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    Chapter One – The extent




    “Love is selfless, love creates, love is anger, love is tender, love is hunger,” Simon de Wind murmured to himself, “and love hurts, love kills, love ravages, love stunts, love will do anything, love shrills and shrinks and….. love is the beginning and it is the end..........Love is the ultimate URGE, all other URGES are part of the grand URGE, the URGE to love.”




    Simon was daydreaming. He knew Hans de Jong was coming to see him and he was elated. They had not been together for quite a long time, in fact since Hans had left the Netherlands for South East Asia. Now he was back in Amsterdam for a short holiday and to arrange some papers. Hans and Simon were long time friends. Though contrasting in temperament, in ambition, in prospects of life, even in philosophy and women, they could discuss issues till they exhausted arguments and hence had to either adopt a postulation or hold it till further study had proved them either wrong or right.




    “If it was that simple,” Simon said to himself, “right and wrong then of course we would come to an end in any discussion. But we don’t, there are always other angles to look at and to review. Simon was passed his midlife crisis and was still madly in love with his fashionable wife who, which he liked, had him under her control. His two children, two boys, were trying to live it up from his bonus money. With her work in the fashion industry Mary Ann, his wife, was rather an accomplished woman too and so money problems they had not. In fact they considered themselves rich, “too rich perhaps” Simon had always thought and felt more than a little guilty about this. Having been raised in an ordinary milieu, nothing spectacular on the financial front, he had learned quite well how money travels, how it is earned and spent. He studied financial management at the University of Amsterdam because at the time he had been fascinated with macro economics. He landed a good position in a renowned bank and quickly made it to the semi top. Though good at his job before he joined the workforce he had been a little more adventurous. This was the time Simon and Hans had shared a lot together and became friends forever. However Hans, true to his nature, had not followed Simon’s way of life. In fact he criticized Simon for having gone for the ‘big’ money at the expense of the little man. According to Hans, who loved to tease Simon on that topic as he said mockingly that he was a legal criminal, one who stole from the proletariat? And, because Hans too knew government and corporate finances well, he also knew that money could only be made when the workforce did the job enabling others to skim the proceeds, the profits, of their labor. This was what was called the two levels of society; with a few intermediate levels it boiled really down to the capitalistic gap between rich and the poor, or in other words between those who were dependent and so were controlled and those who controlled and so were independent. Though it made Simon feel secure, he had enough money stashed to last a lifetime; he did not feel good about it. This was also true for his wife Mary Ann, who loved a lavish lifestyle, who loved to show she had it made. Making it a point to wear the latest, she looked impeccably attractive. So attractive and self conscious she was that in their relationship it made Simon feel he was the lesser of the two. The attractive Mary Ann, a beauty, was an untouchable attraction because no man could touch her for she would not allow any man close to her, only Simon occasionally. Back home while reminiscing about these things passing through his mind he asked Mary Ann:




    “You are a wonderful woman, my woman. You are so attractive I hardly dare to touch you. Your beauty shines but you lack something which it is hard to pinpoint.”




    “What is it darling Simon,” she said empathetically for she knew something bothered him and she was pretty sure Simon, now that the outward shine was wearing off, wanted to talk about this with her. Simon, not as extravert or outspoken, as Mary Ann herself though. She thought for a moment as did Simon This instilled the feeling in her that there was something more than their ordinary talks and grew a little worried. More so when Simon spoke:




    “My dear Mary Ann what I feel is that I lack the feeling of love from you. Or is it that you lack that feeling of showing it, of sharing it?”




    Upon hearing this, Mary Ann shot up in flames. Out of the blue she had no room for understanding what Simon actually meant, she immediately jumped to defend. First she trembled, then vibrated to counteract and on the verge of bursting out she suddenly held back for she thought that this could mean Simon was going to dump her. She calmed down, eyes flickering, and decided to think before reacting yet nervously shifting her gaze from Simon to herself. This she did several times before she came with her answer, rather a counter question she delivered to Simon:




    “Do you mean I don’t love you?” she asked in a bid to prolong the momentum. Simon looked at her compassionately but was quick to react:




    “Not necessarily,” he said in a serious tone, “what I mean is that you are so infatuated with yourself, how you are adored by many a man, that you are incapable of loving. So I mean it is not just your love for me you are lacking, I know you love me in your own way, but you lack love for everybody close to you: your parents, brothers, sisters, our children and more.”




