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The Case for Active Peace – Winning Without Victory 

A greater danger lies before us than nuclear war. This danger is not of our making, nor can we avoid it. 
The diminishing Sun threatens our food supply. The Sun is 'dying' towards its phase shift to the next Ice 
Age in the 2050s, potentially. We are in the boundary zone already. Crop losses are increasing 
worldwide, as the climate for growing crops is collapsing. But we can evade the consequences by 
building us a new world with new agricultures and technological infrastructures, secure in the tropics. 
But will we go this route and live? The answer is NO, because we are stuck in a smouldering war against 
one-another and ourselves, where nothing moves, where nothing is vital. And we will remain stuck 
there, impotently, until we dare to cross the threshold to the principle of Active Peace and create us a 
future with it by building a New World. 

This book is a part of an exploration series of the principle of Active Peace.  

 

Peace Restored: the surrender of Japan and the end of World War II 

Men since the beginning of time have sought peace. Various methods through the ages have attempted 
to devise an international process to prevent or settle disputes between nations. From the very start 
workable methods were found insofar as individual citizens were concerned, but the mechanics of an 
instrumentality of larger international scope have never been successful. Military alliances, balances of 
power, leagues of nations, all in turn failed, leaving the only path to be by way of the crucible of war. We 
have had our last chance. If we do not now devise some greater and more equitable system, 
Armageddon will be at our door. The problem basically is theological and involves a spiritual 
recrudescence and improvement of human character that will synchronize with our almost matchless 
advances in science, art, literature and all material and cultural developments of the past two thousand 
years, It must be of the spirit if we are to save the flesh. 

Part of General MacArthur's Radio address to the American People, September 2, 1945 
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Now, 73 years later,  

 
On April 27, 2018, President Moon Jae In and 
Chairman Kim Jong Eun signed the Panmunjom 
Declaration for Peace, Prosperity and Reunification 
on the Korean Peninsula as a result of the first high-
level Summit on reunification. The result was jointly 
announced.  

The question needs to be asked if an active peace 
can be as easily won as that. Can a 'rocket man' of 
decades standing, surrender and become a man of 
peace overnight? Most likely, larger factors were 
standing behind the sudden reversal of a policy that 
has been defended for decades. Most likely the 
political climate reversal may have been forced by 
the changing physical climate that affects agricultural 
production. When a nation can no longer nourish 
itself, everything changes. 

Korea is a divided nation of contrasting territory. The 
North of Korea is hard ground, a mountainous region 
that is poorly suited for agriculture. Also it extends 
northward for a considerable distance. With the 
Earth's climate now rapidly collapsing to the point 
that large crop failures are beginning to be 
experienced in many parts of the world, the North 
Korean agriculture may have decayed to such a 
catastrophic level that the largely isolated nation can 
no longer produce enough food for its population, by 
any means, not even at the subsistence level. 

Starvation is nothing new for the people of North 
Korea. Many millions of people have already starved 
to death in the last decade alone, for the lack of 
food. More than half of the population is 
undernourished. Children experience stunted 
growth. If Korea had experienced the kind of 
weather that has devastated the U.S. wheat belt in 
April this year (2018), then all hope would be gone 
for North Korea to survive as an independent nation. 
The only options that remained open for the North 
Korean nation, in such a case, is to migrate away to 
where food still exists, or to capitulate politically and 

join the South to where agricultural production is still 
possible. The latter may have been the case. 

Many people see the North Korean political reversal 
as a victory by the West. The opposite may be the 
case. The case of the Korean 'surrender' may be 
nothing more than the first case in civilization that 
the collapsing physical climate has driven a nation to 
the point that the correspondingly collapsing food 
production has put its continued existence on the 
table. In this context, North Korea stands as a 
pioneering example for a fate that befalls evermore 
nations in modern time as food production 
evaporates increasingly throughout the world by 
collapsing climate conditions. 

While no one can forecast with certainty how soon 
Canada will suffer the same type of fate, or Europe, 
or Russia, or even China - whether it be in 3 years or 
5 years, or 15 years - the writing is on the wall and 
becomes increasingly hard to ignore.  

Our Sun is dying towards its inevitable hibernation 
state that starts with the phase shift that ushers in 
the next Ice Age, potentially in the 2050. The big 
question is, will humanity die with the 'dying' Sun or 
in the boundary zone to the Ice Age. That's the 
bottom line.  

The only option that is open for humanity, 
collectively, to avoid the now impending fate, is to 
create itself a new world with new agricultures in 
technological infrastructures that the Ice Age cannot 
touch. Such a new world would be placed afloat 
across the equatorial seas for the lack of suitable 
land in the tropics. It would have 6,000 new cities 
included, for a million people each. That's what it 
means for humanity to reach South, where human 
living can remain secure on the basis of an active 
peace, being at peace with itself. 

We are not at the critical stage yet, globally, by a 
long way, nor is the global solution even attempted. 
The current peace treaty for the political 
reunification on the Korean peninsula, doesn't aim 
that far. It aims merely for a passive peace, not an 
active peace. The caldron will therefore keep on 
boiling in different ways. Peace isn't won the passive 
way. Humanity remains at war against itself as it 
always has, on the passive platform for peace. We 
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have tens of thousands of nuclear bombs deployed 
against one another, that prove the case. But the 
world is changing. While society has survived 70 
years of nuclear war threats, precariously as this may 
have been, the onrushing climate collapse is bigger, 
It is not manmade. It is of a type that it cannot 
evade, but can avoid the consequences of it by 
applying the ample resources of its humanity to build 
itself a New World.  

On this platform we can live securely. But will we do 
it? That's still an open question. 

The present impasse means that the entire subject 
remains open yet to be explored, especially how one 
creates active peace in the world, a peace that all 
can live with, which would enable us to build a New 
World for us all. 

On this front, simple answers cannot be found, like, 
let's do this and that and all will be well, and the 
world will be at peace. No, civilization isn't that 
simplistic. The nature of humanity is wide and 
profound, with numerous factors coming into play, 
standing laterally, not sequentially, which all beg to 
be explored. 

I drew 10 of these types of factors together in my 
novel "Winning Without Victory." I have made the 
effort to present each of these elements by itself as 
its own book, in order to highlight that active peace 
has many diverse contributing elements, like 
different works of art in an art gallery that often 
presents a wide range of concepts on a central 
subject. Each part there has its own story to tell in its 
own way. While in the book series a combining story 
unfolds in the background, the focus in each book 
stands on its own. 

The 10 individual books are designed to hint at the 
large dimension of the principle of Active Peace. I 
present it as an open door. 
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Winning Without Victory (An exploration of Active Peace) 

1 - Wreck Beach University (Naked Reality) 

2 - Unity (Truth of Truth) 

3 - Incompetence by the King (Love or War) 

4 - Shadow in the Night (Defying Nuclear War) 

5 - The Shockwave Effect (Securing a Fragile Peace) 

6 - Glass Sculptures (Vitality of Light) 

7 - Imperial Bravo (The Truth is Dead) 

8 - Lord of the World (Will Truth Rise Again?) 

9 - Clothed With the Sun (This is the Truth) 

10 - Resurrecting Carmen (Carmen is Humanity) 

  

The book series itself comprises a single volume of the epic series of 12 novels that I have termed "The 
Lodging for the Rose." The novel "Winning Without Victory" is Book 4 of it (Episode 3) - Published by 
Cygni Communications Ltd. North Vancouver, BC, Canada  
www.ice-age-ahead-iaa.ca 

http://www.ice-age-ahead-iaa.ca/


Chapter 1 - Our Seashore 
Paradise  

 
 Sylvia was fully recovered in two months. At the 

end of this time the idea emerged to ask for a four-
week holiday, unpaid if need be, for a camping at our 
own private beach. Fred owed us the time. He owed 
both of us. He didn't hesitate to agree with my 
request. In fact, he suggested that a proper 
celebration was needed to celebrate Sylvia's 
recovery. 

"Take a month or two," he had said, and began 
to laugh as if I hadn't asked for much. 

Fred never referred to Steve's suggestion again 
that the President must resign. Nor did I ask if the 
President actually read even a part of my report. But 
I did notice that Fred seemed happier after the 
incidence. Maybe the President, or somebody else, 
had seen the truth behind what Steve had suggested, 
and had managed to bring in more competent 
advisors. In such a case the report would have 
earned Fred some valuable points of recognition 
according to the way the games are played in 
politics. In my own case, I got double of what I had 
asked for. I got two full months off. 

 
That's how our vacation began. It was to be a 

vacation for getting away from it all. I took the few 
dollars that I had collected from the bank and bought 
food, as much as I could get for it, or more precisely, 
as much as the truck would hold. We stashed 
everything away, neatly, into every last corner of the 
truck and set out to go camping for two months 
without turning back. Those were the plans. The 
thought of being at our beach, far away from all the 
scary tumults of the world, seemed to make the 
tumults less real. Steve would have laughed at the 
silly notion. Of course the undisturbed camping trip 
at our very own beach was also a perfect celebration 
of Sylvia's recovery as Fred had suggested. Tony, who 
had stayed with Sylvia during her long ordeal in 
hospital, was of course invited to join us. He had 
become a part of the family by then. Sylvia told him 
that this was going to be our first long camping trip 
in years. 

Tony answered that he felt honored to be a part 
of it, and immediately began making jokes. "Wow, 
who would have believed that just a few months 

ago?" he added. "Can't you see us already, all living 
together at our own private beach? Who can ask for 
anything more?" 

 
One couldn't have asked for more, indeed. No 

one could have been more proud and excited than 
we were at our first evening there. We had pitched 
our tent on a rocky platform high above the beach. It 
was early September. The weather was still hot. The 
sky outside Pittsburgh had been a deep turquoise 
the morning we left. The weather report had 
predicted "clear sunny days without end," not that 
anyone believed it. Nevertheless, everything seemed 
perfect. Even the world seemed to be recovering. 

     We had brought our small radio along to 
assure ourselves that the financial crisis hadn't flared 
up again, though Steve had assured me that it 
wouldn't. Just as Steve had predicted the financial 
shock didn't amount to a big deal by the time it was 
over. It had simply dissipated, quietly. Many people 
had lost everything, a few had become wealthier, but 
by and large the old game survived and was carried 
forward as if nothing had happened. The indexes had 
recovered. No wars had been started. No atomic 
bombs had been unleashed. The crisis had come and 
passed. Only the conditions that had caused the 
crisis had not improved. The huge and growing debt 
load had remained. Also, the mad rush into financial 
derivatives gambling hadn't abated. If anything, it 
had grown more intense. Nevertheless, everybody 
seemed glad that the 'instability,' as they called it, 
was over. It meant that the world survived another 
storm. 

 
The realization that we survived another storm 

stirred a queasy feeling in me. But I was alone in my 
reservation. Both Tony and Sylvia had their fun 
ridiculing my fears. Their joking wasn't in bad taste, 
of course, or anything like that. Still it hurt. It hurt, 
because they couldn't see that nothing had basically 
changed, or they didn't want to see it. Tony laughed. 
He suggested dryly that it was high time for us all to 
take a few weeks of vacation from the "collapsing 
world" as he put it, and just enjoy the seashore. He 
laughed more and more. Eventually he laughed at his 
own silly remarks as though they were the funniest 
joke going. 

Actually, that's how the idea of the camping-
vacation came about in the first place. Tony came up 
with the idea to have "a holiday away from 
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civilization" as he had put it then. The idea of a 
camping trip may have also reflected the simple fact 
that Tony never really liked staying in hotels. He 
loved being in the open. He loved the sky. He loved 
sleeping under the stars. And who could blame him? 
The stars are brighter at 40,000 feet above the haze 
of the countryside. In his long career with the Air 
Force, he probably fell in love with the splendor of 
them. I knew that I would have, as indeed I had to 
some degree many years earlier. I remembered 
some spectacular starry nights from hiking trips 
along the high ridge in Smoky Mountain Park. 

 
Since the main vacation season was already over, 

the traffic had been light on the day we left 
Pittsburgh. We had arrived in plenty of time to set up 
camp before nightfall. We had selected the only 
grass-covered spot there was on the entire rocky 
platform at the edge of the cliff overlooking the 
beach. We had talked about building our new house 
there, during our previous visit, when we had 
discovered the largely overgrown road leading up to 
it. It hadn't taken long to pitch our new high-tech 
tent, a large tent big enough for six. Tony called it 
jokingly, the "hotel tent." 

Setting up camp hadn't been a chore under 
those circumstances with everyone joking and being 
of high spirits. Naturally, the environment that we 
were in had a great deal to do with that. We had not 
only come to the greatest campground we have ever 
had been at where no noisy campers surrounded us 
and ghetto blasters could be heard. We also had a 
270-decree view of the ocean with no sign of 
civilization anywhere near to be seen. There weren't 
even any boats in the water. On top of it all, the 
realization that this place was actually ours for all 
time to come added a profound sense of joy. 

The coming camping experience promised to be 
but an overture for even more wonderful times 
ahead that would never end. The tent would then 
give way to our new house. We gave Tony the option 
to build a house of his own on the property should 
he choose to do so. Thus we celebrated our new 
heaven on earth that very first evening with a 
vigorously sung campfire song, and then another, 
and still another. 

That evening definitely became the most 
satisfying evening that we all agreed we had in a long 
time. I felt as if a great battle had been won and we 
were the victors of it. 

 
We ate supper quite late that evening with the 

coals of the campfire heating the kettle for tea. This 
happened long after the last glow of the sunset had 
faded on the horizon. Our tenting spot seemed ideal 
for sitting in the open. The space was protected from 
the coastal winds by a wall of dense shrubbery, 
except for the side of the cliff where the vegetation 
was low enough so that it didn't hide the view of the 
water. 

 
The ocean had been darkly colored that evening 

with a hue of the darkest orange reflecting the sky 
that gradually gave way in places to even darker 
hues, hues of a deep blue that contrasted starkly 
with the last rays of the receding sunset far to the 
right where the horizon appeared almost golden. 
Soon the sky turned cobalt, trending towards black 
above us as the night set in and the first stars 
appeared. Since we had strapped a few bundles of 
firewood onto the top of the truck there was no 
need for anyone to scout around for wood. We had 
come to celebrate and to enjoy also the silence. 
Apart from the faint crackling of the fire, the only 
sounds that we could hear, when everyone was 
quiet, where the sounds of the surf washing up onto 
the beach and flowing back, interspersed with the 
occasional cries of seagulls. 

The muted sounds added to the holiday kind of 
background. It even added to the music that we had 
brought in the form of tapes that played well on our 
little radio. Some of the more familiar tines became 
our first campfire songs. It seemed the most natural 
thing to do to sing along, and the right thing to do 
when the moon stood high above us in the now 
cloudless dark. We were singing, interrupted with 
chatting, till way past midnight on this first night in 
our New World. Perhaps we stretched the 
celebration out just to prove to us that this was our 
own campground and that it was so big that no one 
could possibly hear us no matter how noisy we 
would be or shriek with excitement whenever that 
seemed appropriate. 

 
A similar mood prevailed the next morning. 

Everyone was happy and singing the songs from the 
night before, or simply humming the melodies. And 
who needed a campfire, this time? Better things lay 
before us. 
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The sun was already high over the horizon when 
Sylvia and I got up. We both felt great. Tony seemed 
to have been up for some time already. He sat at the 
edge of the cliff, his feet dangling into the void. He 
waved when he saw us and came back to the camp. 
As he did, he mentioning the word, "breakfast." 

 
I think we were too excited not to feel great that 

morning, even before breakfast. Soon the griddle 
was sizzling with frying eggs and bacon. After all, we 
had made having breakfast a priority this time. It was 
made a rule that breakfast would come first before 
we would be thinking about going to the beach. In 
fact, we did our best to make breakfast last for as 
long as we could, because going to the beach meant 
building a trail down to it. There existed no ready-
made path. 

 
I wasn't surprised that morning when I turned 

the radio on that I nearly missed the morning news. 
As expected the financial commentator reported 
heavy trading once again on the New York Stock 
Exchange, and that prices were said to be firming up. 
Everything that he said confirmed what Steve had 
predicted. The world had become 'normal' once 
more. I turned to a music station. 

 
With nothing else to worry about, the only item 

on the agenda that morning, apart from washing the 
dishes, was the task that wouldn't go away, of 
building the trail to our beach. The trail was needed 
to serve as our lifeline, our passageway to the only 
spring of fresh water that we had found on the 
property previously. 

Initially we had thought that we might camp 
right on the beach itself, near the spring, but building 
a trail to it seemed easier than getting the truck 
down on the ancient washed-out road that we had 
found at the far side of the beach. As I recalled, the 
road seemed 'steep' in some places. Building a foot 
trail seemed to be definitely a better choice, even if 
it involved some hard work cutting across dense 
vegetation and some extensive efforts in gathering 
rocks for stairs. It was hard work though. We had 
brought axes and shovels along, and a chain saw that 
was mostly useless on the spindly shrubs.  

On Tony's urging we started to dig, hack, and 
saw, right after breakfast. Tony called himself our 
"logistics officer," when he proudly laid the first 
steps by planting two flat rocks that he had 

"imported" from a weathered outcropping further 
along the cliff. 

For lunchtime, of course, we all climbed back up 
to the camp. We ate under a group of trees near the 
inland edge of our high platform. The view from 
there was just as wide and magnificent in the other 
direction. When standing on top of the truck the 
view extended across a sea of treetops towards the 
highway, and in the other direction across the deep 
blue of the open Atlantic. To the right, behind the 
cliff the terrain gave way to a gully that we used as 
our gateway down, both to the spring and to the 
beach. 

 
At lunch that day we listened to the radio once 

more. We listened to a pop music station, but even 
that had its hourly news clip interspersed with a brief 
financial report that was no different than I had 
expected. Stock prices had fallen sharply. Trading 
volume had increased. The announcer called it a day 
of profit taking. The world hadn't changed at all. I 
turned the radio off again. 

Steve had predicted this kind of uncertainty in a 
system that he felt was bound to fail eventually. I 
wondered though, if it was possible that he might 
have misread the signs. Were we facing the final 
collapse of the system already, rather than in ten or 
twenty years, as Steve had predicted? Would the 
world be facing another stock market crash while we 
were serenely languishing at the beach? As stock 
prices had evaporated that infamous day in 1929, 
many banks had lost their assets that they had used 
up in loans against stock securities that had become 
worthless. The entire credit system had begun to fail 
that day. Industries had lost their financing, people 
had lost faith in the system, production had dropped 
off, unemployment had skyrocketed, money had 
become scarce, and after that the infamous bread 
lines had emerged as the Great Depression unfolded. 
Would the coming crash be worse than the great 
crash in 1929 that had brought the whole country to 
its knees, opening the gate to the infamous Hoover 
Depression, a depression brought on by idiotic policy 
measures? The nation didn't recover from this horrid 
depression until many years later Franklin Delanor 
Roosevelt came onto the scene with his massive 
"new deal" of infrastructure development projects 
and social support programs. Hoover had promised a 
chicken in every pot, an empty promise after three 
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years of nothing. Roosevelt, in total contrast, had 
offered a whole New World, and he did deliver. 

All this was history of course, but would history 
repeat itself? In fact, could it possibly repeat itself, or 
would things be worse? We all knew that our 
country had drifted into a much deeper mess than it 
had been in, back in 1929. Farming hadn't been 
wrecked before the 1929 crash. The industries hadn't 
been demolished then, nor had the rail grid been 
taken down as was already beginning with fuel prices 
going through the roof. Neither had America become 
beggars to the world, supported with cheap 
imported goods that we could no longer produce 
ourselves. 

