk…guess what…drunk by the earth!


-     You, mean we should pour it out? asked the nurse.


-     After it has cooled, pour it out onto the trees, at their roots.  It may be good fertilizer for the orange trees, said Angelo.


-    Good for our orange trees, some voices repeated joyfully.



-     And for our tangerines!



-    And for our grapefruit! so many voices responded in a playful spirit throughout the dining room.  

 


When all residents had finished what was for them a rather new type of breakfast, they experienced such pleasure and a certain lightness within themselves, that they didn’t feel like going back to their rooms to rest and digest their meals, as they had been accustomed to doing up to now, given the heavy breakfasts they were ingesting. 


Angelo, grasping this phenomenon, lifted up his arms, so that all could see him, and said,



-    Okay now, everybody out into the sun.  It’s already shining brightly high in the sky, and it’s now pleasantly warm.  If you like to walk, go ahead and walk.  Others of you may prefer to sit on the benches, with your chest or back to the sun, and soak in the rays, alternating your positions periodically. 

After suggesting this, Angelo walked at a steady gait towards the exit, and everybody followed.


They spent quite some time out in the sun, without engaging in conversation, or even looking at each other.  Angelo isolated himself in a corner to sunbathe, and gave an indication that he didn’t want to talk to anyone.  He reveled in the silence, the solitude, the bliss of sunshine on his body.


This feeling tuned out to be infectious, and somehow was transmitted to the others; as a result, they too passed one of the most pleasant hours of their lives at the Institute.  The sun continued to shimmer, and they all basked in its warmth, energy, and life- rejuvenating qualities. 

 


About an hour later, the head waitress was seen coming out of the dining room door leading to the front yard.  She scanned the area and located Angelo.  She went up to him and spoke gently.



-    For lunch, we’ve got a pleasant surprise for you. We’ll be cooking fish. We’ll have fish and also fish soup.  Anyone can choose one of them, or both.  I’m sure you’ll like it.  You’re not only our grand guest here, I mean it’s like we’ve adopted you, and so we like consulting you about the meals… What do you think?


Angelo turned, looked at her eyes for quite a while.  Then he held his nose closed with his thumb and forefinger, wrist elevated, indicating, without uttering a word, the bad smell. 


The woman was dumbstruck, literally at a loss for words, but finally said,



-    What do you mean?

Angelo looked at her again for a moment. Then he turned around and spoke loudly to some of the residents who were nearby.  



-     Would you please come over here for a moment!

A few came over first, then followed by still more, until almost all of the residents were gathered before him.



-    Please, listen to me. The head-waitress here came and asked me if I would like to eat fish-soup from the fish they’ll be cooking for your lunch. I gave her my answer like this…and Angelo made the “smelly” response as before.  


The residents followed suit by imitating Angelo.


The woman was in virtual shock.  She felt ashamed, angry, troubled, confused.  She didn’t know what to think.  The one thing she could be sure of was that her cheeks were warmer, and her heart beating more rapidly than usual. 

 


- So what are you implying?  she blurted out, visibly disturbed.  That our fish stink?  Is that it?  Well, come along, all of you, into the kitchen, to see the fish for yourselves, to smell them.  They brought them to us fresh early in the morning, directly from the port.


- Carcasses, said Angelo softly.  Some people caught the word and repeated it in a low voice, to avoid a possible uprising among the residents. 


- Carcasses, ptui!  Ugh!   Carcasses, yecch! many of the residents repeated .

 


They entered the kitchen, as least as many as could squeeze into the room, behind the waitress.  The others remained just outside, in the dining room corridor.  The waitress, with her strong arms, flung the refrigerator door open and pulled out two crates of fish.  She pulled them onto the floor and then closed the refrigerator door.



-    Here you are, go ahead, smell them, she said vigorously and self-assuredly.
 


Within seconds, a disgusting smell spread throughout the kitchen and the dining room corridor.  The smell of fish, mixed with the heavy smell of the insecticide, was something not just very unpleasant, it was almost unbearable.



-    Ftui, yuk, they stink, they stink!  the residents repeated, holding their noses and moving out of the kitchen and corridor into the dining hall.  The putrid odor soon reached the hall, and many of them headed out into the yard.  Soon all the residents had escaped to the outdoors.  Several of them continued opening and closing their nose, while repeating – ‘what a foul smell, yecch, they stink’!
 


When Angelo came out of the kitchen, many of the residents ran up to him and told him exuberantly,



-    Bravo! Well done, Angelo!  Thanks, Angelo!  You saved us! My goodness, to think that we might have eaten those fish!   Is this what we’ve been eating each time we’ve had boiled fish for lunch or dinner?


-    Fish, responded Angelo, die as soon as they are caught in the net.  But they don’t die instantly…rather they die with spasms of pain and the agony of death.   Through this pain, panic, and suffering, their flesh is flooded with toxins.  Until they reach our culinary pots and pans, the rottenness has already gone deeply into their flesh, and thus become the source of dangerous toxic elements in our own blood. The dead blood of any living creature we kill for consumption pollutes our own blood. 


-    Yes, Yes, we understand what you mean, Angelo.  You state the point well!  Thanks again, Angelo, several people responded.



-    But what shall we have for lunch? one little old man asked impatiently.  He had an obsession with eating.  He was the Institute’s gourmand.  Everybody knew him.


-     I’m going to have some lentils, Angelo replied.  It’s my favorite food for lunch.


-     Mine, too, yes, that’s what I’d like, several voices responded.


-     Would you like to call Eva and tell her?


-     Of course, certainly, let’s call her.

Someone went inside and found her, and Eva came out and met with the group. 



-     Yes, I heard, I understand that you all want lentils for lunch.


-    But they should be biologically grown, Angelo stated firmly.  Otherwise, they won’t have any nutritive value.


-    Yes, indeed, bio-cultivated, repeated a few voices.


-     And where could we find them? Eva asked wondering.


-    How about the purveyor who brought us the fish?  I’m sure he knows where to buy these lentils.


-    Hmm, he’s going to suffer a big loss for the bad fish he brought here, said Eva angrily.   It’s just fortunate that Angelo…


-    That’s for sure, Angelo saved us! some voices murmured.


-     So that the purveyor doesn’t suffer a major loss, said Angelo softly, because he might not have known what the fish merchants sold him, just tell him to bring bio lentils for a value equal to the value of fish he charged you.  Such a quantity of lentils will last for several meals in the days ahead. 


-   What, you mean we’re going to be eating lentils all the time?  protested the elderly gourmand.  Look, it’s not that I don’t like lentils… but every day?!


-    No, of course not every day, Angelo said, but quite often. Don’t you know that by eating lentils, one can treat diabetes, high sugar intake and related illnesses?


-    I have had heard that, someone said.  They say that in the United States, there’s a clinic where they actually cure diabetes, high sugar content, inside of one, two or three weeks, by serving frequent lentil meals.


-    In combination, interjected Angelo, with cooked radishes and raw salads. You know, lettuce, carrots, peppers, apples, mint, etc., all finely cut up and tossed in a large bowl.  What do you say, my dear Mrs. Eva? Angelo asked, turning towards her.


-     Agreed, responded Eva almost mechanically. Then she quickly caught herself and added, Wait, what am I agreeing to?  I didn’t quite understand.


-     What I’m saying, Angelo went on, is that this noon, before the lentils, the main dish, are served,  we’ll all have, every one of us, a rich salad, a big, deep bowl of garden   salad, as I described before.


-     Yes, yes, a garden salad, many repeated. 


