
ULTIMATELY WE KNOW DEEPLY THAT THE OTHER SIDE OF EVERY FEAR IS A FREEDOM.
—MARILYN FERGUSON

12
CROSSING THE FRONTIER

No one visiting St. Louis can miss the arch.
It is a giant, silvery rainbow cutting through the skyline of the city, its feet planted firmly

in a ninety-one-acre park. Rising 630 feet in the air and spanning the same distance at the base,
the arch is the largest monument in the United States. For instance, the arch towers seventy-
five feet higher than the Washington Monument. Two Statues of Liberty, one stacked on top of
the other, would fit snugly under it.

Very few Americans—very few Missourians, for that matter—know what the arch
signifies. Put simply, it signifies a spirit that should burn in every American heart.  It signifies
the spirit of St. Louis.

But what is the spirit of St. Louis? 
It must be important, or Charles Lindbergh, setting out on his history-making nonstop

transatlantic solo flight more than fifty years ago, would not have christened his single-engine
plane The Spirit of St. Louis.

The spirit of St. Louis.  We were about to discover what it meant.
We gathered at the base of the monument at 8:00 A.M. and walked down the tunnel

leading to the large underground exhibit hall, where tourists were already queuing up for an
elevator ride to the very top of the arch and a spectacular view of the city. This was the
exciting part of the arch monument. Off to our left was a museum. Only a few straggling
tourists wandered in and out. I led my tiny group to the entrance to the museum, where a
display of Christopher Columbus lore and maps of the New World greeted us.

“This is the Museum of Western Expansionism,” I said. “It’s a different kind of
museum—few exhibits, paintings or artifacts—just quotes decorating the walls, which recede
in concentric circles. These quotes will be your only clue to the meaning of the arch that rises
way above us.” 

“It’s like a treasure hunt,” Dr. Blaine Lee, who was part of the entourage, observed.
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The group dispersed throughout the museum to read the many quotes. Nora stopped in
front of a clear Plexiglas panel displaying a quote in white lettering and began to read aloud.

“When, in the course of human events, it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve
the political bands which have connected them with another….”

Dr. Lee interrupted her. “Are you ready to make your own Declaration of Independence,
Nora?  Has it become necessary to dissolve the bands which have connected you to people
who don’t agree with you?”

“Yes,” she replied. “There are things I want in my life, that I need to do with my life.”
I stepped in. “Nora, a few days ago you didn’t want independence.  You really wanted

dependence—a job, to be dependent on someone else. But now you’ve left the old world of
dependence behind and crossed into a new world of independence.”

Philip, who overheard the conversation whispered to himself, “…where all men are
created equal.”

After a few minutes, I reassembled the group in the central foyer of the museum near a
large, white statue of a man looking proudly toward an imaginary horizon. “This entire
monument with the arch, the park and the museum is called the Jefferson National Expansion
Memorial. The arch is called the Gateway Arch. Does anyone know why?”

“From this place, they went westward,” Steve answered.
“Who did?”
“The pioneers, explorers, trappers, entrepreneurs, preachers, teachers….”
“Why St. Louis?”
“Because it was the furthest point—the only point—of civilization west of the

Mississippi.”
“Who owned the land west of the Mississippi?”
“The French,” Steve answered correctly.
I went on to explain that the city of St. Louis was established in 1764 by the French, who

named it after King Louis IX, the patron saint of France.  By the early 1800s Napoleon had
given up his dream of establishing an empire in the New World.  He needed money to prepare
for war with England and to further his European conquests. Napoleon became a don’t-
wanter. In 1803 he offered to sell France’s entire North American properties to the United
States.  This patrimony, known as the Louisianan Purchase, was an 800,000-square mile tract
extending from the Mississippi River west to the Rockies and from the Gulf of Mexico to the
Canadian border. Thomas Jefferson, who was president, jumped on the idea. In one stroke he
could almost double the size of the country and open up fertile lands for colonization. The
purchase price was about 15 million dollars—a bargain at three cents an acre! There was even
some creative financing—the United States agreed to assume some French debts. With the
new territory open for settlement, St. Louis became the gateway to the west. Here, pioneers
would gather and outfit themselves for the journey into the wilderness.

