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The Road to Heaven Passes Through Hell

Once upon a time... many, many years ago in a world long since forgotten, there was a country called Anywhere. And in the land of Anywhere there was a fine and prosperous city called Anyplace and in this fine city lived a man who had two children, two boys, brothers born one year apart. For simplicity’s sake, let’s name the younger brother The Good Brother and the older brother, The Bad Brother.

Now this man was a Wise Man. Not “wise” in the sense of Kindly And Knowledgeable but wise as in the sense of Wise To The Ways Of The World and one of the ways in which he was wise to the ways of the world was that he had come to the understanding, at an early age, that this life (take careful heed of the words ‘this life’ or this Tale may drown you in despair before you reach its end) rewards not the good but rather those who are selfish and greedy and who take what they want when they want it; without regard to the thoughts, feelings or needs of others.

Indeed he had come to the conclusion that Selfishness, Greed and a Lack Of Care for others were the keys to a happy life.

He determined that he would inculcate this philosophy into his two boys.

So again and again throughout the boys’ childhood and adolescence the father told his children not to listen to what they were taught at school or elsewhere about Being Nice To Others, or Being Helpful, or Caring...it was all nonsense and would lead to a life of poverty and misery. Instead, he told them, they should be Greedy, Selfish and put their own needs above those of others. There was no Judgement in this World, no Reward for Being Good. Never, he said, think of anybody before you think of yourself, never offer a Hand In Help to another person, never miss a chance to stab someone in the back or kick a man when he was down, never concern yourself with the Feelings Of Others. Take what you want when you want from who you want. Always seek to gain power over others and use that power to hurt and exploit. Never be reluctant to cause damage. This, he said, is the way to Fulfilment And Happiness and a Prosperous and Successful life. When not lecturing the brothers about the wonder of wealth, the rightness of ruthlessness and the prioritization of power he would sprinkle his conversations (such as they were, for his actual interest in them was fairly limited) with the boys with what he considered to be useful ‘mottos’ such as:

“The value of a man is determined by how much he owns.”

“The poor are poor because they are stupid. Punish them for it.”

“To satisfy one’s own desires at the expense of others is Divine.”

“The law does not apply to the rich.”

“The tears of others are as balm to your soul.”

As a consequence of his philosophy of life the father had, like many bad men before and since, chosen the world of financial dealings as his preferred area of work - buying and selling commodities futures, basic foodstuffs to be precise, making much money for himself and other wealthy individuals at the price of poverty and hunger for others. After all, the poor are poor because they are stupid. Punish them for it.

Both brothers listened to the father’s oft repeated advice, but not both believed it. The older brother, The Bad Brother, believed and accepted, for he was very much The Son Of The Father, handsome and intelligent, but with an air of callous ruthlessness. Had you met him, you would have felt there was certainly something a bit dark about him, a Touch Of The Troll, as it is said in the lad of Anywhere – that saying being a gross calumny against the Troll race, Trolls, in reality, being gentle and loving creatures unless called upon to protect Goodness and the harmony of the Universal Law Of Equilibrium. 

The second brother, The Good Brother thought completely the opposite. He simply could not accept the father’s advice; he was more The Son Of The Mother and had inherited a kind and caring nature. It was an act of Good Fortune (for the father, not the mother) that the boy’s father had, by accident, married a Good Woman. This poor woman he would treat in a truly appalling fashion throughout their married life, humiliating her time and time again with his philandering, lies, abuse, violence and perversions – she staying in the marriage only because she hoped desperately to stop her boys from turning out like their repulsive father – a noble goal in which, in the case of her younger son, she was successful.

With the inevitability of the Cycle Of Life, adulthood, as evidenced by the dark hair now sprouting above their top lips, called for the brothers and, at a certain stage, they assumed full manhood (at least in the sense which society judges to be those things that make a man) and went out Into The World to Build Lives for themselves, The Bad Brother applying the philosophy of the father to all things, The Good Brother rejecting it completely and simply being caring, kind, happy-go-lucky.

And now we come to one of those points in one of my Tales from Anywhere at which you, dear Reader, expect a particular kind of ending. But, as I’ve said before, this is no fairy tale, this is real life and real life, like nature, is bloody in tooth and claw.