    “You never ever told me this,” she said repulsed.




    “Not in these direct and perhaps overcharged words,” Simon said now slowly, “but in many other ways I did or did you think your control over me was a blessing? You know very well that when I resist you with reason, you just carry on. Did you think, do you suppose, that my resistance has no meaning”




    “Oh my God Simon, you never talk like this!”




    “Dear Mary Ann, for once this is not about me but you and the words ‘lacking’ love make you feel bad, like you are defunct. Now you resist me. I take you seriously my darling. I love you, even though you have some very bad habits.”




    Mary Ann was stunned. She felt like slapping Simon’s face but knew he had hit her with a straight blow, like a darter hit a triple 20 or a bowman shooting a bull’s eye. She knew he was not wrong for she liked to flirt and many a time she had put him to shame or perhaps that was what she intended to do so she could control him. She knew that it had that this desired effect on him. But, the fact was what he had just said now had a tremendous effect on her. He stood up to her, something she could hardly remember he did before. Yet, in her mind’s eye she knew, she really had always known, that he was capable of it. Though Simon depreciated her, she also felt admiration welling up in her. This was her man, this was her man showing his worth and when this notion emerged she realized she wanted change too. She knew Hans was coming and for a moment though that it was his’ presence that had emboldened her Simon.




    Mary Ann had wondered often about the friendship between Hans and Simon because Hans was the more adventurous and she had silently wondered if Hans had not been the better match for her. Simon knew that but he also knew that if it would not have been Hans, who did not fancy any intimacy with Mary Ann, it would have been somebody else. Mary Ann did not like to be not disliked so when Hans teased her and he had made it a sport to do so because of here fashion infatuation, this only motivated her to try and get him. At least once, she had often thought. But Hans would not take that bait. He laughed her off and would never betray his friend. In fact he loathed the idea of flirting with her and ridiculed her instead. Feelings of ambivalence were invoked in her as she played ‘fatal attraction’ but Hans hated that and found her annoying challenging him seductively. Hans had a higher regard for Simon, a man who was capable of let’s say silently taming her.




    Most men in her profession were focused on their work, which both Simon and Hans found too shallow to talk about. Hans was much more vocal about it to her though. In a discussion about the topic he would say: ‘You are infatuated with fashion or rather the world of ‘make believe’ and also with yourself,” In turn Mary Ann had honestly tried, a few times at least, to lure him back into discussing it while stressing the meaningfulness of fashion. But he had come back with a deadly argument he had never used before and she had not known about:




    “Look,” he had said for once in a serious and genuine tone, “I have told Simon not to mention this and he did not. But now I am going to tell you something about fashion, something you don’t know about me and I will tell you why I am not raving about fashion and the industry which thrives on it.”




    Mary Ann instantly realized something important was coming up, something which had changed Hans’ life forever and she was right because Hans continued: “I was once a fashion photographer Mary Ann and I can tell that the first few years I too indulged in the success I had. This till I discovered how plastic and meaningless that kind of life is and I developed a need to leave that all behind me.”




    “Really?” she asked not in disbelief but more like to stress the fact that he had taken that step for she could not yet imagine what it was he had gone through to dislike that glamorous world she liked so much, the adoration, the money, the clothes, the feeling of being attractive, plus the envy she felt from numerous others.




    “Yes, really,” he answered thoughtfully and paused before continuing, briefly glancing at her with a faint smile, “when I was growing in importance women would flock around me, but only when I was working, when I was ‘in function’. I will admit to you that, because I never thought of myself as being an attractive man, for a short time like several months, I felt like I was in heaven,”




    “Oh come on Hans, don’t talk silly now,” Mary Ann interrupted, but Hans went on as though he had not heard her.




