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Dedication 

This book is dedicated to my wonderful wife, 

Carly, and to all my Loveable Family and Friends.  

Without your Lenergy I would cease to be. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Epigraph 

“You never change things by fighting the existing 

reality. To change something, build a new model that 

makes the existing model obsolete.” 

    R. Buckminster Fuller 

 

 

 

 

 

Epigraph* 

 

 

Dear Swami: 

Am I a lone voice in the wilderness, or are we as a 

species absolutely nuts? We have people supposedly 

guided by the Ten Commandments killing each other like 

crazy, and we’re spending our resources as a planet on war 

and weaponry instead of love and protection. Where are 

these religions when we need them most? Or is it time to 

scrap all of our spiritual traditions and try something else? 

Vladislav Gottu-Duwiditz, Prague, Czech Republic. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

Dear Vladislav, 

 It’s a mad, mad, mad world all right.  And what 

seems to keep the madness in place is this: Just because 

we keep doing the same crazy things over and over, we 

begin to imagine those things are “sane”. Take war. 

Please!  Especially that most oxymoronic one, the holy 

war in the Holy Land. Holy cow-pie, that’s wholly insane!  

I guess they must have modified the Ten Commandments 

while we weren’t looking: ”Thou shalt not kill, except in 

extremely large groups.” 

 I’ve said it before, but maybe it bears repeating. It 

could very well be that the Ten Commandments are just 

too much to bite off all at once. Maybe we should start 

with One Suggestion: “We’re all in it together.” Each and 

every one of us totally unique, just like everyone else.  We 

are all one with the same One. The Universal Oneness.  

The Universe has us surrounded, might as well surrender. 

 People ask me all the time if I’m a creationist or an 

evolutionist, and I tell them, “both.” We humans were 

created to evolve, otherwise Jesus would have said, “Now 

don’t do a thing till I return!”  Maybe it’s time we children 

of God finally grow up and become adults of God, and 

realize we are the Creator’s creation created to create. In 

other words, we’re not here to earn God’s love, we’re here 

to spend it! 

 What if human society made the collective choice to 

live as if we’re all in it together?  Imagine a world gone 

sane.  Imagine a new mission to conquer inner space and 

achieve humanifest destiny – manifesting our destiny as a 

humanity – to re-grow the Garden from the grassroots up, 

and have a heaven of a time doing it. 

 Swami Beyondananda 



 
 

*Swami Beyondananda used with permission of author. 

©  Copyright 2010 by Steve Bhaerman.  All rights 

reserved.  Swami Beyondananda can be found online at 

www.wakeuplaughing.com 

 



 

  

Table of Contents 

 
Foreword      Page 1 

 

Hypothetical Scenarios   

Scenario 1: An Exemplary Day In the  

Life of a Non-UEE Earth Citizen              Page 2 

 

Scenario 2: An Exemplary Day In the  

     Life of a UEE Earth Citizen              Page 88 

 

Epilogue                                                          Page 116 

  

UEE Earth Citizen Covenant                          Page 118 

 

About The Author and UEE Founder             Page 119 

 

UEE                                                                 Page 121 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



UEEs or Not UEEs That Is the Question. 
 

1 
  

Foreword 

 

The fictional Hypothetical Scenarios outlined are 

only the musings on one individual.  I hope that you will 

join Our efforts to Co-Create and actualize the positive 

aspects of the “U Ease” (UEE) Scenarios. Theoretically, 

with a true democratic consensus of all the trustworthy 

people on this planet, We could, through the Metaphysical 

concept of Lenergy, create enough consensual Will, 

power, and action to create a better reality and the Greatest 

and Highest Good for Us All.   

This section of this book is called the ‘Foreword’. 

It’s the 21
st
 Century, isn’t it time , as Swami 

Beyondananda would say, to achieve Our humanifest 

destiny – manifesting our destiny as a humanity – by 

moving Ourselves ‘Forward’ and Metaphysically guiding 

the positive Co-Creative evolution of Our human 

consciousness? As Swami Beyondananda has sagely 

observed, it’s about time that We realize and put into 

action the fact that We are “the Creator’s creation created 

to create”. 
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Hypothetical Scenarios 

 

Scenario 1 

 

An Exemplary Day In the Life of a Non-UEE 

Earth Citizen 

 

 

7:30-10:43am 
 

 Election Day, 2020. 

