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1. 


It was seven in the morning in winter when I got to the house where I had dreamed to stay.   The kind taxi driver helped me carry my two bags and laid them down in front of a B and B house which I had booked from my country three weeks ago.   Pubpa, the owner of this house, came to give me warm welcome and brought me to stay in a plain nice room of his house.  To me, it was a real lively house and family that I had dreamed.    Oh! Fortunately!    I was not cheated because there was a real B and B for me to stay and eat.


Pubpa had two buildings.  A two-storeyed building,  plain decoration with flowers- dolls- and few antique belongings,  was for his family.   In front of this building there was an L-shape one storeyed building.  A longer wing of the L building was his library which was full of many kinds of books.  The library was arranged to be my contemporary guest room by moving a small mobile bed and one small cupboard into the room.  At day time no one could notice that a man had slept here last night.  It looked like an ordinary library.  A shorter wing of the L building was arranged to be a tea room.  Pubpa preferred  tea to coffee so he called this room ‘tea room’ instead of coffee room.   The tea room, with air conditioning, was used for drinking afternoon tea during hot climate.   In the morning and late afternoon when it was not hot,  breakfast and tea were arranged at the  terrace in front  of the L building.


There was a deck on the top of the L building.   We could sit there at night to see the moon, stars, and some night birds.  Wind often blew and brought sweet smell from flowers to us.  Plain dinner, tea and good discussion, could be held at the deck.   I liked this place at first sight.     It would be my heaven during my stay here.


There were three persons of Pubpa’s family: his daughter, his wife, and him.   His daughter was as lovely as a doll.   She always talked and smiled.  When she talked it sounded like a bird singing.   Her wife was a nice beautiful lady.  Her  very important character that all men desired was ‘ not being easily moody,’ but easily smiling,  and respectful of the ideas of others.   I told Pubpa that he was a very lucky man because he had a good wife.  Especially he had wife who was not moody.


Pubpa was a man of forty, looked young and strong.   He was a homemade, learned man,  graduated  at a certain level of education that was different from education in any country in the world.  I could not evaluate or compare his level of education.   I would merely say that he was clever, able to discuss many things, able to work efficiently and safely as a good engineer, full of ideas, knew many things more than we actually know, and could wisely discuss economic crises with me.  What satisfied me so much was that he was so friendly and reasonable.   


I was very lucky indeed.  Other than I had food to eat, room to live, good host and hostess, and a nice place to be pleasant, I also had a good wise man to speak with.


I came alone to this country, DREAMLAND, to have my real rest because I had been working hard for all of my life.  It was time I should rest.  I planned to read many books that I should have read - but not yet read -,  meditate, do light exercises, and talk with the natives of this country.  I would do nothing else, even writing.  I would not go so far from the B and B house.  I told Pubpa that if I disturbed his family, please charge me extra money as a fine. 

“Where was DREAMLAND?  How big was this country?”   I could not answer you because I completely did not know.  I also doubt why I did not know.   I could remember only that it was not far from my country in the north direction.  What I could remember was that the country was very lovely, clean, and their people were cheerfully  happy and most friendly.  


Wonderful indeed !     I could recall all detail of my conversation with Pubpa.  

2.

“Do you know the meaning of ‘Good economy’ ?”  Pubpa asked me at a breakfast table on the front terrace of his house.

This is a very simple problem even a first year economics student can answer.  “High growth rate of gross domestic product or high GDP in brief.”  I answered him 

with high confidence.

“That is a silly definition that economists in capitalist countries usually say.   GDP almost tells us nothing about the economic status of a country.   In my country good economy means everybody has enough necessities of life and a certain amount of convenient goods and services.   Nothing concerns with nonsensical GDP.”  He stopped, sipped tea, and went on, “Necessities are food, shelter, clothing, and health care.  You know this.  Have you ever been to America?”

“Yes, many times.”

“Have you seen homeless people along streets in towns?”