-     With a little mix of olive oil and lemon juice, a small red pepper, and a little oregano in each bowl.


-     Mmm… I can already taste it, said someone licking his lips.


-     But, Angelo said, the salad ingredients should also be bio-cultivated.


-     And how do I go about finding them?  Eva asked somewhat dismayed, displaying some uneasiness.   



-     Why right in the garden, behind the orchard, you have a sizable piece of land full of bio-cultivated fruits and vegetables. 


-     In truth, our gardener cultivates them for himself.  We’ve given him this land in return for all the work he does for us.


-     And what does he do with his produce?


-     He sells it a wholesale greengrocer.



-     From today on, Angelo said seriously, he’ll be giving you the produce for the Institute, and he’ll be probably paid much better than what he gets from the merchant.


-     Yes, to us, to us! chorused the happy and insistent residents.


-     Well, why don’t a few of us go out right now and pick some lettuce, carrots, and the rest of what the orchard has to offer, Angelo said. We’ll bring them into the kitchen.  Then let the kitchen staff count the heads of lettuce we’ve brought in, weigh the carrots and the rest, so that both the gardener and the Institute have a good mutual accounting. 


-     Okay, let’s go! The residents were heard to respond, and a dozen or so of them followed Angelo out to the orchard. 

*** 

 


Lunchtime.  When a substantial quantity of garden salad had been prepared for serving, it was put in several large deep bowls and placed at intermittent spots on the long table.  Everyone then lined up and passed by one of the salad bowls, and filled their personal dishes with salad, using their hands, which they had scrupulously washed beforehand, as Angelo had asked them to do first.  When they were all seated at the table, and before they started eating, Angelo spoke.



-   The lentils are now being put placed on the stove to be boiled.  We’ll go ahead and eat our salad slowly, chewing it well, and then we’ll wait, thoughtfully and silently, for about fifteen minutes.   This space of time is necessary for good digestion of the salad, to avoid its being mixed in the stomach with the cooked dish to follow, possibly causing an unhealthy reaction.  Then, the lentils will be served directly from the pot onto your dishes.  Following this procedure has important nutritive and dietetic values.  In fact it’s therapeutic.


-    Therapeutic, echoed some voices, seriously and with a depth of confidence and faith.  Thank you, Angelo!
 


They started eating their salad. Most of them picked it up with their finger, then into the mouth, just as they saw Angelo doing.  Conversations came to a halt, and everyone concentrated on their salad. This silence and lack of distraction had great therapeutic value, Angelo had told them.  And they believed him, because they were experiencing it first-hand. 


A long pause ensued after the salad course.  The time had arrived for the main dish, the lentils.  When they had finished their meal, they all sensed that this combination of a bio-cultivated garden salad and bio-cultivated dry legumes well-cooked over a low fire, served fifteen minutes later, was something so pleasant, that the residents sensed new energy and a feeling of well-being, a feeling that they had truly never before experienced in their lifetime.

4  The Gazing Cure and Its Miraculous Effects
 

 


Evening tea time. Or, rather, evening lemonade time, Angelo had hoped. When he was seated at the table, he began to speak.



-  For those of you who would like to become well and healthy again very soon, improve on your triglyceride levels, reduce your cholesterol levels and eliminate hypertension, I recommend that you have only a glass of warm water with one spoonful of fresh lemon juice.  As for me, that will be my only evening “meal.”


-  Okay, me too!  several voices responded.  Finally, all of the residents signaled their agreement to join in. 
     
Fortunately, Eva had ordered the cook not to put tea in the boiled water, and also not to prepare dishes containing the accompaniments to the evening tea usually served – cake, butter, honey, marmalade, etc.  In this way, they would avoid wasting food, and also avoid the commotion sure to arise from canceling the prepared meal, as was the case the previous evening. 

 


After the lemonade, silence and quietude prevailed, just like yesterday.  This time however, Angelo asked them not to close their eyes, but to turn their eyes towards him, and to look at him directly in his eyes.  He responded in kind, and they remained this way, all of them, with no particular thoughts in their mind, and no movement of the eyes.. 


Angelo continued this for an entire hour!  They all left sated with the radiance of his glance.  They perceived a source of pure energy, a holistic, unreserved detachment and balance, without a trace of selfishness.  What bliss! There was only this light and love coming from Angelo’s staring at them, obliterating all negativity from their thoughts.


Then, one by one, they started to leave the dining hall to withdraw to their rooms.  Only a few persons remained – those who had to be given their pill or injection by Eva.


Tonight, however, the incident of the previous evening repeated itself even more intensely, and with an unexpected development.  One of the elderly male residents who had learned of yesterday’s events, refused to accept the injection of insulin and the pill prescribed by the Institute’s doctor.

 


Eva became quite anxious and nervous, because she was unsure of what to do.  However, instead of pressuring the old man to conform, she telephoned his daughter, Lucia, who had originally brought him to the Institute, with instructions to Eva to provide him, at prescribed hours, the therapy ordered by his doctor. 


Fortunately, Lucia resided nearby and so she drove over to the Institute.  When she asked her father why he wouldn’t have the injection and the pill, he replied,



-    Because I am well.  What’s the point of taking the drug, since I feel fine?


-    But how do you know that you’re fine, Lucia asked in an accusing tone. Are you a doctor?


-   But you, how do you know I’m not well?   Are you a doctor?


Eva and Lucia looked at each other bewildered.  The old man had them perplexed. 



-    Shall we call the doctor? the daughter asked.


-   Which doctor? Eva wondered. This drug prescription you brought to me is valid for two more months. Your father can’t go for new tests before then.

The old man helped them out of their predicament. 


-    Bring me the… you know, for that quick examination, he told Eva.

Eva brought the special container, and he went into the bathroom. He urinated into the container, dipped the special film that would very quickly indicate the sugar content. Then he called the two women inside to witness the result.  Unbelievable!  The content was 150 instead of 350, which was the measurement taken only a few days ago, when he entered the clinic.

 



-    Well, didn’t I tell you? the man said quietly.  Next time, you should take my word!


-    Okay, but what about your pill for the high blood pressure? his daughter asked.


-    What high blood pressure? responded the old man.  I don’t have high blood pressure, none at all.  I’m completely ‘depressurized’!



-     And how do you know that? asked his daughter.



-     Oh, please don’t tell me again that I’m not a doctor, and that therefore I can’t possibly know, because I’ll tell you again that you’re not a doctor to tell me otherwise.  Dear Eva, please take my blood pressure.
 


Given the air of certainty expressed by the old man, Eva obliged him without objection. The test showed a perfectly regular blood pressure. And of course the two women were astonished, indeed somewhat embarrassed. 


The old man, now smiling after perceiving their state of confusion, said simply, 


-  Well, what would you expect?  With Angelo gazing at me for a whole hour, what pressure could I possibly have?   With one hour of mutual staring this afternoon with Angelo, and one hour yesterday afternoon – silently, peacefully like a saint, like God Himself – how could my high pressure not have come down?
 


This was doubtless a third dose of shock, stronger than the previous two, inasmuch as she didn’t understand a word of what her father was talking about. She looked at Eva meaningfully.  Had her father, perhaps lost his mind?  Had he succumbed to senility or some other mental or cerebral disease, not as yet identified?!


But Eva, who knew what the old man really meant, reassured her, saying,



-   There’s nothing wrong with your father.  I’ll explain it to you later, privately.  Then Eva turned to the old man.


-  Would you now like to go to your room?  You’re right…you don’t need any drugs…  you’re just fine.