 Jane opened her eyes to a glorious morning.  

Although it was November in Denver, it was one of those 

Colorado blue-sky days with nary a wisp of a cloud in the 

sky and the sun’s innumerable photons brilliantly  

reflecting from the gleaming, snowy caps of Mount Evans 

and Long’s Peak. 

 Jane glanced at the nightstand clock radio as she 

rubbed the sleep out of her eyes. The clock’s soothing blue 

LED light displayed “7:30”. Although recently 

unemployed, Jane had a busy To-Do List on her 

smartphone calendar. 

  

 

 

 

The To-Do List read: 

“10am Job Interview – Brown 

Palace – Downtown 

Denver 

Noon Lunch with Brad –

Marlowe’s 
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1:30pm Investment Advisor 

Meeting – Morgan Stanley 

Smith Barney, Republic 

Plaza 

3:00pm Internet Voting and 

Shopping – Home 

4:30pm  Appointment with Doctor   

                               Gail 

 

6:00pm CWHSMAI Networking 

Cocktails with Cheri – 

Hyatt Regency DTC 

8pm 35
th
 Birthday Dinner with 

Mom and Dad – Del 

Frisco’s”   

 Jane had been a hotel Catering Manager for a total 

of over eleven years.  The hotel she had been working for 

was one of the last independently owned hotels in the 

Denver area.  Bob Jackson, the kindly gentleman who 

owned the hotel, had decided it was time to retire and sold 

the property to a developer. The old hotel was to be razed 

to make room for yet another ignominious strip mall.  It 

had closed a couple of weeks ago.  Consequently,  Jane 

was out of a job.   

 

 

Bob had given her a very generous severance 

package; enough to let her financially coast for a few 

months if she had wanted to. She had been a dedicated and 

valuable employee of his for almost seven years and he 

treated her almost like the daughter he never had. She 

could sorely use a mini-sabbatical with a little travel 
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thrown in, but she was striving hard to get a new job soon, 

as she wanted to invest as much of her recent nest egg 

windfall as possible.  

Finally fully awake, Jane hopped out of bed and put 

on some coffee.  She lifted the lid of her compact Web 

Browser so it would also wake-up, and as soon as it 

refreshed she scanned the day’s headlines on her home 

page. She was never much of a physical newspaper reader.  

She preferred to get her up-to-the-minute news 

electronically.  Unlike her Dad, who still trekked outside 

in all types of weather to fetch his beloved newspaper 

from either a muddy puddle or a snow drift, or, on a really 

good day for the paper carrier, the front porch.  Every day 

he would meticulously separate the sections of the paper 

and read them in exactly the same order, saving the 

Lifestyle Section for last so he could read the comics and 

take a stab at completing the Jumble, the Crypt-O-Quip, 

and the Crossword Puzzles.  Boy did he like his puzzles.  

He said that the puzzles got his morning brain working, 

and he loved to agonize at length over the Saturday New 

York Times Crossword as it was still the most difficult.  

With as much intensity as he loved his morning 

newspaper, Dad hated change, and would get temporarily 

discombobulated when Mom rearranged their living room 

furniture just to mess with him.  But Jane dearly loved 

them both. 

“Change!” The thought struck Jane’s brain with the 

pierce of a dagger.  She had a mini-panic attack.  This 

whole hotel-closing episode was forcing her to change, 

and she suddenly had a twinge of fear regarding her 

unknown future. The present situation highlighted the fact 

to her that, like her Father, she wasn’t amiable to some 



UEEs or Not UEEs That Is the Question. 
 

5 
  

kinds of change either.  She was her Father’s Daughter, 

just a little more subdued.  

