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“I have a dream that one day down in Alabama, with its vicious 

racists (Yes, Yeah), with its governor having his lips dripping with 

the words of “interposition” and “nullification” (Yes), one day 

right there in Alabama little black boys and black girls will be 

able to join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters 

and brothers. I have a dream today.” 

 –Martin Luther King,  August 28, 1963; Washington, D.C. 

.................................................. 

In a small apartment in Bangalore, 19-year-old Sitha was sitting and attempting to 

control her breathing.  Talking with her mother was always a harrowing experience 

and tonight was no different.  Sitha had called her mother to share her 

exasperation with a young man she worked with at the company that had moved her 

from her village to Bangalore.  Sitha was a very talented computer technician and 

took calls from people around the world to help solve their computer problems. 

The young man who so dramatically exasperated her was named Sanji, and by 

attempting to show Sitha affection by gave her a gift.  The gift was part of an 

alligator tail shaped into a cup holder.  Sanji was proud of his gift as this was a 
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valuable collectible in the village he came from.  But for Sitha, this type of dead 

animal art, made her sick. 

Her manager, a woman only several years older than Sitha, was walking by her desk 

when she noticed the cup holder and stopped suddenly and she began to yell at 

Sitha for being so neanderthal.  Her manager demanded she remove the object 

from sight and spoke to her as if Sitha was a servant, a person of low caste, a less 

than human-being.   

When Sitha returned to her apartment after this traumatizing day, she yearned 

for the comfort and love that her mother always shared with her, but tonight, 

instead of comfort and love, her mother harangued Sitha about having moved to 

Bangalore and living with people from different parts of the world.  Her mother’s 

agenda was to use the disrespect Sitha was experiencing from her manager and the 

weird customs of people living in Bangalore to convince her to return to their 

village. 

Sitha felt alive when she expressed and lived her independence, but she loved her 

mother and hated these confrontations.  Her Mother finished extolling her beliefs 

and continued to shame her daughter, “I can’t believe you are my daughter.  Where 

did this heresy come from?   You must think you are an elephant with such a big 

brain but at the mercy of those who don’t respect you and use you as a beast of 

burden.  You need to come back, have a family, and not to be working for a 

computer company...” 

Sitha, in tears, once again, interrupted her mother and said, “Mama, I must go, it’s 

getting late and I must be up early to be at work.  I love you, goodnight.” 

Sitha was so upset.  It hurt her so that her mother couldn’t see her, hear her, or 

understand her. Calling her an elephant was just mean and hurtful.   She was a 

healthy, thinking woman, and she was not to be imprisoned within her home.  She 

hurriedly readied herself for bed, lied down and within minutes,  was asleep. 

........................ 

 

Of all places, it began in New Delhi, at the travel services agency for Corbett 

National Park.  Coincidentally, two weary travelers entered during the same hour: 
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one from New Crocland and the other from Gatorville.  Dane, who came from New 

Crocland was a Crocodile and Chad, from Gatorville, was an Alligator. 

It happened that both had responded to an advertisement to go on the last 

photographic safari in Northern India, at Corbett National Park, for that year.   

Dane and Chad had been vagabonding around the world, independent from one 

another; one from the South and one from the North, respectively.  Now they 

were, uncomfortably, inquiring about the three-day photographic safari, on 

elephants, to photograph the white tiger, in Northern India.  Their discomfort at 

this small, compact New Delhi travel agency, occurred because Chad was a gator 

and Dane was a croc, historically arch enemies. 

Chad and Dane, being seasoned travelers, had developed enough sophistication as 

to not immediately show their distaste for each other upon meeting at the agency.  

They warily nodded to each other as they waited for the travel agent to talk to 

them.  It was obvious that their systemic dislike and mistrust of each other 

permeated the room.   

When the agent began to tell them about the available tour, they listened politely.  

As the agent finished, Dane quickly asked how they would get to Corbett.  The 

agent explained that they would share a car and driver for the eight hour drive 

there and back and that was included as part of the package.  The agent, noticing 

the iciness between Dane and Chad, quickly let them know that there was only one 

driver available for the last safari and they would have to share the ride.  The 

driver had just brought up two other guests the day before and was to bring them 

back, the afternoon that Chad and Dane arrived at Corbett.   