What you want me to say is that after initial success from the application of Ruthlessness And Selfishness the The Bad Brother eventually had to pay a price for his wicked ways and ended up poor, alone, a broken man, whilst The Good Brother, after some initial struggles, eventually reaped the rewards of his Kindness And Compassion, became rich, married a beautiful woman, had gorgeous children and lived happily ever after.

No. Sorry. That’s not how things worked out. This is real life, remember. This is how events really unfolded...and it’s a sorry story to tell.

Both brothers went into the world of business. Both being bright and hard-working, both did well. But The Bad Brother capitalised on his success and, just as the father taught, was Ruthless And Selfish, took what he wanted when he wanted and was happy to tread others into the dirt, to kick a man when he was down, to plunge a knife between the shoulder blades. He became a very, very rich man who was feared if not respected. He married a beautiful woman (who he treated like dirt just as his father had done to his mother), had gorgeous children (in whom he showed some interest but had no real love for), indulged perverse and excessive desires that ruined the lives of The Young and The Innocent. He trod all over people, used, cheated, lied, stole, damaged and raped. And had a fabulous time of it all and lived happily ever after.

The Good Brother, the Kind Compassionate One, never managed to take full advantage of his success in business; he was always thoughtful of the feelings and needs of others and never quite ruthless enough to Take The Necessary Hard Decisions. What’s more, being a Kind Fellow, he was always trying to help others who found themselves in difficulty. Seeing such Kindness And Compassion, people around him (as people often do when they meet a good person) considered him to be Stupid and Foolish, not a man to be feared or regarded - so they cheated him, used him, stole from him. As a consequence of his Kindness, which others exploited as Weakness, The Good Brother would end up emotionally and financially drained, he would lose his business, his home, his family, his prospects and at the comparatively young age of 43 he would, in despair, end his life by throwing himself from a high window of The Asylum For The Strange And The Different.

And the moral of this particular tale is: The Devil really does have all the best tunes and he absolutely does look after his own.

Or does he?

Now, this is real life, remember...

And maybe I haven’t been telling the whole truth?

Maybe I’ve been acting as journalists do, who in the land of Anywhere (just like in your own world) have long since forgotten that the duty of journalism is to search for the truth and present facts in an unbiased fashion. Instead, journalists long since came under the thrall of The Greedy One Percent (just like in your own world...), prostituting their independence and ability to think critically (or even to think) and confabulating fact and fiction to produce not news but blatant propaganda, always framed in a way that advances whatever the desired agenda of their Greedy One Percent owners/masters/pimps might be.

Maybe I’m an unreliable witness, my independence and credibility undermined by my own wish for money and influence? Maybe I’m a propaganda-peddler, not a truth-teller? Maybe I’m someone who writes for a living; in which case why the heck would you expect me to tell the truth about anything? I mean, come on, making stuff up is what I do!

Here, finally, is the real truth of real life. And it’s far from plain and certainly not simple. The version of the bothers’ story you have just read is indeed propaganda. It is the one told by The Greedy One Percent to their children as part of their education in how to become effective, society-killing sociopaths ready to assume their natural position in life: ruling over, and living off the blood, sweat and tears of, The Ordinary Folk.

Here is how the life (and death) of the two brothers really unfolded. 

Both brothers are indeed exposed to the father’s sociopathic philosophy, one does follow it, the other does not.

The Bad Brother does indeed become rich through his lifelong exercise of viciousness, but his world is essentially vacuous and loveless. Despite the trappings of wealth and the Trophy Wife his only real pleasures are the corruption of innocence, the exercise of power to destroy others and a much cherished ability to add to the Greater Sum Of Misery. 

The Good Brother is indeed Kind And Caring. He never becomes rich, but neither does he Want Unduly. Those in life he is kind to do not regard him as a fool, rather as a Good Man. He lives a life full of Love And True Riches.

The Good Brother does not despair, is never incarcerated in The Asylum For The Strange And The Different and does not take his own life.

In fact, both brothers (in a bizarre, synchronicity-laden turn of events such as can only be Spun Together by the Blind Old Weaver Of Fate in her Random, Capricious Sightlessness) died of natural causes on the same day.

And so our story, the real story, begins.

Both brothers, simultaneously - to the very second - knew a sudden, sharp and all-consuming pain, mercifully short-lived, which faded away to darkness, silence, stillness. Then a burning brightness and a sensation of travel, great
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