I decided to dismiss the thought that Steve might 
have been wrong when he said that we weren't in a 
crisis situation yet. This meant that the chaos that he 
said was coming, was still a long way off and would 
be worse than anything we had ever seen or 
endured. With that thought I let the holiday mood 
resume. 

 
I felt comfortable after a while with the thought 

that the world would just keep on rolling along. 
Perhaps it was the holiday mood that was causing 
this leisurely feeling. After lunch was completed, 
none of us really felt like working on the trail again. 
Consequently, we all lazed around for an hour 
putting in a snooze. Two seagulls fighting woke us 
up. 

The work was still there when we awoke. We 
had to do it. As tough as the slugging turned out to 
be, we needed that access to the spring of fresh 
water. The spring that we had found was located at 
the bottom of the slope to the right of the gully. No 
one can live without water for long, us included. The 
supply that we had brought wasn't intended to last 
long, and wouldn't have. In a sense, building that 
trail to the beach was our own vital infrastructure 
project. Thus, building it wasn't an option. It was a 
necessity. Without access to water we wouldn't be 
able to remain at our paradise for long. Maybe it was 
that realization that drove us back to work. 

  
We emerged from the 'jungle' in the late 

afternoon, exhausted, but happy that the work had 
been completed. By doing the work we had 
transformed our encampment into a livable world. 
Steve would have said that we had created a whole 
New World for ourselves that didn't exist before we 

laid our hand at the axe. The trail had been cut 
through all the way to the beach. A crude sort of trail 
it turned out to be, but for the moment it met our 
needs perfectly well. We could think of many 
refinements. Certainly more steps were needed in 
some of the steeper places, but the refinements 
could wait. The holiday mood won out. 

As soon as we got out to the open beach we 
'collapsed' as it were, against a log, to rest our tired 
bones, except Tony. Tony seemed to be tougher. He 
ran back up to the camp to test our newly built trail, 
and to bring down some snacks and fruit. He also 
returned with a pitcher for the first draft of water 
from our own spring. 

 Never had a glass of water been as tasty as it 
was that day. We were all certain of that. The pitcher 
was filled three times. 

We savored the water and the nourishment of 
fruits and cake. What more could one ask for than 
this, being leisurely stretched out on the sand right 
where we were, eating and drinking, with nothing 
more urgent on the agenda than to be lazily 
stretched out on our perfectly clean sand, 
pretending that this was paradise, which indeed it 
seemed to be. Except, we weren't on a tropical island 
to make the dream complete. Apart from this small 
technicality we could just as well have been on a 
disserted island. There were no footprints in the 
sand as far as anyone could see, except our own. 
Being at our beach that day was rather magical in 
this sense, like being in paradise alright. We all 
agreed on that. 

 
We hadn't been at the beach for more than an 

hour that afternoon when Sylvia noticed someone in 
the distance coming towards us. A while later we 
recognized that there were two people coming, 
which we recognized later to be a man and a woman 
walking hand in hand. They were the first people we 
had seen on the beach, ever. At our last visit we had 
met no one. 

"Two lovers," I commented. I didn't give the 
matter a great deal more attention, except that I 
liked the idea that we weren't totally alone. 

A while later Tony nudged me. "Isn't this Heather 
with the guy over there? I can't be sure, but her hat 
looks familiar and the dress too. They are both quite 
unusual, don't you think?" 

I looked up. "Yes, indeed, that's got to be 
Heather. But how on Earth...!" I practically jumped 
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up to be noticed. I stood on the log and waved. The 
man saw us. He pointed to us. They stopped 
momentarily, then turned towards us. 

I was more than glad to see Heather again. What 
a surprise! Strangely, Heather reacted as though we 
had never met. Her gesture was cold, like a wall of 
ice, but her tone of voice seemed to say that the ice 
wasn't real. 

The man was most friendly. He asked where we 
came from and what we were doing. He couldn't 
help noticing our equipment by the log. 

"We're camping on the bluff," explained Tony. 
"We've just finished building a trail to the beach." 

The man seemed troubled by this. "You can't do 
that!" he interrupted Tony. "This is private property, 
haven't you seen the no-trespassing signs? Camping 
is forbidden here!" 

"My friend is right," said Heather. "He is a priest. 
We have special permission to come here." 

"I hate to say this, but you really ought to leave," 
said the priest seriously. 

Tony shook his head. "After all that work! You 
have no idea what a chore it was building a trail 
down here." He began to laugh. 

"Oh that too, you'd better get your tools out of 
here quickly," added the priest. "If the owner sees 
them, there is no telling what he will do. There will 
be war!" 

"Don't worry," said Tony, grinning. "We are the 
owners of this land. Pete just bought the place: the 
beach, the hills, a hundred acres of it, all signed, 
sealed, and delivered, just a few weeks ago. There'll 
be no war." 

"Of course, you're always welcome," said Sylvia. 
"Whatever privilege you had been given still stands. 

The priest smiled and nodded. 
"Since we're on the subject of war," I said to him, 

"what is your opinion as a priest about our chances 
of avoiding nuclear war in this time of an unfolding 
economic depression." 

I expected this to come as a shock to him. But it 
didn't. He sat down on our log. 

"So you know about it," he said. "It's a black, 
black situation, and getting worse." 

"That's an odd answer for a priest," commented 
Tony. 

"Yes, but I see nothing that gives reason for 
hope. Everybody is doing the exact opposite of what 
is right. And the damn church doesn't help either," 
he said angrily. 

"How so?" asked Sylvia astonished. 
"Prayer!" 
"What's wrong with prayer?" Sylvia asked. 
"It's used as a tranquilizer to put people to sleep. 

Our country would still have a chance if we mobilized 
all the resources we have within us. But we don't do 
it. We just fold our hands and pray. We're putting 
ourselves to sleep with these endless petitions to 
God, which in themselves add up to a total denial of 
our own inner resources as human beings. And this 
denial runs deep. It has so distorted the identity of 
our humanity that we are no longer aware of our 
own inherent strength and vitality. We are sitting 
back, just as I said, with our hands folded, waiting for 
the holocaust to happen, or to blow away with the 
wind, or for God to cause a great miracle and change 
the world for us that we've messed up. We should be 
out fighting to stop the destruction that is going on! 
The mess that we created is our mess alone, not 
God's mess." 

"The only way you can fight it, is to uproot the 
'tree of knowledge' that has created the 
fragmentation that has divided the world," I 
suggested. "We have divided and isolated the world 
so deeply that people are more inclined to steal from 
one-another instead to create riches that enrich one 
another and our world. People steal from each other, 
from society, from other nations. Financial stealing 
has become the Number One industry in the world, 
second only to slavery." 

"Slavery is a form of stealing too," said the priest 
immediately. "It is the worst form of stealing. If 
that's possible," he added. 

"We need to stop that," I said to him. "We need 
to stop the fragmentation. In order to do that, we 
need to deal with each other laterally, brother to 
brother as human beings, on a platform of universal 
love."   

"That's impossible," said the priest, "you can't 
undo knowledge. The tree of false knowledge cannot 
be uprooted." 

"Of course you can uproot knowledge and make 
it disappear, if the knowledge is false," I said to him. 
"You can undo everything that is false by replacing it 
with what is true. I just spent ninety-eight-thousand 
dollars on the exact same project."  

The priest shook his head. "It would be 
marvelous if you could do that, but what you 
propose can't be done. You cannot erase history. 



Chapter 1 – Our Seashore Paradise 

13 

What has been done, is done! Whatever knowledge 
has been gathered, is forever with us." 

"Ah, but you can supplant it with new 
knowledge," I said. 

"You can reverse the trend that got us into this 
shit!" said Tony. 

"Actually it is possible to redo history," I said to 
the priest. "This is being done all the time in 
science." I explained to him that this is what happens 
when new discoveries are made, like new discoveries 
of some fundamental principle. "Suddenly a whole 
lot of old knowledge becomes invalidated. It simply 
ceases to matter when it is being recognized to have 
been false or incomplete, even though it had been 
honored for centuries as the truth, right to that very 
point." 

"For example?" he said. 
"For example," I continued, "a long time ago 

people once 'knew' that the Earth is flat. Many 
sailors feared that they might drop off the edge of 
the world when they went too far from shore. Now 
they know better. All it took was one moment of a 
higher realization, and bang, all the false 
assumptions of a thousand years standing went out 
of the window and ceased to exist as if they had 
never been valid in the first place. So you see, it is 
possible to alter history by invalidating it in terms of 
what it represented. This is done all the time. It 
happens quickly, when it happens. It's an amazing 
process. In fact, there should be a lot more of that 
going on." I told the priest that this was the very 
process that we wanted to encourage right there on 
the beach. 

The priest shook his head again. 
"Didn't you hear," said Tony, "we are in the 

process of doing it. We are going to do it right here 
on this beach, as Pete said. We are setting up a 
nudist camp with art workshops and a discussion 
center. We are going to do leading edge research 
here. We are going to invite the unaligned thinkers 
of the world to come here. We are going to build an 
infrastructure for spiritual discovery and 
development right here at this very beach." He 
stabbed his finger into the sand. "Once the proper 
infrastructures are in place, things will develop 
amazingly fast. We have all experienced the power 
of this process ourselves. This is the opposite to 
leaning back with our hands folded." 

The priest seemed puzzled for a moment. He 
muttered something about a nudist camp. 

"Why not a nudist beach?" I asked. "It generates 
a sense of freedom and unity as though the tree of 
false knowledge, or invalid knowledge, had been 
uprooted. That's what we hope to achieve." 

Sylvia told them how the project came about, 
including Heather's connection. 

That's when Heather revealed herself to Sylvia. 
With tears in her eyes, she added; "I didn't realize 
that you knew." 

"Yes, I can see how a nudist beach could reverse 
fragmentary perception," said the priest eventually. 

"So, you're not opposed to it?" said Tony. 
The priest just smiled. "Heck, no! Why should I?" 
"I thought as a priest, because of religion, you 

might not like it," said Tony. "It could be a noose 
around your neck." 

The priest waved his hands as though the subject 
didn't apply. "I'm not really a priest," he said. "I'm a 
freelancer you might say. I have no doctrine, perform 
no marriages. I'm essentially a scientist, a nuclear 
physicist, presently exploring whatever science there 
is behind religion." 

He told us that he had grown up with a 
background in science through the Navy. He said he 
got interested in nuclear physics after Admiral 
Rickover had organized his famous Oak Ridge School 
of Reactor Technology. The priest told us that his 
earlier time at the Oak Ridge School had been 
tremendously fruitful for him. He told us that it had 
really been the US Navy that had pioneered the way 
for mankind's modern commercial nuclear energy 
infrastructure, and Rickover had been the main 
driving force behind that. He explained that today's 
commercial nuclear power industry was a direct 
spin-off from that, and that he was proud to have 
been a part of it in some small way. "Admiral 
Rickover wanted a better power source for the 
nation's submarines. He fought for it. Now the whole 
world benefits from that man's efforts. That's how a 
single man can uplift the world. Wouldn't you be 
proud to be a part of that? Rickover had a sign in his 
office that I'll never forget. It read, 'Where there is 
no vision the people perish.' That's from the Bible, 
from Psalms, and its true. Unfortunately, we have 
lost our vision." 

 
The priest spoke proudly of his involvement with 

the Navy's pioneering achievements, even though he 
became involved only near the end of it, near the 
end of the Nautilus epoch. "In those days you 
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weren't married to any specific organization," he 
explained. "You got involved across the whole 
frontier, wherever research and development was 
taking place. Often the Navy merely provided the 
paycheck while we were working for months at a 
time in the labs of General Electric. But this exciting 
time of cooperative discoveries is long gone," said 
the priest quietly. "Rickover is gone, and so is the 
pioneering spirit. The accountants have taken over. 
The world is now run by the penny-wise and the 
dollar-foolish. Our nation has been letting go of its 
soul and its spirit, the very thing that once held it 
together and made it great and took us onto the top 
of the world. Now, only a few of the achievements of 
this time still remain, like nuclear power, and that 
too, is under attack." 

 
The priest took me aside and explained to me, as 

though it were a secret, that today's trend is to scrap 
whatever smells remotely of technological progress. 
"It's like the nation has been forced to revert back to 
a 'fundamentalist' type of existence, a primitive 
existence without a proper economic infrastructure. 
Except without a proper economic infrastructure 
people cannot survive," he said. "What is happening 
today is murder, plain and simple murder." 

     He spoke quietly so that the others wouldn't 
hear him. He was furious. He was furious also about 
the support that the primitive fundamentalist 
movement was getting. He was especially furious 
about their platform that would exile the women of 
the world back to 'their place' as slaves, submissive 
to men. 

I reached out my hand to him. "Welcome to the 
brave new world, my friend," I said sarcastically. "Do 
you want to help erase that history?" I added. 

I told him about Erica. I told him how lovely she 
was and how exuberant. I told him that she was a 
professor of nuclear physics, working in Leipzig. 
When that shut down she became a professor in 
microbiology. I added that she is now engaged in 
researching the development and the dynamics of 
love. 

"In East Germany the people are apparently not 
as stupid as we are," he replied. "They are not being 
brainwashed as intensively by the media than we are 
in the West, to become stupid. They also appear to 
be more honest in their approach to science and to 
sex, as if the two were the same. That's what 
Heather told me. Apparently, they are far from the 

primitive fundamentalist's approach that we have 
unfolding here in our country that caters to raw 
greed and calls the fascist stealing that's happening 
in the markets, a benefit to society. They wouldn't 
allow over there what we hail here. It's too 
destructive to society." He said this as though he 
totally deplored the fundamentalist trend to raw 
greed. He finally came right out with it and said that 
he loved our idea of a nudist beach, a project "that 
inspires honesty and openness," as he put it. 

Moments later, to show his support, he 
suggested that we initiate the project right there and 
then. 

I looked at him in disbelief, Tony too, as he, the 
priest, started taking his clothes off. 

"OK," said Tony when the shock wore off. 
Moments later he proceeded to do the same as the 
priest. We all did. What else is a beach for but for 
swimming? 

Unfortunately, the water had become quite cold. 
Swimming that late in the year was like swimming in 
an ocean of ice cubes. After a while, though, a lovely 
tingling sensation set in and the water began to feel 
great and one's skin as smooth as silk! 

 
After we dried off in the sunshine by walking 

around, the priest invited us to his house for a cup of 
coffee. "By the way, my name is Ross, Ross 
Jacobson," he said. 

So we introduced ourselves at long last and 
shook hands. 

 
Ross told us on the way that he and Heather 

lived in a log cabin built on a ridge at the far side of 
the bay, the bay that we evidently shared. He said 
that his place was about a half-hour's walk distant. 
He pointed to it. 

The house could barely be seen. He had to 
describe its location before we could see it. It 
seemed well hidden at the far end of the ridge, right 
at the entrance point of our bay. He told us that his 
place was overlooking both the ocean and the bay, 
with also a wide western exposure. He said that he 
could oversee everything from his balcony as if the 
world lay at his feet. 

As I expected the trail to his house started way 
past the end of the beach, cutting through low 
vegetation, gently leading up to a rocky tree-covered 
ledge. That's how I would have built the trail, and it 
was well built. 
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When we got to the cabin, WOW! I was 
impressed. The place was huge. What looked like a 
cabin from the beach was a log house two stories 
high. On the side facing the ocean it featured an 
enormous porch. And behind the house Ross showed 
us another porch with a Jacuzzi. 

"The place isn't easily seen from the shore," Ross 
explained, "it blends in with the landscape when you 
look at it from a distance." He had vines growing 
right up to the roof, covering the entire front wall 
facing the beach. 

Both Ross and Heather showed us around. 
Heather sometimes spoke of the house as if it were 
her own place too. "We really love it here," she said 
at one point. Of course her enthusiasm was justified. 
It was a delightful place, indeed. That she was living 
there with Ross became obvious when Ross asked 
me to join him in his office. On the way he showed 
me the bedroom of the house that was adjoined to a 
corner room that was evidently his office. Both 
rooms were facing east towards the ocean. In fact, 
we had to walk partly through the bedroom to get to 
the office part. As expected Heather's distinct 
feminine touch was prominently evident throughout 
the bedroom. The walls appeared to have been 
newly decorated. Color coordinated curtains graced 
the windows with patterns of wildflowers and an 
almost matching bed spread. The bed was angled 
slightly north, facing the window, exactly the way we 
had once rearranged a bed in a hotel room to make 
it possible for us to see the first light of the day from 
our pillows without getting up. 

No doubt, 'Heather is happy here,' I thought. I 
was glad for her. There was a small vase of flowers 
on the dresser at the far wall of the room. I noticed 
her comb beside the vase, a unique comb with a 
silver edge that broadened and became its handle. I 
remembered her using it every morning. Getting her 
hair just right seemed important, as important as 
choosing the right blouse to wear for the kind of day 
it would be. The last thing that I noticed before 
entering Ross' domain, was Heather's straw hat 
hanging on the wall to the right of the dresser, a 
large hat with a wide rim that we had bought 
together in Vegas during our days of fun, happiness, 
and excitement, when we had 'escaped' from Key 
West. 

Ross explained in his office, without giving any 
details, that he was stationed at this place on some 
kind of Coast Guard duty. The explanation seemed to 

justify some of the equipment that I saw, including a 
rather large telescope covered with a black velvet 
dust-cloth. He explained that the surveillance work 
was far too boring for a sane man, so that he spent 
his time there mostly doing scientific research, 
something to keep his mind sharp and on edge. He 
showed me some of it, something that Steve might 
have been able to identify, but not I. 

After my visit to the office was concluded, he 
invited us all to join him for a drink on the porch. He 
offered a bottle of wine. Heather had offered lemon-
aid. Heather's offer won out. 

 
The early evening passed quickly that way, in 

light conversation, and rather pleasantly in pleasant 
company. We had a broad view from Ross' high-
perched 'castle' by the sea. The perimeter of the 
seaside porch had been made of glass held in place 
with a rather wide aluminum bar, wide enough for a 
few pots of flowers to be placed on it near the 
house. 

     The sea lay calm below us, blue and sparkling, 
reflecting the setting sun. Together with the lemon 
aid, a batch of cookies had been served. Only a few 
of them now remained. As I reached for the last one I 
noticed that the northern horizon had become dark. 
I needed to stand up to reach for the cookie plate. 
Still, the dark on the horizon seemed far away. I took 
another look briefly and soon forgot about it. It was 
far too pleasant to be thinking about what lay far in 
the distance. I felt at peace. I felt happy seeing 
Heather again, and more so to see her so 
wonderfully happy herself in her New World. I felt 
joyous for her; joyous to see her smiles again; and 
joyous also over the realization that we had actually 
become neighbors. It seemed like a fairy-tale was 
unfolding. 

 
Our conversation in the bright evening sunshine 

reflected this mood. Nobody spoke about the stock 
market crisis or the possibility for a nuclear war, or 
anything else connected with politics. We barely 
noticed that the dark clouds on the horizon had 
grown larger and had turned into storm clouds. A 
massive front was now coming down from the North. 
But who cared? The dark front was still a good 
distance away. 

Eventually the focus of the conversation shifted 
onto what to do for dinner. Ross looked at the storm 
clouds and then at his watch. "Let me invite you to 
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stay for dinner," he said, "otherwise you might get 
caught up in the storm that's coming in. It seems to 
be coming down faster than has been forecast." 