Begrudgingly, the gator and the croc met at the agent’s office at 8:00 am, the 

next morning, wearing their traditional colors: Dane, with his Croc’s red, yellow, and 

blue tee shirt proclaiming, “See a Croc, Love a Croc!” and Chad wearing his Gator’s 

red, white, and green tee-shirt stating, “Gators do it better!”  It’s quite possible 

that putting on their ‘colors’ was unconscious, but the act reinforced the 

discomfort each had with the other.   They sat on the back seat of the old, heavily 

used, four door automobile.  Chad, before climbing into the auto, said to Dane, “My 

father, my grandfather and everyone I know, has hated Crocs forever, and I’m 

sure you’ve had a similar kind of experience.  If you’re agreeable, I suggest we do 

not talk about our history and instead, focus on the here and now, and perhaps we’ll 

enjoy this safari.”   
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Dane, looking warily at Chad, briefly thought about this, and then nodding, agreed. 

The first three hours of the drive was harrowing, but noticeably quiet in the back 

seat.  They traveled on a well-used dirt road for most of the eight-hour trip.  The 

road was wide enough for one and a half cars, so when a large truck would be 

coming towards them, their driver, whose name was Rohit, would simply drive into 

the gully on their side of the street, at the same speed, and then after passing the 

truck, would swerve back onto the dirt road (no brakes necessary).  

Neither Dane or Chad had ever experienced this type of aggressive driving and 

both were a bit agitated with fear.  At one point, Dane asked Rohit, “What happens 

if we have an accident”?   

Rohit, without slowing down, turned his head around to fully look at Dane and Chad 

and with a large smile, replied, “We die.”  That grounding statement tended to 

mute even their thoughts for some time. 

When they stopped for lunch, Dane suggested to Chad that the Kathi rolls had 

been fairly reliable as he ventured through India, so they both broke bread 

together for the first time.  Returning to the back seat their harrowing ride 

continued and they began to talk a bit.  Chad asked Dane what type of camera 

outfit he was using, and a discussion of phones vs. cameras and lenses allowed them 

to share pictures they had taken on their travels. Their familiarizing brought out 

more of their personalities with each other. 

Once they reached Corbett National Park, they  saw the returning safari guests 

who happened to be two Crocs.  When the crocs saw Chad get out of the same car 

as Dane, they squared their shoulders, lifted their snouts in the air and said, 

“Looks like we have a ‘Gator-lover’ here.  At first Dane became defiantly defensive 

and then as he thought about his ride with Chad and remembering the obvious 

sensuality Chad captured in his photographs,  looked hard at them, smiled, and said, 

“Yeah, we do!”  Then Chad and Dane walked past the two Crocs, entering the 

canteen and began to eat their dinners. The mood was still a bit stiff around them, 

but Chad took in that Dane had a little more soul than he originally thought.  After 

dinner, both bedded down in their respective cabins and readied for the early 

safari on the morrow. 

At 7:00 am the next morning, Dane and Chad had breakfast at the canteen and 

then walked over to their guide whose name was Sanji and his elephant, Sitha, with 
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whom Sanji had been raised since they were both two years old.  They had 

developed their own telepathic communication and understood each other 

completely.   

Dane and Chad climbed upon the sitting platform on top of the elephant and sat 

down.  Their guide, Sanji, climbed up and in Hindi, introduced himself to them and 

then  spoke to Sitha.  At once, the elephant rose from her kneeling position and 

began walking down a trail.  They passed under an umbrella of trees, never running 

into any of the overhanging branches and they were able to take pictures of much 

of the tree life.  A plethora of birds and primates occupied the forest of trees and 

seemed to pose for pictures as the safari passed underneath. 

For the next two days, Dane and Chad sat together, commented on the wildlife and 

flora they were seeing, taking pictures, and just tolerating their learned 

discomfort.   While sharing prior travel experiences, they began to learn about 

each other.  Chad learned that Dane was a high school mathematics teacher and 

Chad shared his passion for architecture.  This little bit of information, later 

played an important role in their breaking down  of the misinformation that had 

built and supported their systemic discrimination. 

There were a few moments of tension as both Chad and Dane would unconsciously 

make off-hand bigoted comments, forgetting that they were in a mixed territory, 

and they would apologize or make a joke to ease the tension.  All in all, they put the 

safari first and their attitudes second.  At the end of the second day, as they 

were nearing the remains of a historic temple, they decided to go inside and 

explore.  Inside, among the aging timbers there was a large room that was still 

intact.  Sanji told them that what they were entering represented very barbaric 

times in India when living souls were in trouble. 