“Yes, many homeless people.  More than in my country.  At night time they sleep in big paper boxes lying down at metro stations, in public gardens, in front of department stores.”   

Pubpa tried to explain to me his real economic concept which is different from our conventional economics taught in universities.  Then he asked me again, “If there are plenty of homeless people, do you think that the economy of America is good?”

“No. I don’t think that America’s economy is good even being the strongest nation.” 

3.


Next morning Pubpa brought me a small cup of coffee and a cup of a wonderful liquid meal that was unknown to me.  This light breakfast pleased me a lot.  Pubpa told me that it was cereal mixed with fruit and vegetable, very good for my health. It took about fifteen minutes to fill my stomach.  Then Pubpa persuaded me to look around the village.


This was a small village consisting of about eighty houses.  Along the path I noticed that all the houses were about the same size though their styles were different.  No big or elegant houses in this community.  It seemed to me that people here were almost all of the same economic status.  No one was extraordinarily  rich or poor.  No extravagant man or woman owned a big Mercedes.   Their fences were no higher than my knees and they used glass doors and windows so I could see their indoor decoration.  I envied their simple lives.  For me, simple life was a good life.

We had passed around eighty percent of this village.  Pubpa noticed that I was tired.   He led me to sit on a long chair under a big tree.  The shadow of its leaves made us feel fresh.


“I think that there is no extraordinary rich people and no suffering-poor people in your country .”  I began my question.


“ You are right.  Our economic system is not socialism.  It is managed free enterprise;  that is, people are free to work, free to have their own properties.”     He paused a moment and continued, “ But they are limited in  wealth, having not more than one hundred million baht.   This includes domestic currency, foreign currencies, money deposit in money institutions, money borrowed, land, houses, precious stones, precious metals, and any valuable materials, except antiques.”


His words interested me so much.  So I asked, “What do they do if a man has properties more than one hundred million baht?”    


“In that case they have to donate his excess wealth to others or to the state.”


“I think this is not good for rich people.”  I expressed my thought.


“ Oh!  You make a big mistake.  Let us consider this case afterwards.”

4.

Afternoon tea was ready for us at the yard in front of his house.  People in this country were fond of drinking tea in the morning, afternoon, and evening,  especially when they welcomed their loving guests.  I preferred dried-fruit tea; that was dried fruit mixed with jusmin and a little bit of real brown tea because it was sweet, sour, and a little bit bitter which satisfied my taste more than ordinary tea.


Pubpa started the discussion, “ Boon, let’s talk about  how good or bad wealth.  You knew since yesterday that we do not like to see our people become rich.  If they are exceedingly rich, they have to donate to other people or to the state”


“I think this policy is not good.  Limitation of personal wealth destroys the incentive of people to work.   People will become lazy.      Communist countries are clear examples.”  I disagreed with him.


“The case in communist countries is different because their people cannot own wealth but our people can,  only not own too much.  You were trained in a capitalist country.  Capitalists always worry about incentive.  They talk about incentive very often.  Incentive for  what?  Incentive to be greedy, greedier, and greediest?  Greed is not good for anyone, is it?”


I did not let him win. I then referred to the great man’s words, “Adam Smith, the great economist,  said that greedy is an invisible hand which makes people do their best to earn more money.”


“That is untrue.  Do you think that the most efficient people are ten thousand times better than people in general?”


“I don’t think so.  One hundred times is acceptable.”


“However, a rich person in your country is ten thousand times richer than you.  How can it happen?”


I didn’t know how to say.  He went on explaining.


“The exceedingly rich people have cheating tactics such as monopolistic power, deceiving, and even oppression of other people.  If they do not use such unfair methods, they can’t become extraordinary rich;  they can be only ordinarily rich.”


“You seem to envy rich men, don’t you?”  


He looked at me carefully to read the degree of my wisdom, then said, “ Actually all rich man are not bad.  Only extraordinary millionaires are harmful to others and to themselves as well.  They make other people pay more money to them and they pay less money in return.”