    “When ‘in function’ I could have anyone of the women and as I said for a time I did, I indulged and felt so good when the models wanted me in their bed. Yet, then the problems came because after sleeping and making love it was really too hard to relate to any of them. They could or would hardly talk about anything else but what they were after, fame. And, though I used them, I strangely began to feel used too, more and more so. They used me because with my pictures they had a better chance to achieve. When I had the idea to test if it was me or my work that was liked, I started frequenting nightlife and especially went to nightspots where nobody knew me. What do you think happened?”




    “When nobody knows you, you have to make it yourself and so the ordinary pick up culture comes in?” Mary Ann asked.




    “Yes, for me it was extremely difficult to get in touch with a woman, but very easy when I was working. Because of this observation I slowly changed my mind and began to study the reality of the fashion industry. I can tell you Mary Ann that this type of study opened my eyes and I no longer felt I could live in it. This kind of plastic life, unreal, full of self indulgence, competition, outward beauty enhanced by make up I could not live in. So, my argument about you and your infatuation with it is that you are shallow, capice?” he said almost viciously and for Mary Ann it had felt like she had been stabbed in her stomach.. She shivered, yet she knew she was well educated and could talk from fashion to politics and anything in between. But for Hans this was not enough. Oh, he would have taken it from anyone who did not indulge in infatuation, but not from ‘decadent’ people, he used to say with a sardonic smile.




    “I am shallow?” she repeated as a question for she had other feedback about herself.




    “Very much so,” Hans smiled, “or is it you really care about anyone Mary Ann?” he had asked as his eyes moved from Mary Ann to Simon. Simon blinked. Though he Hans had exchanged views about her lifestyle, he had hardly heard it from Hans this directly and this strongly. He felt the ‘URGE’ coming on to protect her from further onslaught, but frantically thought how he could do that when agreeing, for the most part, with him. Mary Ann meanwhile felt her shivers dissipating and now regaining composure said:




    “I live in this glamorous world indeed, but and it is a great but, what most people do not know is that I do my best to alleviate the suffering of people too.”




    “By sending some money to emergency organizations, when disasters strike?” he asked.




    “Yes,” she hissed back and felt humiliated.




    “That is a good beginning,” Hans smiled, “and I mean good for without people like you their suffering would be much worse,” he said now talking seriously.




    “Although I do not feel I have to be accountable to you Hans I will tell you this. There is more in the person than just her or his looks.”




    “You got me there,” Hans exclaimed, “now there is something we can easily agree upon and I am quite happy about that,” he said as the telephone rang and Mary Ann was called away on business. That was then and it was some years ago. Now though Simon and Mary Ann were talking and she decided to attack:




    “You have all this from Hans,” she accused him.




    “Not quite,” Simon reacted, “I have eyes and ears and we occasionally talked about this. Teasingly as you know Hans can be we discussed this, but normally I am not defiant. Something in me has changed though and you should know about it.”




    “Oh, and what is that?”




    “I won’t let you play the boss over me anymore,” Simon answered calmly, “we are in it together as equal partners. We will discuss matters, you and me, listen to each others arguments. Just don’t take me for granted anymore. I had this URGE for quite some time but now I want to make it reality!”




    Mary Ann felt that this was no time to budge and she looked at Simon him she noticed he looked back quite reassured; she knew now the control she had over him would not work anymore. She said while looking him into the eyes:




    “I gather I have these two options; either I oppose you and may end in divorce or I go along with you, right?”


  




  

    Chapter Two – Bangkok – the Asian connection of the URGE




    Hans chuckled for he had seen it coming. He knew Victor, Simon’s son, but did not quite know how Simon was in the process of changing till Simon told him about the remarkable change both he and Victor had gone through. On the other hand, when Victor and his girlfriend Cyntia had come to Thailand for a holiday, he had noticed something. He too knew Victor was a party bum who lived off the allowance of his father, but with his girlfriend he seemed to have become a different young man. Though Hans knew Victor, he did not know him well enough. Victor liked Hans because in contrast to his father Simon Hans seemed to be much freer in spirit and the two could talk to each other about all sorts of things, this including about being a party bum. In Bangkok where they had met again, partly Victor had decided to go on a journey there because of Hans presence and so knowledge of the Land of Smiles, they had talked lengthily but Victor had not given away a single indication to the plan he had in mind and was about to execute. However he had discussed with Hans the stand in life of his father and to an extent his mother Mary Ann. Hans in turn had introduced the young couple to his Thai wife Talita or as nickname Nit, who had come in to join them and stated:




    “When you two have the URGE to spread your wings after you finished university then you are welcome here, laws are different and foreigners called ‘farang’ here have a different status, so you should really know about this well before you launch a venture, okay?”