“Change is Good”, she thought to herself, 

regurgitating a mantra that had been pounded into her head 

for years by the mass media.  “I’m going to embrace 

change.” she further mused, trying to look on the bright 

side.  “The Universe is telling me it is time for me to move 

on. I just wish I could exercise a little more control over it.  

What am I afraid of?” she ultimately rationalized, “I do 

control my own reality.” 

The Coffee was ready and Jane poured herself a 

huge cup and flavored it with French Vanilla creamer. She 

took a sip and felt the vanilla coffee and warmth flow 

down her throat as she studied her Web Browser’s screen 

in more detail. The Day’s Headlines were not encouraging. 

There was yet another article on how the major holders of 

the U.S. Government’s trillions of dollars of debt, mostly 

Asian and European Investors, Were threatening to call in 

their markers and send the American Economy into a 

tailspin. The Investors Were fed up with the reckless 

spending of the U.S. Government and wanted to recoup a 

major share of their investments. 

Other headlines sang the same old discouraging tune 

of terrorism in the Mid-East, a drought in Africa, an 

earthquake on the Ring-of-Fire producing a huge tsunami 

that struck both Hawaii and the Aleutians leaving mayhem 

in its wake. The Good News was that the last American 

troops and advisors were finally leaving Afghanistan. The 

Taliban had been neutralized, and the various divisive 

factions of the populace had resolved their differences 

enough to provide a stable, democratic government, and a 

relatively safe country. 
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Jane touched an envelope icon on the screen of her 

Web Browser and her e-mails popped onto the screen.  The 

first e-mail was from her Mom confirming their dinner 

reservation at Del Frisco’s.  Although Jane’s 35
th
 birthday 

wasn’t until Friday, her parents wanted to take her out for 

a gourmet dinner tonight so she could be with her friends 

on Friday to really celebrate at the clubs in LoDo.  Del 

Frisco’s was her Dad’s favorite restaurant, and in accord 

with his aversion to change, he always ordered the pepper 

steak.  

The second e-mail was from Cheri, confirming that 

she would be at the Colorado-Wyoming Hotel Sales and 

Marketing Association International (CWHSMAI) 

function at 5:30. Cheri and Jane had worked together at 

Bob’s hotel.  Cheri was the Catering Director, Jane’s Boss, 

but they had developed a warm friendship over the almost 

7 years they had worked together. Cheri was only four 

years older than Jane, and, like Jane, had never met ‘Mr. 

Right’.  They were two stunning single ladies who often 

went clubbing together on the weekends. They confided to 

each other their frivolous fantasies and insightful 

observations about some of the hunky but intellectually 

challenged guys they danced with at the clubs.   

 At work, however, they were strictly business, and 

together they had kept a substantial amount of Catering 

Event cash flowing into Bob’s pocket. His hotel 

encompassed about 15,000 square feet of meeting space 

including a 9.000 square foot ballroom, and Jane and 

Cheri kept the hotel humming with a wide diversity of 

catering activities and special events. 

The rest of the e-mails were mostly of the 

advertisement type and she dutifully deleted them. There 
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was one other e-mail that caught her eye.  She could tell it 

had been forwarded by an older woman, Martha, whom 

Jane had worked with about ten years ago.  They had 

stayed in touch via e-mail, but they didn’t have a lot in 

common. Occasionally they did run into each other at 

CWHSMAI functions.  The Message Line read, “You are 

an Exclamation of Love” followed by some weird symbol 

that looked like a cross with a heart stuck on top of it.  She 

thought about opening it but was obsessively worried it 

might have some virulent electronic virus, bug, or worm 

that could potentially mess with her Web Browser. Another 

touch to the screen and Jane checked her spam folder just 

to see if there was anything interesting. There were several 

from Nigeria regarding various financial scams. Jane 

chuckled to herself as she couldn’t believe that enough 

people still fell for those scams to keep the Nigerians in 

‘business’. There were also various e-mail weight loss 

schemes and programs as well as ones from E-Harmony 

and other dating sites that she had once explored. Jane was 

too lazy to click on all the links to take her e-mail address 

off their lists and just deleted them en masse on a daily 

basis.  Besides, she had to be downtown at ten for her job 

interview and she needed to get ready. 