Capitalism was still in my mind.  So I argued, “If we don’t have greedy rich people we won’t have big enterprises such as airlines and big department stores.”


Pubpa tried more to make me understand his economics.  “We, common people, can set up big firms through mass public company, as we are doing in our country here.  Our state enterprise airline in my country can give better service than the private airline you flew to this land.  That private airline which brought you here had no air-conditioning system, flying by three engines out of four, and taking forty hours delay.  That airline belongs to the great millionaire in your country.  Do you still remember, Boon?”


“Oh yes, I can deeply remember that event. . .  But private enterprises are more efficient than state enterprises, aren’t they?”  I asked according to my belief.


“That is silly.   Do you remember how badly private buses, the white buses in Bangkok, service their passengers?  They kill many passengers a year.   Neither public enterprises nor private enterprises are inefficient.   It is monopolistic power that causes low efficiency.”


I said nothing, just nodded my head.  


He  went on, “Extraordinary rich people not only do harm to others, they also do harm to themselves.”


“How can that be?”  I asked.

“Some of them have bad health from over work, less exercise, and tension.  Most of them do not have enough time for their families.  Some have no holidays and vacations. They manage to have materials as if they were staying in heaven; in fact they are slaves, … slaves to money.  After their death, their sons – daughters – son in law – daughter in law  may kill each other in order to inherit more from others as they have done in Bangkok, your city.  You know more than I, don’t you?  I confirm my words that exceedingly rich people are sure to be stupid.  They collect a lot of money and materials for nothing but the feeling of richness. They are guards taking care of  lots of wealth and they leave them when they die.  Their life styles are luxurious but less useful to their lives.  What they eat is delicious but harmful to health.  Their clothes look fine but are not more useful than our ordinary clothes.  Their beds cost more than our houses but they can not sleep well as we do. They can laugh but for less amusement than we.   Their children have fewer places to play and fewer friends to talk to than ours.   Oh God! How silly they are! “


“ Extraordinary rich is as awful as poverty,” I added.


“That’s right, Boon.”  He nodded and said, ”Moderation is the best.  So we do not try to persuade people to become rich as many people do in your country.  I have been to Bangkok, your city, many times.    I saw many books in bookstores, both Thai and English, about ‘How to get rich.  Rich dad teaches his son.  Rich as millionaires and so on’.  Those books persuade your people to hell.    There are also books about self-sufficient economy, but rarely found.”


 “You gave me very useful knowledge.  I am a thirsty man of ideas.  Thank you very much, my friend Pubpa.”


“With pleasure, Boon.  Tea time is a good time to have good conversation.  It’s time for your dinner.”


“Your dinner too.”


“No, thanks.  I do not have dinner.  Dinner is too luxurious for my body.  It’s time to have exercise.”
 


“I don’t have dinner either.  I also need exercise.”


“Very good.  Please come to my small gym.”


“No, thanks.  I prefer walking and running in the field with other people.  Sometimes I can get some knowledge from someone.”


I changed my dress ready for exercise and went out to the field.

5.


The weather was fine this morning.  It’s breakfast time for Pubpa and I.  We were ready in the front yard of his house.  Normally this morning meal was a light breakfast consisting of cereal in a cup of soy milk and dried-fruit tea.  I liked it very much because it was good for my health.  


I opened the discussion asking Pubpa how private wealth was controlled in order that no one was too rich.


“Well! … “  Pubpa started, “Every family must declare his or her wealth on the tenth of January every year.  Family wealth is not allowed to exceed one hundred million baht.”


“What will happen if a family, in fact, has more than that amount but he or she does not declare the real amount?”


“No one dares to do so.  If the officers find the excessive amount later, a big lot of his property will belong to state; only five million baht of wealth is left to the owners.  It is a sad situation that no one wants to face.”  He explained.