    “That is a very nice offer, Hans,” Cynthia reacted, “but you work for an NGO and we are studying communication and law. I don’t see us living in Thailand just yet!!”




    “It is a thought for the future,” Hans smiled encouragingly.




    “It is a nice thought indeed,” Victor said, “who knows what that future brings and so we will be happy to avail of your knowledge. In fact when we need it, we know how to find you, right?”




    Hans then gave them an introduction to his work and they were rather impressed by the extent of his involvement in the protection of the environment he displayed as a matter of fact. They briefly talked about the deteriorating relationship between Victor and his father too and Hans volunteered to talk a little more on his own relationship with Simon for as Victor had wondered aloud:




    “Hans how is it possible for two such diverse people to be friends?”




    “We met in university, just like the two of you did. Your father Simon at that time had ideals, but became much more practical and less philosophic than I. We took a different course in life and we only see each other on occasion. The last time I noticed a change in your father for you know your mother feels that she should have him in the palm of her hand. This I think has changed much and I also think he feels that he cannot continue the way he has. He is on the rebound and wants to return to the basics, I think. We had a long conversation not so long ago and your mother joined. For the first time I saw him calmly going against her wishes. Quite remarkable! But to return to your remark Victor: at University we were close and this formed a bond between us. Even if we do not see each other for years we can continue talking where we left off. Now, this is quite unique, because although we differ on many issues, we listen to each other and we can debate without feeling rejected and we don’t denounce but stimulate to think, to get arguments which should substantiate what we postulate.”




    “You don’t criticize for his banking business and the losses incurred and with him others who, through their bonuses, enriched themselves?”




    “I do, but he has a set mind and he believes in what he does although your mother looks down on it or at the very least doesn’t care. You know what your mother’s interests are, don’t you?”




    “Oh yes I do, my mother is a strong person, but I can talk to her, better even than to my father. To me it feels he does care much about me!”




    “You may be right in that, not that he does not care but he finds it difficult to express. He can debate but he cannot spontaneously show affection. I know though that he loves you very much Victor.”




    “I am not going into it Hans; we had a terrible some weeks ago and I have left home. I am glad Cynthia and I found each other and now we live together in her apartment!:




    :I am pretty sure things turn out better for both you and your father Victor,” Hans concluded.




    Little did Hans, Talita, Victor and Cynthia know that in future they would meet again and would be involved in another change, a change not only concerning themselves.




    After their departure Talita, who until now had hardly uttered a word, also because her Dutch was negligible, looked at Hans. Hans understood the un-worded request and began to tell who Victor and Cynthia were as well as what they talked about.




    “I am sensing they are brooding on something,” she remarked, “I looked at Victor especially. A spoiled brat, you said he is? With this woman I feel he is not only serious but he has something else in his mind too, something big!”




    “You don’t say!” Hans laughed knowing very well that Talita was equipped with some kind of extra sensual perception, ESP.




    “I am not sure yet, but he has a strong drive. To say it in your words,” she laughed, “he has the URGE and he will not stop before he has achieved what he ants to accomplish.”




    “Something big, you say?”




    “Very big, yes,” she answered with a smile.




    “He wants to change things, yes,” Hans smiled back, “may-be his father?”




    “No, no, I don’t think so, it is much bigger. Of course in that process, if he is successful, Simon will change too.




    “Do you really think this brat of a boy, who only knew how to party, is capable of something big,” he asked still smiling. Talita also smiling but quite confident too answered:




    “Don’t underestimate that young man Hans. He is casual, but he harbors big things already and I sense these things will see the light sooner or later.”