As they walked through the dark and musty great room, on the walls were the 

trophies collected by the dead rulers.  Dane and Chad were looking at the 

collection of trophied body parts of gorillas, lions, and other assorted once-living 

things.  Sanji told them that the ancient rulers hid their fears and insecurities by 

overpowering these animals and then removing their heads, their legs, etc. and 

mounting them on their walls to show their supremacy over other living things.   

It was a sickening display and both Dane and Chad felt sick, looking at it from 

other’s eyes.  Unbeknownst to anyone else, Dane and Chad came from a culture that 
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praised such relics. Both, simultaneously, were mentally transported to their homes 

where their families displayed similar trophies.  In Chad’s living room, mounted on 

the walls were plaques of Crocodile scales, made into a masculine design.  It hung 

over the fireplace where many a beer was hoisted in honor of their supremacy. In 

Dane’s house, there was a walkway up to the front door that had the ends of gator 

tails  lining the path all the way to the front door.  He had helped his dad shape the 

walkway, finishing it with the gator tails.  Now their house looked like many of the 

living quarters on their street. 

........................ 

Dane and Chad felt queasy and embarrassed at what now seemed repugnantly 

savage.  Both looked at each other with sorrow in their eyes and after taking big 

breaths, both pledged silently to themselves to live a new and different life.  It 

was easier to  make this pledge while they were on vacation and away from their 

familial customs.  But as they looked at each other, it was obvious that they both 

felt that they could move past their cultural conditioning and allow different 

beings to be of equal stature along with them. 

Sanji mentioned that everyone who worked for the Corbett Park were members of 

the large ashram they had passed on the road to the park. 

He told them that his fellow workers at the park noticed how the two “guests” and 

“traditional enemies”, who were so obviously uncomfortable at first, had developed 

a silent compromise of sorts.  They could be seen sharing some of the stories from 

their travels with a bit of mutual compassion.  The staff were impressed to see 

this slow, social evolution, as their ashram was world famous for developing 

mediators of world crises.  Their Guru was the famous Dagmire, who had brought 

peace to many warring tribes.  Sanji suggested they stop at the ashram and meet 

Dagmire, on their way back to Delhi. 

This was an enlightening opportunity for Dane and Chad as they were still a bit 

wary of each other and unsure of how or even whether a future relationship was 

possible.   They decided it might be a good idea to meet this Guru.  Rohit, their 

driver and also an ashram member, was quite pleased to abide as he had witnessed 

quite a transformation  of the attitudes that had taken place between the Gator 

and the Croc. 



7 
 

 

The morning of the third and last day provided an experience that astonished and 

delighted both Chad and Dane.  They had been riding on the elephant each day, 

searching for the white tiger which never materialized.  As they were returning 

from the safari and were about 400 yards from the camp, Dane’s sandal fell off his 

left foot and into the bush.  Dane was going to say something, but then decided 

that he would simply walk back along the trail and pick it up himself, after they 

finished their safari.  When they reached the camp, Sitha, the elephant, lowered 

herself to her knees so her riders could easily disembark.  As Dane stood up and 

began to climb down, Sanji noticed his bare foot and queried, “Mister Dane, where 

is your shoe?”   

Dane quickly shook his shoulders and with a slight embarrassment said, “It fell off 

about 400 yards back on the trail, I’ll just walk over there and pick it up.” 

Sanji quickly held up his hand for Dane to stop and said, “No, no, Mister Dane, 

please sit back down and Sitha will reclaim your sandal.”  Both Dane and Chad, 

curiously looked at each other and sat back down not realizing how dangerous it 

was to walk in the bush in tiger country.  Sanji ,again spoke some  Hindi to his 

elephant, and as soon as he finished talking, Sitha’s beautiful right eye sparkled 

with knowledge and she immediately rose to standing position and walked back the 

four hundred yards to the exact spot where the sandal had dropped.   

Sitha knew exactly where Dane dropped his sandal, as she knew everything about 

the park.  She knew where the other living beings were at all times, because she 

could hear sounds from almost a mile away.  She knew every tree, every branch and 

knew the paths she needed to take to keep her passengers safe.  Sitha’s brain was 

five times the size of Sanji’s and most other animals, and having so much brain 

power, she naturally had no problem taking the role of a burden of beast, allowing 

smaller brains to ride on her.  Sitha was in full control of her life. 