“This is a statue of Thomas Jefferson,” I continued, pointing to the large statue in the
central foyer. “From this spot, on May 14, 1804, Jefferson sent his private secretary, Meriwether
Lewis and William Clark to explore the new territory. The Lewis and Clark Expedition mapped
the way for millions of pioneers who would cross the frontier to a new life.”
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“What is a frontier?” I asked. “Isn’t it just the line between an old and new world? In a
sense, you are like those pioneers, leaving behind an old world to discover a new one.
Someone once asked Sir Isaac Newton how he discovered the law of gravity. He replied, ‘If I
have been able to see farther, it is by standing on the shoulders of giants.’ We too are standing
on the shoulders of giants—those early pioneers who blaze the way, who sacrificed and died
out there in the wilderness in order that we could be free.”

Philip listened intently. He whispered reverently in the silence of the museum, “I’ve
never seen the arch in this perspective before.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.
“I used to come down here a lot as a kid. But I never knew what it meant.”
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Great Men And Women 
Who Were Not Afraid To Fail

Pick any field of life, name the most successful person from that
field, and you will find a person who was not afraid to fail.

Politics: Doesn’t Abraham Lincoln come to your mind as being
one of the most respected presidents this country ever had? He failed
in eight straight elections before he finally won the big one.

Business: Did you know that two of the most respected names in
business Walt Disney and Henry Ford, both had to declare personal
bankruptcy before they could rise on to higher levels of success?

Sports: Babe Ruth may have held the record for home runs, but
he held the record for the most strikeouts as well.

Writing: The international best-seller Jonathan Livingston
Seagull, by Richard Bach, was rejected by dozens of publishers
before it finally found a home.
Acting: Search the life of any major star from Clint Eastwood to Lily
Tomlin, and you’ll find at some point they had to pump gas, drive a
taxi or wait tables until their break came.

Public speaking: Perhaps America’s greatest public speaker, Zig
Ziglar gave three thousand free speeches before he ever got paid for
one.  

Music, Art, Education: They story is the same. The most
successful ones endured countless failures and rejections on their way
to the top. But they were dauntless (incapable of being intimidated or
discouraged). Like them, if we refuse to be daunted (drained of
courage, subdued, intimidated), we join the ranks of the great. Fight
on. It’s worth it. You’re worth it.



We moved from the center of the museum into one of the aisles between the concentric
walls. We were all silent, soaking up the spirit of the place. Philip stopped in front of a placard
displaying an ad from an old newspaper and read,

February 13, 1798
To enterprising young men

The subscriber wishes to encourage 100 men to ascend over the
River Missouri to be employed for one, two, or three years. For
particulars, inquire Major Andrew Henry…who will ascend with
and command the party…

Dr. Lee joined us and asked, “Would anyone answer an ad like that?”
“There are a few crazy people,” replied Mary.
“Didn’t you answer an ad like that, Mary?” ‘Financial independence can be yours!’” Dr.

Lee laughed heartily.
Mary then read from the quotes on the wall.

1822. William Ashley, St. Louis trader, places advertisement in the
St. Louis Gazette asking for 100 enterprising young men to join
him in a trapping and trading venture into the Mississippi West.

1823. Iroquois Indians attack trader William Ashley and his party,
the Missouri is closed to white traders and trappers.

1825. William Ashley, Missouri trader—opens new overland route
into Western Wyoming personally piloting a bull boat down the
unexplored Green River to establish a Post at Henry’s Fort. Indian
hostilities had rendered the previous permanent trading post system
impractical so he created a more flexible rendezvous system which
brought the traders to the trappers in an annual exchange of furs
and pelts for the supplies required for the next trapping season.