“They may send their money for deposit in foreign banks.”  I argued.


“All movements of money, domestic or foreign, are investigated all the time.  Movement of money is not allowed.  It may waste time but it is necessary for control wealth.  But it is not a big problem; we have good system of IT (information technology).”


“It is not international practice.  Someone may claim their freedom.”  I gave my idea.


“We do not care for international practice.  If it is good, we do.  If is bad, we don’t.  We will never follow what Jews persuade us to do as in America, the World Bank, and IMF.   That is it.”  Pubpa confirmed his faith.

“How are monetary institutions controlled?”  I wanted to know.

“It’s very good question, Boon.  There are two types of monetary institutions.  The first ones service lending their own money without deposit from customers.  Institutions of this kind are not seriously controlled.   The second ones service lending deposit money got from depositors.        These kinds of institutions are seriously controlled especially when they  lend  more  than  ten  million  baht.    Before borrowing, they  must  show all details of lending to all depositors such as the name of borrowers  the purposes of their borrowing, the ability to pay back, and collateral.  If ten percent of depositors do not agree, lending must be stopped.”

“How can you disclose someone’s secret without their permission?  We can’t do it in our country.”

“I guess you say like that.  Greater portions of  lending money belongs to depositors, not to the bank owners.   Why don’t the owners of money have the right to know where and how their money is used?  Secret management makes banks become dissolutioned and depositors are cheated as happened in your country.  Do you remember?  Please be careful.  What we believe in economic practices nowadays is controlled by Jews.  They persuade us to believe that all is well.”

“You seem unfair to Jews.” I warned him.

“Not like that, Boon.  Many Jews are very good men.  I have more than ten good Jewish friends.  But I don’t like the way they do business.  What did Soros teach you in 1997?  Did you forget that?”

“Can a person borrow money?”  I changed the point of discussion.

“Any person can borrow money at an interest rate of not more than 0.025 percent a year and no collateral.    Collateral for private credit is strictly prohibited.”

“It is very hard to find private credit.”

“Sure, we don’t like to see people borrowing money from others.  It’s undignified.  Public banks can service them very well.”

“OK!  May I go out to see some wonderful things in your country.  Goodbye, my friend.”

“Goodbye, have a nice day, Boon.”
6.

“Excuse me, do you speak English?”  One of four foreign tourists asked Pubpa in the afternoon on the walkway in the town.


“Yes, a little bit, not fluent.  What can I do for you?”  Pubpa replied.


“We are tourists from West Asia.  We want to buy whisky but we cannot find a shop.”  The visitor asked while his friends waited eagerly for answer.


“By your religion you can not drink alcohol, can you?”  Pubpa asked, willing to find out the reason they wanted to drink.


“No, we are not allowed to drink whisky or any form of liquor in our country.   Now we are outside our land; we are free to do what we desire.   No one knows our behaviour here.  Please help us, gentleman.”   He looked at me instead of at Pubpa.


Pubpa knew what he meant, turned to me, smiled, and asked me, “Do you know a liquor shop, Boon?”


I shook my head and said, “Oh no!   I don’t know any.   I am a visitor like them.”  


“Sorry, gentlemen.  There is no liquor in this country.  By Buddhism, we must not drink, like in your religion.   By law, a drop of liquor sends us to jail.   You had better not  drink liquor, drink tea instead.”  Pubpa replied FAQ, frequently asked questions, which he had to reply to many times a year.


“I am in doubt, gentleman.  Is this an Islamic country?”  He insisted.


“ Most citizens of this country are Buddhists.  Liquor is prohibited by Buddhism.  It is one of the five Buddhist precepts.”   Pubpa clarified his answer.


The tourists said thank you and went away feeling discontented.


Pubpa led me to a tea shop of which he is a regular customer.  The smell of tea created some wisdom in our heads.


“Would you please explain to me the concept of drinking alcohol here?”  I started the dialogue of the day. 