    “Then Talita, I am going to find out. I know I can trust your instincts, you have hardly ever been wrong and I am still trying to understand how you sense these feelings.”




    “I know it is difficult for you but for me it is natural; I have always had it and I think it has to do with our different ways. Hans you come from a culture which has to be sure about things; things have to be proven before you accept them. This is why your focus is not on how people behave, but what they say. You do not feel them; you do not sense who they are, what they stand for and what they have on their minds besides what they say. I partially listened to them but felt them much more. Cynthia is a warm person and she is reliable; very much in love with Victor and trustworthy. Victor has to fight for something, his self worth, but he also sees strongly what is wrong and wants to change that. He is brewing up a plan and he is clever. He senses too, I could feel that; he has the URGE Hans. Lucky for him he is good natured; I don’t think he will harm anyone, but he can calculate that sacrifices may have to be made and that collateral damage might be the price to pay. But, he is essentially a good person. He should be a Buddhist,” she concluded.




    “There you go,” Hans laughed, “please don’t tell me the kind of Thai Buddhism which is more like offering in exchange for ‘good luck’.




    “You can mock the majority of Thai people,” Talita smiled, “and you are right, “but I meant when you study the life of Siddhartha Gautama, read the words the Buddha, the enlightened one, then you will find out that the inner sanctum is most profound and greed is absent. You are close to it my man, you care for our land, our environment, our life but without abusing it, which is what many a Thai and not just Thai do. This is what Buddha envisaged and we should be careful with the environment we live in because we have it on loan from our children and many generations after them,” she said as she looked at Hans now and nodded slowly.




    “The one thing in Buddhism I cannot quite get into Talita is that it is about self, yet in Thai culture it is almost impossible not to follow the norms and values of Buddhism the way many understand and practice here. It has lead to self enrichment, corruption and a lot more, but dear, we are very serious now and you know what I feel about Thai Buddhism.”




    “Yes,” she interrupted him, “and you are right because I meant the Buddhism in its essence and so the way Siddhartha has meant it. When all Buddhists are following his footsteps and seek to become enlightened, there would be none of the bad things prevalent in our society. So, I will stick to the original meaning of Buddhism and I like you to be with me, my love. Shall we make love?” she asked in subdued voice and moved closer to him smiling and touching his face.




    Remembering how much in love he was after he first set eyes on her Hans had never thought that he would follow most of the expatriates or holiday makers in Thailand who married Thai women. He did not like most of these ‘farang’ not so much because a majority was old and had resettled in Thailand comfortably with a woman on the side who looked after their whims and welfare. Of course Hans knew the attraction Thai women had on foreigners like himself and had visited the go-go bars of Bangkok and relatively nearby Pattaya. He was not impressed. In fact he loathed the extravagant behavior of these ‘farang’ who had come primarily for a ‘fuck’ as they said unabashed. Also, he could not quite understand the motivation of these women: they did what they were told to do and that was in one word exasperating, but in the sense of humiliating themselves. The whole scene Hans found demeaning and quite against the principles of Buddhism. Still, he remembered seeing the same women, before going to work, stop at a Wat, or just a miniature house temple, to pay their respects to Buddha and to pray. Then, like they were going into another world they would change clothes, from modest to a super sexy outfit, in the bar or club they were working as dancers, waitresses, nude performers for a show.




    It must have been more than a decade now that Hans had been living in Thailand. In the Netherlands he had been working for several non governmental organizations which all had in common that the poor, suppressed, exploited and oppressed should have a better chance to live in dignity, He focused on Indigenous Peoples because he believed they held the key to the survival of mankind. A notion he became more and more convinced of as he grew older. Hans was a well educated man and had offers for better paid position. He tried one after he had finished his studies and though his salary was good enough he soon felt first uneasy with what he was doing, or better said, what he was required to do. Hans was born into a warm nest, not as affluent as Simon’s parents, but good enough for there was nothing really he could not have. But, during his studies he met other young men and women, who had different ideas about living life like one said:




    “The more you have, the more you have to protect, the more you have to protect, the more you have to spend, the more you spend , the more you have to earn, the more you have to earn the less relaxed you can be. And though Simon adhered to that idea and as a student went against his parents, soon after he had landed a good position at ING he had gradually changed. They had heated discussions when Hans decided to leave a similar establishment, but he had done so regardless of Simon’s objections. Hans felt a strong URGE to do something and when he was offered a job at Greenpeace, he took it had on. He worked at the Head office for a couple of years and gradually felt too limited as an activist working from a desk; he wanted to be with the people and changed his venue, but not his scope. He became more and more like an anthropologist who liked and admired the simplicity of life with not more than the essential modern technology on hand. He applied for a job at a nature and indigenous people’s organization and when he got it he finally felt like a fish in water. It did not take long before he was promoted to regional director of the organization at its office in Bangkok. Now knowing much about culture, Buddhism, corruption, economics, exploitation, prostitution and politics, army stake included, he met Talita one day at a congress where she represented a women’s organization. They fell in love and a year or so later they married with a big village, celebration near Udon Thani, standard procedure in Isan, especially when it concerned the considered affluent ‘farang’ marrying a local Isan wife.




    Now they living their life and working together on similar projects whenever possible Hans learned gradually about the ‘special gift’ of Talita, one he still could not believe she actually had though off hand she had proven the contrary.




    So, sitting there after their intimate and intense lovemaking, spellbound Hans thought about the visit of Cynthia and Victor and wondered what the young man had upon his sleeve. Like she could read his mind Talita looked at him and said:




    “I think he is much different from his father, your old time friend Simon,” Talita said, “but at the same time they have the URGE to be important. I don’t understand how you can be friends with Simon and you know why,” she continued, “but I am sure you would feel much closer to Victor than to Simon when I think of what he has in mind.”




    “He is planning something you said?”




    “Indeed he is! He is planning something big, something that would astound us if we knew about it,” she answered.




    “We may never know,” Hans reacted conservatively.




    “I think we will,” she laughed now.




    A few weeks later news about the abductions of the Home and Foreign Ministers plus NOS anchorwoman, reached Bangkok too, but in the slipstream of the big monies which had disappeared from the major European banks, a part of which had also landed in the account of Hans’ Organization.


  




  

    Chapter Three: the characters before materialization of the URGE




    After that conversation Mary Ann left for work. Hans and Simon looked at each other:




    “Did you have to take her on that severely?” Simon asked.




    “She can be and arrogant bitch and you know it,” Hans answered him curtly for he knew Simon could hardly stand up to her, “man, you are my friend and there are times I think you married the wrong woman.”




    “That may very well be right,” Simon admitted, “but tell me how are you getting along with Talita? Or, did you dump her already for someone else? I know you do not like any woman to come to close to you.”




    “Ha ha ha,” Hans laughed, “no Talita is the love of my life. She is all woman and she even loves me. Don’t ask me why, because I don’t deserve her. She is genuine, open, passionate and oh yes attractive too, not just beautiful,” Hans answered enthusiastically.




    “I do not quite understand that. I mean given your record with women and how you think about them, I can hardly believe you have found this gem and she you.”




    “We have been together for a couple of years now Simon and of course I will introduce you to her if you find time to come and see us. What do I say? I invite you to come at the earliest. You could use a break and do bring Mary Ann with you so we will know how she feels when she actually stays in the ‘third world?”




    “As long as I give some advance notice, it should not be a problem,” Simon replied, “and it may be an advantage if I can do some work there too? The bank wants to open a few branches in South East Asia and could use me for that.”




    “Okay then,” Hans concluded, “though I do not like it that you are screwing some people there, I want you to come and holiday there while I work,” he said. And now, with that out of the way let’s talk like old times man!”




    “It is fascinating to observe but also feel how mind goes over matter and at times matter goes over mind,” Hans started with a smile.




    “It is the knack and how to get it,” Simon answered, “so you saw that British movie?”




    “Is that how you see The URGE?” Hans rebutted.




    “Not quite, but it is the kind of feeling which drives the URGE, don’t you think?”




    “Tautology, the Drive directs the URGE?” Hans mocked.