Using her trunk, she picked up the sandal from the bush and bringing it over her 

and Sanji’s head, handed it directly to Dane.  Both Dane and Chad were awestruck 

at how this big elephant knew exactly where to go and what to do.  They were 

privileged to see a glimpse of how amazing elephants can be, and this became one 

of the highlights of their safari.   

As they disembarked for the last time, Chad turned to Dane and said, “Now, I 

understand why it is  said, ‘an elephant never forgets’.” 
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After a brief lunch they climbed back into the automobile for the ride home and 

looking towards the extra treat of visiting the famous Guru at the ashram.  After 

an hour’s drive they pulled up in front of the ashram and noticed a big commotion 

across the street as Guru Dagmire, the old wizened one, had left his beautiful, but 

ancient limousine, and was heading up the path to the ashram.  Many photographers 

and news people were following him, but he had little to say to them.  

Rohit took Dane and Chad to the side of the large ashram and entered through a 

large gate into a shaded garden.  Rohit told them to sit on the bench and wait as he 

would inquire if it would be possible to meet with Dagmire. Soon, the large doors of 

the ashram opened and the large, wizened figure of Dagmire presented itself.  

Dagmire looked down at Chad and Dane and said, “My, my, what have we here?” 

Not having ever been in an ashram or meeting a Guru before, Dane gave a flustered 

“Hello, I’m very honored to meet you” and Chad simply bowed. 

Dagmire smiled and accepted their salutations graciously.  He said, “I’m Dagmire, 

but you can call me Dag.  What are you two known as?” 

This time, Chad replied, “Thank you Dag, I’m Chad and this is Dane.  Will it be 

possible for us to have a word with you?” 

Cautiously, he looked at the Gator and Croc, and asked, “Are you in danger?” 

Chad, surprised at the question, again answered, “Not at this time, but I’m really 

conflicted about my feelings...Dane and I are becoming friends and that is crossing 

a line, a dangerous line.”  Dagmire nodding, told them to come inside his abode and 

they will be able to talk. Once inside, Dane and Chad gasped at the majesty of the 

artwork and furnishings and were taken with how comfortable these surroundings 

were.   

There were many candles and carpets that covered the walls and adorning the 

vacant parts of the walls were exotic wood carvings.  In what looked like a holy 

setting, a  beautiful floating carving in stone proclaimed:  
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Dagmire sat on rounded pillows and offered the pillows opposite him for Dane and 

Chad to sit. 

Knowingly, Dagmire looked at Chad and Dane, gave a big sigh and began his telling 

of their history: 

“As many years ago as there are stars in the sky, Crocogators roamed the earth.  

This very  large family grew and occupied quite a large area of the ancient lands of 

Herzod before the division of the continents.  Some believe it was the sibling 

rivalry of the Crocogators that finally split the tribe up. And all because Aram, son 

of Bathazar got into a rather lengthy dispute with his brother, Silviu over the 

division of land for development. 

“Silviu believed every male Crocogator should be given four hectares of land to 

develop, while Aram believed that two hectares were enough to grow the produce 

necessary to feed the families which worked on their land.  Soon family members 
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took sides and in an escalated and prolonged argument the large family of Bathazar 

elected to leave the family compound and venture north where new lands awaited 

them. 

“Half of the tribe went north while the other half stayed in Herzod.  There is 

indeed, speculation, that the continents divided because of the weight of all the 

Crocogators on each side of the land, causing the land to divide in order to keep 

the land from tipping back and forth, like a teeter-totter.  The continent divide 

allowed for balanced land masses. 

“The group of Crocogators that moved north, over time, became Crocodiles and 

those who stayed in the south, were forever after referred to as, Alligators.  

After several millennia,  the Crocodiles and Alligators had adapted to their 

different environments with the Crocs evolving their facial dimensions into a “V” 

structure with the narrowness at the tip of the mouth, whereas the Gators facial 

structure evolved into more of a “U” shape.  Neither had any idea that they 

originally were all of the same family. “  

“That is the history of how you came to be, and I’m afraid that both your families 

have been raised with hatred and fear of those different from you.  What is most 

fascinating, is that you both have more in common than you know, but fear of each 

other easily blinds one from seeing those commonalities.   