-   Well, since you, too, say that I am fine, why should I go to my room? asked the old man bluntly. 


-    Okay, then, where do you want to go? Eva asked him somewhat baffled. 


-    Home! replied the old man decisively.  That’s where I want to go!
 


The two women were flummoxed; they could hardly believe their ears!  They stared at each other for a moment, and hardly knew what to say, or how to respond. 



-   Well, let’s finish up here.  Come on, Lucia, let’s go upstairs and help me pack up my things.

Father, with daughter in tow, proceeded upstairs.  Lucia kept looking back at Eva, who gave Lucia a sign that she would catch up with Lucia later and explain things to her.

 


Once her father was sound asleep in his room after arriving home, Lucia slipped out of the house, hurriedly, but noiselessly, locking the door behind her.  In three minutes she arrived by car at the front of the Institute.  Eva was expecting her.

 


They both engaged at first in some small talk, bringing each other up to date about their personal lives, for they had been friends for a long time.  They ultimately came to the critical question, however.  Had her father actually become well?  Really recovered his health?  And if so, not only how long would this recovery be expected to last, but how could such a miracle be explained?  And, if it was not a miracle, how could these events be explained scientifically?


Lucia’s questions cascaded one upon the other, but Eva remained steady.  She replied.



-   All the negative… sorry, I meant to say, all the positive things started with the dietary program that was introduced by…

Before she finished, they heard a loud voice: it was Angelo’s, and he was just entering the dining hall. More than likely, he had seen Lucia returning to the Institute, and he was hiding in the dark kitchen so he could overhear her conversation with Eva.  He wanted to forestall anything that might destroy the good work already achieved at the Institute, and all the good work which was sure to follow in the next few days.  As soon as he sensed this danger, that Eva would name Angelo himself as the author of the dietary program, he interrupted Eva exactly at that point, entering the hall, saying,



-    … the diet program introduced by Mrs. Grace Lovefull.


-    And who is the young man? asked Lucia, surprised by the intrusion.


-    This little boy, I’m sure you meant to say, Eva replied. You know, he’s only ten years old.  Or so he told us.


-   No, I didn’t tell you that exactly, Angelo softly corrected her.  What I said specifically was, ‘I have no age. I am ageless. I am, just as you are, Mrs. Eva, and you, dear Lucia, irrelevant to time and space.  You had found this philosophy so simple, Mrs. Eva, don’t you remember?


-    Yes, I remember now, but I had forgotten myself when I spoke of time, age, and dates.  Well, Lucia, Angelo gave us…



-    The diet program introduced by Mrs. Lovefull, Angelo added.


-    And who is Mrs. Lovefull? Lucia asked.



-    His mother, Eva replied.  She’s a specialist in nutrition, a highly respected therapist in England.  She has cured lots of people of their ailments. 
 


Following this conversation, Lucia learned all about the events of the last two days at the Institute.  Being pleasantly surprised about these developments, she asked Eva if she could come over and have lunch with them for several days, so that she too could enjoy this wonderful combination of raw garden salad and well-cooked dry legumes, in the hope that she might not only restore the right balance to her own nutrition, but also perhaps lose the several extra pounds she had put on over these last few years.  The fault, she was sure, lay in the stress caused by her working conditions at the newspaper where she was a journalist.



-    All right, Eva conceded, provided that you realize that in the evening, you’ll be having only lemonade for some time, right?   Otherwise, the whole concept here is likely to fail. .


-    I promise, responded Lucia without hesitation. 


-    Don’t make promises you might not be able to keep, Eva said.  Better to say, ‘I’ll try’.


-    All right, I’ll try.  I’ll get through it.  But how do you manage?


-   Ah, well, we have an angel here, Eva responded meaningfully looking at the boy.


-    My name is Angelo, he said simply, seriously.

 


And so it came to pass that Lucia visited the Institute every day at noon, and had lunch with them.  She also came early evenings for the lemonade.  But not only for the dietary lessons to be learned; she also participated in the “gazing sessions” that Angelo held with all the residents of the Institute, for about an hour of absolute silence and tranquility.  These sessions were having a noticeable positive affect on her. 


She also saw with her own eyes, how some of the Institute’s patients would refuse to take the pills or injections that had been prescribed for them, while others made a decision to leave the Institute, and go back home, just as her father had done a few days previously.

 


On a small tape recorder possessing a powerful internal microphone, which she hid inside her blouse, Lucia recorded the conversations of those patients who declared they were well and fine, refused to take their pills, and those who either ultimately left the Institute, or, if they didn’t go home,  remained without participating in any further drug therapy. She also recorded her initial conversation with her father, on the evening he told her he wanted to leave for home, citing the restoration of his health as his reason.

5  The Hideous Interference of Dr. Pilman
 

 


All appeared to be going quite well, until the tenth day of Angelo’s – and the eighth day of Lucia’s – presence at the Institute.  On the afternoon of the tenth day, evil reared its ugly head in the form of Doctor Pilman.


However, before we go into detail about this, let’s take a moment to talk about the positive new developments at the Institute and what caused this turn of events. 

 


Angelo, wishing to accelerate the good results obtained by the nutrition program he had introduced, suggested to Eva that they might try something that not only he had  experimented with himself about two years ago, but also with several people whom he had told about it. 


He let the chick-peas or lentils, beans, whole brown rice, or any dry legume, all bio-cultivated, boil for about only ten minutes in a quantity of water that was double than usual.  As soon as the water became colored and thick, he took out a quantity of it in a glass pot.  Then, he instantly covered the boiling pot with its lid and turned down the flame.  The beans continued to cook, swollen for the next hour in the hot water, without being spoiled from too much boiling.  He drank this first broth in doses, the first as soon as it cooled down, the rest when he was thirsty. It was full of nutritive ingredients, as well as valuable trace elements – like iron, phosphorous, magnesium, calcium, etc. depending on the particular food item.  Many times, he satisfied his hunger with a glass of it.


Later, if he felt like eating some solid food, he took a small portion of beans and boiled it again for five minutes, together with one whole onion and one whole carrot for each serving.  Or he passed this portion into a blender, with some of the broth he had extracted before in the glass pot, and ground them into a liquid pulp.  He either ate this whole, or he passed it through a strainer and separated the thick sauce for eating, while he put the remainder back into the pot again, and then into the refrigerator for a second cooking in the next day.  A bit of olive oil and lemon juice in each dish, a small hot red pepper, no salt, no black pepper, nothing else.  Onions and carrots lend their juices, all their elements, in five minutes of boiling, without being overcooked and dissolved.  They both could be eaten with pleasure and make you full.

 


Eva agreed to try Angelo’s innovation.  The result was very good, unexpectedly good for all. 


Most of the residents gladly drank, for its nutritive qualities, the broth of the chick-peas, beans, whole rice, bio-products, which had been cooked for only ten minutes. Some drank it plain, while others added a few drops of lemon juice.


The end result was that most of the patients who drank the juice felt full and satisfied, and didn’t want to eat the main dish.  They only ate the raw garden salad with some olive oil and lemon juice.

 


Within six or seven days, some of the more obese residents felt their clothes outgrowing them.



-  What’s happened to me? several women were wondering.  My skirt has outgrown me and keeps falling down!


-    My dear, other women told them, you’ve lost weight.  You are well and fine. Your health and face have been renewed!

The same thing happened as well to many of the overweight men. They drew in their trousers, tightening their belt buckles two holes. Along with the others, Lucia experienced the same sort of very pleasant changes.