“Yes, with pleasure.  You know liquor is dangerous to health.  It brings sickness of all kinds.  When the drunks are sick, they can not work.  Not only do they have no income during those days but also they have to pay for curing themselves.  There is a burden on public because doctors, nurses, and some related people have to service them instead of servicing normal people.   Yet the public have to pay part of curing expenses.  Moreover, drunks often hurt their wives and children or even others.  They may drive and kill others as in your country.   Alcoholic drink is bad for everyone.  Why do we allow liquor  in our country?  I think that people in your country think the same but they are afraid of not being modern.  That is what the westerners do, you must keep up with them.  Our country will not follow any stupid behaviour wherever it comes from.”  


I agreed what he had said, thinking about how to develop  my country.  His words made me remember a post graduate student in department of economics, Krirk University, whose thesis revealed that in Thailand the benefit from liquor tax was less than social loss, not saying about mental and physical suffering involved.  

“Why are you quiet ?    What is wrong with you, Boon?”


“No, nothing wrong, Pubpa.     I dream that this concept will be adopted in my country.”


“Possible?”  He asked.


“Impossible.”  I answered.   “How about cigarettes.   Can we smoke here?”


“Yes, we can smoke only in our home, not in offices, not in public places.   But when we are sick, we can not go to a state hospital.  No state hospital welcomes smokers.  We have to go to expensive private hospitals.”


:”Is this fair to smokers?”


“Exactly fair.  Smokers harm themselves and also harm others close to them.   Do you smoke, Boon?”


“Not at all.  I do not want lung cancer.  It is not clever to destroy our bodies.”   


“Yes, you are right.”  He said, smiling broadly.   It’s time to have exercise.  Let’s go back.”


”Yes, Pubpa.  Let’s go.  Follow me.  Follow me.  I’ll lead you to your home.”  I made a little joke.


7.


This afternoon was special to me because Pubpa asked me to eat at a small restaurant for our lunch.   His close friend was the owner of this restaurant  so we could sit here as long as we need.  We like to discuss many things in the front yard, tea shops, restaurants,  parks, and walk ways.  Any place was alright for us to have discussion.  


This meal is an ordinary meal.  He ate American fried rice owing to his being very hungry.  I ate Chinese noodle because protein, flour, and vegetable come together in a bowl.  Pubpa asked me about buying cars in my country.


“It’s very easy to buy a car in my country.   When you want to buy a car, even if you have only a small amount of money, you still have purchasing power because you can buy by instalment.   A fine new car which costs six hundred thousand baht can be bought by down payment only  forty thousand baht and then the buyer pays eight thousand baht a month for five years.   So there are awful traffic jams in my country everyday even Sunday.   For Thai people, instalment is the way of life.”


Pubpa shook his head and said, “Too much instalment is bad for both buyers and economy of the country.”


“How!”  I asked.


“During the instalment period, the buyers lack money.  They have not enough money to spend for necessities as usual, therefore they suffer.  They have to be restricted in this situation for a long time.  Also, they have to pay interest, explicitly or implicitly, which is a burden.  This is bad for them.”


“Sure!”  I added.


“Instalment brings one’s future goods and services for consumption today.  They hence have less to consume tomorrow.  It destroys good saving behaviour.”  


“Do you have rules or laws about instalment?”


“Exactly yes! Everybody can buy by instalment, but with, only forty percent of his monthly earning.  There must be enough money left for regular living and also no person is allowed  to  guarantee any debt.    Anyone doing against this law will be taxed heavily.  That is a serious situation that no one wants to see.”. 


“That’s right.”  I confirmed.  “And how is instalment bad for the country?”


“Economy today is good but economy in the future will go down because the purchasing power will be less.  That is demand for goods and services will be less.   Over supply  must result. And recession is inevitable.    That is instalment destroys, not benefits our economy.”  


Our lunch was over after a long serious discussion.  Both my stomach and pocket are still full as Pubpa paid for this lunch.   