Dane, rubbing his chin, said, ”Wow, I’ve never heard anything like that before.” 

And Chad, added, “I had no idea!” 

Dane continued, “I have always been taught that Gators were not really animals, 

and certainly inferior to us.” 

And Chad shared, “I was told that the Crocs had no souls and were green-eyed 

devils.” 

“Yes,” replied Dag, “you are both quite fortunate that you’ve shared a miraculous 

event allowing you to see the beauty in each other.  I’m afraid your parents and 

friends haven’t been as lucky, and so their systemic fears  will still frighten them 

away from all beings, they see as different.  Your new acceptance and respect for 

each other will look to them as betrayal, or perhaps even worse.”   

Dane and Chad looked at each other and then back at Dag. 
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Dag rubbed his huge chin and then smiling, asked,  Why do you think you were able 

to see each other for who you really are instead of through the eyes of the bigotry 

and prejudice that you were both raised with?” 

Chad attempted to answer, “We both spent three days together, and, well, Dane’s  

a better guy than I thought.” 

Dane quickly added, “Yeah, but there is more than our just ‘being better’.  We have 

so much in common.   We are adventurers, we like exotic foods, we take pictures, 

we take risks, we enjoyed riding an elephant, and we are both here now.” 

Chad picked up on this train of thought and expressed, “Even though we are 

different from each other, we are not really all that different.” 

“Exactly”, pronounced Dag.  “There are many commonalities that exist among you 

two.  But, throughout your lives you both have been taught a number of “ugly” and 

mostly untrue things about each other.  I would like you two to list all the bad 

things you were taught about each other.  Don’t be shy and know that some of 

these things will be hurtful.  Go for it and dig deep but write down everything you 

can think of about Crocs and Gators.  I promise you it will be okay.” 

Chad looked at Dane shook his head, and then began making his list.  He wrote that:  

Crocs were stingy, control freaks, they owned the banks and the media, were 

green-eyed devils, had no souls, were money grubbing, lower than rat vermin, not 

trustable, unclean, drank Gator blood and held gator sacrifices.  They were also 

clever, shrewd, and fascist. 

Simultaneously, Dane looked long at Chad and sadly wrote that gators were: 

Idol worshipers, unclean, smelly, greasy, gangsters, dangerous, untrustworthy,  

would stick you in the back,  overly aggressive, short tempered, stronger, bullies, 

gang oriented, cheats, dumb, cowards, needed to be controlled, dirty fighters, had 

many offspring, slept around, unholy, degenerate and not capable of doing “Croc” 

quality work. 

Suddenly, this reproduction of their old fears and hate created a very delicate and 

fragile space and Dagmire’s mastery was to help take these historic adversaries 

through their old quicksand of prejudice to the light of dignity and honor.  But this 

was a thorny path to tread, so Dag began his magical mental massage with grace 
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and tea for all.  He asked Rohit (who was standing by so he could be of service) if 

he would be so kind as to bring them some anise and almond tea.   

Over tea, Dagmire  told them that much of the world’s pain was due to our fear of 

beings who appeared or acted differently.  “In order for us to hide and suppress 

our fears, we often abused other beings who were different from our group’s 

members.  Our cultures perpetuate and exploit the differences between us, rather 

than acknowledge and celebrate our commonalities.  Even within one’s own group, 

there are terms to differentiate economic, psychological, physical, and medical 

types; all derogatory, as long as they look and/or act differently.  That way, it is 

easier to not feel the pain we would ordinarily feel, when hurting someone similar 

to themselves.“ 

“Around the world, every single culture has used ugly and hurtful names for others 

in order to feel superior.  Ugly and painful words,” said Dag,  “used, so we who say 

them could try to feel better about ourselves.  I consider the use of words like 

these to be nothing more than ‘cheap thrills’, with very little, to no benefit for all 

involved.  Hate, never feels good or solves problems.” 

Dagmire walked Chad and Dane to another room that he called the meditation 

room.   It’s walls were again covered in silk carpets with large pillows to relax on.  

But this room had a very soothing incense aroma magically moving through the air, 

and in the air floated some very heavy words:  

What I don’t like about others, 

I don’t like in myself. 

What I fear about others, 

I fear in myself. 

What I enjoy about others, 

I enjoy in myself. 