Along with the weight loss through this nutritional intervention, both the digestive system and the circulatory system were enjoying a much needed rest.  The patients all experienced a sense of well-being, a vigor, a sense of lightness and rejuvenation.


Most of these patients, following the example of the previous ones, refused to take pills from then on.  They felt their health returning to their bodies and their dispositions lifted, allowing them to detect very subtle sensations and vibrations within themselves.  How did this come about?  High blood pressure? High sugar content? Stress? Anxiety?  They’ve now all disappeared.

 


When Eva and Nick suggested or even insisted that some patients have a pressure and urine test, some patients were quick to reply… 


-  What do you want to test, to measure? Can one’s health really be measured?  I’m fine, I tell you!  Measure yourselves, if you want to!  Not me.  If something bothers me, I’ll know.  I’ll sense it, and then you can test me.   For goodness’ sake, aren’t we all blessed with our intuition?  Weren’t you listening when Angelo said, ‘Your intuition is the instrument that detects whatever is happening inside your body?’  Doesn’t that say it all?  Provided, of course, that you’re tuned in to it.  If you are tuned in, you’ll become your own dietitian.  If you listen carefully enough, it will tell you ‘you overate, you’re full, don’t eat any more.’  It tells you, ‘salt is bad for you, give it up.  Bread makes you fat, give it up!’


-   Well, as for me, some patients said, I’ve learned to listen to my intuition very carefully. I’m now a doctor and examiner of my own body.  I don’t need measurements or pills. 
 

***

 


Well, on the afternoon of the tenth day, Doctor Pilman entered the large dining hall of LOVE Institute.   He had placed his mother here at the Institute six months earlier.  So he came, he said, to see his mother.   However, because he provided the Institute with all widely prescribed pills supposed to combat high sugar intake, high blood pressure, diabetes, constipation, and other functional disorders of the elderly suffered by the residents of the Institute, the ostensible reason for his visit was to restock the Institute with these drugs. 


Dr. Pilman’s wife and her father, i.e., his father-in-law, owned a huge wholesale drug company that imported drugs from abroad, and had exclusive representation of some foreign drug manufacturers.  When he arrived at the Institute, he would talk with the patients for a short time, and on the basis of one or more blood or urine tests, recent or even not so recent, he prescribed these drugs that were stored in his wife’s stockrooms.  She then delivered them to the Institute.  This cooperation between the doctor and the drug company suggested, and in fact constituted, a well-established, profitable enterprise. 


Now, as it so happened, the doctor arrived just at the time when the residents were sipping their early evening lemonade.



-    Lemonade, at this hour? he asked.


-    Mixed with warm water, an elderly female resident responded in a friendly way.  Help yourself to a glass of it.  It will do you a lot of good!
 
-  And if you drink it every day, you’ll also lose weight, added an elderly male resident.  Laughter broke out all around them.


The doctor was startled.  This was an unpleasant surprise.  He was accustomed to hearing about the common aches and pains, high blood pressure, diabetes, gastritis, etc., and to reassure them by prescribing for them the best drugs, as he explained, for their disease.  And now suddenly there were no complaints, no heads bent or bowed low.

Their heads high with self-confidence, brought about by good health and good disposition, he was listening to them advise him – how ironic he thought! -- to drink lemonade to lose weight, which truth be told, would have benefited him immensely.



-   Just look, doc! a man told him, standing up and pulling at the waistband of his trousers to show him how his belly went in.  Look how much slimmer I am...  I’ve lost 17 pounds in just eight days!

 


This unpleasant turn of events continued.  Then the doctor asked,



-    And after the lemonade, what will you be having for supper? 



-   After the lemonade, nothing. Not allowed. It could be very unhealthy, a lady answered.


-    Who told you that?  Did some other doctor tell you that?


-    Doctor?  What doctor?  Our intuition, our insight tells us.  We’ve been listening to our bodies; we’re our own doctors!   We don’t listen to quacks! the same lady volunteered. 


-     Nor to any pill hustlers, for that matter!  another man volunteered. 


Ooof!  The doctor, taking it personally, couldn’t believe his ears!  But the patient who had uttered this word hadn’t really intended to insult Dr. Pilman; rather he was ridiculing in general the pill cure recommended by ordinary doctors.

 


Dr. Pilman was now in a state of shock.  Facing this sudden crisis, his face grew red, his heart began beating fast, and he was now in a sweat over this distress.  He didn’t expect this crisis to pass quickly.


Almost robotically, he counterattacked.  He didn’t know what he was saying, and his mind started to spin conspiracy theories.  Was this possibly a plan to exterminate patients?  Foreign interests seeking to change long-established drug regimens?  Using patients as guinea pigs?  Other imbecilic thoughts entered his mind, now totally confused and disturbed.


He went over to talk to his mother.



-   Are you taking your pills? he asked her in desperation.  His aged mother felt a kind of panic from the manner in which he posed his question – more like an interrogation actually. 



-    Uh, no… she said fearfully. 


-    Oh, really? And who stopped you from taking them?
 


Eva, Nick, Angelo and Lucia, who were sitting at the table, became apprehensive about what the old lady would answer.  What if she named Angelo, or Eva?  The consequences could prove dire for all of them.


Fortunately, the doctor, who in addition to his battle with his weight, was nervous and stressed out, didn’t afford his mother any time to answer his question...he just continued,  



-   Maybe you’re also listening to your intuition, you too?


-   Yes, son. I am listening to it.  I’m listening to my body, and whatever it tells me not to do, I don’t do it.

This was an unexpected, and to be sure, a most unpleasant response from his mother, but for all the others, a pleasant one.



-   I see.  So you’re now your own doctor, is that it?  Is that why you’ve become so thin, so dangerously thin?  Why, your robe is swimming all over your body. You’re wasting away from hunger!


-  Well, son, it’s true I’ve lost a lot of weight.  But now I feel fine.  Those extra pounds were just useless flesh and fat.  They’re gone now, disappeared.  Would you please take me home now?


-   Home? Why home?


-   Because I’ve regained my health. 



-   And who will be giving you your medicine at home?  You know, I am very busy.


-  What medicine, son?  I don’t have any more need for pills.  I stopped taking them several days ago.  And I won’t be taking them again.  May they be unnecessary for the rest of my life!


-  Did you stop taking your drugs without asking me?  The doctor became wild and the veins in his neck started to protrude, as his face became red as a beet.   How barbarous this necktied little doctor looked in the midst of the calm, the simplicity, the goodness and love that reigned inside this large hall. 


-   It’s not just me, son.  Everybody, well almost everybody, has stopped taking pills.  And several of the residents have already left here and gone back home.
 



Doctor Pilman was outraged.  He turned to Eva.



-    I demand an explanation!  he stammered.


-   You need to calm down first, Doctor.  Then we’ll talk.  If you’re willing to listen and learn, you have a great chance to improve your life and your profession. 
            

-  What did you say? the doctor asked her in a condescending manner.  You’re going to teach me?  Well, I’m leaving!  But we’ll be talking again very soon, perhaps tomorrow morning, early in the morning, I hope.  But I won’t be alone.  That’s all I’m going to say now.  Just prepare yourself for a big shock.  I’m out of here!
 


And without so much as a ‘goodbye’, the doctor turned abruptly and left, fuming.

 


The following morning, Dr. Pilman did what he had said he would do.  He arrived early in the morning, and this time he wasn’t alone.  He was accompanied by a young man who held a camera on his arm and presumably a card in his pocket identifying him as a journalist.   He matched the doctor, step for step, walking behind him as if he were his shadow. He began photographing everything in sight, and recording every one of his conversations with the people around him.