Heather agreed with him and insisted that we 
stay. By then the dark front stood close enough to 
cast its shadow on the sea. It had made the sea 

appear dark and gray all of a sudden, just as the 
storm front itself was blending gray into gray without 
a horizon. 

"We rarely have visitors coming," Heather added 
to her invitation. 
 



 

 Chapter 2 - A Shadow in 
the Night.  

 
 Since we were invited, we all pitched in with the 

preparation for dinner; or rather we stood in each 
other's way trying to organize a three-course meal. 
Naturally this was delightful, too. 

The same could also be said about the meal, 
itself. A committee of expert cooks had superbly 
prepared it. We had shrimp from a can for a shrimp 
cocktail, spinach from Ross' garden, roast beef from 
his freezer, cake that Heather had made in the 
morning, and in-between a bottle of wine from Ross' 
cellar, the bottle that he had offered earlier, a spicy 
red wine from a small winery in the Napa Valley 
some two thousand miles away at the opposite end 
of the country. Ross said that he had saved it for a 
special occasion, and that this seemed to be such a 
one. 

With the meal concluded, Ross suggested that 
we should also consider staying for the night since 
the storm was brewing up into something much 
bigger than had been forecast on the weather 
report. He made some phone calls to confirm that 
the pattern had changed. The clouds became darker 
by the minute, moving in much faster now, 
accompanied by lightning. White caps could be seen 
on the water. "This is no time for camping," said 
Ross. 

 
Ross and I had left the balcony where the dinner 

had been served, to report to the weather service 
that the storm was bigger than expected and was 
pulling whitecaps on the open waters. Ross felt that 
a small-craft warning should have been issued. He 
had a small telescope set up that he used for 
measuring the movements of clouds to calculate the 
wind speed. I voiced my astonishment that this was 
possible. 

"It's nothing accurate," he said and pointed to 
the ceiling. "There is a small tower on top of the roof 
that contains the real instrumentation. I only 
calculate the variance between that and the open 
sea." 

Heather, Tony, and Sylvia were busy clearing the 
table and finishing up in the kitchen. The dishes were 
already put away when I brought the empty 

wineglasses back. Heather had refilled them again to 
use up the little that had been left from dinner. She 
called to Ross and suggested that we should join 
them on the porch once we were done making the 
weather report. Ross agreed, but added that he first 
wanted to show me some more of the results of his 
latest research work. 

After the weather report call was made, Ross 
asked me to wait in his office for a moment while he 
went back to the kitchen to get us some more to 
drink. "Is orange juice alright?" he called back. 

I told him it would be great. While he was gone I 
overheard Sylvia on the balcony speaking with 
Heather. The conversation was about me. 

"...You don't need to apologize for what has 
happened," said Sylvia to Heather. 

"I wouldn't dream of it. I had the most wonderful 
time in my entire life during those days with Peter," 
Heather replied. "Something like that doesn't 
happen to one every day. I will never deny 
something that was so precious to me. But I can't tell 
you more than that." 

"No, please don't." 
"You probably wouldn't understand what I 

mean," said Heather. "I can hardly understand it 
myself. You're married to him, but I love him just the 
same. This was the first real love I ever knew. I think 
you will never know what it took that day to leave 
him on his way back to you. Running off was the only 
thing that I could do." 

"Don't forget that we are in love, too," said 
Sylvia. 

"Of course you are, but that's not the way it was 
when I got married to Winston," said Heather. "What 
a slavery that was! For Winston, everything was 
allowed, because of my marriage to him, everything 
cruel that is. Love was no longer a factor. I was a 
piece of inventory under his control. He said at one 
time, once you're married you don't need to be in 
love. I can tell that your marriage will never be like 
that. Pete would never dream of saying such a thing 
to you, or to anyone else. I could feel that he was in 
love with you, even then, both with you and with 
me, and with others too. Winston, on the other 
hand, had four girlfriends, and I'm sure he loved 
none of them. He said it was his right to have them. I 
can't imagine Pete ever saying a thing like that, not 
even about Ursula Fleischer. Nor did I feel cheated 
when Pete talked to me about you, or about her. It 
was nice to feel his love for you, and for Ursula, 
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because I realized that he felt the same about me. I 
even have a hunch that he may have come to love 
you more, because of me. It's just a feeling. 
Something that was growing while we were 
together." 

"Pete told me that loving you was the most 
natural thing," said Sylvia. 

"I think it had something to do with what had 
happened to him in East Germany," said Heather. 

"Did he tell you much about East Germany?" said 
Sylvia. 

Heather nodded. I could see her reflection in the 
glass of the hummingbird feeder. 

"Tell me, did you feel cheated in any way when 
he told you about what had happened in East 
Germany, though it happened only a few days 
before?" asked Sylvia. 

"I've always felt cheated by Winston, never by 
Pete. It was exciting to hear Pete talk about his 
experiences, to hear him speak with such deep 
respect about other women. How could I feel 
cheated by that? It was nice to be able to sense what 
he felt, to sense the passion in his love, the joy, and 
the warmth, even to sense that the passion for love 
had not died out in the world. It was marvelous to 
listen to him, to the way he spoke about Steve and 
his wife. But then I wasn't married to him. Maybe 
you felt differently. Did the thought of it make you 
angry?" 

Sylvia nodded. 
"I can understand this," said Heather. "It's a 

natural reaction if one believes what we were 
taught. Winston certainly was big in demanding his 
territorial rights. I think it gave him a sense of 
security, owning me, not having to worry about my 
reactions as they were guaranteed to him by 
contractual loyalty. I think it gave him a sense of 
status and power. But he never knew the price this 
exacts from another. Maybe that's why there are so 
many divorces." 

"You were divorced, then?" 
Heather shook her head. "No, at first I buckled 

under," said Heather. "Life became agonizing and 
dull. It's terrible to see one's sensitivities go out the 
window. I became irritable. Finally, I couldn't deal 
with the least bit of stress anymore. But it wasn't all 
his fault, he had a lot of stress to deal with." 

  
Heather started to tell Sylvia all about Winston, 

how he went from the university to the steel 

industry as a process engineer. A year later he got 
laid off when the steel prices eroded. "We were 
barely able to hold on to our house," said Heather. 
"He was re-hired only once after that. He was hired 
for a brief period, to oversee the demolition of six 
brand new unused blast furnaces, which the 
company could no longer afford to pay taxes on. This 
must have felt like cutting his own throat." 

Heather said that she and Winston left the city 
right afterwards, and moved to Kansas where he 
worked on his father's farm. But the farm was in 
trouble, too. "It was technically bankrupt like 
thousands of farms were in the area. More and more 
the conversation was about cost-cutting, trying to 
hold off the foreclosure they all knew deep inside 
would eventually happen. Their only consolation was 
that they were not alone in this plight. Winston's 
father always said that 417,000 other farms were 
bankrupt also. This seemed to give him hope. Then 
came the drought. 

"The drought was heartbreaking," said Heather. 
She told Sylvia that Winston and his father would 
walk out into a field and break open some kernels of 
barley and just stare. She saw tears in his father's 
face. The kernels were hollow and much too light. 
The crop wasn't even worth the expense of 
harvesting it. They put cattle out to graze it. One of 
them died, because of a too high concentration of 
nitrogen from the fertilizer that hadn't been fully 
converted for the lack of water. 

She told Sylvia that those pressures made 
Winston unbearable. He became mean, swore at her, 
and even hit her. But this wasn't the reason she left. 
She said that the final straw was his father becoming 
involved with the New Unity Church that was 
catering to financially troubled farmers. The church 
pushed a hate campaign against the 'Jewish devil,' 
the grain cartel operators that were about to devour 
their farms. The church told the farmers they were 
God's chosen people and urged them to defend 
themselves. So Winston and his father, like many 
others, went and bought themselves automatic 
weapons and boxes of ammunition. 

"That's when you got divorced?" Sylvia asked. 
"No, that would have been too painful. I simply 

walked out. It was a thousand times better to be 
alone, lonely, and destitute, than to be locked into 
such an explosive prison. Maybe this was also the 
reason why I allowed myself to fall in love with Pete 
on the very day we met. He was so free, so 
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uncomplicated. He made no demands. He 
appreciated my need to be myself. There was a 
gentle passion in the air that was totally beautiful 
compared to that phony romance Winston and I had 
before we got married. Pete's love opened like the 
pedals of a flower in the morning sun. Everything 
unfolded by itself with no one pushing anything. 
Everything was easy and natural between Pete and 
me, and much more beautiful than any contrived 
romance could be. I don't think I really knew what 
love is, until then, and how its fire can lighten the 
world. I only knew what hate is." 

Heather told Sylvia that she couldn't 
comprehend whom Winston and his father had 
thought they would shoot at with their guns. If it was 
really the cartels that were squeezing them, they 
would never be able to shoot at the people who had 
them under their thumb. The rulers of the cartels 
would never be found outside of their villas in 
Switzerland. The local bank would get the sheriff to 
evict the farmers once the foreclosure notice was 
served. They would then instruct the local real estate 
agent to sell the farm at auction. Then another real 
estate agent would put up a few pennies to buy the 
property in order to fill the land purchase orders that 
came from the cartels. She said they would have to 
shoot their own people with their machine guns. 

Heather said that the language that was used 
scared her the most. They were calling Hitler their 
brother. She said that it was devastating to see how 
many fields were left bare once the farms were 
auctioned off. She could certainly see how this 
Hitler-type violence could attract a simple-minded 
farmer, a person who had worked all his life on the 
land and was about to loose it for no fault of his own. 

Heather said that in a way she couldn't fault the 
farmers for being so angry, seeing all this productive 
capacity being idled when the funds simply weren't 
available anymore to plant the new crops, and this 
while human beings were starving to death in Africa, 
and even at home in the slums of the cities. The 
empty fields meant that plagues and deadly diseases 
could spring up again, caused by malnutrition, even 
some that for a long time were deemed a thing of 
history. 

"I'm sorry you had to go through all this," Sylvia 
interrupted her. 

"No, don't be sorry," Heather replied. "I've come 
out of this richer. I've come to realize that no one in 
the world has any power over me: no man, not even 

Pete; or any thing, including nuclear war. If a Russian 
bomb kills us tomorrow, so be it. I had life, and I had 
wonderful experiences. If it ends tomorrow, fine! 
The threat of it won't get me down today. This 
attitude, I got from Pete. He was so alive! His answer 
was that life is not an Olympic competition in which 
only one person out of the whole world can win. He 
said that life is love. He said, its principle is universal 
loving. He didn't really know how to explain this. 
However, by the way he acted it was plain to see 
that he regarded the Principle of Universal Love that 
he discovered in East Germany, to be the only 
platform in the world that he could think of on which 
everybody wins. He was excited about this. I think 
we should all be." 

"Unless we manage to screw this up, too," Sylvia 
interrupted her. "I nearly screwed this up in a big 
way." 

Heather nodded. "That's easy to do, especially 
when all this is new. It doesn't seem real at first. At 
first it comes to light as something too good to be 
real. But eventually it did seem real. I didn't know 
this at first," said Heather. "I just felt that Pete had 
opened up a whole New World for me, a world that I 
never knew could exist. Yes, I did manage to screw 
this up. I think I have hurt Peter badly when I walked 
away from him. I think I did this on order to make it 
easier for us all to re-establish the Old World again. 
The challenges became too great to go forward. 
That's how I screwed up. Still, the sparkle of this New 
World that I had turned my back to did never go 
away. It became a way of life that I am trying to hold 
on to. It made me love everybody more. I hope to 
bring some of that into Ross' life now." 

"Yes, that is what Peter had proposed to me that 
we should all do for one-another," said Sylvia. "I was 
furious at first that he would even consider 
something like that. I answered him by proposing a 
divorce, but he just kept on loving me and fighting 
for me, raising me up. Eventually I did begin to sense 
the sparkle that you are talking about, of what he 
called the Principle of Universal Love. I never heard 
of a thing like that before. Now that I am beginning 
to be touched by it, I can barely imagine what a 
wonderful world we would live in if this were to 
happen on a global scale. However, Peter goes still 
further. He says that we have no choice, really, but 
to make this New World a reality. He says that the 
Old World has become too dangerous for us all to 
live in, in which no one might survive, or only a very 
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few can. Still, I think what really drives him is the 
sparkle of the New World. I think that's the real 
gem." 

"And why shouldn't it drive him, Sylvia," said 
Heather. "Can't you imagine what a wonderful world 
we really have within our grasp in which everybody 
wins, in which nobody looses? Right now we live in 
an Olympic world in which everybody in the world 
looses, except a few. In our Olympic world the entire 
game that we play revolves around a vicious struggle 
of beating everybody to the punch. That is why 
nobody wins. Can you imagine what the world will be 
like if this becomes history and we support one-
another to such a degree that everybody wins in life? 
That's the sparkle that I saw in Pete, which I want to 
see everywhere. That's the New World that I want to 
live in as much as possible. Of course, getting there 
from where we are right now, is a huge challenge. It 
seems almost impossible to get there. However, 
even against these odds, Pete pushes himself ahead. 
I think, sometimes he is quite scared about it, 
actually." 

Sylvia nodded reluctantly. 
Heather began to laugh. "Let me tell you about 

this strip joint in Key West," she added. "We came to 
this place without knowing what it was. Pete didn't 
walk out when he discovered what the pub was that 
we went to. It had featured live music for lunch, and 
had been recommended to us for its renowned fish 
fillets. Peter didn't seem to be taken aback that it 
was also a strip-joint. Instead of being embarrassed 
he merely commented that the people in this place 
were probably more human, honest, and open to life 
than the entire Admiralty had been that had been 
squeezing information out of him for a week, during 
the debriefing sessions, demanding information 
about East Germany that would betray the very 
people who had been his host." 

 
I noticed with some surprise when I heard Sylvia 

and Heather talk on the balcony that Heather 
sounded like Lora the stripper. She even suggested 
to Sylvia that I probably would have invited her and 
Tony to this pub for that very reason if I had known 
this to be a strip palace, which I didn't. Yes, she had 
figured me out all right. 

 
"Even under those circumstances it was nice to 

watch Pete enjoy life unimpeded," said Heather to 
Sylvia. "Of course he would never admit that he 

really enjoyed what he saw, at least some of it. He 
played the old game that one isn't supposed to enjoy 
that sort of thing in the presence of a lady. 
Fortunately, he played the game poorly. I just 
couldn't help loving him for whatever he did," she 
said. "Life is too short to let anything that is so 
intrinsically good slip away in self-imposed poverty, 
don't you agree?" 

 
Their talking stopped right after that. I couldn't 

see why. I couldn't see the balcony from where I 
was. But I could see their reflection in the 
hummingbird feeder. They were embracing one-
another. 

"Would you like to spent a night with Pete 
again?" Sylvia asked quietly. 

"If he still wants me," Heather replied in a happy 
voice. "It's up to him." 

"There is a principle that Pete has become 
concerned with lately. He says there is a principle in 
the Universe that appears to be fundamental to 
civilization. By this principle, the needs of the one 
outweigh the needs of the many, because the 
fulfilling of the needs of the many rests on the same 
platform on which the needs of the one are fulfilled. 
He says that once this is understood, a renaissance 
will erupt in the world that has love as its foundation 
from the grassroots level up. He says this foundation 
stands on three pillars: one is the Universe and the 
principles by which it exists; the second is mankind 
by which the principles are applied; and the third is 
the Science of Truth with which the principles are 
discovered. He stresses that these principles are not 
empty, but profound, and powerful, and fulfilling, 
and wrapped up with love rather than isolation and 
division. 

"He didn't say anything like that when I met 
him," said Heather. 

"He didn't stand still," said Sylvia. "And he is 
adamant that neither should we stand still. He says 
that whatever we imagine to be possible in 
mankind's distant future, is possible today, because 
the principles for it already exist. He asks why society 
should wait a thousand years for a bright civilization, 
when the resources already exist to have it right 
now. And he says that the same applies in the social 
domain. He says reality is now. He says that 
whatever we can imagine to be possible in the future 
based on recognized principles, we should 
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implement now. Why wait for a thousand years if we 
can have the future now?" 

"If he had said this to me in the days of the 
Sandcastle I wouldn't have dreamed of walking 
away, and if you have known this then, you would 
have invited me to stay in your house for as long as I 
had a need for it," said Heather. 

"I guess I am inviting you now retroactively," said 
Sylvia, "which I would not have been able to do then. 
And knowing Pete, as I am beginning now to discover 
him, he would value such an invitation, especially if it 
unfolds the potential to experience the future today, 
for which the foundation already exists, challenging 
as this may be. Pete has a verse of a poem framed 
and hung above his desk. It ends with the line: For 
Sharon's rose must bud and bloom in human heart. 
Pete explained that he finds this line significant, 
because the poet had added a line from Saint Paul as 
a postscript, that God was manifest in the Flesh. He 
suggests that Love cannot be so abstract that it can 
exist without an object. He says that if we love one 
another, God, or the Spirit of the Universe, dwells in 
us, and its Love comes to light in us, as Saint John 
had put it. This means that Love is something 
immensely big that we should never block, but pave 
the way towards us experiencing evermore of it." 

"Maybe that is what Pete had challenged me to 
accept already then during the few Sandcastle days 
we had together," said Heather. "I think we had 
dared to live this Spirit of Love without either of us 
being aware of it. The outcome was evidently greater 
than us, that neither of us could comprehend." 

"And so you came to an impasse," said Sylvia. 
"No, I think the impasse came from the Old 

World that was still in control," said Heather. "The 
closer we came to Pittsburgh, the stronger the 
impasse became. The Old World is filled to the brim 
with unresolved issues and potentially explosive and 
scary ones. I think Pete could sense this too, even 
though he couldn't admit it. My running away at the 
Sandcastle was hard to do, but it was done out of 
love to protect you both. Love demands this 
protection. This is what keeps love alive. At least 
that's what my experience had been. I think Pete felt 
something similar after the shock wore off, and 
maybe you have felt something of that love too." 

There was silence after that. 
 
Luckily Ross came back into the room at this 

point, carrying a pitcher of freshly made orange 

juice. I was feeling increasingly uncomfortable by 
then, having become the object of discussion on the 
balcony. I needed an excuse for going out there, to 
stop the girls discussing me without me being a part 
of it. I felt that I needed to add a few items on the 
subject, about the powerful elements that had made 
those days precious. 

When Ross came into the room I latched onto 
the first thing that came to mind as a diversion. I 
could see a boat a few miles off shore that was 
caught up in the storm, the only boat that I could 
see. 

"Say, Ross, take a look out there," I said and 
pointed to the water. "There's a boat in front of our 
bay. Isn't it dangerous for them to be there in the 
bad weather? If the storm gets worse..." I pointed to 
a fishing boat. The small boat seemed vulnerable. I 
could see whitecaps forming. The storm had already 
caught up with it. "Do you think the fishermen might 
be in trouble?" I said. "Shouldn't we go onto the 
balcony and take a look? Maybe they need help from 
the Coast Guard." 

Ross turned around instantly and looked out the 
window. He looked stunned. He set the pitcher of 
orange juice down onto his desk, and the glasses he 
had brought, without taking his eyes off the fishing 
vessel. He muttered something indecipherable that 
sounded like, "My God, here we go!" 

He turned to me seconds later. "That's not a 
fishing boat, Pete." He had stopped smiling at this 
point. His face had become tense. "This is a Russian 
surveillance ship, disguised as a fishing trawler. 
Damn! They shouldn't be so close to the shore!" 