Jane closed the lid of her Web Browser, rinsed her 

now empty coffee cup and headed to the bathroom to jump 

into the shower.  

 

*** 

 

 

 

Clean, clad, coiffed, and scented, Jane stepped out 
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of her condominium door and swiped her deck of smart-

cards at the outside Keypad to lock the door behind her. As 

she approached her car the sensor on another smart-card 

triggered the computer in her car and unlocked the driver’s 

side door. She slid into the seat and the automatic restraint 

belts glided into place as she pulled the door shut. 

Ten minutes later she pulled into the parking lot of 

the Mineral Light Rail Station. 

“Damn”, she cursed to herself, “I knew this lot 

would be packed to the gills”.  As she crept along a row of 

parked cars she got lucky as she spied a blue SUV starting 

to back out from its coveted territory just a few yards 

ahead of her.  In this age of $10 a gallon gasoline, Jane 

couldn’t believe that some people still drove those gas 

guzzling behemoths. She flipped on her turn signal so 

other prowlers could see that she was focused on claiming 

the abandoned territory. 

Before she vacated her parked car, Jane glanced at 

her appearance in the rear view mirror.  Satisfied that her 

appearance was a good as it was going to get, after taming 

a few stray curls with her fingers, Jane grabbed her laptop 

portfolio and her purse and strode toward the steps which 

would take her to the train. 

Jane validated her pre-purchased pass at the kiosk 

and studied the electronic schedule to see when the next 

train was scheduled for departure.  She checked the time 

on her smartphone. 

“I made it in time”, she thought, “The 9:19 leaves in 

6 minutes and I’ll be downtown at a quarter to ten, just 

enough time get off the train, grab the shuttle on the 16
th
 

Street Mall, and walk the one block to the Brown Palace”.  

As Jane waited for the train, she pondered the 
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thought of working at the Brown Palace Hotel.  She had 

only been inside the triangular 9-story atrium of the hotel a 

few times but had been awed by the beauty of the historic 

structure. Although the hotel where she had been 

employed was tastefully decorated in a modern utilitarian 

motif, The Brown Palace was truly a throwback classic. 

 Jane was excited about the interview. Bob Jackson, 

her previous employer, was friends with the General 

Manager at ‘The Brown’, Jeremy Sweet, and had put in a 

good word for her.  Bob had felt really bad about having to 

issue Jane her walking papers and was trying to assuage 

the situation as much as he possibly could.  After hearing 

that ‘The Brown’ was hiring, Bob had spoken to Jeremy 

and, following Bob’s effusive gush of praise for Jane and a 

little arm twisting, Jeremy agreed to arrange an interview 

for Jane with Marie Holly, the Catering Director.  

Aroused from her reverie by the blast of the train’s 

horn, Jane stood silently as the train pulled into the 

boarding area. She had strategically positioned herself on 

top of the little white ‘Door’ sign on the sidewalk.  As 

soon as the train stopped into its proper position, the doors 

magically sprung open in front of her nose and she stepped 

up into the train.  Jane liked to sit at the last seat in the car.  

In order to accommodate wheelchairs, the last seat was 

shorter than the others. This lack of room usually 

discouraged potential seatmates as there was not really 

enough space for dueling butts.  There was really only just 

enough room for one person, a purse, and their laptop 

portfolio. Besides, Jane liked to have all the people on the 

train in front of her so she could be entertained by the 

amazing diversity of humanity that utilized public 

transportation. 
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As the Mineral Station was the current southern end 

of RTD’s ‘D’ Line, Jane was the first person aboard the 

northbound train. The train car slowly filled with 

passengers as the engineer waited the obligatory five 

minutes before it commenced its 28 minute journey to 

downtown at 9:19am. There was some minimal 

construction currently underway to extend the line, but 

cost overruns, right – of - way procurements, political 

infighting, bureaucratic Red - Tape and environmental 

concerns had delayed the planned extension for years. 

