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Autum 1977 

Farewell to New Mexico and journeys to new worlds 

Notes from the diary 

 

Honolulu 

From New Mexico we travel to San Francisco in our Toyota, then fly to Honolulu for the first 

convention at which Gottlieb is to present his new concepts. Then it’s on to Hong Kong, a brief 

stopover in Tokyo and our final destination, Kyoto, where Gottlieb will once again present his new 

concepts at a psychiatric conference. 

 

Hong Kong 

A throng of American psychiatrists and their wives board the plane in San Francisco. A 

pharmaceuticals company has invited them to attend the conferences in Honolulu and Kyoto. As we 

approach Hong Kong, the excitement of the psychiatrists’ wives grows. At the baggage claim they 

grab their suitcases, and we notice with amazement that most of their luggage is light and empty. 

My curiosity is aroused. I ask one of the women why their suitcases are empty. She can hardly believe 

my ignorance and explains that all of them are set to race off immediately to Chinese tailors, from 

whom they will order half a dozen or more custom-made dresses to be run up overnight. Gottlieb 

and I have neither empty suitcases nor a desire to follow the lead of these mercantile conference 

tourists. Strolling through the picturesque streets of Hong Kong the following day, we encounter the 

psychiatrists and their wives, flushed with excitement, describing their latest acquisitions and their 

cunning in beating down prices. Their agitated nattering reminds us of a gaggle of geese who have 

just escaped from a fox. They seem to have nary a thought for the lot of the Chinese tailors working 

through the night to satisfy pampered customers in order to support their families, who live in the 

humblest conditions, sometimes even sleeping in shifts because there are too few beds. 

 

Tokyo 

In Tokyo we spend one night in what is at the time a hypermodern hotel, a skyscraper of steel and 

glass. From our room far above the street we look down into the urban canyons through which huge 

motorways spiral elegantly over  and into one another, on which endless strings of cars flow silently in 

all directions. Not a sound reaches us through the window. Deathly silence. An eerie sensation, as if 

we were looking into a distant aquarium in which cars rather than goldfish were swimming along 

predetermined routes. 

 

Technology is one of the great accomplishments of 20th-century culture. Achievements predicated 

upon scientific progress in physics. Achievements based upon the teamwork of countless creative 

minds, managers, technicians and craftsmen. Life is teamwork. Evolution is teamwork. Civilization is 

teamwork. Culture is teamwork. What could be created without teamwork? What could exist without 
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teamwork? Not even the lichen on the stone roofs of our alpine huts would be there without 

teamwork. The creative and productive human being is the expression of a God who is struggling 

against entropy, against chaos. I see this God an IT, a self-organizing miracle of existence, of 

becoming and passing away. God is panta rhei: the cosmic dance. We would have liked to stay in 

Tokyo a little longer, but we have to move on to the medical conference in Kyoto. 

 

Kendo in Kyoto 

Strolling through one of the magnificent parks with Zen temples nestled among the cedars, we 

suddenly hear shouts. We follow the noise and discover that it is coming from a venerable wooden 

structure, a gymnasium built in medieval style. As we get closer, we are stopped by a guard, with 

whom we try to communicate with all possible signs and noises. He ultimately allows us to have a 

look inside. Through the open sliding doors we see that the shouts are coming from a group of kendo 

fighters (ken = sword , do = path , kendo = the way of the sword) having a training session. I get my 

camera ready, although I do not know if picture-taking is allowed. An elderly man sitting on the 

threshold reads the question from my eyes, smiles, beckons us to enter and nods that it is all right to 

shoot pictures. As we do not speak any Japanese, we thank him with signs and gestures and then sit 

down at the entrance too. The scenes we witness are unforgettable. 

 

In the middle of the square room stands a kendo fighter in full attire, a bamboo sword in his hands. 

He must be quite old. Across from him stand four young kendo fighters with chest guards and 

protective metal face masks. The young men are obviously preparing to fight: they lift their arms, 

firmly gripping their bamboo swords, and freeze in this position of tense, highly alert attention. Now 

the fighter in the middle lifts his sword slowly and deliberately and also goes into the fight stance. But 

unlike the four young fighters, he looks completely calm and relaxed. 

 

Suddenly a piercing scream rends the silence and the four young attackers rush towards the master. 

And then something happens that we still do not really understand. The young men attack swiftly 

and impetuously. Yet the master fends off the concerted onslaught as if in slow motion. Then the 

group separates, the attackers retreat to their places and the dance begins again. I shoot some 

pictures, but am torn between wanting to watch and wanting to capture the spectacle on film. The 

less than impressive results illustrate my dilemma. We later find out that we have had the privilege of 

witnessing a training session of the imperial palace guard and are still seeking an explanation for the  

mind-boggling phenomenon we observed. Our eyes must be blind and our brains unprepared to 

recognize certain mechanisms rooted in a culture and history foreign to Western minds. We arrive at 

the hypothetical conclusion that the master’s seeming slowness is founded on life-long training that 

not only promotes physical skills but above all hones a mental attitude and discipline that allow him 

to move in a geodesic, i.e. curved, line, which enables him to waste the least possible time and 

energy. 
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In nature, nothing moves in straight lines. Electrons spin round the nucleus of an atom; jagged streaks 

of lightning discharge in the atmosphere; a stream meanders through a landscape; a honeybee 

dances towards a daisy. All of them move in irregular, curved trajectories. All of them move towards 

their destinations without wasting energy. They could be said to follow what is known as Occam’s 

Razor, according to which “It is vain to do with more, what can be done with less.“ Thus wrote the 

early-14th-century British philosopher. This principle might explain why the master’s movements were 

actually faster than those of his disciples, who still had a long way to go before they achieved 

mastery of the art of kendo. 

 

So deep an impression makes us think a little about our own life and work. Reflecting on the painting 

Godfather Struggling with Entropy, I now feel that, in accordance with Occam’s Razor, the curved 

lines follow a geodesic path. 

 