“Isn’t this like the Blue Vase story?” Dr. Lee asked. “Ashley had a dream and nothing
was going to stop him—not the Indians, not the wilderness, not the weather. Not anything. He
was a blue-vaser. Just like you.”

“Look at this,” I called to the group, pointing to a quote by Daniel Webster. Webster had
opposed the acquisition of the Louisiana Purchase.

What do we want with all this vast worthless area, the region of savages and
wild beasts of desert, shifting sands and whirl-winds of dust, of cactus and
prairie dogs? I shall never vote one cent from the public treasury to place the
Pacific Coast one inch nearer Boston than it is now.
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Dr. Lee joined in “Here was a respected man; people listened when he talked. He didn’t
see any value in the Louisiana Purchase.”

It was my turn. “A lot of negative thinkers try to talk you out of crossing the frontier.
People you respect will tell you that you’re crazy. No one likes to be rejected. But if you want
to be a pioneer—to take the risks and reap the rewards of freedom—you’ll have to learn how
to deal with rejection.  You may have to call fifty or more sellers before you find someone
who is flexible. But suppose, after fifty calls, you finally uncover a bargain property that nets
you five thousand dollars. Was it the last call that made you the five thousand dollars? No.
Each call was valuable—fifty calls makes five thousand dollars. That’s a hundred dollars a
call! Each rejection is not a failure! It’s a triumph! It’s not something to dread. It’s something
to look forward to. Who cares what people say, as long as there is gold at the end of the
rainbow? So when someone rejects you from now on, what will you say?”

“Thank you!” everyone replied.
“Right! A hundred here, a hundred there. Rejection after rejection. It all adds up.”
We moved down the aisle and stopped in front of another quote.

Barrett Travis message from the Alamo

…under siege by a thousand or more of the Mexicans under Santa
Anna, I shall never surrender or retreat.

“Nora,” commented Dr. Lee, “the next time you come to this museum and see this quote,
you’ll say, ‘Oh, Barrett Travis, I know just exactly how you felt. I’ve got thousand people on
my tail telling me I’m crazy. But I’m just like you. I’ll never surrender. I’ll never retreat.’”

“These people are your people,” I added. “Your heroes. Back in their day, people thought
they were crazy too. This museum is a monument to them—to their pioneer spirit. The spirit
that made this country great. But lately, this spirit has fallen on hard times. We need to revive
it. We have new frontiers to cross. What are they?”

“Outer space,” Philip answered.
“Inner space,” Mary added. “The frontier within us.”
“And nothing but fear will stop us,” I said.
The group split up, and each individual went on alone. From time to time someone

would point out a quote that had special meaning. A few minutes later we stopped and
congregated in front of a quote dated Thursday, July 4, 1805, written by Meriwether Lewis:

…have concluded not to dispatch a canoe with a part of men to St. Louis as
we had intended early in the Spring. All appear perfectly to have made up
their minds to succeed in the expedition or perish in the attempt. We all
believe that we are now about to enter on the most perilous and difficult part
of our voyage. Yet, I see no one repining; all appear ready to meet those
difficulties which await us, with resolution and becoming fortitude.
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Dr. Lee spoke to Philip, who had obviously been moved by the last quote. “Philip, before
today you didn’t know what the arch meant. Now it has new meaning. Has this place
changed?”

“To me, yes.”
“No,” countered the psychologist, “the place hasn’t changed. You’re the one who has

been changed. You’re looking at it now with new eyes. That’s all.”
“The veil as been lifted,” Nora said.
I interrupted to ask Philip to read another quoted for the group.
“This is from Charlie Goodnight Cowboy,” Philip read.

All my years on the trails are the happiest I’ve lived. Most of the time they were solitary
adventures in the great lands of fresh and new, and a Spring morning, and we were free and
full of the zest of dare. 

Steve found another quote.

