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During the introduction of this book I stated, “My 
unscientific observation is that most, if not all, great 
accomplishments occur through a sequence of ran-
dom, yet unique, life experiences that become linked 
with personal life opportunities we are exposed to in 
our daily lives. Based on input achieved through our 
biological sensory receptors that allow us to see, biological sensory receptors that allow us to see, 
touch, smell, hear, taste, and experience our environ-
ment, we collect critical information that allows us 
to be better or worse human beings than we were 
the day before.” 

After completing the initial draft of the final chapter 
of the book, I was flying home from a conference. 
It was 11:54 p.m. on a Sunday. I was exhausted, but It was 11:54 p.m. on a Sunday. I was exhausted, but 
happy to be coming home. The pilot announced we 
were about to make our final approach for landing 
in Dayton, OH. A muffled announcement over the 
intercom asked the flight attendants to please be 
seated. 

From my seat in 13A, I looked out of the window as 
the aircraft glided above what seemed like an endless the aircraft glided above what seemed like an endless 
ocean of white fluffy clouds brightened by the moon’s 
glow. The cabin was illuminated now by the sequence 
of the red and orange no smoking and seat belt signs 
overhead. I could hear the faint mechanical hum of 
the jet’s engine, situated just beneath the wing out-
side my window, efficiently siphoning air through 
its turbines. its turbines. 

Out in the distance, I could see the blinking lights of 
two other airplanes also situated above an ocean of 
clouds. I presumed they were also preparing to land. 
For a brief moment, my thoughts turned to the people 
on the two planes floating out in there in the distance. 
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I wondered if someone was sitting on one of those planes 
looking out their window seeing the plane I was on, think-
ing about the passengers on my plane as I was thinking 
about the passengers on theirs. Although I understand the 
physics of lift, drag, and the aerodynamics the aircraft uses 
to allow it defy gravity, I still marvel at the fact that I am 
safely sitting in a metal cylinder flying above the clouds. safely sitting in a metal cylinder flying above the clouds. 
In that moment, it took me back to the first time I recalled 
sitting on the cement steps of my back porch on Williams 
Street looking up at the night sky as a plane flew over. 
Even then I wondered what made planes fly like birds, 
without benefit of flapping wings. I recall my failed 
attempts at trying to fly out of the swings at Riverview 
Park. I also wondered about the people up there flying in Park. I also wondered about the people up there flying in 
the plane. Who were they? Where were they going? 
Were they looking down at me on earth? Could they even 
see me? If they could not see me, how could they care 
about me?

As I continued to look out the window, the sea of stars 
embossed against the dark sky caught my attention. I 
pondered the space between the stars realizing that beyond pondered the space between the stars realizing that beyond 
my visual perception, trillions of suns and galaxies filled 
the gloomy black vacuum. Light years away, had the suns 
giving birth to the ancient lights I was witnessing been 
extinguished by time? Were there others out there in the 
space between stars looking in our direction pondering my 
existence? If they could not meet us, I wondered, how 
could they care about us?could they care about us?

If we want to speak a new language, the best method I 
know is to immerse ourselves in a culture that speaks that
language. If we desire to find transformative solutions to 
social tribulations, we must immerse ourselves in the 
culture struggling with the problem we wish to solve. 

If a visitor from a far-off world approached the beautiful 
blue planet we call earth, would they see the same quiet blue planet we call earth, would they see the same quiet 
little orb I was now about to land on? The visitor would not 
know the stories of our existence. The guest would not 
know the history of our evolution as human beings. The 
galactic tourist would certainly know nothing of the hopes 
and dreams existing in the souls of the residents inhabiting 
the earth. As I gazed out the plane’s window, I realized the 
enormity of the human life chapters written each day. enormity of the human life chapters written each day. 
 

 

Those of the hundreds of souls on the two other 
planes floating above the clouds outside my window. 
Those of the 53 other souls sharing an experience 
with me on the aircraft I was traveling. Those of the 
inhabitants on the earth beneath the clouds. I thought 
about them all in that instant. Had they transitioned 
from awareness to wisdom by mastering the art of from awareness to wisdom by mastering the art of 
noticing the unnoticed treasures of life hidden in 
these stories of a shared human existence? For one 
brief moment, God granted me the power to care 
about them all, even the ones whose book of stories 
had concluded or been forgotten like the light of a 
distant burnt-out star. 

As our plane quietly drifted down into the ocean of As our plane quietly drifted down into the ocean of 
clouds, I thought once again of the visitors I imagined 
as a child sitting on my backyard steps. I imagined 
them journeying from their world somewhere from 
the edge of nowhere. Like me, they were about to 
land on the lonely little planet three worlds away 
from its life-sustaining star. The visitors’ arrival was 
a voyage of verification. They had come to authenti-a voyage of verification. They had come to authenti-
cate that the inhabitants had received their distant 
communications; and if so, verify they had used 
their ember messages of awareness to launch earth’s 
inhabitants toward a destination of genuine wisdom - 
sent to them from the edge of nowhere.
 

“The only genuine method of avoiding 
the bruising pain of losing that which we love 
is to divorce ourselves of the desire to love 

all mortal and material things;
 therefore, permitting ourselves the 
loneliness to contemplate quietly 
a life of unfulfilled existence.”a life of unfulfilled existence.”
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