 


Dr. Pilman approached the dining tables.  The video camera recorded the tables full of oranges, tangerines, grapefruit, some whole and some unpeeled and halved.  It also recorded the residents who were eating the slices of their fruit slowly and happily.   


Without the courtesy of a ‘pardon me’ for the disturbance he created as he interrupted their meals, Dr. Pilman’s reactions were direct and savage.  He was visibly upset, and obviously feared that his position as the responsible doctor of the Institute was being threatened. Perhaps not so obvious to others were his financial interests as a provider – unregistered with the tax authorities – of drugs to LOVE Institute.  



-    Is this your breakfast? he asked one of the male residents.


-   Yes, it is, the old man answered, almost choking over the mouthful he was swallowing at the moment.


-    Anything else?



-    No.  That’s it. 



-    And for supper? 



-    Lemonade.  A glass of warm water with a bit of some fresh lemon juice. Freshly cut lemon juice, in fact, from our garden.


-    That’s it?  Nothing else?  Maybe some tea with milk, cakes, butter?



-    Oh, no… nothing of that sort.  Why, they can ruin your health.  Don’t you know that?



-   Well, thank you, the doctor said pretending to be satisfied with the answers. 
He would use those answers to launch the attack he had been planning in his mind, since he could freely and shamelessly distort their meaning.


-   Now, he went on, I would like to ask who of you would like to return home.


-   Me! I do! Me too!  several voices yelled out. 

The wily Dr. Pilman didn’t ask them why they wanted to return home.  He had already heard his mother yesterday telling him that she wanted to go home, because she felt well, perfectly healthy and rejuvenated.  He was afraid he might hear something similar from the other residents. 



-   Okay, one last question, and we’re done.   I won’t tire you any more.  Are you taking your pills regularly, daily, according to the prescription your doctor has written for you?


-   Pills?  No, no, several of the residents replied spontaneously and unhesitatingly. 



-   You, my dear lady, how many days has it been since you last took your medicine?



-   Ooh!  More than a week, at least!   May I never have to take them again, Dr. Pilman!



-   Uh huh, I see.  And with this dietary program they’re giving you, are you feeling some kind of loss?  A substantial loss?  Or even a minor loss? 



-   Oh, a great loss, Doctor Pilman!   I’ve already lost twelve pounds of useless fat!

 


Dr. Pilman turned to the journalist.  He spoke in a whisper, 



-  These expressions, like ‘may I never have to take them again’, ‘useless fat’, these words have to be removed from the tape.  Okay?  


-    It will need editing.  It’ll take some time.


-    How long?



-    The whole morning.



-    All right.  Do it!  You’ll be paid at noon.
 


Dr. Pilman now turned to the residents.



-   Well, we’re finished.  I want to thank all of you for your cooperation.  Have a nice day! 

And he left together with his ‘shadow’, without even looking at them.  Without even an acknowledgement to Eva and Nick.  Was he perhaps feeling shame and guilt in the depths of his conscience for what he did, and what he was planning to do?


After the noon meal, the residents ritually withdrew to their rooms.  Usually all the staff members withdrew, too, but today, Eva had a premonition that told her to wait until two o’clock, to listen to the news.


Before the regular mid-day news report started, the news anchor announced:



-  At the end of today’s mid-day news report, you will be hearing a special bulletin that has just reached our offices.   It is of special interest, and relevant to us all.   BE SURE not to miss it!

Eva became suspicious.  She went to find Nick and Angelo.  Both of them came over to the hall to listen in.  


At the end of the news report, the news anchor read the special bulleting:  


- a serious scandal has been uncovered in a clinic for the elderly.   Starvation meals and a lack of a regular supply of their medicines have brought the aged patients to a state of despair.  Most of them are pleading to return home.  On our regular six o’clock news report, the doctor who made the investigation will give the details of this scandal, and will present a video from the clinic containing his conversations with the clinic’s residents.  At six o’clock, all the details of this scandal will be aired. Negligence, or perhaps suspicious interests?  Which?  And who’s responsible? 

Eva and Nick felt a pit in their stomachs.  They were hurting.  Angelo remained calm, although he too felt the terrible assault on the Institute.   But he knew how to remain calm in the face of such adversity.  These attacks, these shocks to his being, were his fate here on earth, where he currently found himself.  Angelo’s fate on earth, however, was not so important as his appointment with destiny, the galactic destiny from which he originated.  His real self, the inner one, the eternal one – the one who is, who was, who will always be timeless and spaceless – did not become disturbed, nor was he affected by the attacks on his earth incarnation. 

 


The hour, 6 p.m., had arrived soon enough.  On the Channel B’s news report, the news anchor led off with the subject that had been announced at noon, i.e., the subject of serious omissions and violations by the directors of LOVE Institute to the detriment of their residents, ailing aged patients.


The anchor turned over almost immediately the microphone to Doctor Pilman, who had come personally to the studio so that he could speak directly and not through a journalist in the field. 


The doctor played first his video, and the TV viewers were made privy to his conversations with a number of LOVE Institute’s patients.   Nobody could divine the true meaning of the answers given by the residents of the Institute, since they didn’t hear those missing words which would make the meanings clear -- they had been edited out! 


So the doctor shamefully found it easy enough to say to the viewing audience – after the projection of the video, 



-   Do I need to comment any further?  I think it goes without saying that there is only one step left to be taken, and that’s a direct investigation and prosecution by the district attorney’s office, as soon as possible, no later than tomorrow morning.  You viewers can see for yourselves that the lives of our fellow human beings are in imminent danger!

 


The doctor was persuasive, oozed compassion, and as a result, his words impressed the listeners.  


Eva and those around her were in a state of shock after the doctor’s attack; they were also full of indignation and resentment against his contemptible lies.  



-   Now what can we do?  asked Eva, now visibly shaken.  Nick felt exactly the same way. 

Lucia and Angelo remained calmer, while their minds were searching for the best way to meet this situation head-on.  Angelo looked Lucia directly in the eye, with the idea of helping her make the right decision.  It was as if he knew that Lucia had the means, not only to beat back this attack, but also to turn the whole situation around in their favor, winning this battle with the best result for all interested parties, i.e., for the managing directors of LOVE Institute; for the patients; and for the great revolution Angelo hoped to bring about in curing aged patients. 


Finally, Lucia spoke.  She took her small tape recorder out of her pocket.  She opened it, and she pointed to the mini cassette, and said,



-     It so happens that on this mini-cassette, I recorded the conversations of our residents at the moment they refused to take their pills, following the positive results of their measurements for high blood pressure and high sugar intake; and their wish to return home because they felt well, healthy and rejuvenated.  I also recorded their enthusiastic comments about the Institute’s program for healthy meals, which cured them of their high blood pressure, gastritis, colitis, high sugar intake, and the many other symptoms they suffered from, and complained about, over a long period of time.  

 And I also recorded Dr. Pilman’s conversation with his mother, in which the words the doctor cut out, can be distinctly heard.   I’m talking about where she says she wants to return home because she feels well and healthy; and where she refers to her weight loss as a loss of useless fat.  And even where Doctor Pilman replies that he doesn’t want his mother her to return home, because he hasn’t got time to give her her pills.   And finally where his mother refuses to take any more pills ever again!



-    And what would we do with this recording of yours? Nick asked.


-    I feel sure that you must know that the newspaper I work for is one of the most serious publications around, don’t you? Lucia responded.


-   Of course we do.  What of it?  This Channel B has already influenced people with its “scandal” scoop!  What can a newspaper do?