Ross grabbed a pair of binoculars that were 
hanging near the door of his office and rushed out 
onto the balcony. I followed him. There were no 
other boats visible as far as I could make out, looking 
up and down the coast. Ross, though, was focused 
only on one single spot, where the boat was. 

"Damn!" he shouted some moments later and 
slammed his fist onto the glass-panel railing. 

I was suddenly beginning to wonder what kind of 
coastal surveillance duty Ross was involved in. He 
had called the fish boat a Russian surveillance ship. 
He stood on the balcony looking at the boat like a 
naval commander overseeing a battle. 

"Here, take a look!" he said, handing the 
binoculars to me, then shaking the hand that he had 
hurt hitting the railing. "That's a Russian boat all 
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right," he said to me. He rushed back inside. He said 
something about having to telephone. 

"It's too heavy," his voice came thinly from his 
office. "No, our fishermen aren't that crazy to stay 
out in a storm like that!" 

He closed the door while he spoke on the phone. 
The boat seemed to be in trouble. I gave the 

glasses to Heather and then to Sylvia. Moments later 
Ross called us all into his office. "We'll watch them 
with the big telescope," he said. 

He was considerably calmer now. He turned the 
lights off in the office, opened both windows and 
removed the black velvet cover that had hidden a 
large reflective type telescope. He aimed it carefully 
towards the boat. It was an exquisite instrument, 
finished in velvet black and chrome. I couldn't see a 
scratch on it. He had it mounted on a heavy table. I 
was just about to comment on it when Sylvia and 
Heather came into the room. 

"It looks like the boat is sinking," said Heather 
urgently as she came in.  "Shouldn't someone radio 
for help?" 

"It seems to me they have lifeboats in the water 
beside them," said Sylvia. 

Ross ignored them both. 
I gave the binoculars to Tony. He simply shook 

his head at what he saw. 
Within seconds the telescope was outfitted with 

a video attachment and a computer controlled 
tracking device. Ross opened a closet beside his desk 
that contained the electronics for the thing and a 
large screen. 

"All right then, let's see," said Ross while the 
computer was scanning for the fishing boat. 

"I suppose we will know in a few seconds 
whether the boat is sinking or not," I said to Ross. 

"Pray that it is sinking!" Ross answered. 
Within moments the boat came into view in 

perfect focus. What we witnessed seemed 
remarkable to me, considering the relative darkness 
and the poor weather that was upon us by then. 
Ross operated the computer, zooming in so that the 
boat filled the entire screen. Then he switched to 
what he called "image processing," and the boat 
stood out in even more perfect detail. It was rather 
chilling to watch a Russian warship with such a 
detailed clarity. We could see the individual sailors 
on board. The boat certainly wasn't sinking. 

"Look at this," Ross said. "It's one of the spy ships 
of the Soviet Northern Fleet. They have lots of 
these." 

He told us while we watched that the Soviet's 
Northern Fleet is the largest of the four fleets of the 
Soviet Union. It is based at Murmansk on the Barents 
Sea, with the bulk of it being based farther south on 
the north side of the Kola Peninsula at a gigantic 
complex of naval bases and support installations that 
constitute the greatest concentration of military 
power anywhere in the world. 

"Just look at the shape of the antenna on the 
lower stern deck. It is part of a high-speed data link 
using satellite communication facilities. From there it 
goes all the way back to the Kola." 

He told us that the Kola complex is 60 km long 
and includes 16 complete air bases, all with runways 
of over 2000 meters. "It's the hub of the Soviet 
northern flank and possibly the most defensible 
military installation on the planet. The area is remote 
from population centers, tucked away behind 
northern Finland. It is superbly protected against air 
attacks by its location hidden between mountains. It 
is also protected against any possible naval intrusion, 
by being located at the end of a rather large inland 
sea. He said the Kola is also the most forward air 
defense center the Soviet Union has against strategic 
bombers using the polar route from the USA against 
the Soviet heartland." 

It certainly was amazing to realize how much was 
tied into the little fishing boat that we watched. 

"They might be watching us on TV at the Kola," 
Tony joked. 

"They could very well do that," said Ross. 
"They're watching the entire coastline, especially up 
here near the Norfolk naval installations." 

"They wouldn't be equipped with nuclear armed 
missiles?" Tony asked. 

Ross shook his head. "Information gathering is 
their reason for being here. In a ten-minute nuclear 
war, the precise timing of everything makes all the 
difference. They are monitoring everything that goes 
on." 

Ross stepped aside and looked out of the 
window from where the boat was barely visible now 
in the growing darkness. "Damn! How dare they 
come so near to the coast!" he said angrily. "I wish 
the Coast Guard would believe me and chase them 
back out." 
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He went to the cabinet and turned the video 
recorder on. "They'll have to believe me now," he 
said. 

I asked him what it was that the girls had 
recognized as lifeboats. I couldn't see anything. 

  
"They were on the left side," said Heather, 

"black, quite big, almost too big for lifeboats. There 
seemed to be two of them." 

"Something is going on out there," said Ross, "I 
can feel it in my bones. Something doesn't add up." 
He went to the telescope again and added an 
infrared filter. The image processor adjusted itself 
accordingly. Suddenly Sylvia and Heather shouted in 
unison; "There it is!" 

There was something black there indeed, like a 
lifeboat near the fishing vessel, or rather two, one 
beside the other. But they were far too steady for 
lifeboats. 

"No, those are submarines," said Sylvia calmly. 
"What submarines!" yelled Ross, pushing Tony 

aside, who stood in his way. He added another filter. 
Now the black painted submarines were more 
visible. "Quickly everyone, turn all the lights off in 
the house!" Ross shouted, "...in the kitchen too," he 
yelled at Tony, "quickly please!" 

He worked some more with the image processor. 
On the screen before us were the clear outlines of 
two submarines, each one submerged to its tower 
that was barely visible. Both subs were aligned in 
parallel with the fishing boat. 

"Get those lights out," Ross repeated, "if they 
see us watching, we may be as good as dead. And 
the basement lights too!" he shouted towards the 
kitchen. 

After a little more fiddling, the sub's 
identification markings became visible. 

"That's an old Yankee-1 class sub. They are used 
as nuclear-powered supply ships and attack 
submarines," said Ross after a few moments, wiping 
the sweat off his forehead. 

He said that the Northern Fleet has sixty percent 
of the Soviets' nuclear missile subs. He also told us 
that most of them are permanently stationed off the 
US coast for pin-down missions against ICBM fields. 
The goal is to prevent our missiles from being 
launched while their big SS-26s are coming in from 
Siberia to destroy our missiles in their silos. 
"Whoever strikes first, has nine-tenths of the battle 
won." 

Ross added that the subs' missiles might also be 
targeted against our coastal cities to destroy our 
harbor facilities. He suggested that such an attack 
might take somewhat less then three minutes, from 
start to finish. "Some of the subs' missiles might even 
be targeted against our strategic bomber fields," he 
said, "which can be reached in less than eight 
minutes. 

"It's impossible to get any aircraft off the ground 
in that time-frame," said Tony. 

"That's the point!" said Ross. "That's the 
advantage of launching from submarines, apart from 
their deadly load being indefensible against." 

Ross told us that the two subs that we saw were 
of an older model of the Yankee-1 class. They had 
been taken out of service as primary missile carriers, 
but had still plenty of life left in them to serve as 
cargo ships or as backup attack submarines, and of 
course also as backup missile carriers. He said that 
the subs supplied the spy ships up and down the 
coast. He just couldn't figure out why they had come 
so close to the shore. He said that they had never 
done this in the past. 

He turned to me with a questioning look. "I wish 
I could figure this out," he said. "They normally do 
this far out at sea. Why not now. This doesn't add up, 
Peter. It doesn't look good." 

"Perhaps the sea is too rough farther out," 
suggested Tony. 

Ross agreed that this might be the reason. "Let's 
hope you're right," he said. He added quickly, 
"though I doubt it." 

 
Nothing much happened while we watched. It 

seemed as if they could see us watching them, and 
that they were now waiting for the darkness to settle 
in. 

"The trawler and the subs might just be 
communicating," Tony surmised. 

Ross was much calmer now when he went back 
to the telephone. He called Norfolk again. He told 
them that we were watching the whole show and 
that we had the whole thing on videotape. Norfolk 
decided they wouldn't intervene at this point. 

Ross showed us where the launch tube hatches 
were. He said there were at least thirty Russian subs 
on station at any given time, just outside the US 
territorial limits, a few Yankee-1 ships, with the bulk 
made up of Delta-I, Delta-III and the newest Delta-IV 
boats. He said, at first the subs showed up during 
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naval maneuvers. Then the maneuvers became more 
frequent until they finally remained on permanent 
patrol. Ross said that what we were seeing was an 
extremely rare showing of a supply submarine, not 
to mention two. He told us that we were watching 
two of the five supply boats that are believed to 
service all the spy boats on the East Coast. He said 
that this principle was being used on the West Coast 
as well. 

He also told us that on extremely rare occasions 
one of the Soviet's giant Typhoon subs turns up. Each 
one of them carries twenty long-range, nine-
warhead missiles. He said that the Typhoons usually 
operate only near Murmansk and are designed to 
hide out under the northern ice cap where they are 
supposed to weather out the first round of a nuclear 
exchange. Their task is to stage the after-show, to 
deliver the final, lethal load against any surviving US 
city, should there be no unconditional surrender. 

 
I had heard about the existence of the giant 

Russian subs, but I had never seen one. However, I 
could well imagine them by the way Ross talked. The 
Ogarkov Plan was built around a credible capability 
for waging and winning a limited nuclear war. That 
much I knew for certain. I told Ross about it. 

"Who controls the last strike controls the 
outcome," said Ross calmly. This is the law of the 
game. The Russians are totally aware of this. Expert 
chess players know how the game is won in a tight 
match.  

  
When this episode started, I was tempted to ask 

Ross what organization he worked for. This large log 
house, the expensive equipment, none of that 
existed just for some ordinary Coast Guard duties, 
stargazing, or bird watching. I felt, he might be 
working for the Navy. I was curious. 

"Are you CIA or Navy?" I asked him. But I was 
one second late. At this very moment the submarine 
closest to the spy boat began to unload cargo! A long 
crate was hoisted out of the tower by a temporary 
crane. The crate must have been fifteen feet long. It 
took three sailors to steady it. As soon as it cleared 
the hatch the crate was lowered onto the deck of the 
sub. 

"A torpedo?" Tony asked. 
"Don't be naive, that's a missile," said Ross. He 

reached for the telephone without taking his eyes of 
the screen. He had one of those programmable 

telephones. A single button did it all. "Come on!" he 
said impatiently. 

As soon as the crate rested on the deck of the 
submarine, hooks were transferred, and it was lifted 
off again from there by the fishing vessel. The crate 
appeared heavy and difficult to handle in the rough 
sea. The fishing vessel was also a great deal less 
stable than the sub. It lifted the crate momentarily, 
then bounced it back onto the sub's deck as the ship 
bobbed up and down in the heavy swells. The crate 
also bumped against the sub's tower twice, but it 
didn't appear to have been damaged. 

We stood petrified while this drama unfolded. I 
think we instinctively knew what this meant. No one 
dared to say it out loud. If this type of cargo transfer 
was happening all along the coast, we could be 
witnessing the prelude to the end? That's what I was 
thinking. I had asked Ross earlier if the Russians had 
the capability to win a nuclear war. 

"If they play their cards right, yes!" had been his 
answer.  

  
"Come on! Come on!" shouted Ross more and 

more impatiently into the telephone. "No, damn it, I 
want the operations desk," he yelled into the phone. 
"No, not that idiot! Give me Captain Simons... No 
damn, it can't wait! It's urgent I tell you, hurry! Tell 
Jack, Ross is on the line." 

He waited again. The minutes must have seemed 
to him like an eternity. They certainly did so to me. 
"OK Jack, listen good," he started to say in a loud and 
firm manner. "I'm watching a Russian trawler some 
three miles outside of my place, he is taking cargo 
from a sub, a big crate, long, heavy, something quite 
big. It looks like a cruise missile! I want you to call 
Navy Command Center and the Air Force. No damn 
it, I can't get through. So you must do it for me. They 
have put me on hold and turned that damn music 
on. Innocent!!! Sure it may be totally innocent. It 
may be absolutely nothing. But we can't take the 
chance, Jack!" 

There was silence at our end. 
"No Jack, it doesn't look like a crate of engine 

parts. The crate is over fifteen feet long. It looks like 
a packaged cruise missile... No Jack, it appears to be 
too small and too light for a ballistic missile... You 
don't think it's a missile. Believe me it is... Get Fred 
involved. No, I don't want to call him from here. I 
don't want my line tied up with bureaucrats in 
Washington. I need you to act as my 
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communications center. You guys are more 
important to me right now... Oh, you got Fred 
already. That was quick work. What does he think? A 
cruise missile? Yes, that's what we thought... Gosh I 
hope not... Hold it Jack! Hold everything! Damn, here 
comes a second one out of that sub! Yes, you heard 
me swear. I said they are hoisting another crate 
out... Yes, it's the same size and shape. No, it doesn't 
look like fuel or engine parts, I told you that... OK, 
that's a good idea, I agree you should alert NORAD. 
Right Jack. No, no, no, don't you dare! Have you 
gone mad? What can you do by yourself with a Coast 
Guard cutter against a modern submarine? ... Do I 
see guns? No, I haven't seen any guns. I'm sure 
though, they have guns on board... What do you 
mean it is your duty to go and investigate? Let the 
Air Force go out and take a look!" 

Ross put the receiver down and shook his head, 
but he didn't hang up. He slammed his fist on the 
desk, angrily. "That idiot is getting himself killed," he 
said bluntly. "The Coast Guard is on its way. What 
the hell does he think he can do with a Coast Guard 
cutter? Jack's way out of his league, messing with 
nuclear subs."  

 
  
The second unloading operation proceeded 

much smoother than the first, and at a more hectic 
pace. The weather had become worse and by the 
looks of it there was more to come. 

"Those guys are insane," commented Ross, "look 
at the waves and the spray whipped up by the gust." 

It was quite a show. It was a miracle the sailors 
weren't blown off the deck of the sub. How they 
managed to guide a heavy piece of cargo out of the 
hole and transfer the hoisting hooks in mid air in a 
storm like that was unbelievable, but they did it. 

Ross reached for the phone. "Listen, here comes 
the third crate now. It is coming from the second 
sub. What do you think is going on? A first strike!!!" 

I closed my eyes. The Ogarkov Plan is for winning 
a thermonuclear war. Its maximum option is a 
blueprint for a calculated first strike attack. 
"Whoever calls the first strike controls the battle," I 
remembered Ross saying. 

"No Sir," I heard Ross answering the phone 
again, "No I didn't tell Jack to go out! I specifically 
told him not to go. I have witnesses here that can 
confirm that. Jack went on his own. Can you call him 
back? ... No, I don't believe the Russians have 

spotted him yet. But I don't know. ... What did my 
boss say? He thinks the situation is becoming 
delicate? God he has a way with words. It's damn 
scary if you ask me. Isn't anyone doing anything?... 
No Sir, Jack may force them to do something rash. ... 
I hope you can call him back, Sir. ... No, no, please 
don't hang up, I'll stay on the line."  

 
  
After the third crate was dangling over the side 

of the fishing boat, before it was even lowered onto 
its deck, the second sub's tower crane was being 
disassembled. The first of the subs began to 
submerge. Then the second sub slid out of sight. The 
wave action caused the crate to hit the deck of the 
fishing trawler apparently quite hard. After this all 
the lights were turned off. 

The trawler was barely visible now. It had 
become dark. We could see only shadows. Ross 
managed to increase the contrast somewhat. The 
moving shadows were obviously people. One was 
lighting a cigarette. The match looked like a flare. 
Then there was a sudden commotion. Within 
seconds an old F-4 Phantom appeared low under the 
cloud cover, a mere shadow. It flew less than a 
hundred feet over the vessel as far as I could make 
out with the binoculars. The Phantom disappeared 
and came back for a second run. During the two 
over-flights nothing was moving on the boat that we 
could see on the monitor. 

"They must have picked the F-4 up on radar," 
said Tony. 

Seconds later the frantic activity started again. 
Then it stopped once more. We could make out 
someone on the bridge. A large shadow waving his 
arms around. The vessel changed course and began 
steaming south. 

"I think they've seen Jack's cutter on radar," said 
Ross. He had barely gotten the words out when a 
cloud of smoke obscured the ship. There was a fire. 
Out of the fire a sleek object emerged, trailing 
smoke. It leveled off, moving towards us. 

"God they're shooting at us!" yelled Ross. 
I stood petrified, shaking, while the telescope 

tracking mechanism locked itself onto the shell and 
followed it, but soon lost it. 

"No, they are not shooting at us," said Tony 
calmly. "I've seen incoming shells before. This is not 
a shell. It's coming in too slow, too low, and too 
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steady. This is one of those cruise missiles that 
they've unloaded." 

"I have heard about rocket-launched cruise 
missiles!" said Ross and grabbed the telephone 
receiver again. "Sir! One of the missiles has just been 
launched," he said calmly and quietly, as if he was in 
awe of it, or as if he felt that all hope was lost. "This 
means the war is on," he said quietly. 

"No damn, the war has been on for years!" I 
shouted at Ross, and ran outside onto the balcony to 
watch the cruise missile fly by. 

"Hello, hello, did you hear what I said?" said 
Ross, almost shouting into the telephone once again. 
I could hear him on the balcony. "Yes, I have said the 
Russian trawler has just launched one of those damn 
cruise missiles that they received!" The shock must 
have worn off. He was getting angry again. "Did you 
hear anything I said; they have launched a cruise 
missile! All right! Are you doing something about it? 
Condition Red.... OK!"  

  
The missile flew by less then fifty feet from the 

house, a silent shadow passing through the night. 
Not a sound of it could be heard over the storm. I 
noticed Tony standing beside me. I turned to him 
instantly. "This is your moment. You are the King in 
this theatre. Take charge! This is now an Air Force 
matter." 

Tony didn't answer. He rushed to the telephone. 
"You're the highest ranking Air Force officer that 

we've got. Get it shot down!" I almost shouted. 
"Sure, sure, you think the Air Force will take care 

of it!" Ross yelled into the phone. "I would hope so. 
They better! They darn well get this thing down!" 

Tony had a hand on Ross' shoulder. His other 
hand was on the phone. "I need this," he said to Ross 
calmly. "If it is just a single missile, we'll get it," he 
said to Ross in a confident tone of voice.  

Ross let him have the phone and stepped aside. 
He went back to the telescope. 

"Go and make this count," I said to Tony while he 
took the phone. "Reality is now. Pull rank. As a 
patriot you outrank everybody. You are a human 
being. You have the power to do this." 

Tony waved his hand to make me leave him be.  
Ross shook his head when I joined him, while he 

tried to aim the telescope at the boat once more. 
"The cruise is probably aimed at Norfolk," I said 

to Tony as loudly as a could without shouting. The 

phone was located at the back of the room on Ross' 
desk. 

"No, No, Norfolk makes no sense," Tony replied 
while he was waiting for his dialing to get through 
the system.  "Hitting Norfolk through the back door 
is strategically irrational," said Tony. "If they go to 
the trouble of using this back-door route they'll go 
for the big fish, not a minnow. It makes perfect sense 
for them to go for the big one through the back door. 
And the big one, that's Washington. They obviously 
assume that the front door will be watched. This 
leaves them only..." He stopped in mid-sentence. 