Dag suggested that he let them be for a little while as he met with other guests.  

Both Dane and Chad were in a sense of wonderment as they entered the room and 

took advantage of the pillows to recline and think.  Dane sipping his tea, told Chad, 

“Before meeting you, I believed what I had heard about gators, but you’re 

different.  It’s like you’re not a real gator... 
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Chad laughed because he felt exactly the same way about Dane.  He replied with 

solemnity, “I know we’re different from each other, but what I like about you is 

how much we have in common. 

After a little while, Dagmire came back into the room and took in the warm feelings 

that permeated this cozy space.  Dag sat down and began to meditate and the new 

friends followed his lead.  After ten minutes, Dag opened his smiling eyes and told 

them, “Our Quality of Life is the essence of what  makes our lives worth living.  

Although many beings confuse quality of life with the assets they own, such as, how 

big their television is, or other material things;  you’ve found that there are 

commonalities in your real personal qualities of life that are meaningful to both of  

you.  For example, you both are adventurers.  You enjoy photography, eating exotic 

foods, riding elephants, just to name a few.  I’ll wager that if you were to list all 

the things you enjoy in your life, there will be many more commonalities that you 

share.” 

Dag, smiling broadly, continued,  “Finding common interests, no matter how small, 

can open our eyes to the beauty that is often buried under the ugliness of bigotry.  

It tends to bring light into a very dark world.” 

Chad, looking a bit confused, asked , ““Dagmire, please pardon my doubt, but Dane’s 

and my quality of life seems much too simple to be able to change a world full of 

racial hatred.” 

Dag laughed as only a Guru can, and then proclaimed, “A pandemic which can affect 

billions of people from all over the world, begins with a single microscopic microbe.  

One simple microbe!  And it slowly spreads until billions of beings are sick and 

dying.  Just one microbe that you cannot see with your eyes.  Simple things can 

make big change.” 

 

 



14 
 

 

“And,” continued Dagmire, “It’s the commonalities we find among ourselves that 

resolve many of our international conflicts.” 

Dagmire then asked Dane and Chad to list all the commonalities they could think of 

between them.  The Gator and Croc began to explore their qualities of life and 

made an impressive list of their commonalities.  Their list looked like this: 

 

Our Commonalities 

1. Napping in the sun 

2. Swimming 

3. Seeing the beauty in a smile 

4. Helping others  

5. Enjoying a great meal 

6. Getting lost in Traveling 

7. Listening to great music 

8. Loving 

9. Touching 

10. Exploring 

11. Dancing 

12. Painting 

13. Hiking 

14. Pickleball 

15. Bird watching 

16. Being with family 

17. Being with friends 

18. Bicycling 

19. Reading 

20. Cooking 

21. Getting lost in a kiss 

22. Growing gardens 

23. Taking risks 

24. Photography 

25. Laughing] 
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As both Dane and Chad looked at their chart, a sense of wonderment abounded.  It 

was as if Dagmire spread magical “Guru Dust” over them (perhaps it was the 

anise/almond tea).  Chad was amazed at all the great things he and Dane had in 

common.  They both felt as though they were in a world of shock, as they now saw 

each other as one, as brothers, as friends.  Both were going through a simultaneous 

gestalt and they were beginning to change the story that had played in their heads 

for their entire lives.   

Dagmire waved his hands and suddenly  in a gust of smoke, these words appeared: 

 

 

 

Dag smiling, then asked them to look at the list of pejorative labels they had used 

to describe each other and see how they measure up to what their new sense of 

reality was.  Both were shaking their heads, laughing at themselves, and nodding 

their heads in new understanding. 

Dagmire told them, “There is always a semblance of truth in the worst of labels, 

but for the most part we are a great deal better than we’ve been raised to believe.  

After spending three days together and sharing a mutual jungle experience, you 

are able to see each other and to let your old belief systems evaporate.  Enjoy this 

new world you are creating for yourselves but be aware that most beings haven’t 

had this opportunity.  They still live by their fears of the unknown.” 