-  Possibly you’re unaware that the managing editor of my newspaper is also connected with TV’s LIFE Channel?  I’ll tell you what…I’ll phone him right now.  He can listen to a small portion of my cassette over the telephone.  Then, he’ll be begging me for it.  I am sure of it.  Can I call him from here?



-   Certainly, by all means, please do, Nick said.
 


Fortunately, the managing editor, Mr. Sirius, took the call.  He had been listening to channel B, to Dr. Pilman’s charges against the Institute, and understandably was a bit anxious.   He didn’t know where to find data to confirm or to deny the charges.  

So when Lucia told him that she comes to the Institute regularly, where her own father became well again after a chronic condition of high blood pressure and high sugar level, and that this occurred within only several days of starting new dietary program at the Institute, a program incidentally that had been sent to them by one Mrs. Lovefull from England, Mr. Sirius was very glad.


-    I want this cassette, he told her.  Tonight, on our 9 p.m. news hour, I’ll play the tape.


-    I foresee a turn of events here, maybe even a revolution!   said Eva enthusiastically.  Doctor Pilman’s likely to suffer a heart attack!


-   Unless, of course he has a lemonade with warm water this evening, said Angelo smiling.


-    My angel, let me kiss you, Lucia cried out very enthusiastically. She got up and approached him. Angelo lifted his hand and stopped her. 


-    What, are we married, perhaps?  He told her jokingly.

Loud laughter broke out among the three of them.  Lucia took some pictures of the Institute’s dining hall, and then.left hurriedly for her newspaper,.
6  The Greatest News Ever to Appear on TV

 


The hour: now 9 p.m.   The lead story on LIFE channel’s nightly news report was the alleged scandal at LOVE Institute, and more specifically, Lucia Bright’s response to Doctor Pilman’s charges of criminal mistreatment of the patients of LOVE Institute, with regard to their meals and dietary programs, as well as the provision of their pills and other prescribed treatments. 

 


With regard to Dr. Pilman’s contentions, Lucia’s report was totally devastating.   Not so much by her own words, as by the words of the LOVE Institute’s residents.  Their  calm, happy faces, and their friendly smiles, clearly showed a psychological well-being and balance confirming that they felt quite healthy.


Lucia stated that from the day her father declared himself healthy and in a good state of mind, and asked to return home because he felt no further need for pills (let alone someone to provide them to him at regular hours!), she herself was following the wonderful dietary program that had been sent to LOVE Institute by Mrs Lovefull of England.   The results for herself were unquestionable.  She had lost 9 pounds in ten days and more importantly, she felt liberated from a persistent state of stress, hypertension that have been torturing her for many years, pushing her to engage in a damaging overeating habit that only aggravated her stress, and her whole psychosomatic condition.

She was able to break out of that vicious circle, she said, and declared openly and unreservedly her gratitude to all the people at LOVE Institute for what they did for her personally.

 


What happened after the declarations on LIFE Channel can hardly be described.  The phones began to ring off the hooks.  ‘Just a moment, please!’  or ‘Please call back later!’  the telephone receptionists had to say over and over again. ‘Our lines are all busy!’  


- We don’t have enough telephone lines to handle all your calls, Lucia told the viewing audience.  I’m having difficulty in handling all these calls.  Please send text messages. 


This response from the public was unprecedented!  Text messages from mobile phones began to inundate the studio.  Lucia read some of them on camera. She was replying to them, thanking the viewers for their interest, consulting with them, advising them. 


Many of the viewers asked if they could place their own aged parents at LOVE Institute, and what the prospects for improved health were at the Institute.


They asked if there were any vacancies.  They asked to be placed on a waiting list, giving relevant information for that purpose.


But many young people and middle-aged men and women – mostly women – asked if they could have a copy of this new dietary program.  They wanted to know, among many other things, how much it costs, if they could apply it by themselves at home, i.e., outside the Institute. 

To all these questions, Lucia answered eagerly and positively.  To the question about the cost, she gave an answer that brought great joy not only to the viewers, but to the staff of LIFE Channel as well.  She said.
   
- ‘LOVE’… (she stressed the word ‘love’ to mean not only the Institute, but ‘love’ in general)… ‘love’ is not in the business of anything.  ‘Love’ is freely given.   ‘Love’ is freely taken. 


Her words produced a wave of joy, compassion, and happiness rarely seen or felt.  People started begging, pleading, even demanding!


- Please!  What is this new diet!  What are the meal hours, the quantities, the items?  Where do we find them?

Lucia explained everything passionately.  She described in some detail how she herself had benefited from her experiences at LOVE Institute, where she joined with the residents in order to discipline herself, to escape from her endless erratic mealtimes, meals incidentally of badly prepared poor quality food. 

To those who said that this questioned that the quantity of food wouldn’t be enough to satisfy them, she replied, 


-  Try this diet program for a week or two.  After you’ve shed some excess pounds and discovered your body’s sensitivity, you’ll be better able to tune in to it.  And if it tells you to eat more of the same food or perhaps something else, then by all means, do it!  In the early evening, have two or three different fruits, say, for example, an apple, a pear, a banana.  Or some other fruit you like.  But only fleshy fruit in the early evening, not citrus or other juicy fruit.   But you should eat them only after you have listened to your body, and not because you happen to see or smell different food items in your refrigerator or during a walk down the street.  In this way, you become your own nutritionist, your own dietitian.  And if you happen to get sick because you weren’t paying attention – or even if you were! – you’ll again listen to your own body, and become your own healer.  Just be careful about what you eat, what time you eat, and how much you eat!

 


Viewers were taking in her words through both eyes and ears, with the whole of their beings.  Lucia, after making these recommendations, took a long pause to rest, and the channel started showing various slides of mountains and other peaceful landscapes.

When Lucia appeared once again on camera, a girl from the studio said:



-   We just received a very interesting call.  Shall we put it out on the air?


-   Yes, of course, Lucia said.



-  My dear Lucia, a woman’s voice, serious, modest, but with a certain sorrow evident in her trembling voice, spoke. 


 …dear Lucia, your presence on TV tonight, as well as your words, are for me an important event in my life.  I imagine it is for many other people as well.  But I would like now to ask a question.  You may find the question difficult, and I won’t judge you if you’re unable to answer it.  If you don’t know the answer, just say you don’t know. I believe you to be a sincere person.


Tell me, is it possible that a dietary program – no matter how wonderful it might be, no matter how much it might purify the blood from toxins -- is it possible that such a program can also lower one’s blood pressure, eliminate high sugar intake, help correct gastritis, colitis, ulcers, and the like?  You must be aware that these diseases and many others have a psychological cause in addition to poor nutrition. You know what I mean, I’m sure…that psychosomatic disturbances often are due to emotional disturbances.

And I’m sure you’d agree that the great amount of stress in our lives, the absence of good loving relationships, the lack of equanimity in our fellow human beings, those close to us and strangers both – that all these things influence us, upset  our balance, our inner harmony and peace.

So with all this in mind, is it really possible to cure all these negative influences on us, those terrible wounds of our social and individual lives, through a dietary program?   

A short pause followed. Then the voice went on.


-   My reason for asking is not to put you on the spot, or to humiliate you.  I myself am in a difficult position.  I’m going to humiliate myself now, telling you and your viewers now listening that I’m a professional psychologist.  Well, I myself, a psychologist, a professional therapist, suffer this emotional disturbance, and of course this leads me to poor, irregular nutritional habits.  Not only do I, myself, pay the price of these life wounds, there are of course the dozens of women who come to me for help, telling me that when they return home from their job, full of stress and nervous fatigue that they’re entering a home empty of love, and as a consequence seek refuge in a meal, even though they’re not hungry, allowing them to attain a certain level of comfort, some consolation from their association with a plate of food, their knife, their fork, their spoon.