"Dagmar? Tony here. Listen good, Dagmar. This 
is serious. There is a cruise missile on the way to 
Washington. I have seen it being launched from 
offshore. This is real! You might have a chance to 
intercept close to Seymour Johnson Base. My hunch 
is the cruise will pass to the East of Raleigh. But you 
won't have more than seven minutes to intercept. If 
you have any training mission in the air, reroute all 
aircraft immediately into the area southeast of 
Raleigh. You might also contact Shaw Base, though I 
think Shaw is too far away. You might want to call 
Richmond Base too, if you have a chance, they have 
some AWACS there that would be helpful. No, you 
don't have time to go through the command chain. 
You are the general in charge from this moment on. 
You have the highest rank, because only you are in a 
position to do this. You don't even have the time to 
waste to repeat this message. Of course, if you have 
someone on shift with you who outranks you, by all 
means get him to alert Langley Base for you. They've 
got the 1st and the 307th combat wing at Langley 
and also the Air Force Control and Intelligence 
Center all in one place. Langley is right in the logical 
flight path. What? You have already alerted Langley 
Base while we spoke? You already have a response? 
Wow, no one could have done it faster. 
Congratulations, General Dagmar... What do you 
mean by being just a night shift communications 
officer? You are the General in Chief in times like 
that." Tony hung up.  

He turned to Ross. "If this was a technical failure 
on the part of the Russian and the Air Force is 
dealing with only one single missile, you can consider 
the job done. That's what General Dagmar said." 

"Who the heck is General Dagmar?" Ross 
answered without looking up. "I never heard the 
name Dagmar mentioned before."  
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"General Dagmar is my sweetheart girl at the 
regional NORAD control center. She is the nightshift 
communications officer. She has ordered every 
aircraft to intercept that is in the air near Johnston 
Base. She has also broadcast the alert to every 
station at Langley Base and got three replies already. 
She further alerted the Air National Guard in 
Richmond. Our best bet is Langley, though. They've 
got the right platforms. They got AWACs. They can 
track this thing with their AWACs that can guide the 
fighters right to the tail pipe to shoot the cruise 
down. Dag said, consider it done. She didn't even 
seem concerned. Of course, if what we saw coming 
was just a small part of a planned attack, with 
swarms of these coming in from all sides..." 

"God help us then!" said Ross and cut Tony off. 
 
Ross got the scope tracking the boat again. By 

then the boat had turned towards the open sea, 
possibly trying to get away from Captain Simons' 
cutter. 

"They won't outrun the Coast Guard," said Ross. 
"It's just a matter of time before Jack will catch up 
with them." He took the phone again. 

The computer kept tracking the boat. We 
watched it steaming out to sea. We watched it with 
bated breath, though there wasn't anything exciting 
to see. Ross seemed to have gotten through to the 
Coast Guard. "Let me speak to Captain Simons... 
What do you mean, you can't allow? ..." 

As he spoke the tracking screen went white. I 
noticed a flash far out over the water. Then came the 
sound of an explosion. It must have been a huge 
explosion for the sound of it to travel so far over the 
wind. When the tracking picture cleared, the boat 
was no longer visible. There was floating debris. The 
boat hadn't actually sunk. It had disintegrated as 
though it had been filled to the brim with dynamite. 

Ross relayed the event over the phone. "No, that 
couldn't have been Jack shooting at them. You of all 
people should know that the Coast Guard doesn't 
carry large weapons," he said. "It was either a suicide 
blast, or a kill by a submarine." 

While we watched, a sub surfaced, probably 
looking for survivors. 

"I don't think they want any witnesses left 
behind," said Sylvia. 

We saw people at the tower of the sub shooting 
into the water. 

"What a waste of fine sailors!" commented Ross. 
"Damn it all!!!" 

"I can't believe what I'm seeing," mumbled Tony. 
"It looks like the guys on the sub are shooting at 
something all right. Why would they be killing the 
survivors?" 

"Maybe they are shooting to sink some 
equipment that is still afloat," commented Ross. 

Minutes later the sub submerged again. 
"Jack may be in great danger!" said Ross and 

picked up the telephone again. "Why can't you stop 
Captain Jack Simons? He must stay out of this area! 
The submarines mean business. They appear to have 
shot their own survivors or whatever else floated 
about... Radio silence! My God, break the radio 
silence! You can't let Captain Simons run into this 
trap... Sure you can come and see the whole thing on 
video tape, but you better have Jack with you!" 

 
Twenty minutes later, Captain Jack Simons and 

his crew sat with us in the living room. The tape was 
rewinding. The phone to the Coast Guard was still 
open. The CIA was on its way with a chartered 
floatplane to pick up the tapes. More people from 
the nearby Coast Guard and Navy station were also 
coming up. But before any of them arrived we had a 
private celebration. 

"Hooray, the fly boys got the cruise shut down!" 
shouted Ross, with the phone still in his hand. 
"They've got it! They've got it! They got it ten miles 
out of Arlington." 

I shuddered, realizing how close it had come. 
Another thirty miles and Washington would have 
been a wasteland.  

They had told Ross on the phone that thanks to 
our warning, and someone hitting the right buttons 
at Langley Base, bypassing all the lines of command, 
they had been able to get three AWACs in the air. 
Thanks to General Dagmar the entire elite fighter 
team had volunteered. The team from Seymour 
Johnson base had established a radar sighting. The 
sighting had provided data for the AWACS to be pre-
positioned. The rest, they said, was nothing more 
than a simple textbook exercise. Ross also said that 
the Russians denied any knowledge of the incident, 
and this, he added, was very, very good.  

 
We watched the video tape three times that 

night, once with captain Simons, once more with the 
chaps from the Navy, and once after that with the 
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CIA agents who dropped by on a helicopter and took 
the tape away. After that, suddenly, everyone left. 

 
It was rather strange to have peace again. But 

the peace was superficial. Questions and arguments 
arose in my mind, none of which made much sense 
because we would never know what really had 
happened. The final secret went to the bottom of the 
sea with the men who had launched the missile. 

The commander of the spy ship might have been 
drunk, or trigger-happy, or gone crazy under the 
pressure of the circumstances. Or the launch might 
have been caused by malfunctioning equipment, or 
by a plain honest mistake by one of the sailors who 
had worked too hard and too long under extreme 
stress in bad weather. Or something went wrong 
during the chaos while they were trying to outrun 
the approaching Coast Guard cutter. 

The one thing I found odd though, was that the 
Russians didn't alert us that an accident had 
happened, and more than that, that none of our 
automatic sensing equipment had detected the 
cruise. It had slipped by our radar, our sound 
sensors, and our infrared detectors. Maybe the 
accident was good for us. Obviously, we needed 
better equipment with more modern technology. 
Maybe we needed laser radar technology or 
something else based on new physical principles. 

 
After everyone had left, none of us felt like going 

to bed. Who could sleep after that? Ross turned his 
telescope on and set the computer up to scan for 
more boats. We didn't get to bed until four in the 
morning. Around three, Ross got another bottle of 
wine from the cellar. But nobody felt like celebrating. 
We had come through the most decisive event, 
probably in all of human history, as Ross suggested, 
and had narrowly averted a global disaster. Still, 
nobody felt like celebrating. No glasses were raised; 
no speeches were made. We sipped at the wine and 
hardly talked. The episode was like a horrible dream. 
There was no feeling of victory, only the kind of 
emptiness one feels after a nightmare. 

If it were not for the dirt on the floors and the 
filled ashtrays as testimonials, it might all have been 
a nightmare indeed, so unreal did it seem. 

We decided to scrub the floors before going to 
bed. I never thought it could be an invigorating 
exercise, scrubbing floors, waxing and polishing 
them. 

We tidied up until the early morning news came 
on. It was the most wonderful newscast imaginable. 
There was a brief mentioning of the sinking of an 
unidentified fishing vessel during a storm off the 
coast of North Carolina. It was all packed into a single 
sentence that revealed nothing. Then came the 
sports report. Nothing was said about a Russian 
missile, about submarines, about the total failure of 
our coastal electronic detection system. Not a word 
was said about the entire, narrowly avoided, 
potential catastrophe. The door was kept open 
thereby, for diplomacy. 
 



 

 Chapter 3 – The 
Morning After  

 
I woke 'early' that morning. The sun stood high. 

No trace of the storm remained. Looking at the 
ocean from Ross' balcony, everything seemed 
normal, peaceful, and serene. The cruise missile 
episode appeared like one of those dreams that 
come in the night and are quickly forgotten, the kind 
that one leaves behind when the new day dawns. 
The tragic episode seemed to have this kind of 
unreal quality. It had suddenly ended and given way 
to the real world. It was a warm, clear morning. The 
sun shone brightly. A perfect calm lay upon the 
water. And more dreamlike than that, had been to 
find Heather at my side when I woke. 

We were the first ones up. She had joined me 
moments later on the balcony. 

"Is this real?" I asked. I squinted at the sunlight. 
She just smiled and nodded. 
I went inside and started the coffee kettle as a 

diversion, hoping for a chance to sort out my 
thinking. But without avail. To my delight, she had 
followed me to the kitchen. With nothing more to do 
there we went back to 'bed' for a quick cuddle on the 
camping mat on the living room floor, that I had 
been sleeping on, waiting for the others to wake up. 

"I'm terribly sorry for leaving you that day," said 
Heather. 

"Nonsense!" I replied softly. "You might have 
saved our lives. I admire your sensitivity to what had 
been required under the situation back then. It is I, 
who should apologize!" 

She put a hand over my mouth. "Don't 
apologize!" 

 
We lay there for a while, silently, smiling at each 

other. I remembered the times we had spent 
together like this in the mornings, those precious 
times. 

"Did Ross tell you that we are going to be 
married soon?" she broke the silence. "And then we 
are going to have a baby." 

"Hey that's great news! And no, Ross didn't say 
anything about that." 

"You guys saved the world just for my child," she 
said and grinned, "and you didn't even know." 

"Not me," I said, "it was you who had saved the 
world." 

"No, you did that," she repeated. "You got Ross' 
attention onto the fishing boat." 

"Yes, but it was only because you and Sylvia 
were talking about me. I wanted to stop that." 

"You heard everything?" 
I nodded. 
"You, scoundrel!" 
We developed an argument over this incidence 

that turned into a pillow fight that woke everyone 
else up. 

 
Since Ross had only one double bed that he let 

Sylvia use, and only one chesterfield on which he 
slept himself, it was camping style for the rest of us. 
Heather and I had chosen to camp in the middle of 
the living room, while Tony had preferred to sleep on 
the balcony. 

"Did you notice how jumpy Ross was last night?" 
said Heather. At this point we were surveying the 
world once more from the balcony with our coffees 
in hand. "He is already behaving a bit like a 
prospective father," she added. 

I didn't really have time to answer. I noticed a 
helicopter approaching from the sea. It touched 
down on the beach. A man with a baseball cap got 
off, wearing a bright red jacket. In the view of the 
binoculars the man looked remarkably like Fred, my 
boss, Ferdinand Constantine. Yes, oh yes, it was Fred 
all right. I should have expected him. But how did he 
get here so quickly? 

"Hi Pete," he called out to us as he arrived at the 
top of the trail to Ross' place. He didn't seem 
surprised to see me. Obviously, he knew where he 
could find us. He had been the first to know about 
the wonderful place that we had bought. He came 
straight up to the balcony where everyone was, 
enjoying, as we were, our morning coffee. 

"In the light of what happened last night," he 
announced to us all, "I have a delicate job for you, 
and I mean all of you, Ross too. You are about to 
become tourists." 

"A special mission?" I asked. 
Fred nodded. "A very special mission. The 

President has made up his mind to give the Russians 
some breathing space. Apparently he had thought 
about this for some time. Maybe your report from 
Steve had something to do with that. In any case, last 
night's incident convinced him that our SDI push is 
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putting too much pressure on the Russians. The SDI 
development is pushing them into a corner, 
strategically. He wants to ease that pressure and 
hopes that this will increase our security." 

"That's the dumbest I heard yet," I replied. 
Fred jerked his head around and looked at me, 

as if I had hurt him to the bottom of his soul. 
"Sure, it's logical what the President wants to 

do," I said, "but is America able to withstand the 
consequences. He is proposing surrender!" 

"No, he is proposing to save our lives," said Fred. 
"Oh, is he?" I said. "If we hadn't had those high-

tech AWACs," I reminded him, looking straight into 
his eye, "the cruise missile accident last night might 
have ushered in the end of the world." I asked him to 
think about that. Without the SDI we would be 
totally helpless against a similar accident involving 
one of their big ICBMs. "If you want my help in 
throwing away the best defense this country has 
invented, forget it!" 

I spoke angrily. I didn't even give him a chance to 
reply. I hammered on. I reminded him of how all 
previous attempts by the Soviet Union have failed to 
get the SDI killed. "Not the most devastating acts of 
sabotage against the Space Shuttle system has 
broken the American devotion to its space activity. 
What had been destroyed has been re-built. We've 
never given up on our vision that a strong presence 
in space can deter ICBM warfare. While the SDI 
cannot create peace, it can make life safer. And the 
President wants to throw all this away?" I almost 
shouted at Fred. 

Fred shuddered. "I didn't come here to ask for 
your cooperation. I'm ordering you. You will go on 
this mission!" he said. 

I shook my head. 
"Then I'll have the deed to your property," said 

Fred, getting angry now, too. "Who do you think sold 
you that property? Who but the government would 
give $800,000 worth of property away for ninety 
grand, and for a nudist beach of all things? Didn't I 
tell you which Realtor to contact? And on top of that, 
we gave you twice what this beach house of yours 
was worth. I just wanted to get you near to our 
surveillance station and thereby secure the station a 
bit more. The people that owned the property 
before you could not be trusted. So we both 
benefited. But you still owe me. And now I am 
wondering whether you can really be trusted."  

"Fighting among ourselves doesn't solve 
anything," Ross intervened. "This isn't such a clear-
cut issue anyway. Maybe the President is more right 
than you are," he said to me. "Not giving up when 
the Space Shuttle system is sabotaged, is one thing, 
but not yielding when the lives of the world are at 
stake, is stupidity. The President may be stupid, but 
maybe he has no choice in this particular matter. It 
probably hurts him as much as it does you." 

He turned to Fred. "I feel we should support the 
President," he said. 

Then he looked at me again. "You wouldn't want 
to move back into the city?" he said. 

"All right," I said quietly, "I'll go, but reluctantly! 
As God is my witness, we are making a big mistake 
by giving up the SDI! We shouldn't scrap it. We 
should enlarge it and invite the whole world and the 
Soviets to participate as equal partners as the project 
was designed in the first place." 

Fred grunted something about this being totally 
impossible and me being an ungrateful bastard. He 
explained the President's problem to us, and his 
vision, and finally his command as the Supreme 
Commander of the nation. "The SDI goes," he said 
"and you will be a part of the process. Diplomacy is 
needed. Stopping the SDI must never be understood 
by the Soviets as a sign of weakness. The President 
feels that the cancellation must be presented to the 
Soviets in as quiet a manner as is humanly possible. 
It must be given to them without any strings 
attached. It must not appear like coercion. He feels 
that this would make them even more nervous." 

"You want us to present the news to the 
Soviets?" Ross asked, surprised. 

"No, not exactly," said Fred. 
"I think it's a damn smart move," said Tony, 

"giving up that Star Wars thing. It wouldn't work 
anyway." 

"No, Tony, it would work," said Ross. 
"Except, that's of no great importance now, is 

it?" said Fred. "Pete may well be right that it is a 
stupid thing to do, to shut down the SDI 
development. I agree that getting the whole world 
on board as partners, including the Soviets, would be 
the right way to go. But Pete is not the President, 
and the President we have is not smart enough to 
implement what really needs to be done. 
Unfortunately, he IS the President. The decision has 
been made by him as the President and the Supreme 
Commander of the United States of America to 
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surrender the SDI. That's not debatable. Only the 
how to do it, is debatable. It doesn't even matter 
anymore whether the SDI would or would not work. 
In any case, the Russians have always believed that 
the SDI is feasible. That's why they are scared of it. In 
my position, I must support the President who wants 
to remove the cause for that fear. I cannot dismiss 
the President. I have to obey him. I have to do my 
best to make his plan work. The Soviets have been 
hopping mad ever since we announced the SDI. They 
have done everything in their power to bring it to a 
halt..." 

"Believe me the SDI can be made to work," Ross 
repeated. "In any case, the Soviets are building one 
of their own. The undeniable fact is, that whoever 
owns it first controls the world." 

"The Russians are scared that the SDI might give 
us the lead for a pre-emptive strike against them," 
said Fred. "The President simply wants to stop this 
mad race for gaining control over the world. He also 
feels that this race might have forced the Soviets into 
putting a greater emphasis on deploying cruise 
missiles that can penetrate any defense system, as 
they have demonstrated they can. The President 
wants to give the Soviets room so that they can find 
a way to get off our back. He is looking for a 
foundation to develop a greater sense of unity 
between our two nations in order to end the Cold 
War conflict. He wants peace instead of inviting 
domination." 

"That's an honorable goal," I said. "But will the 
Soviets get off our back? Will they feel the power of 
this principle and respond in kind? Will they see it as 
an offer based on the Principle of Universal Love? Do 
they even know about this principle?" 

I stared Fred in the face as I said this, to watch 
for his reaction. "Also, why must it be us, personally, 
who must tell the Soviets about our surrender, oops, 
our gift?" 

Fred stepped back and turned away from me. He 
explained to Ross that we wouldn't actually do it 
ourselves. The President's plan was that we would go 
to East Germany and contact my friends in Leipzig, 
and have them pass on the message. Fred reminded 
me as he spoke that Steve and Ushi were highly 
sensitive persons and would therefore be ideally 
suited, especially Steve as a world-renowned 
scientist. 

"And Ushi too, as a respected journalist," Sylvia 
added. 

"Ex-journalist!" I corrected her. 
I told Fred that I would never get my friends 

involved in such a scheme. 
"Without even giving them the chance to choose 

for themselves?" Ross interrupted. 
     "Didn't Steve practically offer his services with 

that bold talk about flooding the world with love, 
starting a new era, creating a New World?" said Fred. 
"And you said the same thing just a few days ago, 
how soon you forget!" 

Moments later Fred added that it didn't matter 
anyway what our personal feelings were, we should 
do our best to get those people involved in this, 
because after all, Steve had already involved himself 
in a big way with his daring report that attacked the 
President personally. This means that Steve is 
involved. He became involved from the day that 
report was written. And as for us, Fred said, that as 
long as we worked for the diplomatic service 
personal feelings have no place in that matter. "The 
point is!" he yelled at me finally, "your friends are 
among the few people we have a close contact with 
who know how the job is done in the East, who have 
high level connections in the Soviet Union and 
appear honest enough to be believed. Those people 
are hard to find, especially the honest ones. When 
you come in contact with people like that, you don't 
just strike pay dirt, you strike solid gold. That's what 
happened to you in Leipzig. Who else has a private 
network of academic friends that's stretching deep 
into the Soviet Union, to the highest places, as it 
appears their networks do? We also have 
confirmation that your girl in the East is an excellent 
journalist and might well be the most ideal person 
we know to pass the message on to Moscow in a way 
that won't be misunderstood. So I suggest, you 
better follow the orders that I am giving you and 
trust me for once, even if you can't see the logic right 
now...." 

