Preface

My Czech publisher called this book “a passionate celebration of liberty”. It may seem preposterous or at least redundant to bring this topic to the New World. My focus is on the more subtle issues of her application including justice and law under conditions lacking all of the above. I know many political prisoners, including the renowned illustrator of my book, who were free within themselves in the worst communistic prisons, just like many of the Holocaust heroes. On the other hand, I see many on this side of the Atlantic, who take freedom completely for granted or abuse it for their own petty agendas. As I see it, anyone subjected to compulsive behavior, whether shopping, sex, power, wealth, fame, food, or any other on the long list of vices, is enslaved by it. How meaningful are then civil liberties to such? Ancient Rome had her poor citizen and wealthy slaves before the collapse. Therefore, I am of one mind and one heart with the Founding Fathers particularly on one subject, including the implicit virtues in their thoughts and deeds - life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness, and justice for all. No one ever taught me that; it always was, is, and will be, in my heart and on my mind. I didn’t know it then but do now. The Creator himself had put it there. For it is a never-ending and universal quest. We must point the way to the stars to our posterity with integrity of reason and clarity of heart. The Eagle will truly land someday at the gates of the shining city on a hill, I am sure of it. Some 34 years ago I clearly decided to escape the red clutches of the KGB apparatchiks. It seemed impossible; yet I accomplished that only to face bigotry, rejection, red tape, and pettiness under the Alps, still “homeless”. As I later realized even in my new home across the ocean, while dealing with assorted bureaucratic minions at the DMV, INS et al., Liberty truly must begin in the mind and heart of each individual. These sour-grapes and bloodsuckers, although living in the most free and prosperous society ever known to man, lack it exactly in-there, and diminish it therefore successfully – un-elected and unaccountable - also in us. By the way, Franz Kafka predicted at the turn of the previous century the rise of the then imperial bureaucracy. This subspecies of the invertebrates knows no boundaries and thrives in any era, clime and regime. In all of their endless carcinogenic infestations, they permeate the very fabric of any advanced society. We should call them dream-snatchers, since they hinder and block us all in our legitimate pursuit of our dreams, aspirations and happiness. After a while, I got tired of escaping these “green-blood fish” from country to country, not to mention that one can not leave anymore the shores of the Promised Land after once reaching it. Therefore, here is my imperfect, yet passionate and jesting attempt to fight them with the most formidable of weapons - the pen. Further, I am really trying to do so with style and brevity. Be fair and patient with me, for goodness sake, my esteemed reader. Inglish (the American kind) is very hart langvege for a Central European! In my case, it isn’t even the second one, though most assuredly, it is my very favorite foreign language. While translating my own book, I fully realized the meaning of the phrase “mother tongue”. Czech flows out of me naturally; English I engage with a chisel and a bruised forehead. The more grateful I am to yet another true friend, Reed Winterton, who made my bumpy English fluid and smooth, and caught my inadvertent faux-pas, which would injure the Anglo-Saxon ears. Since I see human life and condition as a mosaic, I decided to write this book in the same fashion. The structure is not chronological, the topics are varied, yet the picture within the mosaic emerges, implicit as well as explicit, as a bold improvisation-riff over a familiar theme. Some of us like polkas, some chamber, others altered chords. I like all of the above. The subtle silver lining behind the notes of the narrative in many keys and styles is in the manifestations and effects of the still, small voice of the spirit. We all have been gifted with this inner compass. In my mind I see the readers-searchers, choosing and creating from my and their life’s mosaic a fluid new image, all reflectively pointing heavenward. The valuable input from my Czech readers is showing me that the seeming fragmentation is working, especially after the first reading. Therefore, I am the voice of diversity - without any government mandate. No, no, no, no, just a little rainbow basket, I found along the way. In writing, and endlessly rewriting - truly, ad nauseam - this book, engaging my reason and my heart to the utmost, I learned of myself much better. During my atheist years I would describe myself as an Ayn Rand type devotee of objectivism. Thanks to the quite strange good fortune of direct encounters with the higher power, integrating reason, heart and the spirit has become my quest. Realizing by direct experience the folly to insist that the world is but two-dimensional. Some quantum leap! 