A short pause. A strong emotional tension hung in the air.  Then she continued…


-   To sum it up, what I’m asking you is, is it possible that in these cures which took place at LOVE Institute, is it possible that in what happened there during these ten miraculous days, that there was something else at play there, some other factor which may have escaped your perception, your understanding?  Something else perhaps that contributed decisively to these therapies?  You told us that your father had been afflicted for many years with high blood pressure and high sugar levels, and that you were obliged to put him in the Institute because you had no time to give him the pills the doctor had prescribed.  And now suddenly, in a matter of several days, in a week or so, his diseases miraculously went into remission!?  Don’t you think that there’s something missing here?   Some secret, perhaps a very valuable secret?  Do you know this secret, and perhaps forgot to let us in on it?  Or is it that you simply don’t know?  I’ll just let you answer now.  By the way, my name is Anna.

A small pause.  Suspense hung in the air over Anna’s words.  And a quick, clear, definite answer followed. 



-  The truth is…I don’t know, sincerely I don’t know.  I myself was very surprised about this turn of events, and I’m at a loss to explain how exactly these results came about. 

The phones started to ring again.



-   We have someone on the line, one of the show’s hosts announced.  Shall we put it out on the air? 



-   By all means, yes, let’s hear it, Lucia answered.



-   I have the answer, the voice of a man was heard on the air.  A clear, confident voice, even while betraying a certain advanced age.
     
-   I’m Lucia’s father.  It was Angel who worked this miracle, my dear daughter.

Lucia was momentarily embarrassed, for she certainly never expected that her father would be watching this broadcast, or that he would have the strength and determination to intervene.  But what was that he said about Angel?   Some viewers might begin to doubt his psychological or mental faculties, with the result being that much of what has been done and said would be at risk of losing their value.  Or worse yet, would be reversed!   Lucia recovered quickly enough from her surprise, without giving off any indication that anything might be amiss, and asked seriously.


-    What Angel, Dad?  What do you mean?


-    I’m sorry…‘Angelo’ I meant to say.   Excuse me for having translated his name into Greek.  Angelo. That’s the boy’s name.  His grace, his calm, his balance, his compassion, his love – all of these things were transmitted to us through his gazing at us.   It’s a miraculous therapy, the most holistic of therapies, I’d say.

 


The word ‘holistic’ uttered by Lucia’s father made a very strong impression in the public’s mind.  They seemed to understand that they were listening to a man of high intelligence, and that he was serious about what he was saying.  The old man continued...



-    Every afternoon, after our lemonade, we all sat in front of Angelo.  He would sit at the head of the table, and gaze at us with his luminescence, so steady, motionless, turning his head very slowly from the left side to the right, and then back again.

Can you understand what it means for Angelo to look you straight in the eye, completely motionless and tranquil, with no extraneous thoughts to cloud the mind, for a whole hour?

This suspension of all thought processes calmed us to the depth of our souls, and all tensions drained out of our bodies.  Our high blood pressure disappeared as well.

You lived through it yourself, Lucia, and you know it.  Yes, you Lucia -- weren’t you many times an object of Angelo’s gaze for a whole hour, after which you left so peacefully, so light-hearted, so happy.   Frankly, I had never seen you so calm and so happy during the time you spent at home with me, as you appeared to be right after your gazing sessions with Angelo.

I hope this has been helpful…good night, everybody! said the old man and hung up the telephone.
 


Shock! An enormous pleasant shock struck not only the staff at the LIFE Channel, but also an enormous audience that, as the transmission progressed, was growing in numbers.  There was a heightened interest in this story, given the emotional uplift that it inspired.  After a short pause, Lucia spoke again.



- I’ll tell you everything.  Don’t call in, don’t send messages.  I’ll tell you everything I know, everything I was able to understand.  Perhaps there may be something more to this story that cannot be verbalized, cannot be described by mere words.  I believe that each one of you must reach for insight by himself or herself.

My dear Anna, to you who called us here at the station before, and to you, all the listeners and viewers, let me suggest to you that you now have the answer to that question about ‘something else’ that might have contributed so decisively to the cures that took place at LOVE Institute. 

The description, or rather the explanation, that my father just gave us about this Angelo’s miraculous influence was so precise, and so enlightening that I don’t know what I could possibly add to it.  I just would like to say, that because I myself experienced these therapeutic gazing sessions with Angelo, that it is too difficult for me to put into words.  You simply must experience it for yourselves to become cured, for no description of it could ever suffice to influence you. The light in his eyes, the compassion, the affection, the calm, holistic love that his glance radiates – are somehow passed gently into your heart.  And you become entirely at peace with yourself.  Tears may well up in your eyes, since you would be gazed upon for many hours, but in these tears, all your pain and suffering will melt away, your tensions relieved, and all your knotty problems solved.  I’ll say no more.  Good night, everyone, happiness to you all!   Love. Peace, Serenity!
 

A short pause ensued.  Lucia made a motion to leave.   The female announcer gently stopped her, and said, 

 



- Please, Lucia, just one minute more.  While you were talking about Angelo, more phone calls and text messages were inundating our studio.  Who is this Angelo?  Where is he?  Where does he hail from?  Where’s he going?  Could they see him tomorrow?   Can they go to LOVE Institute?  Would he welcome them, accept them?  Does he take new patients? People who are having emotional problems, people who are in pain?  Lucia, do you have anything to tell the people who are asking these questions?  They’re asking out of anxiety, out of need, out of deep interest.   What can you tell them?

 


Lucia found herself completely unprepared for this new development. She was literally at a loss for words.   But she kept up a good front.  Her face didn’t betray her momentary loss.   After a short pause, she spoke… 



-   I don’t have anything to tell them.  I don’t know.  Tomorrow morning I’ll go over to LOVE Institute.   I’ll talk to Angelo, if he’s still there.   If he is, I’ll ask him and I’ll convey his answer to LIFE Channel.  I hope it will be broadcast.

 

The phone rang again.


-            We have one more caller, Lucia, can we put it on the air?


-            Yes, but this will have to be the last one.


-            Last but not least!  Lucia, this is Anna, the one who called in before.  I just wanted to tell you that while you were talking, I was gazing into your eyes, and I felt you were looking directly at me, inasmuch as you had been addressing the camera lens directly.  You’re probably unaware of it, but the light in your own eyes is astounding, wonderful.  The love you radiate, the affection, the softness, the elation, the transcendence – is something truly marvelous and therapeutic. Angelo must have  worked his greatest miracle on you!  He apparently transmitted to you this miraculous gift of gaze, and you’ve made it your own.  In fact, you’ve just now transmitted it to all of us.

I’d like to beg the station managers of your channel to hold this picture of you with your steady, luminescent gaze, and to freeze it on the screen for ten whole minutes.  I’m asking not only for me, but on behalf of many other viewers of your channel with whom I’m in touch.  In the next minute or so, you are going to be receiving a huge number of text messages similarly begging your station managers the same thing.


And I’m going to also beg your channel to give us this picture of you, motionless, for about ten minutes or even more every evening!  I truly believe it will be therapeutic for a great number of people, and I can assure you:  you’re going to have their gratitude.