"It isn't right trying to use Pete's friends as 
pawns in a game that you want to control," Ross 
interrupted Fred. "That's far more dangerous than 
the worst razzmatazz our own news media would 
whip up. If you want to look honest, you have to be 
honest." 

"Right! There has never been a worse time for 
messing up, than this," Heather supported Ross. 

"All you have to do is invite this Ursula and Steve 
to a public meeting were the announcement is going 
to be made," Fred pleaded with us. 
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"Invite them to where?" I asked sharply. 
"Venice," said Fred. 
"To Venice? For the physicist’s conference?" 

asked Ross. 
Fred nodded. "A US delegate will quietly put the 

word out during a lecture, something to the effect 
that the United States' directed energy beam 
weapons program has been canceled. You will have 
to explain that this has been done in order to 
increase the nation's security by softening its 
relationship with the Soviet Union." 

"All you have to do is send a chronic complainer 
to the conference," I suggested, "and he will pass the 
word to the Soviets so fast...." 

"You don't need us to surrender the USA on a 
platter," said Ross, "let somebody else do this dirty 
work." 

Fred began to laugh. "I am looking at the world 
champions of the chronic complainers right now." He 
continued laughing. 

 
It was at this point, right in the heat of the battle 

that a thought hit me. It caused a great up-welling of 
shame. I could feel tears forming in my eyes. I had 
been lying to myself and to everyone else, as the 
man in the airplane would have pointed out. We 
were fighting one-another just like countries were 
fighting each other. This wasn't a fit platform for 
ending a war. Also, what we yelled at each other for, 
suddenly came to light as a total denial of the 
principle of natural unity, the fundamental principle 
that defines God and man as one in being. It 
demands one to recognize that there is but one I or 
Us, that we are all children of a single humanity. This 
all-embracing unity in the singularity of our common 
human soul may be the foundation for the Principle 
of Universal Love, I thought. 

 
I looked at Fred, at Ross "What are we fighting 

about? Let's stop this right here," I said to Ross. 
"Fred doesn't deserve this kind of response from us. 
Let's think this through. I have known Fred for a long 
time. He is an intelligent person. We must give him 
credit for that and listen to what he has worked out. 
Maybe he has thought of something that we should 
have thought of a long time ago, but didn't. Building 
an active defense against nuclear missiles is a great 
idea, I'm all for it, but maybe Fred has something in 
mind that can make us more secure under the 
present circumstances." 

"We should have scrapped the XB-70 Valkyrie 
before the Soviet's developed surface to air 
missiles," Tony interjected. 

I nodded. 
It seemed that Fred understood what Tony was 

saying. 
"I agree with Fred that we need something 

concrete to put onto the table for the Soviets, and 
that this has to be done tomorrow, if not today, to 
assure that there won't be another cruise missile 
attack. The Soviets have demonstrated that they 
have a strong card. They invited us to play our card. 
The SDI is the only card that we've got to put onto 
the table. And how much is it worth under the 
circumstances. The whole geometry of the game 
changed last night. The SDI wouldn't have helped us 
one bit last night, even if it had been fully 
operational.  Neither can we debate the President. 
That option is no longer open. We have missed the 
boat on that one, too. Maybe what Fred suggests is 
the only peace offer we can make to Russia under 
the present circumstances that really means 
something, that can elevate the entire peace process 
onto a higher level in spite of all the constraints. If 
this is so, I want to be a part of it. I have always tried 
to contribute a higher-level viewpoint or a higher-
level idea in whatever situation I became involved in. 
I have not always been successful mind you, but that 
is what we must do. We must endeavor to raise the 
bar. We must give it our best shot. If we don't, we 
become slaves to the mediocrity of popular opinions, 
whether there is any truth in them or not." 

Suddenly, everyone was quiet. Ross nodded. 
Heather smiled, which I took for a yes! Sylvia said 
that this approach was fundamentally sound. Tony 
said that the SDI appeared to him just like the XB-70 
Valkyrie did, the finest airplane ever built that should 
have never been built. He explained to Fred that the 
superior performance of the Valkyrie had boxed the 
Soviets in, which had made matters worse, a lot 
worse. 

 
Fred appeared to be stunned by the sudden 

change in our attitude, especially the change in my 
attitude. He was also determined not to let this show 
if he could help it. As if nothing had happened at all, 
he continued on to explain his plan. 

"I thought your friends could convey this delicate 
issue in far more ideal terms," said Fred to me in the 
same tone of voice as before. "I don't want you to 
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use them," he said. "I just want to make sure that 
the best people are involved in the process, and I 
believe your friends would love to be involved in this 
historic attempt by the United States of America to 
do something right for a change." 

Ross nodded his agreement. 
"Also, if your lady friend is as good a journalist as 

I've been told she is, verifying your reports, she may 
even ask for an on-site visit to one of the labs that 
are going to be shut down," said Fred. 

"This could be the opportunity of a lifetime for a 
free-lancer," Ross added. He turned to Fred. "It looks 
more and more like this might work." 

"What's more important, it would fit within the 
framework of what the President wants to pursue," 
said Fred. 

"The problem is, the meeting starts in less than a 
week," said Ross, "which doesn't leave us much time 
to get things organized." 

"Oh, you will have enough time if you leave 
today," Fred grinned. "Transportation has already 
been arranged." He began to laugh now. "I knew you 
would see it my way." He stood up from the coffee 
table that we'd all gathered around and went to the 
telephone, then he added while he dialed, "I wonder 
who the real diplomat is among us. Is it the one 
standing?" he said and laughed. 

When he came back, he told us that we would be 
leaving at three in the afternoon. A floatplane would 
pick us up at the beach. 

Ross and I looked at one-another. "You must be 
joking!" said Ross. "We can't just jump up and leave." 

"Sure, we can," I assured him. "In an emergency 
like this we have no choice." 

"Naturally, your ladies are invited to join you," 
Fred grinned and stuck his hands in his pockets and 
brought a pipe and tobacco out. "I want everybody 
at this meeting who understands the seriousness of 
the situation, who has experienced this nightmare 
first hand. Nobody else will be inclined to 
understand the priorities. And even you will likely 
waver," he said to me, "but not all of you together. 
So you must all go as a team. That's the only way this 
can work. Just make sure you'll be ready on time. 
The Air Force will fly you to Washington. From there, 
you'll be on the over-night commercial flight to Paris. 
From Paris you'll be booked on the first available 
local flight to Tempelhof in West Berlin. The rest you 
can arrange for yourselves. You may want to rent a 
car? All the passports that you'll need will be given to 

you in Berlin. Check in at the Hilton, and you'll find 
them waiting for you." 

After this, Fred addressed Tony, telling him that 
he was now assigned to the diplomatic service as a 
liaison with the Air Force for special transportation 
requirements. That too, was prearranged. 

"As you can see, the job has top priority. So get 
going!" he said to us. "Get yourself ready!" 

We sat there and looked at each other. Heather 
grinned. Sylvia nodded and probably wondered 
whether this was real or just another dream. I looked 
at my watch. It was eleven o'clock. 

"Get going you guys, you don't have much time 
to waste," Fred spurred everybody on. 

 
While the girls cleared the table, I took Fred 

aside onto the balcony and asked his forgiveness for 
my stubborn behavior. I showed him the oil slick on 
the beach. 

"I expected nothing less from you," Fred replied. 
"Your reactions were exactly like mine when this 
assignment was given to me. Except, I didn't have 
the option to yell back at the President. Actually, I 
expected more opposition from you. I expected 
more fire, more of your usual passion for what you 
know is right. Why did you surrender so soon? What 
happened?" 

I gave him the field glasses and pointed into the 
direction where we had seen the oil and debris. Little 
of it was left by then. "This is the evidence that tells 
me that all of this is terribly real," I replied. "This is 
precisely what Steve had warmed us about. If this 
had been cooked up in the Kremlin, Steve would 
have known about it. He had warned us about the 
unseen, the hidden movements by the little stooges 
in high places who do the bidding of empire for a few 
shillings. This was a covert operation for which the 
Russian military was hijacked and abused. They blew 
up the boat that launched the missile, and even shot 
the survivors. This would not have happened if this 
had been on the level. The question now is, how will 
the leaders in the Kremlin respond to the 
provocation that was as much directed against them 
as it was directed against us? While I was yelling at 
you, the idea dawned that it may yet be the sanest 
response on our part to but some water onto the fire 
to cool things down as much as possible. In view of 
this evidence, I suddenly realized that I must support 
the President. The SDI is a great idea, Fred. It is 
founded on the Principle of Universal Love. It is 
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designed to uplift and protect the whole of 
humanity, but it is only useful when the principle 
that it is founded on is recognized and acknowledged 
and implemented. The Universe is indivisible. No one 
exists outside of it. Our Humanity is indivisible 
likewise. No one exists outside of it either. Empire 
and its war against mankind stand in denial of this 
reality. The SDI principle is designed to counteract 
this denial. We seem to have forgotten that its 
principle is an invitation to the whole of mankind to 
join hands in developing the technology that can 
offer a measure of defense for all mankind against 
this ultimate form of war. Unfortunately, the 
invitation has been rejected, whereby its founding 
principle has been scrapped. This means that the SDI 
no longer really exists. What exists now under its 
name is the opposite. It's a perversion. It stands on 
the mythological platform of a divided humanity. It 
stands on the same platform as war itself, that of 
dividing the indivisible. If this is what you propose to 
scrap, I gladly participate." 

"Ultimately, the SDI question isn't an 
technological question," said Fred in a matter of fact 
kind of tone. "It would have been totally useless at 
the start if it had been merely a technological 
question. Technologically, it would take a decade to 
get the SDI technology installed and to get it to work. 
It takes time to create these advanced space defense 
systems, based on new physical principles that have 
not been discovered yet. That's too far distant for 
the current situation, and it was that at the very 
beginning. But as a principle that puts all mankind 
onto a single platform, with no one standing outside, 
it had the power to change the global strategic 
atmosphere and eradicate war and what is causing it. 
That's the only way it could have worked. You are 
perfectly correct, Peter, that this was scrapped 
before it even got off the ground, and was replaced 
with the opposite. We have missed the boat on this 
one. Now we have to deal with the failure." 

"We missed the boat alright, on this one, like we 
are determined now to miss the boat again in 
preparing the world for the coming Ice Age that 
might hit us a hundred years from now," I said to 
Fred. "We should be developing the infrastructures 
for indoor agriculture, starting right now. But we 
don't. We should have developed the SDI two 
decades ago. It might have worked then. It really is 
too late now. The world is too deeply ruled by 
empire now. We need a real defensive system, and 

we had needed it yesterday. We need something 
concrete, today, tomorrow at the very latest. I have 
come to realize while we yelled at each other, that 
we need to achieve a major breakthrough in the next 
few days that will keep us all from killing each other 
with nuclear bombs. It's like the Ice Age transition 
has already begun, in strategic terms. We have to 
face what is happening. If it takes a hundred years to 
prepare our world for the Ice Age transition, then the 
way we are going right now where nothing is being 
built, will be a death sentence for mankind in the 
future as the result of our inaction today. Indoor 
agriculture takes a hundred years to develop and 
construct. Luckily for us lazy slobs it doesn't take a 
huge physical infrastructure to stop nuclear war. We 
don't need anything like the SDI. We can destroy the 
global nuclear stockpile in a week if we decide to do 
it. All we need is a change in thinking, in terms of our 
attitude towards one-another." 

"I see we understand each other, Peter," said 
Fred and nodded. 

"Maybe we do, maybe we don't. War and peace 
is a wide and complex field, but basically it's that 
simple. In principle, it is." 

"I know this, Peter, but without a foundation 
established, peace is immensely challenging." 

"Ah, there is something that you might not have 
considered, Fred," I continued. "During my last 
mission into Communist Germany I met a woman 
who had discovered a profound principle during a 
process of healing. She had a friend in hospital 
undergoing an extensive surgery. She knew that he 
had a weak heart. She had determined that when 
the time came she would support him mentally to 
the best of her ability, like sending him all the light 
and love that she could in his hour of trial. Except 
what happened instead, surprised her. As if a 
message had been conveyed to her she sensed an 
overwhelming urgency a short time after the 
operation was to begin. She was touched by this 
powerful, urgent sense for a need for more strength. 
At this moment of the unfolding great urgency there 
was no time left for scientific reasoning. She pulled 
together mentally all that she knew and all that she 
had discovered before, all the principles that she was 
aware of. As she did this an amazing graphic 
construct developed in her mind. She saw before her 
a huge geometric construct unfolding, of a lattice of 
countless human hearts, all arranged laterally, all 
standing by each other, side by side, supporting one 
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another, linked to one-another by countless strands 
of love that illumined the whole lattice. She saw in 
this image before her the very process of love in 
action. She observed and witnessed an amazing 
process, in which each of the countless human 
hearts was contributing a bit of its strength to still 
her friend's need. 

 "The woman said that after a while of observing 
this process the mental scene gradually became 
quiet again. However, some time later and quite 
suddenly again, she felt the previous sense of 
urgency upwelling once more and responded to in 
the same manner. This happened three times in a 
row. Three times she witnessed, as if she were an 
observer, the rich functioning of this lateral lattice of 
love. Then, almost as suddenly as she had sensed the 
urgency before, she felt a great peace unfolding. 
That happened nearly an hour before the surgery 
was supposed to have been completed. Evidently, 
the need had been fully satisfied at this point so that 
the crisis was overcome. This surprised her. But the 
real surprise came later the same day in late 
afternoon when she visited her friend in hospital. 
She found him sitting up in bed, beaming with a 
sense of joy and victory in his smile. This should not 
have been possible for someone who had just come 
out of major surgery only hours before. But it 
happened." 

"Are you saying that this might be the platform 
to stop nuclear war?" Fred interrupted.  

"More than that, Fred. It could hold the key to 
end all war. The key here, again, is that there is no 
'outside' possible in the universe of our humanity. 
What she saw appears to be the natural platform of 
human existence. It appears to me that staging wars 
becomes inevitable when this platform becomes 
destroyed in human thinking or is disabled with 
irrational ideologies like the ideologies of fascist hate 
that Hitler forced onto the German agenda, or fascist 
greed that Adam Smith raised up in the world as we 
find it thick and heavy in America. The lattice breaks 
down in an atmosphere of hate and greed and 
indifference, which all seem to be the same in 
essence, and they all open the floodgates to war, 
and I mean permanent war. That is why empires, 
which embrace all of these, also embrace permanent 
war. War is in their 'blood' so to speak. War happens 
naturally when the lateral lattice of universal love is 
disabled. War becomes extremely likely when this 
happens. And that is where we are today. So, the 

obvious choice is to do away with what disables the 
lateral lattice of universal love, and let humanity heal 
itself. What has been lost of it can be reclaimed 
again with the Principle of Universal Love gaining 
ground in people's thinking. That means, uplifting 
our thinking to higher ground, to a higher level of 
perception of the wonders and the strength of our 
humanity." 

Fred raised his hand to stop me. "So you have 
come to your senses," said Fred and smiled. 

"I remembered this when we were yelling at 
each other," I said to Fred. "It is easy to overlook the 
most obvious in the heat of the battle." 

"But that is where it is most urgently needed, 
Peter, in the heat of the battle," said Fred. 

"That's why I think we need to take it to Venice, 
Fred. The SDI isn't the real issue at all in Venice. The 
Principle of Universal Love is the real issue. It's the 
substance of peace. The SDI wouldn't be able to 
deliver this substance even if we had it right now. As 
I said to Tony during the air show when we were 
discussing the XB-70 Valkyrie, it is impossible to 
create a technological solution for a problem that 
isn't a technological problem. That's what I am 
hoping to bring to the table in Venice. I am hoping to 
bring the beginning of a real solution, honestly 
presented, tied up with red ribbons and sealed with 
a kiss. Maybe this is what the President is trying to 
bring to the table." 

"This offer doesn't come from the President, 
Pete. It comes from his advisors, from the Presidency 
that I am a part of. You realize of course that the 
physicists will yell at you, Pete, when you take their 
baby away from them that they spent countless 
sleepless nights struggling to make a reality. I 
understand they made some amazing progress 
already in searching for new physical principles for 
our defensive system."   

"Sure they have, Fred, but we don't have the 
decade it would take to make the SDI a reality. And 
even then, as it is envisioned, it will be just another 
Valkyrie." 

"I know that," said Fred quietly. "I also know that 
you will have to educate them somehow, to get the 
academic elite to understand what the real principle 
for peace and life is. The principle for peace was built 
into the SDI concept originally. This part has been 
scrapped. The underlying idea was to get the whole 
world working together on this. This was the primary 
goal of the real SDI idea. We were in the process of 
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waking up to the real principle for peace, the 
Principle of the Universal Brotherhood of all 
mankind. This scared the war mongers like nothing 
ever had. They know that nuclear war is in no 
nation's interest. Only a few mad imperials want 
nuclear war, who aim to rule the whole world with 
the terror of their bombs." 

"We should never have started this SDI thing 
alone," I added. 

"Of course Peter, nor had we intended to. I 
believe the original intent was to make this a joint 
US/Soviet project to begin with, for the benefit of all 
mankind. But this was wrecked. Someone coerced 
the Soviets to wreck it." 

"As it stands today the SDI is a perfect recipe for 
giving us the power to rule the world ourselves, Fred, 
and that's the worst thing we could be aiming for. So 
the best thing we can do, is to scrap it, and to table a 
real solution, and this time not through the back 
door, but honestly, tied up with love and red 
ribbons. That's the realization that I woke up to." 

"Let's hope it is not already too late for that," 
said Fred. "We've pushed the Soviets into a corner, 
terribly. We opened a flank that enabled the forces 
of empire to react and put us all into danger. And 
now, the Soviets may feel that they have to react." 

"Of course they feel they must react," I 
interjected. "But how do our own people react? How 
do they see this thing from last night? Do they see it 
as a Soviet operation? If so, who did shut down our 
air-defense system during those critical hours? Who 
made sure that the cruise missile would not be 
detected? NORAD should have seen this thing and 
should have instantly contacted Ross for verification. 
It should have been NORAD that alerted Langley 
Base instead of Tony's girlfriend. Why didn't the 
normal channels function?" 

Fred put a finger over my lips. "Hush, Peter!" 
"In this case Tony soured somebody's soup, and 

it was I who told him to do it!" 
Fred repeated the gesture. "Hush, Peter, you 

mustn't talk like that. The official version is that any 
sane nation with the capacity to prevent the ultimate 
crisis would have acted as the Soviets have acted. 
The official version is that this was just a warning 
shot across the bow, nothing more." 

"I know Fred," I replied quietly. "This isn't meant 
to add up, is it. The Russians blowing up their own 
boat afterwards doesn't fit the official version at all." 

I added moments later, saying to Fred, that I was 
ashamed of the way I had spoken to him before. "So, 
Fred, I figured we'd better start something that takes 
us to a higher level of thinking instead of yelling at 
each other. I think the necessary breakthrough can 
only be made by creating a sense of unity that is built 
on something real in terms of fundamental 
principles. The SDI was designed to become a 
defense system. That is all it would ever be. We need 
something much greater than that, something that 
shuts down the conflict for which defenses are 
needed. We need to create a feeling of unity that has 
a more solid foundation than the SDI. The unity 
among humanity needs to have a real foundation. 
You may call it a divine Principle, or the principle of 
the Universe, or the principle of our humanity. It 
needs to be something imperative by its own 
substance, something that works, that can never be 
revoked, something that is common to all people. 
However, before our advance towards unity can 
mean anything, three elements must be brought out 
in conjunction, which are respect, honor, and 
affection. Without these, unity has no meaning." 