Dagmire stood up and walked over to an ancient wooden desk.  He opened a drawer 

and pulled out two cards and an instruction guide.  He gave each to his guests.  
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The guide instructed Dane and Chad to list the quality of life activities that made 

their lives worth living.  In example, list activities such as these: Swimming, 

exercising, laughing, getting lost in a kiss, making music, listening to music, 

reading, creating art, looking at art, cooking, exploring, traveling, mathematics, 

running, singing,  dancing, sciences,  walking, hiking, bicycling, motor-cycling, 

horseback riding, being with family,  poetry, reading, watching movies, acting, 

public speaking, farming, gardening, mechanics, handicrafts,  politics, education, 

sports, helping,  others, writing, surfing, diving, hunting, exploring, racing, 

climbing, teaching, being with family, dining out, ballet, law, medicine, service, 

entrepreneur-ing, volunteering, being in love, singing, practicing martial arts, 

studying religion, etc.   

  

                                                      

As they looked at them, Dag said,   “I am honored to bestow these magical cards to 

you.  These cards acknowledge who you are and what you have become today.  I do 
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not give these out often; only when someone has undergone the acceptance of true 

knowledge.  If you turn the card over, it has ‘Your QoL Chart’, where you can list 

your unique traits that make your life significant, and then share with others the 

commonalities you have in common. 

Dane and Chad held their cards and both were beaming with honor. 

Dag looked at them both quite solemnly, and said, “Share what you’ve learned and 

have patience, for the world has survived with fear and hatred since time began.  it 

will take time for most beings to learn to not live in fear.  Slowly, but surely, 

respect for those who are different will emerge and we will share our foods, music, 

art and minds.” 

Leaving the ashram, Dane and Chad decided to travel with each other and to share 

their charts with others  so they could find commonalities all around the world.  It 

was a challenging endeavor, but both couldn’t think of a better way to spend their 

lives.  They became  “Friendship Ambassadors”. 

 

 

........................... 
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Suddenly, Sitha’s beautiful right eye opened, followed by her left and she looked 

around.  She was in her room,  She saw her walls, the floor, her desk with her 

computer and her wall hanging.  She thought, “What an interesting dream.”  Then 

she sighed and repeated out loud, “What an interesting dream!”  She noticed her 

clock and taking a big breath, jumped out of bed and readied herself for another 

day. 

Sitha completed her bathroom activities, ate some yoghurt with bananas and 

hurried to get to work.  She recently had moved to Bangalore where she could be 

paid for her computer knowledge and handled international calls for technical 

repair.  In her jeans, blouse and traditional head covering, she took a bus to the 

large computer center she worked at. 

Sitha spoke Bangalore Kannada, Urdu, Hindi and English, was raised in the Muslim 

faith, and questioned the traditional roles of Muslim women with the emerging 

intellectual skills she possessed.  She was confused with the religious and racial 

segregation that existed in her country and around the world and had experienced 

her own racial betrayal from loved ones who shamed her for her quest for 

independence.   Sitha knew it was a big world and she had learned about many 

different cultures in school.  Being rejected from her family and friends for 

opening her mind in exploration of other cultures was very painful. 

 Later that day, she would be speaking with the Chads and Danes of the world when 

they called for her computer knowledge.  Sitha had never really thought about her 

“Qualities of life” and thought that her dream  was truly a profound vision. “If 

only...”, she thought as she entered her workplace with a smile on her face. 

 

Will you become a 

FRIENDSHIP AMBASSADOR? 

 

THE END 
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Illustration Needs for Quicksand of Prejudice 

[29 Pics] 

1. [Pic: Front and back cover with mural comprised of scenes depicted below: 

[Street scene with upper crust Crocs walking their poodles, etc. and occasionally, 

one would spot a homeless gator dressed poorly in rags (stereotypical scene of 

racial discrimination against less fortunate, uneducated people).  Here, one would 

see signs over public drinking water faucets that said, “ Crocs Only!” and 

restaurants blaring signs that said, “We only serve Crocs!”] 

On the other side of town, one could see gators doing more menial labor jobs,  

whereas the psychological view of Crocs would be one of superiority to the gators.  

The natural order evolved into imperialism and the Crocs naturally decided that 

they were entitled to Gator lands.  Along with better armaments, the Crocs brought 

disease and other foreign surprises which devasted much of Gator controlled lands.  

Everywhere one looked, there were graffiti and other gang symbols. 

In the land of the Gators, one could see the aggressive business tactics taken by 

the Crocs as they had realized there was money to  be made in Gatorland.  They set 

up banks and large grocery store chains, and slowly over centuries had further 

enslaved the Gators to fit into the Croc’s destiny.] 