Think of it, young men. You who are rubbing along from year to year with no
great hopes for the future. Lay aside your paper collars and kid gloves. Work
a little. Possess your soul with patience and hold on to your way with a firm
purpose. Do this, and there is a beautiful home for you out there. Prosperity,
freedom, independence, manhood in its highest sense, peace of mind, and all
the comforts and luxuries of life are waiting you.

As we walked through the outside aisle I called the group together one last time. “Above
us, a giant silver arch rises to the sky. Do you have a better understanding of what it means
now?”

“It is a monument to us,” someone said.
“It is a monument to our fathers,” replied another
“It is a message from our fathers that says, ‘I did it, and you can do it too,’” said Nora.
“From now on, whenever you see that arch, you’ll know it’s not just for decoration. It’s a

monument to those who died so that we might dream. It’s a silver rainbow. It’s the promise of
better days to come. It’s the gateway to whatever you want in you life. It marks the frontier to
unexplored treasures inside you. It’s the symbol of freedom and independence. It represents
the spirit of St. Louis.”

Steve , the minister, spoke, not wanting to pass up the opportunity. “It’s a bridge that
reminds us of where we’ve been. Links us to our past. Makes a launching pad that sends us
into the next dimension.”

I nodded, pondering his words. Then I spoke.
“In the central terminal of the St. Louis airport hangs an old silver plane. On its side, in

black letters, are the words The Spirit of St. Louis. Now you can appreciate why Lindbergh
picked that particular name for his plane. He was crossing a new frontier. Something that no
one had ever done before. Like Lindbergh, you are doing something that no one has ever
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attempted before. You’ll stumble onto worlds that you never expected to discover. You’re
going to change.”

Then, singling Mary out, I said, “You were telling me this morning that you thought you
were already starting to change. You’re going to discover a whole new person, Mary, that you
never thought was in there before. And it’s unexplored territory.”

Karen agreed. “My father told Philip yesterday, ‘Hey, you’re not the same person you
were Monday. I can see it! I feel it! You’ve changed!’”

“Before I even opened my mouth,” added Philip.
“When we came down here this morning, I said this was going to be like a treasure hunt.

Can you tell me what treasures you found?”
“I found my own free spirit,” Nora said, breaking down with emotion.
We all waited nervously, yet patiently, even lovingly, until she regained her composure.
“I cry when I’m happy,” Nora said finally. “I cry when I’m sad. You’ve got your

everyday pains, and you’ve got all of your problems. You get so wrapped up in your
problems, you can’t see the opportunities. And you wonder if you’ve even got it in you.”

Philip comforted her. “You got it, Nora. We all got it. Bob didn’t give us anything that
we didn’t have in ourselves.”

“Like the song says,” Dr. Lee added: “‘Oz never did give nothin’ to the Tinman that he
didn’t already have.’”

I picked up the thread. “The same with the Scarecrow and the Lion. They went with
Dorothy to the Wizard of Oz hoping he would give them either a brain or a heart or a
backbone of courage. And on the way, they discovered that they already had those things. I’m
not a wizard. I have no magic wand. My answers are simple common sense. I teach you that
wealth is not outside you. It is inside you. When you come to know that, you won’t need me
any longer. You’ll be free.” 

And thus we ended our tour of the museum. We walked back out into the sunlight.
Directly above us the arch swept skyward, its surfaces shimmering in the sun. Mayor Poelker
was there to meet us, and we chatted as we strolled down the quiet paths of the park that
surrounds the monument. The camera crews were setting up their cameras for a final shoot on
a grassy knoll on the east side of the arch overlooking the Mississippi. We assembled there on
the lawn.

“Earlier today,” I said, “Philip asked me to autograph a book for Karen’s father. Above
my signature I wrote, ‘You are your wealth. The money is just a by-product.’ I’m happy to
have been able to share some of my wealth with you these past few hours. You and I are
pioneers. You may think that I came here to change you but you have changed me. I’ve been
reminded again that there are many frontiers for us to cross, many mountains for us to climb.”

I pointed to the top of the magnificent arch were the sun’s reflection dazzled the eye.
“See that sparkle up there? It glitters like a diamond.”