Jane sat quietly at the back of the train car and as 

she waited for the journey to begin, she studied the faces 

of her co-riders from behind the enormous lenses of her 

fashionable sunglasses.  Most of her co-passengers were 

what she considered ‘normal’ people. Retired couples, 

young families with elementary school aged children, 

small trio and quad cliques of teenagers, and a few loners 

hunkered up by themselves. Jane smiled as she watched 

three teenagers board the train and quickly sit in the 

adjacent opposing seats in front of her.  No sooner had 

they sat down than all three pulled out their smartphones 

and studied their glowing screens intensely, ignoring the 

others in their group.  One guy was trying to find the right 

music to flow through his ear buds, another guy was 

texting some unknown acquaintance, and the girl of the 

group was phoning a girlfriend who they were scheduled 

to meet at the other end of the train ride.   

Jane smiled because she had once been one of those 

people whose life was totally focused on total, instant, 

electronic connectivity. She still utilized her smartphone to 

maximize her productivity at work, but a few years ago 

she had contracted a chronic case of connectivity overload 
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and had abruptly cut back on her FaceBook, U-Tube, 

Google, and related cyber-space addictions. Social 

networking sites were great for staying in touch with her 

friends and relatives, but most of the blogs and postings 

and videos she had been voraciously ingesting were the 

boring, irrelevant, mundane, banal, dull, trivial musings of 

everyday life.  Jane was looking for something with a little 

more substance, a little more food for thought.  Jane had 

concluded that the majority of the time she was spending 

on social networking sites could be intelligently utilized 

for many more productive purposes. 

With a toot of the horn, the recorded announcement 

of their destination, and the closing of the doors, the train 

began to roll. 

Jane’s polarized vision fell upon a young couple 

with two small children. The kids were about the same age 

as her younger sister’s offspring.  Her younger sister, 

Jenny, was three years younger, but had married her 

husband Ben right out of college.  Jenny and Ben had met 

in their introductory Psychology class at CSU in Fort 

Collins when they were both freshmen. Jane had also 

attended CSU and Jane was a senior when Ben and Jenny 

met.  Jane remembered it was Love at first sight for the 

giddy couple, and Jane reminisced as to how Jenny 

couldn’t stop smiling after the entranced couple’s first 

date. They were so much a cosmically matched couple that 

they were rarely apart after that first date.  They were 

together so much in fact that their friends started calling 

them collectively JenBen, a name that they still giggle 

about.  

JenBen were married for six years before they had 

their son, Jake, and two years later, their daughter, Josie, 
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entered the world with a scream.  Jake was now five years 

old and Josie was three. Jane was a doting aunt on her 

nephew and niece, but she didn’t spoil them.  It was nice 

to let Jenny take care of the discipline so Jane could be 

‘Nice Auntie Jane’ who the kids conspiratorially confided 

in when they were mad at their mother for giving them 

another (‘undeserved’) time out. 

Although Jane’s shot at motherhood was still a ways 

away, she worried about the future of all of the offspring 

of her family and friends. The world seemingly was 

becoming a progressively more unstable and dangerous 

place and it also seemed that there were no interventions 

that could mitigate society’s anomic progression. Located 

in the middle of the country, Denver was as safe a place as 

anywhere, but increasingly there were undesirable 

elements everywhere that could strike without warning at 

any time. Although the Taliban had been neutralized in 

Afghanistan there were other unstable sects and cults that 

had no regard for the safety and the sanctity of anyone’s 

life other than themselves, and sometimes not even for 

themselves. There were sadistic, masochistic and 

hedonistic groups and gangs that only had personal 

pleasures and pains as their raison d’etre. They were 

robbing, stealing, and even maiming and killing to try and 

sate their unquenchable desires and heretical fanaticisms. 

There was a dark side Yin to the bright side Yang of the 

world and it seemed the Yin was dimming and damming 

and damning the Yang.  

Jane’s mind was jarred from these dark thoughts by 

the imposing presence of a huge man who had boarded the 

train at the Littleton Downtown Station and was standing 

in the aisle next to her. He caught her eye and pointed at  