Crocs, had enslaved gators for centuries and  had brought diseases and exploitation 

to their world.  Dane was brought up and conditioned to the feeling of superiority 

and was not even aware of the pain his ancestors brought to Gators.  The Gators, on 

the other hand, had been conditioned to survive and to avoid any contact with the 

Crocs.  All had been raised with the strict rule to stick to their own kind; not 

trusting others who were different from them  

[a wall of signs of prejudice and bigotry on building graffiti] 

Gators were always talking trash about the Crocs.  They often called Crocs, “Nods,” 

in a manner that would de-animalize them and make it easier to hate and kill them, 

very much  as the Crocs did when they called the Gators, “Slates”, as in “Those 

dirty slates!”] 

 

2. [Pic: outside of travel agency in Delhi  with shadow of Dane and Chad in 

reflection of window] 
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3. [Pic: old four door ugly Russian sedan with chad and Dane entering from 

both sides, grumbling and the driver with smile entering driver’s seat.  

Their t shirts are visible with their hostile sayings.] 

4. [Pic:  view from rear of car going into gully as an oxen-led wagon stacked 

with wheat takes up most of the dirt road facing them.  They are simply 

moving out of the way] 

5. [Pic: Driver who is a wolf, turning towards Dane and chad and with shrugging 

shoulders, says, “We die,”  and  smiles.] 

6. [Pic: two snobbish crocs staring hostilely at dane and chad] 

7. [Pic: Dane and Chad next to Sanji (wolf) and the elephant with the platform 

on the elephant’s back.] 

8. [Pic: dane and chad sharing cameras and pointing at birds with tension and 

discomfort, and then pics of Chad drafting a building, and Dane in front of a 

mathematics class, etc.] 

9. Pic of being inside large living room with many trophies on the walls. 

10. Split Pic of Dane’s  house where mounted on the walls were plaques of 

Crocodile scales, made into a masculine design/outside chad’s home and 

every house on block had crocodile tails lining the walkway into the homes 

11. [Pic of Dane with one sandal on and one off with Sanji pointing at barefoot] 

12. [Pic close-up of Sitha’s eye with sparkle] 

13.  [Pic: elephant using his trunk to give sandal to Dane.] 

14.   [Pic of Dag leaving his limo and walking into the ashram] 

15.   [Pic: Dane and Chad standing on carpet while Dag is floating above them on 

pillows in carpeted room] 

16. [Pic: 

Being is Living 

Living is Loving 

Loving is Being] 

17. [Pic:  Crocogators working  the farms and living in friendly community/ at 

war with each other] 

18. [Pic; old ancient view of crocs heading north while gators go south leaving 

“No-animal’s land.] 

19. Pic: [Dane and Chad looking at each other with the stone wall hanging behind 

them] 
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20. [Pic: Crocs were stingy, control freaks, they owned the banks and the 

media, were blue -eyed devils, had no souls, were money grubbing, lower 

than rat vermin, not trustable, unclean, drank Gator blood and held gator 

sacrifices.  They were also clever, shrewd, and fascist.] 

21. [PIC: Idol worshipers, unclean, smelly, greasy, gangsters, dangerous, 

untrustworthy,  would stick you in the back,  overly aggressive, short 

tempered, stronger, bullies, gang oriented, cheats, dumb, cowards, needed 

to be controlled, dirty fighters, had many offspring, slept around, unholy, 

degenerate and not capable of doing “Croc” quality work]. 

22.  PIC: 

What I don’t like in others, 

I don’t like in myself. 

What I fear in others, 

I fear in myself. 

What I enjoy about others, 

I enjoy in myself. 

23.  [pic: covid-19 microbe] 

https://phil.cdc.gov//PHIL_Images/23312/23312.tif 

24. List of commanalities 

 

25.  Smoke: Friendship was always there; it’s just that sometimes I got in 

the way. 

26. Qol Chart and card 

27. [Pic of both friends feeling the magic of finding common interests with guru 

dust] 

28.   Photographs of Sitha’s right eye, and then pics of waking up, eating 

breakfast on the run, and walking into a large modern computer corporation. 

29. [Pic:  Whole cast, including Sitha the woman, looking at reader with Dag 

sharing center with Chad and Dane and all asking reader,] 

 

Will you become a 

FRIENDSHIP AMBASSADOR? 
 

 