I paused, but Fred motioned me to go on. 
"I learned this from a man in an airplane on my 

last trip to Europe," I continued. "He told me that if a 
single one of these three elements is missing, 
nothing can be achieved in terms of unity. In our 
confrontation with the Soviets all three elements 
have been missing throughout the entire Cold War. 
Is it any wonder that we are facing nuclear war 
confrontation? They peeled our skin away and saw 
that there was nothing beneath it. Our nakedness 
was our emptiness. They saw no humanity there that 
they could trust. The way I come to see it, we are in 
an emergency situation right now, because of that. 
We have to do something meaningful on this front, 
and fast. If last night's hit was a part of an imperial 
game we need the Soviets on our side, not against 
us. Maybe we can do something in Venice to get that 
shift started. It also appears to me that the 
President's offer contains to some degree all of the 
three elements that are needed. It took me a while 
to recognize that. So, please tell the President he has 
my full support for his plan. Also tell him that I firmly 
believe that the nuclear war game isn't controlled by 
Russia or by America, but is really somebody else's 
game in which Russia and America have been set up 
to play the role of self-sacrificial victims. If the 
Russians and us can accept this, then we have 
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established a common ground upon which to 
nurture respect for each other, and honor, even 
affection. Then, we may at last have started to fight 
the real enemy that isolates us, that divides us, that 
bids us to destroy one-another for its gain." 

"Do you really expect me to tell this to the 
President?" said Fred. 

"Yes Fred," I replied. "It is needed. But would he 
listen? That I doubt. You would likely be wasting your 
breath." 

Fred took me aside to the far corner of the 
balcony, quietly. He leaned over the railing as if he 
was looking for something. "You are getting warm," 
he said in a soft and serious tone. "Tell me," he said, 
"if a short range ballistic missile were to be launched 
tomorrow from a submarine 200 miles off shore, 
directed against the United States of America, 
forgetting what happened last night, whose missile 
would that most likely be? Would the missile be 
Russian, French, British, or Chinese?" 

I shrugged my shoulders. "No one will ever know 
the answer to that," I replied to him. "No one would 
know, even if it happened in broad daylight with the 
whole nation watching it on TV. Those who launched 
it wouldn't launch it with a billboard attached, 
advertising the country of origin, except perhaps to 
mislead everybody. Once launched, those missiles all 
look the same, with small variations perhaps that 
one wouldn't see from a distance, certainly not on 
TV, and definitely not in the middle of the night. 
These missiles all behave the same. The missile in 
question could have been launched by any country 
or by any institution that has submarines or the 
power to control one, including Israel, especially 
Israel." 

"You are right on this one," Fred replied. "Israel 
is on the fast track to becoming the foremost fascist 
power on the planet with the fourth-largest arsenal 
of nuclear weapons at its fingertips, if not the third 
largest. Israel is being groomed to take over from 
Russia and be the nuclear trigger of last resort. 
Russia maybe too unwilling to comply with the 
imperial's plan to set the world on fire in which 
Russia, the USA, India, and China are targeted to be 
eliminated. Mark my word, Russia will be replaced as 
the sacrificial trigger. It appears that Israel has been 
chosen to become that. There is a shift being 
prepared in Cold War policies from the adversarial 
stance, which has failed, onto a friendly stance that 
is more likely to succeed. According to my contacts in 

Britain, Israel is the one to watch. It is being set up 
right now as the empire's Trojan Horse to 
ideologically take over the US government, 
supplanting itself in all key positions from where to 
stoke the fires of war. The Israelis have been in love 
with fascism ever since they became a country, and 
long before that. In fact, this love affair started long 
before the Second World War. Their Jabotinsky 
movement, or whatever it was called, would have 
loved the Israelis to join Hitler, except Hitler had 
made that impossible. It would have interfered with 
his anti-Semitic ambition. Jabotinsky personally 
fought the Ottomans in Palestine as far back as 
World War I, for his ambition to establish a Jewish 
state on both sides of the Jordan River, with the 
Palestinians being driven out and scattered about. 
The British loved him for that, because this policy 
meant permanent war, which is a cherished imperial 
policy." 

Fred stopped and laughed. "There is one thing 
that a friend in Britain has taught me," said Fred in 
his laughter, "and he has taught me well, namely 
that the Empire has no permanent allies, only a 
permanent objective. The objective is to establish a 
private World Empire of the type that H. G. Wells 
and Bertrand Russell had defined for the public to 
soften the ground. In their utopian World Empire, 
the institution of the nation-state has no place as a 
rival institution to the global empire. Such a 
complete imperial takeover can only be achieved by 
means of permanent war. The present Empire's long-
term desire has always been that the world's nation 
states will be destroyed, especially the United States 
of America, which has been an eyesore for the 
Empire ever since it was born. For two hundred years 
the Empire has tried to destroy the USA from within, 
first economically, then socially, and now politically. 
They are at the point today that they are doing it 
with ease, with their masterful perversion of 
democracy. The platform of democracy is easily 
abused for this purpose. And once democracy has 
been broken, the next step will be to usher in what 
the masters of empire called the Post Westphalian 
World, a world without sovereign nations, a world 
reeling under the dictatorial governance of 
supranational imperial looting institutions. Then all 
nations will become their slaves, without recourse, 
and without the means to resist." 

"Democracy, while we still have it, can be easily 
abused if it is not actively defended by society," I 
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interjected. I told Fred that Steve insisted that 
democracy means taking responsibility, first and 
foremost. 

"That's precisely what the judicial murder of 
Socrates in ancient times illustrates," said Fred. "No 
one took responsibility to defend their humanity. 
Everybody stood back and allowed Socrates to be 
killed. Just think Pete, if Socrates, the foremost 
patriot of humanity, the champion of reason and 
scientific perception who personified the very best in 
humanist development in the ancient world, was so 
easily murdered, and legally so, by the Democratic 
Party of Athens, what chance to the people in the 
USA have? America has become so small-minded, so 
gullible, and so easily bought? Who even talks about 
taking responsibility for the general welfare of 
society? No one does anymore. The executioners 
have the freedom of the city. The art of democratic 
murdering has become a fine art in today's imperial 
world. In fact, our society has been conditioned to 
kiss the feet of its executioners. There is no true 
patriotism left in our country. This sad fact is also 
reflected in the ruling echelon. The very notion of 
real humanist patriotism has all been destroyed. 
Greed rules the nation now, not love or 
brotherhood, or even humanity, as America's 
hundreds of thousands of homeless can tell you. So I 
ask you again, Peter, whose missile would it likely be 
that would be launched against America in the 
hypothetical scenario that I gave you? Would the 
missile be Russian, Chinese, British, Israeli, French, 
Italian, Indian, Pakistani?" 

I shrugged my shoulders. "Who would one 
retaliate against in such a case?" 

"That's the point," Fred replied. 
"Would the President hit Russia, or China, or 

both together, including anybody else that's on the 
imperial hit list?" I said cautiously. "He would have 
three minutes to choose. Washington could be 
targeted. Would he retaliate blindly against everyone 
who has nuclear weapons, or might be suspected of 
having some, and wipe out the whole world? It 
doesn't take much of a crazy man to press the 
buttons of this global destruction. We have been 
breeding small-minded crazy politicians for years," I 
added in a tone of a sudden awesome recognition. 

"That's the point," Fred repeated. "So I ask again, 
whose missile would it likely be? Who would love to 
see Russia, China, and the USA to destroy one-
another? Who keeps pushing for depopulation? Who 

has been our country's enemy from the day it was 
born? Who has been wrecking our economy with 
feudalism and related notions? Who is looting it, 
even as we speak? Who has made us the most hated 
nation in the world? Who has pushed us into 
becoming synonymous with genocide? Who worked 
against us from the moment that Franklin Roosevelt 
died? Who overturned Roosevelt's plans to free the 
world from colonialism and develop it economically? 
Who keeps blabbering that the empire has no 
permanent allies, only a permanent objective? So 
Pete, my friend, whose submarine would most likely 
launch a missile against the United States of 
America? Answer my question, please. The Russians 
are not the most dangerous enemy that we have, by 
any stretch of the imagination, as you can tell. Nor 
are the Chinese our enemy. China has never attacked 
another nation in its entire history. The Chinese are 
as much in danger as we are. So, whose sub would 
launch such a missile?" 

"You know the answer as well as I do," I replied. I 
couldn't even bring myself to spell out the name of 
the country that Fred had described. 

"You may be wrong," Fred cautioned me. "It 
won't likely be a British submarine as you might 
suspect from all the evidence that I gave you, 
because the evidence also fits someone else." 

Fred paused. "The British, actually, don't operate 
that way," he added. "That's not their style. Their 
style has always been to get other people to do their 
dirty work for them. So, I ask again. In which 
direction does the compass point? Who carries out 
the dirtiest operations in the world?" 

"The Israelis," I replied cautiously. 
Fred nodded. "That's a possibility fast in the 

making, but that's not likely today. They have the 
hardware to do it. Also, they are committed lackeys 
of the British emporium, but there is a greater 
likelihood for such an act to be carried out by 
somebody other than the Israelis. Who is more 
fascist? Who has already killed many times more 
people around the world in recent years than the 
Israelis have killed in their entire history? Who has 
made depopulation a part of its foreign policy? Who 
wants to eliminate not millions, but billions of people 
for imperial goals?" 

I shrugged my shoulders. "I give up, Fred." 
"Look at the tip of your forefinger," said Fred. 

"Who does it point to?" 
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"It points to me; to us. Do you suggest that we 
could be doing such a thing to ourselves? That's 
insane," I said. "You must be insane to believe this." 

"And that is the reason why it will likely happen 
that way," said Fred calmly. "The more insane a plan 
is, the more likely it will succeed, because the gullible 
public would never believe that we would ever do 
such a thing against our own people, intentionally. 
That's why they'll do it if we don't shut this madness 
down. In the imperial world the concept of a nation, 
or national allegiance, doesn't exist. It makes no 
difference to them where a city is located that they 
determine must be destroyed to get their wars 
started. This simply means that it is more efficient 
for them to do this on their home ground, especially 
if it opens the door for them to go after their real 
objective. That's how things are done in the imperial 
world, Peter. Self-provocation is the modern way to 
start a war or to change a nation overnight. That's 
especially true if you have become the foremost 
fascist power in the world by design, because no one 
took the responsibility to prevent it. Naturally, the 
more unbelievable the imperial interventions are, 
the more likely they will succeed because nobody 
believes that people will do these things. That way 
nobody suspects anything. That's how covert 
operations are run, Peter. It is our own people's 
design to do this. We've done this several times 
already. We had planned to do this in a big way 
during the Cuban crisis. Fortunately, the planned 
self-provocation had failed, because the President 
found out about it. We did it again later during the 
Golf of Tonkin affair. We did this one with a whole 
bunch of blatant lies. 'We are under attack,' our 
people cried. 'We are under attack!' But there was 
no attack. It was a self-provoking lie. In fact, it almost 
becomes necessary these days to launch any war 
that way, because it takes months of tedious work to 
prepare the logistics for a war. You need the trigger 
for war precisely timed with when you're ready. It's 
always been that way. Obviously, if you need such a 
big trigger precisely timed, you've got to do it 
yourself. And it's easily done, Peter. You go out and 
hire a stooge. You pay him well, but you run the 
operation. Last night's cruise missile might have 
been such a case, with the Russians being the 
stooge. Or if you dare, you run the self-provocation 
entirely by yourself." 

Fred scolded me suddenly. I must have shaken 
my head. "Don't look at me so innocently. It is our 

nation that I am talking about. You are a part of it. 
You have allowed this to develop. You are the culprit 
together with everybody, by default. We are all in 
this mess to our neck until we clean it up." 

I shook my head again. 
"No Peter, we are a part of this nation, and the 

mess that we made stinks. What do you think we 
built nuclear bombs for? If you're in the game and 
you play it at this high-minded arrogant level where 
these games are played, you don't think in terms of 
human beings anymore. Why then, would you be 
concerned about a few people of your own nation, 
or in your own cities, especially if you're told that the 
world is woefully overpopulated? The moment you 
become trapped into the imperial sphere your 
humanity becomes destroyed by corruption. 
Suddenly you find that human life isn't an important 
factor anymore. The imperial goals will become your 
soul." 

I raised my hand to stop him. 
Fred just laughed. "We've all been corrupted," 

said Fred. "Haven't we've been told day after day 
that human beings are a cancer on the Earth? Isn't 
that what the propaganda machine grinds out in 
countless different ways? Are you surprised when 
some people suddenly become motivated by the 
imperial plan to fix that, by the benign imperial 
objective? The imperials have always been high-
minded. They always saw themselves standing miles 
above 'society.' But now society is playing the same 
role. This is the modern culture now, a culture tailor-
made for warfare. We have been dragged into this 
cultural warfare over the last two hundred years and 
have become infected by it. To some degree the 
whole world has become infected by it. We are now 
able to do the dirtiest deeds with ease. We steal, 
enslave, torture, kill, or simply starve people to 
death, or kill them with diseases that could be easily 
prevented. We have created this murderous capacity 
ever since we have lost our cultural backbone by 
embracing fascism as we do. In the fascist world a 
person's humanity no longer stands in the way, 
because there is none left. That is what our society 
has largely become, a shiny shell of empty people 
singing fascist songs of war and looting and slavery." 

I protested. 
"No, Peter, that is the truth," Fred protested in 

return. "I can give you all the evidence you need. You 
find this evidence in every city throughout the 
country. You find it in what you can't find. Where are 
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the protesters against this cultural war that is 
destroying America? Where are the protesters 
against the genocide that America has heaped on 
Africa in the spirit of NSSM200? Where are the 
citizens standing in the streets demanding the 
elimination of nuclear weapons in America? We rail 
against every country in the world that has them, 
while we are building more and more of them? 
Where are the demands for a new and just world-
economic order that should be foremost on people's 
mind, because it is essential for their survival?" 

"All of these things will begin when see each 
other as human beings?" I interjected. 

Fred nodded. "When will this be, Peter? What is 
our nation voting for at election time, by choosing 
the kind of people we have put into positions of 
power decade after decade, who are totally 
unqualified for the job? We have elected presidents, 
congressmen, and senators that have collectively 
ruined our country. They've done this for decades, 
because they've been elected for being too stupid to 
know that they are playing lackeys to somebody else. 
And society is even more stupid to be going along 
with that. We have more stringent criteria in place 
for hiring gas-pump attendants than we have for 
electing Presidents and the various leaders of the 
nation." 

I just shrugged my shoulders. 
"Right, Pete. Just shrug your shoulders. That's 

what everybody does. Everybody shrugs those 
shoulders instead of shouldering the needed 
responsibility for the nation and mankind. That's why 
these awful things happen, like self-provocation into 
war. It's become a near universal thing. In any case, 
this is the most likely scenario that I can think of 
when a provocation is needed by the empire to force 
us into something big. What happened last night 
doesn't fit this general pattern as I read the larger 
game, or else it would have succeeded. What 
happened last night was a setup for something 
bigger that you and Tony have spoiled. They didn't 
count on an asymmetric response. They failed to 
consider the little guys, the daring patriots that still 
know to react intelligently. They launched this thing 
right over the top of our tracking station and left a 
footprint to show that they did so. They probably 
planned to fly this thing right across Washington, 
undetected, and then take out Baltimore. Obviously 
the Empire stood behind the whole thing. Somebody 
pushed the Soviets. And to prove to them that 

America had taken its defenses down to 
accommodate the project, they allowed the Soviets 
to penetrate deep into US waters, unchallenged. It is 
highly likely that our own country had a hand in this. 
How else would it have been possible for the Soviets 
to come so close to shore? Alarm bells should have 
been ringing hours before this happened. The 
President understands that much. He doesn't 
understand however who and what stands behind it. 
The Empire wants a regime change in Russia. A close-
call nuclear war would have brought this about. With 
Baltimore wiped off the map as a shot across the 
bow, and our defenses being discredited at the same 
time, our country would have exploded in fear and 
rage so that anything would have been possible, 
which only a total Russian surrender might have 
stopped, ending in regime change. The imperials 
want a regime change in Russia. They want a change 
from an adversarial basis to a democratic basis. It is 
easier for the imperials to loot the continent on a 
'democratic' basis. It is also easier on a democratic 
basis to integrate Russia into their imperial setup for 
the larger destruction of mankind in permanent war, 
for permanent control." 

I raised my hand. "That's a wild conspiracy 
theory," I interjected. 

"That's the only one that fits all the facts, Peter. 
That goes slightly beyond diplomacy, I agree. 
Unfortunately, such are the games that are being 
played. What happened last night wasn't about 
Russia or America, it was about gaining control to 
loot Russia and Asia. It was about breaking up the 
Soviet Empire and all of Asia. It was about setting the 
stage for endless wars until all opposition to empire 
ends and a new renaissance will never be possible 
anywhere in the world." 

I raised my hand again, to object. "The Soviets 
would have never complied." 

"They would have had no choice. The Soviet 
system would have been taken down from within by 
the resulting scandal and the American threat." 

"The Soviets would never surrender," I said. 
"They would sooner go down in a nuclear war and 
take America down with them." 

"That would serve the imperials just as well," 
said Fred. "Don't forget, America is their number one 
enemy, except when it is needed as a 'useful fool.' 
That's the 'special' relationship that we have with the 
imperials. They call America their 'friend,' because 
America has created for them the most powerful, 
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the most secretive, and the dirtiest covert operations 
capability in the world, set up by the foremost 
masters of the craft, infiltrated from the midst of the 
Empire itself. This capability, with some pretty 
twisted rouge elements among them, is needed for 
America to fulfill its assigned role as a strong-arm 
lackey. Anything else is secondary. America has 
become the imperials' playground. Not even our 
Presidents are safe in our own country, as history has 
shown, if they don't play along." 

"Are you going to tell this to the President?" I 
asked.  

"You must be joking," Fred replied, "he wouldn't 
understand a word of it. It's too unbelievable what is 
happening here. That's why conspiracies have always 
worked so well through the centuries. And that is 
why they are still being pursued, full steam ahead. 
Our government spends over 25 billion per year in 
covert operations. The whole thing is run on a 
platform of conspiracies. Look at Iran. We've taken a 
democratically elected government and ripped it 
out, and installed the Shah. It wasn't done with 
military force, but with conspiracies. When the Shah 
became too progressive, we ripped out the Shah and 
brought the Mullahs back. None of that was done 
with diplomacy. That's how Africa was wrecked, with 
conspiracies. For 25 billion a year you can buy a lot of 
conspiracy actions. And it is all happening under the 
table, and some of it so vile that no one would 
believe it. I still can't believe that American 
financiers, through the Bank of England, financed 
Hitler into power in order to prevent the Roosevelt 
economic renaissance from taking root in Europe 
and Asia. It was a massive dirty conspiracy that 
brought Lautenbach down, who represented the 
American system of economy and would have 
uplifted Europe and Asia with it. Hitler was financed 
into power to prevent this from ever happening 
again. Had Lautenbach remained, the resulting 
renaissance would have ended imperial rule. The 
Empire responded with staging war. War is the 
platform of empire. Perpetual empire means 
perpetual war. None of that is really believable, but 
it all happened." 