As we walked home Pubpa asked something about my country.  I carefully told him only the good side and told nothing of the bad side.   I did  not tell a lie but told nothing about bad things.
8.


This morning Pubpa lead me to a small private university not far from his house. The president asked Pubpa and me to sit  in his room.  I told him that I was from the smallest but the most beautiful university.   My words interested him so much because his university was also the smallest one in his country.


“Universities in our country are different from any other university in this world.  Can you guess the difference?”  The professor asked.

“Free of charge.  No tuition and fee.” I replied.


“No, you can learn without paying for tuition in many countries in Europe.  For  example, Germany.”


“Sorry, I don’t know.”


“OK!  I’ll tell you. Our universities do not award degrees or certificates.   How can we rely on bachelor, or master, or doctorate degrees?   We have  the policy of student centre.  Students find subjects they want to learn; if we can teach, we teach.  The students evaluate their knowledge themselves.   If they know enough, they stop learning.   If they want to know more, they continue their learning.  The reason is that everybody does not want to know the same thing at same level.  Why should we control them to become or to know as we want?  It is not fair to them.”


“Do they learn without exam?”


“ Actually they have no examination set by teachers but they can have self – evaluation.   The students who need an exam are those who study medicine, pharmacy, civil engineering, aeronautical engineering, and some other subjects I can’t remember them.  Because these subjects are likely to be harmful to others if they cannot do them  according to necessary standards.”


“Do you have many students?”


“Yes,  they prefer to study short courses. Not long ones as in your country.  They nevertheless like to learn life-long education.”   The professor explained.


“Is there any problem when they apply for work?”  I doubted.


“Employment needs the ability of employees, not degree.  If they can work, they can join.   The wage is according to the difficulty of the work, not by demand and supply as in other countries.”


“Do they have any problem?”


“Problem exists everywhere.   But I have not heard of any serious problem in education and work in my country.”


“Excellent!”  I exclaimed.  “I want to have such an education.”


“Yes, you can.  Please set up the course.”


“I think I can.   I like this style of education.”


“Thank you.    Education in the world, especially in America, England, Australia, and New Zealand, is for money.   Universities are greedy for money.  You already know this” 


“You should set up such university in your country.”  Pubpa urged me after he had sat quietly for long time.

We said thank you and goodbye to the professor and walked slowly back to Pubpa’s home.   My head was full of educational and philosophical ideas.   Perhaps I would set up such an ideal university in my country.   Who would be my students?   Most people wanted just  pieces of paper to show  the degrees they had earned, not knowledge they had got.    Moreover, both graduates and employers had the same concept .   

We said thank you and goodbye to the professor and walked slowly back to Pubpa’s home.   My head was full of educational and philosophal ideas.   Perhaps I wiould set up such an ideal university in my country.   Who wouldl be my students?   Most of people wanted just  pieces of paper to show  the degrees they had earned, not knowledge they had got.    Moreover, both graduates and employers had the same concept .   

9.


It was 07.00 p.m. at Pubpa’s tea room.   Our dinner had been finished, so we drank tea.  Tea did not create any idea but it gave us a good environment to think, discuss, and show consideration.


“How about your religion?   Are people here Buddhists?   I did not see a temple or even a monk.”   I opened  a sensitive conversation.


“Yes, we are Buddhists.   We don’t have a temple and so we don’t have a monk.   If you see a monk here, he is from another land.”   Pubpa answered.


“How do you practice Buddhism, when you have no temple?”


“Oh!  My friend.    Buddhism is not in the temple.  Buddhism is in our mind and our behaviour.  Buddhism is with us, all the time.  Do you agree with me?”


“I think so.”  I dubiously answered him.


“Well, we have three obligations for Buddhists,”  he said while looking at the sky.  “First, we have to clear our minds because minds often think bad things.  If we let them rule our minds, we will hurt our lives and may do harm to other people as well.”