    Simon and Hans were discussing randomly. Hans threw in the subject and half philosophically they tackled it, in a way that was meant to make them laugh. They were used to discuss any matter from politics, national or international, via science, psychology, philosophy, to usually ending up with actualities. Women hardly ever talked about or it should be on the subject of ‘the art of making love’. Both of them loathed the American way of denouncing this ‘art’ by ways of vulgarizing it while at the same time acting prude. Vulgarizing was childishly obvious because they used the word ‘fuck’ for practically everything; even the disgusting expression ‘motherfucker’ had become so common that hardly an American soul recognized it as the ultimate word to depreciate.




    Simon, an accomplished man, a high ranking officer in a national bank; Hans a devotee Human Rights and, and compared to Simon, a meager income had specialized in the Right to Self Determination of Indigenous Peoples in general and the Nagas and other peoples of the Northeast of India in particular. This brought them at loggerheads every now and then because Simon, though accomplished financially, felt, in relation to Hans, selfish. When he boasted on what he had achieved he knew Hans would ridicule him for being greedy and exploitative. This is why they did not often get into that subject and without Hans asking for anything Simon would donate to the foundation Hans worked for. It was all done in good humor and more importantly it was also done to test each other’s limits and convictions. That last point was omnipotent because they could attack each other straight on, head on, but always with arguments to back up their stand, and on the basis of mutual trust; trust in the sense that no matter how much they differed in opinion, their friendship would not be at stake. Of course when the basics in life changed, the basic convictions which they shared, this would change things dramatically. Another thing was that Simon knew about some of the weaknesses of Hans too. And this, in spite of all else made them quite compatible for they were both vulnerable men, this in spite of the success they both had had.




    “Man, are you into linguistics now?” Hans asked rhetorically.




    “Motherfucker is bad word and I am sure was once used literally. It is very demeaning and it shows how little Americans think of respecting other people,” Simon objected.




    “But you also know that cultures are dynamic and words used to depict or define something may take on a different meaning. I am sure this is the case when a ‘ghetto’ word makes it into the ordinary language and thus would be spoken by all,” Hans smiled.




    “True, but what drives these people to alter the meaning of existing words denoting such despicable background.”




    “Ha, the drive is back again, or is it an URGE to demean others so you yourself look powerful, or at least you may feel more powerful? Is power then the URGE people harbor inside to control but to unleash only when appropriate?”




    “Appropriate? That is norms, values, so culture!” Simon laughed, “Culture harnesses the URGE don’t you think?”




    “Drives are healthy, URGES are not,” Hans tempted Simon.




    “Is that a postulation, or do you state that for a fact,” Simon now asked in turn.




    “Postulation of course,” Hans smiled, “do you know of any facts, I mean actual facts?”




    “Okay then, let’s see,” Simon said, weighing the statement, “a drive is a readiness for action in order to live, several drives are at the forefront of action, drives like wanting to drink, eat, protection against cold, read clothes, protection against the elements so housing and then of course the sex drive,” Simon declared.




    “Yes and?” Hans asked.




    “Readiness for action is a state of mind but it can overrule anything a person is busy with. When hungry you cannot focus, concentrate and your mind slips. That is a strong drive, more so when thirsty. Do you feel the URGE to drink?”




    “Ha, ha,” you came to the URGE already whereas you still have to make the distinction between Drive and URGE; how about the ‘alert’ drive, the drive which protects you from potential harm inflicted by others, perhaps we should call that the Defense drive?”




    “The Fear Drive perhaps instead?”




    “Ha, ha, ha, right, yes the Fear Drive, yes perhaps that is the real instinct. Are drives not more like instincts then, like the power to live, the power to protecting oneself?”




    ‘That’s right but drive in whatever form or whatever purpose, call it instinct, it is not the same as URGE right?” said Hans.




    “Ah, you two are bickering again over something hypothetical. It is like time has stood still men,” Mary Ann said now laughing. She had just come in, had listened for a while and caught the last few sentences. Mary Ann Simon’s wife, a rather ravishing down to earth woman, was not particularly interested in what she called ‘thinking’ and babbling about things not practical. This she made clear when she continued:
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