“It’s the most beautiful glitter I’ve ever seen,” Nora said.
As the group dispersed and the camera crew dismantled its equipment, Mary stood to the

side and surveyed the scene, lost in thought. 
She felt like Cinderella when the clock struck twelve. The illusion evaporated. The ball

was over. The carriage turned into a pumpkin. She found herself in the old world again. She
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was tired, exhausted—her brain grooves overstretched by too much hope and too much
positive thoughts and too many big ideas.

Steve broke into her trance.
“Let’s go home, honey. I’ve got a sermon to preach tomorrow.”
She nodded. Together they walked to their car.

On their way home, Philip and Karen stopped at a McDonald’s and over a Big Mac and
fries set down their game plan for the next ninety days.

“I’m scared,” said Karen.
“I’m more than scared. I’m petrified,” Philip said. “Do you think your Dad will let us

borrow his car for a few weeks?”
“Yeah. I think so.”
“I won’t be able to help you around the house as much as I used to.”
“I’m ready to tough it out,” she said.
That’s the same thing she had said the night she gave birth to the son, Philip

remembered. At the time, Philip was still in the youth detention home with eight other boys.
Karen called to tell him that she was going to the hospital alone. He couldn’t stand not to be
with her. Philip went to the group foreman, Stan Williams, an ex-St. Louis Cardinals football
player.

“Take me down to the hospital,” Philip demanded.
“It’s too late.”
“You either take me to the hospital or I’ll break out of here and steal your car.”
And so on that night, July 13, 1977, Stan Williams and all eight juvenile delinquent boys

piled into the group van, drove to the hospital and worried together in the waiting room until
Philip learned that he had become the father of a six-pound, thirteen-ounce baby boy. The
proud parents named him Marcus.

Philip had just turned seventeen. Up until that night he had been just another young boy
in trouble, laughing when people warned him that at the rate he was going he wouldn’t live to
be twenty. But when he saw that baby boy, his own son lying there in a bassinet in the
hospital nursery, something snapped.

Stan Williams, sensing a teaching moment, spoke to Philip. “You’re not a kid anymore.
You’ve got a kid of your own. You gotta stop doin’ all the crazy, stupid stuff that you’re doin’.
Look at your own father. Do you want your kid to look at you like that?”

These words sunk in. His own father had left home when Philip was four years old—too
young to understand. Then, when Philip was fourteen, his father had been murdered. Philip
didn’t want his son to remember him like that. He wanted his son to have the kind of father he
never had. And that would mean he would have to change.

And now, eight years later, Philip was ready to make another quantum change. He looked
at his young wife and smiled.

“I’m ready to tough it out, too,” Philip said.

Nora drove her kids home and got ready for work at the Elks club. She didn’t look
forward to spending her evening in a bar after such an uplifting day.
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“Hiya, Nora,” called out one of the boys at the bar as she walked in the door. “How’s
your day?”

She put on her bartender’s apron and flashed a smile.
“Actually, I had a beautiful day today. I been down to the arch this morning with my

girls.”
“Yeah?”
“I was one of three people chosen for a challenge. I’m going to make myself where I

don’t have to work here anymore.”
This piqued their curiosity.
“Gimme a Miller Lite, would’ya, Nora? So what about this challenge?”
She removed a glass from the shelf behind her and pulled on the beer tap, and while the

glass was filling with the clear, amber liquid topped with white foam, she told him some of
the details of her last forty-eight hours.

“Cm’on, Nora. That only happens in the movies.”
“That’s what you think. I got dreams. I don’t want to work here for the rest of my life for

no four dollars an hour,” she laughed.
They all laughed—more at her than with her. She could tell that they didn’t understand.

They were in another world. As the evening wore on she listened to their problems and
watched them drown them, laugh, and waste their lives away.

At one-thirty in the morning she kicked the last drunk out, locked up the lodge and drove
home depressed.

The arch seemed a million miles away. 
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