I was not sure that I understand him correctly, therefore I asked, “In what way?”


“Don’t you notice that your mind never pauses?”


“Never.” I answered. 


“Mind thinks one thing then changes to another and another and to other things.”  He stopped, breathed deeply, and continued, “Many thoughts are bad for you.  Sometimes they make you angry.   Sometimes they make you sad and worried.  Sometimes they persuade you to be greedy, have excessive sexual desire. ”


“But some thoughts are good.”  I argued.


“ That is right.  But rarely.  We constantly watch our thoughts and get rid of bad feelings of stories, keep our mind calm and conscious.   This practice creates serenity in our mind and then creates our own heaven, inside heaven.”


“Wonderful!   Wonderful indeed !”  I exclaimed.   “And what else?”


“Other than keep conscious we also do meditation an hour everyday”


“What is the second obligation?”


“The  second obligation is ‘do not hurt any people or even animals.     We do not kill men or animals.   We have no killing games as people do in other countries.  We do not kill animals even for food.    All lives, human and animal, are precious and should be free from dangers.   Yes!  This is our heaven on earth.”


“Do you have meat, mutton, fish, and chicken to eat?”  I asked.


“ No,  we do not eat protein from animals.   No one kills animal.   We eat vegetables, cereals, nuts, and fruits.    We are vegetarians.   Some people eat eggs and drink milk.”


“ Interesting!  What is the third obligation?”


“Helping humans and animals is our duty. It is our duty to help others, no excuses.  We help poor people to escape from poverty.   We help needy people and animals too.”


I do not know whether Pubpa told me the truth.  I have to examine.   However I noticed that people here are so kind and friendly.   I never saw any crime in newspapers. Polices came closer to me many times and asked me where I was  from and how they could  help me.   Polices here have no other work than helping people in streets solving problems.   

    
We had some other stories to discuss until late at night so I asked him permission to go to bed.    We said “Good night.”   It was a real good night.    I felt as if I were in heaven, feeling serenely happy that I had never felt like that before.   I was so fresh but it was time to go to bed.  

10.


I sat at a table in Pubpa’s front yard waiting for morning tea and breakfast.  It was about 6.00 a.m. in a nice morning   The weather was a little bit cool but not cold.  While waiting, I read a book which I had brought from my country.  The book was about  greedy professors in some private and state universities.  They set up special simple courses that cost high tuition and fees for adults.  It was a good idea if everything was going on well in ordinary education.  But in this case,  what those students wanted was  just pieces of  degree paper;  and what those professors needed was money.  They got along with each other very well.  Most of students in these special courses were adults who had enough money to pay for high tuition and fees.   Students of regular courses were then  taught negligently because they paid less money to the professors.


Suddenly  there were big banging at the door.  The noise woke me up. 


“ Uncle!  Uncle!  Uncle!”  my niece called me so noisily.


“ Yes!”  I answered.  

“What is wrong with you?  Uncle!”


“I am alright.”  

“It’s too late, uncle.”


“Not  late.  Just six o’clock.”  


“It’s almost nine.  You told me that you have a meeting at nine.” 


You know, my dear readers, what happened to me last night.

……………………..

PREFACE


Learned men and women of all eras seek ideal societies or ideal countries.  Sir Thomas Moore wrote a very famous book “Utopia” in 1516, almost 500 years ago.   Also Philip Sidney, John Bunyan, and Wendy John  wrote  “Arcadia”,   “the Celestial City’, and “Neverland” respectively.  There were also other writers who were not so popular.   These writers dreamed  far from real life beyond which can  happen in the world.   

Alright! Men can dream.  So, let me dream too.   My dream is not an unrealistic phenomenon but it can come true.  Only…. Only……  Only what?   Only if people realize  that real happiness is more important than illusive money.  I dream that one day in future there will be such a country as my DREAMLAND.   Let me dream and you may join my dream too.
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