But I’d like now to ask every one of your viewers to try to do this gazing phenomenon with their own people at home, especially with those individuals who are afflicted, or who are in pain, physically or emotionally because of separation, family conflicts or for that matter, any other factors that wound us.  And also with individuals who are currently seeking cures by taking medicines, whether pills and injections, depending on products of the drug industry.  I’m sure that if your viewers give this gazing therapy a serious try, remaining motionless and clearing their minds, a lot of individuals would soon be rid of their symptoms – those hidden, perhaps unconscious, tensions within them – and experience a restoration of their health, with the result that they might throw their pills out the window, and never bring them back in again.


That’s all I wanted to say, Lucia, and we thank you from the bottom of our hearts.   I wish you and your father happiness.   I feel that the broadcast this evening is the starting point for a new life not just for me, but for all of us.   Health and joy to you!

***

 

 


Doctor Pilman, his wife, his father-in-law, and some of the managerial staff of their drug import-export company, felt pain everywhere on their rear ends, on the chairs they were sitting, as if thousands of needles were pricking them.

When the TV program came to an end, they almost didn’t dare look at each other in the eye.  Not only did other TV channels fail to re-transmit the attack Dr. Pilman had waged against LOVE Institute on Channel B’s evening news hour, but instead other channels completely reversed, overturned the attack!   LIFE Channel had announced from 8 o’clock in the evening that in their 9 o’clock newscast, all of Channel B’s malevolent and slanderous charges against LOVE Institute would be discredited.  


So for that reason, the other TV channels waited to tune in to the LIFE Channel’s newscast before thinking about the possibility of reproducing Channel B’s charges.


Now to say that the doctor’s team felt very anxious, well, that would be a gross understatement.  What if LOVE Institute initiated a legal action against them for libel or slander?   They first reasoned that they had their own powerful team of excellent lawyers who would fight against such a lawsuit:  that’s what they were hired to do.  And so, they put this subject temporarily aside.

What they couldn’t put aside and what puzzled and tortured their minds, was the looming threat of rejection of drug therapy not only by LOVE Institute, but by many other foundations and hospitals to which they were selling large quantities of drugs.  This could mean financial ruin!  

In addition to the Greek drug industry, in which their company participated financially, their imports from the English drug industry they would necessarily be substantially reduced.   Their English partners would protest the reduction of their exports to the Dr. Pilman’s group, and could conceivably offer the representation to some other company.

One of Dr. Pilman’s group said that the danger lay in the management of LOVE Institute, meaning of course, Eva and Nick.  If these two could be driven out, all might be salvaged.  However, given the force of LIFE Channel’s report this evening, Eva and Nick’s positions were strengthened, and driving them out would not be an easy matter.  Perhaps some intervention by the government ministries might be useful?   Their well-heeled company, listed on the stock exchange, had plenty of influence, especially with one particular government minister, and perhaps they could use him to their ends.
 


  Then the father-in-law spoke:



-  Let’s face it…the danger is Angelo.  This evening he was able to get his message across:   ‘no’ to PILLS, ‘no’ to drug cures of patients.   He told people that cures can be found only in therapeutic diets with healthy meals and selective foods:  citrus fruit in the morning, containing organic vitamins and sugar; a rich raw garden salad at noon, in combination with juice from dry legumes and slowly cooked bio-cultured and unprocessed beans or rice; a lemonade in the early evening with lukewarm water and fresh lemon juice.  Perhaps such a dietary program, assuming it could ever be applied, could change medical statistics, and provide direct natural slimming, or reduce high blood pressure, or lower one’s sugar or cholesterol content, eliminate gastritis, colitis and many other symptoms that we call chronic diseases.

But I ask, do you think that individuals or hospitals could apply such a health regimen?  Of course not!  It would be impossible!  To begin with, where could one find so much organic produce?  And on the other hand, the mass of human beings is used to poor eating habits, including overeating, so that high tension, high sugar, and cholesterol content will hit all of them – or at least most of them – especially when they get older.  So you see, pills are the only real hope for mankind, the only way out, the only consolation for the masses.   So let’s not get overanxious here. 



-  You forgot the gazing therapy, said another one from the group.  If this becomes fashionable, and everybody sits at home staring at each other, motionless, speechless, calm, for some time, high tension and stress will be reduced.  Knotty problems will get solved!  And then, they won’t be impelled to overeat!  Or they might give up their bad eating habits, and patients will go into innumerable remissions!  



-   As long as Angelo is here, I mean present at LOVE Institute, and in our society, there is danger, a third executive of the company warned.  No, it’s not Nick or Eva.  Not even LOVE Institute, but it’s Angelo that’s the danger!


-   Yes, he’s right!  said others on the staff of the Board.



-   And what exactly do you propose that we should do about it?  Doctor Pilman asked.


-   Well, please leave it to me, said the company’s chief accountant.  He was a callous man, who in his childhood years had been tormented.  Perhaps as a result, he was unscrupulous in all of his business dealings, including his ploys to hide profits and thereby evade taxes; and had invested the company’s profits in non-taxable business ventures such as nightclubs, cafeterias, and some suspiciously shady transactions.  His reputation preceded him. 


-    All right, Doctor Pilman said. You have our approval to whatever you are going to do.  But we don’t want to know your plans.  Don’t share them with anyone.  Just keep everything to yourself.



-   Got it!  the accountant said.
 
With this, the meeting of the partners in evil adjourned. 
7  Love Needs to Travel
 


Back at LOVE Institute, Eva, Nick, and Angelo were rejoicing in Lucia’s broadcast with great satisfaction and enthusiasm.  But Angelo was feeling a bit impatient. He had an intuition.  He felt a certain message might have been transmitted to him.  Eva seemed to sense this. 


-    What is the matter with you, she asked him.  Is there something you want to tell us, and you’re holding back? 


-    Yes.  Would you please open the storeroom for me so that I can get my backpack.


-    Your travel backpack? But why? Are you leaving? When? Tomorrow? The day after tomorrow?



-     No. Tonight, now.



-    Now?  But that’s impossible. I haven’t reserved a seat for you. I haven’t even bought a ticket for you.


-     I have a return ticket, an open ticket as always.  Because I never know when I may need it.  That’s why I always leave it open.  You do understand, don’t you?



-    And the flight?



-   There’s a night flight for England every Monday and Thursday. Today is Thursday.  There’ll be a seat available for me. 




-     And your things?



-      I have them ready. I’ll put them in my backpack and I’ll be off.


-      But why don’t you stay here with us?   For as long as you want.  Forever!   Don’t you know how much we love you?  How can we say goodbye to you?   We’ll feel the pain of your absence, because we believe that you personify LOVE Institute.  Our Institute’s name is ‘love’, and we are its name.  But you are its grace. As long as you are here with us, we are, in name and in reality, one and the same.



-     Angelo was moved by these expressions, and simply declared, 



-  Love needs to travel. It can’t be limited to a particular place. Isn’t that true?  If love doesn’t travel, it’s in danger.  If it sticks around in one place for too long, it can cause reactions that may in fact destroy it.  If I don’t leave now for England, tomorrow may be too late! I may be forced to return to my origin before my appointed hour. Do you understand what I mean?



-    No, we really don’t, Nick said.  But you have our best wishes and our love wherever you go, wherever you are.  But please do come back to us, if you can. Who knows, it’s possible that in time we may lapse into a deep sleep again.  Be sure to come back to wake us up again.  Will you do that?   Do you promise?



-    I will.  I promise.  But, please, promise yourselves, too, that you’ll try not to ‘fall asleep’.   Come to think of it, gazing into each other’s eyes will help you in that effort. 
-    Goodbye.

Health-Joy-Happiness-Love.
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