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Epilogue

The story of the thesis has ended. But what about the child? The story of his life has

not ended yet and should be continued in this epilogue.

On his journey through life the child met many human beings. He showed interest

in their lives and was curious about their activities. He watched attentively when

they showed him their skills, admired their craftsmanship, and listened carefully to

their explanations. He eagerly put forward all kinds of questions and learned about

their culture. He met other people and experienced their fears and heard about their

beliefs. Stories were told to him about the old days when the earth was still young.

And stories were told about the time to come, when the earth would change.
The child went from place to place. Everywhere he found people, young and old,

being busy: working and playing, eating and sleeping, talking and talking. Their im

ages and words, their gestures and activities crowded into his mind. All offered him

their thoughts and feelings, provided him with food, material and products. Numer

ous activities were proposed to him about how to spend his time, but he went on.

Sometimes he met with an artist.

He did not know any more where he was, or where he belonged. He had no

name, no age. His life was no longer bound to a community, a country. His home

was everywhere. He had become a nomad, a passer-by silently watching life. As he

was tired of trudging about, he looked for a place where he would be free and find

rest. He crossed the stream.

When he woke up he noticed the silence immediately. This was a place of respira
tion. Nothing was pushed upon him and yet, the place seemed to offer a lot. This

was a place of inspiration. His eyes went along the walls. Large numbers of books

lined the shelves. Thick volumes, giant tomes, and large folio's; all were well taken

care of. They were there, accessible to all, and all human beings would be free to

read them.

At that moment he felt he was not alone. He turned around and saw the librarian.

She seemed to recognise him, although they had never met before. Would his ques

tion also have been her question? A knowing glance confirmed his thought. How

could it be otherwise? The librarian is aware of the many traditions and knows their

roots. The librarian is aware of the suffering caused by human beings and life itself.

The librarian is aware of human rights and cares for human dignity. Most of all, the

librarian is supportive of the right to information, recognising in herself the child

seeking information.

Here were the books of all great traditions. Authentic texts provided information

on the origins of stories which had become overgrown in the course of time. People
had begun to fight each over opposing interpretations. Conflicts between traditions

had been the beginning of evolving wars, political revolutions and discrimination.
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Here they stood side by side, in a silent brotherhood, the books of traditions.
Books

do not fight, and nor do people who read. This was a place of tolerance
and aspira

tion. He started reading. He reread passages, recognised what had happened
in his

own life, and reflected.

How he had been questioning and seeking! Even in this library he could go on

questioning and seeking, but he knew that what he was looking for no longer exis

ted outside of himself. It could only be found inside of himself, and in another hu

man being, who was also honestly seeking. A life without stories was possible.

Therefore, his communication needed no words. Between authentic human beings

communication is silence. Everything has been said.
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