Fred paused and laughed. "As I said, what is 
unbelievable is safe from public interference," he 
continued. "In modern times the art of self-
provocation has become a part of the world of 
unbelievable conspiracies, while society is taught not 
to believe that conspiracies happen. This doesn't 

change the fact conspiracies are a way of life in the 
imperial world. Nor does it change the fact the 
empire's provocative missile in my hypothetical 
scenario could have come from us. Of course it could 
have been just as easily launched against China or 
Russia with the same effect, as may yet happen in 
the shadow of a major conflict. Almost anything can 
be used as a pretext these days. The preferable 
pretext is that which is conjured up with lies." 

"The fact is, we are so damn easily provoked," I 
said to Fred, "because we have already lost our soul 
as a nation. We are told to jump to the prescribed 
conclusions instantly and charge into battle like an 
injured bull at the first sign of trouble. That's how we 
have been trained. I admire the President for not 
falling into this trap. Of course, the SDI as a global 
system wouldn't have been that easily shut down," I 
said to Fred. "That may be the real reason why the 
empire, more than Russia, wants the SDI shut down. 
They want it destroyed, because future provocations 
would like be prevented when automated defense 
systems are in place that can't be easily deactivated. 
The imperials claim to be our friend, but deep in 
their heart they want us eliminated. Hiring the 
Soviets to do this for them would be their style." 

"But the time hasn't come for that yet," Fred 
interrupted. "The Empire that we serve will keep us 
around as their pet for as long as we are useful for 
their goal of taking over the world." 

"But not for one minute longer," I interjected. 
"Remember Franklin Roosevelt! He had made it 
quite clear before he died that the British Empire, 
together with every other empire, would be 
dismantled after World War II. The empire that was 
still a major force didn't allow this threat to be 
carried out, nor will it allow this threat to be 
repeated. And it won't be repeated, considering the 
way the American people have been destroyed from 
within as human beings. We have become a 'small' 
people." 

"The imperials, even those within the USA, have 
acted precisely like the Venetian Empire had acted 
after its near defeat by the Renaissance forces in 
1509," said Fred. "The Venetians had staged a 
cultural war that destroyed the European society 
from within. After that they stood back and watched 
the shooting wars to begin that were launched by 
the people themselves, against one-another, which 
the Venetians had prepared the ground for. Those 
shooting wars lasted for eighty years, Peter, in which 
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half the population of Europe was killed. That is how 
effective the cultural warfare had been that started 
it all. In today's world we have the same happening 
again, set in motion by the same empire, except the 
destruction of humanity is reaching deeper this time. 
The fascism of greed has become the most powerful 
cultural warfare force that has ever been created. 
Adam Smith should be congratulated for this. The 
resulting shooting wars will likely last longer and be 
vastly more murderous, if mankind survives them at 
all. My point is that we've been dragged into a 
permanent war situation that has already been 
raging for decades and we have become masters in 
fighting this war against ourselves without even 
knowing that the war is on. For as long as we do this 
the Venetian's of today won't see us as a threat. 
They keep us as their pet and use us to keep the rest 
of the world from developing its humanity." 

"Of course, if we step out of line and even talk 
about a new renaissance, we'll be eliminated," I 
interjected. 



Chapter 4 – Unto the Top 
of the World 

 
"You must be mistaken," I heard Ross say, who 

had come onto the balcony. "What's all this talk 
about the Venetian Empire? The Venetian Empire fell 
apart on its own," he said and laughed. "That's what 
everybody says. And the British Empire no longer 
exists. What empire then are you talking about? If 
anybody is an empire, we are it!" 

"The Venetian Empire didn't fall apart at all," 
Fred replied and smiled. "It transposed itself 
northward and became the British Empire. I thought 
you knew that. Didn't you study history as I 
suggested you should? The Venetian oligarchy 
brought with it its fear of the Renaissance and its 
ability to manipulate other people in support of its 
goals. That empire still exists as a private financial 
empire as it has from the beginning. It owns nearly 
all of the central banks in the world. It's a financier 
empire like the Venetians have been, and it is an 
empire that's in a state of permanent war with the 
whole of humanity in order to prevent mankind from 
asserting its humanity that would shut the very 
notion of empire down. That is why permanent 
cultural war is on the agenda instead of permanent 
economic development. The empire has been 
fighting to stop the SDI for this reason, to prevent a 
new economic renaissance erupting around the 
world. Sure, the SDI would make any future self-
provocation harder, but their main concern is to 
prevent a new renaissance from erupting around the 
world through scientific and technological progress. 
They were successful in preventing Russia from 
participating. This stopped some of their fears. By us, 
giving it up totally, the empire's fear of a new 
renaissance would be lowered even further. I am 
telling you this, because I want you to understand 
how important your mission is. If the mission 
succeeds, it might buy us a little time," Fred added, 
"but it won't be a victory. The real victory lies 
somewhere else. We have to eradicate the empire 
through the back door by way of an asynchronous 
movement that takes the fight out of their court, to a 
higher platform that they do not control. But until 
then we are locked into their court and into their 
permanent warfare games. This means keeping the 

heat down by all means possible until the real 
solution is won." 

Fred explained that the Empire's fears are 
justified, because America did have the economic 
and political capacity in the postwar period to do 
what Roosevelt had intended, to eliminate every 
empire on the planet and free the nations of the 
world from even the smallest remaining vestige of 
colonialism and empire. "He was committed to 
industrialize the whole world and end poverty and 
the slavery that poverty invites," said Fred. "Some 
people insist that Roosevelt was killed for this 
reason, to prevent the final termination of the 
concept of empire on one planet, which would have 
happened. Stalin may have sensed that. He was sure 
that Roosevelt died from 'imperial' causes of the 
usual sort. He insisted that Roosevelt's death had 
been arranged somehow. He suggested that he was 
poisoned. No evidence exists to support this claim. 
However, today's empire won't allow us to be ever 
again in a position to threaten its existence 
technologically, economically, or even militarily," 
Fred concluded. "The imperials will get rid of us long 
before that happens, and Russia and China, too. The 
SDI was designed to prevent this some day. But it is 
not operational now, and the imperials won't allow it 
to become so. This means we have to find a new 
flank. They told us last night that they mean 
business. You can bet your life they'll destroy our 
country long before the SDI ever becomes a viable 
defensive system if we don't comply. They'll destroy 
the SDI together with all of us. They will have to do 
this to save themselves. That's why we have to shut 
the SDI down, quietly, by ourselves, in order to save 
us from the effects of their fear. We have to do this 
before they launch a major provocation that would 
end our existence altogether. They illustrated to us 
last night that they have the means to do it. That is 
what last night was all about. The President doesn't 
know that, nor could he understand it, but we have a 
perfect opportunity at this moment because of his 
shortcoming, to eliminate the provocation that the 
imperials have staged against us. The President's fear 
of Russia is our opportunity now. He gave us a 
golden opportunity to buy us a little time. This 
means that we must be successful, Pete. We must 
shut the SDI down as a gift to Russia it in order to 
quiet the fears of the imperials that run the whole 
show on both sides and fear a new renaissance. We 
have to go this route until the Empire as an 
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institution can be dissolved and swept away in a real 
and global renaissance that lies beyond their 
tentacles, and their brains to recognize, an 
asymmetric renaissance. That is also the reason why 
it must be you guys who go to Venice, and I mean all 
of you, because no person in the world must ever 
find out the real reason why we are doing this." 

"It's ironic, isn't it?" said Ross, "that we must 
destroy the only technological defense we can 
possibly have. We must destroy our defense in order 
to remain safe." He almost laughed in a mocking kind 
of way. 

"We make ourselves feel safe by remaining 
vulnerable?" I said and laughed with him. "We 
should have our head examined." 

Fred nodded slightly. "Only God knows for how 
long the little interlude of peace with the empire will 
last that our gift to Russia might buy us. Will it last a 
year, a week, or a day?" 

I told Fred that the safest thing would be for 
humanity to dismantle its military might and rebuild 
itself as human beings in the way America once did 
under the leadership of Franklin Delanor Roosevelt. 

"That seems far out of sight now," said Fred. 
"We've been in the Empire's clutches ever since our 
country was formed, with only a few rare exceptions. 
Roosevelt was such an exception, and Lincoln, and a 
few others. Apart from this, every time we didn't 
watch out we fell deeper into the imperial trap. We 
were lured into their deepest trap by Adam Smith 
and Bertrand Russell." 

"Are you telling me that last night's near 
destruction of the world was in fact the 'gift' of 
Adam Smith?" said Ross. He looked at me, stunned, 
then at Fred. 

Fred shook his head as if in disbelieve that this 
question was asked. "Didn't I tell you guys to study 
history?" he said to Ross again, but looking also at 
me. "I almost begged you, haven't I? You can't 
understand what happened last night without 
understanding history, and I mean the real history of 
mankind."  

"How did you come to this conclusion?" Ross 
asked Fred. 

I answered for Fred. I related to Fred what Jason 
had brought up at the pub, and how it related to 
Helen's lateral lattice of the oneness of humanity. I 
pointed out how the minds of a nation can be so 
poisoned that their humanity, which people are 
naturally aware of under normal circumstances, 

becomes shifted totally out of sight. "War unfolds in 
this environment," I said to him. "It is a part of it. 
War unfolds in a world in which the natural unity of 
humanity has been pushed out of sight either by 
ignorance or by malicious intervention, or both. 
That's where Adam Smith comes in, doesn't he? 
Jason had reminded me that Adam Smith had been 
commissioned to devise ways for destroying the 
United States of America from within long before it 
even became a nation. That's what he delivered in 
the service of his master, the Second Earl of 
Shelburne, the man who ran the British Empire at 
the time of the American Revolution. Jason had told 
us on the beach that the British wanted their 
colonies back. Since they didn't succeed on the 
battlefield they used Adam Smith's methods. The 
first was free trade. When this was defeated by 
Alexander Hamilton, they tried again. Adam Smith's 
second weapon was applied, and it worked. His 
cleverly hidden destructive system of greed-based 
fascism was taken in like the Trojan Horse. It was 
hailed, raised up, and celebrated as the golden 
pinnacle of modern economics. But it remained what 
it was, a weapon to destroy society. The weapon 
succeeded 'splendidly' as the imperials might have 
put it." 

I pointed out to Fred and Ross that this was in 
essence what Jason had said to us on the beach 
during the air show days in Vancouver, and later 
again in a pub. 

"Adam Smith was commissioned for this during 
the famous carriage ride in 1763," Fred interjected. 
"I should call it the infamous carriage ride of Adam 
Smith with Shelburne in the year in which the British 
East India Company that Shelburne controlled at the 
time, became a private world-empire. The imperials 
had staged the Seven Years War to achieve the 
status of empire. The East India Company was their 
front organization. But that is only where the end 
game begins. If you only focus on that you miss the 
beginning. That is why you don't know what last 
night's incidence was all about. So, I must tell you 
again, you haven't studied history as I told you. And 
that goes for both of you. That is why you really 
don't understand anything. You keep telling me in so 
many ways that you find the real movements behind 
last night's attack basically unbelievable. This proves 
that you both know nothing. Of course I don't blame 
you. There are not many people left in the world that 
understand real history, whom you can learn from." 
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Fred sighed and shook his head. "So I must tell 
you myself what you need to know," he said. 

 
 "If you had studied the universal history of 

mankind," Fred continued, standing before us now 
like a school teacher, "then you would have instantly 
understood what the cruise missile incidence was a 
part of. You would have understood that this isn't 
about Russia or America, or even about the Cold War 
standoff. This is about empire. War has always been 
about empire. That's going back about 3000 years to 
Solon of Athens the great reformer. Solon was a 
threat to the very idea of empire. He introduced the 
principle of the general welfare to uplift the whole of 
society. He gave the common citizen some dignity 
and taxed the rich in support of society as a 
complete entity. That's the basic principle that our 
country was founded on in modern times. Our 
General Welfare Principle, one of the key elements 
in our Constitution, came from Solon of Athens. We 
learn from history that for the last 3000 years the 
world has been in a state of near permanent war 
that is carried out for one purpose only, to suppress 
this principle, to wipe it out, to get it out of the 
minds of humanity. The principle of the general 
welfare wasn't allowed to remain alive in Athens 
past the death of Solon. This profound idea, as weak 
as it still was, stood in the way of the process of 
empire. A process was under way at this time to 
form an alliance between the King of Macedon and 
the Persian Empire in order to create a vast empire 
of the entire Mediterranean region. The design was 
that the resulting empire would be shared by the 
King of Macedon and the Persian Emperor. But 
Greece stood in the way, and more so did the idea of 
the general welfare that opposed the process of 
empire and invalidated it at its very core. The 
Peloponnesian War was set up to correct that. It was 
designed to eliminate Greece as a dominant factor in 
the Mediterranean. For this purpose, the big war was 
designed to become a permanent war, a war that 
was not designed to be won, but to grind this region 
into the ground. Greece was successfully destroyed 
by this war. While Pericles, who ruled Athens after 
Solon, stood at the center of this imperial madness, 
the orchestration came from the Persian Empire. 
Pericles carried out the destruction of Athens, and 
with it the destruction of the Greek classical culture, 
but the blueprint for this madness did not come from 
Greece. What happened there wasn't rooted in the 

culture of Greece. The Persian wars in the region 
necessitated a defensive league to be formed that 
was run by Athens as the strongest of the city states, 
which quickly set the stage for Athens to develop 
imperial ambitions and with it sink the region into 
the perpetual type of warfare that the 
Peloponnesian War became, a war that ground on 
from small beginnings for almost seventy years, 
spreading havoc across the entire region. Pericles 
conveniently served as a pawn to carry out the 
imperial plan for permanent war, and he was 
excellent at it. His sophistry was the best. It was the 
sophists sophist, second to none. His sophistry would 
be mimicked many times through the ages, and still 
is so to the very day. In this sense the Peloponnesian 
War became the blueprint for modern permanent 
war.  

"Pericles was the architect of the process that 
defeated Solon's principle of the general welfare and 
with it the underlying principle of sovereignty. 
Without knowing it, he carried out the destruction of 
Greece in order to make way for the greater Persian 
Empire. Since Pericles died in his own war, he didn't 
see the outcome of his efforts, with Athens being 
totally defeated. Ironically, the entire destructive 
madness turned out to be in vain, since the plan for 
the Greater Persian Empire didn't work out either. 
Even Alexander couldn't do it, the renowned military 
genius, the then King of Macedon. With the full 
backing of the Academy of Athens, Alexander 
defeated the Persian Empire and built his own 
empire on its ashes, which extended from Egypt 
across Persia all the way into northeastern India. In 
Persia he was called Alexander the Cursed, as he 
burned the capital and the national library. In India 
he was called Alexander the Great, as he 
represented a new light in the darkness of the 
Brahmanic Dark Age.  At the height of his 'greatness' 
Alexander was poisoned by Aristotle, which left the 
entire scene in chaos and open to the emergence of 
Rome as an aspiring imperial force. From around 
200-BC on, Rome began to move into the direction 
of empire. Rome hadn't been an empire by design, 
but a Republic, though it seems that the intention 
was always there for empire that gradually became 
the dominant force. 

"The transition in Rome to empire was facilitated 
through civil wars and other wars in the 
Mediterranean in a grand rivalry between Egypt, the 
Middle East, and Rome of course. At first, there was 
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a compromise arranged between Cleopatra and 
Julius Caesar, but that didn't work out. Julius was 
killed.  Marc Anthony then tried to marry Cleopatra, 
but they both got defeated when the heir of Julius 
Caesar made a deal with the forces in the Middle 
East and wiped out the forces of Marc Anthony and 
Cleopatra and became Emperor, the Emperor 
Augustus. Thus, the warfare around the world was 
always about empire. The permanent drive for 
empire necessitated the reality of permanent war.  

"The Roman imperial system was also at war 
internally by which it decayed from within. The 
Emperor Diocletian had divided the Empire into two 
parts, an Eastern and Western division of the Empire, 
just as had once been planned at the time of Philip of 
Macedon in conjunction with the Persian Empire. But 
again it didn't work out. The western part of Rome 
collapsed. The medieval period began in which the 
empires were defined by an emerging new phase of 
empire, the phase of the financier oligarchy that is 
still the primary force of empire today.  The financial 
empire platform emerged with the Venetian 
financier-oligarchy that took over Byzantium in the 
East, the old Eastern Roman Empire. The Venetians 
also became linked with the Normans in the North. 
Some suggest that the Venetians created the 
Normans out of the Norse background and the 
background of the Vikings. Eventually the two 
imperial forces, Venice and its stooges, ran the major 
shows throughout the Middle Ages, maintained by 
the force of permanent war. 

"With the rule of empire comes permanent war," 
Fred continued.  You can't have one without the 
other. Some of the wars are known today as the 
Crusades, and in some books as the Norman 
conquests. The method though, was permanent war 
in order to prevent the natural development of 
humanity. This destructive process continued until 
the general collapse of the entire private financier-
empire-apparatus in the 14th Century. The financial 
system simply collapsed. 

"From the ashes of this horrible collapse that 
ended with the Black Death Plague sweeping across 
Europe, the Golden Renaissance emerged as a 
recovery process that suddenly became possible. It 
Golden Renaissance emerged as the opposite 
platform to empire. It created a new kind of society 
that was modeled after the General Welfare 
Principle that Solon had pioneered before Pericles 
wrecked it, that Socrates and Plato had represented 

again in their time. Plato's republic became the new 
model for a true nation-state society. The Council of 
Florence brought much of that into being. That's 
what started the very first modern nation-state, a 
society based on the principle of the General 
Welfare. Louis XI of France was the first to 
implement it. There was a man at Louis' court, by the 
name of Richmond, who took the idea to England. 
On the basis of the new model he ousted the 
decadent King Richard III, and established in England 
the second modern nation-state, a state committed 
to the Principle of the General Welfare that Solon 
had pioneered. 

"But the empire platform had remained alive in 
the background. The vestiges of the old imperial 
interests had retained considerable power, especially 
the Venetian end of it. With the redevelopment of 
this power a new phase of permanent war began, 
the wars defined by the modern empire versus the 
platform of the modern nation-state. The old 
imperial interests consequently tried to break up the 
nation-state idea. They tried it at first with religious 
war. The first assault on humanity of this type began 
in 1492 with the Expulsion of the Jews in Spain and 
the institution of the Spanish Inquisition that 
redefined the meaning of bestiality. Europe became 
a sea of permanent war that raged on until 1648 
when the Peace of Westphalia re-established the 
platform of sovereignty that stands behind the 
nation-state idea, which also had its roots in Solon 
and Plato. 

"However, the imperial song hadn't been 
eliminated totally with the Treaty of Westphalia. A 
new imperial force was quickly cobbled together out 
of the old Venetian background that became the 
Anglo-Dutch Liberal Empire that combined forces 
with the Brahman imperial revival in India via the 
Anglo-Dutch India Companies. The idea of liberalism 
really means liberty in looting, enslavement, to wage 
war, a kind of liberty from the principle of humanity. 
Free trade became a part of that liberty, it meant 
freedom from fairness in trade. In order to establish 
themselves as a full-fledged empire the Anglo-Dutch-
Venetian imperials organized another 'permanent' 
war throughout the Continent of Europe that 
became the Seven Years War from which the British 
East India Company emerged as an imperial power 
acknowledged in 1763 in the Treaty of Paris. That 
marked the beginning of the British Empire, the first 
completely private world-empire in history. That was 
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also the time when the oppression of the American 
colonies began, and the imperial oppression against 
the people of Europe. In the background of this 
unfolding regression into a new Dark Age an 
international alliance developed that brought 
together the leading intellectual and moral forces of 
Europe and those in North America, typified by 
Benjamin Franklin. The end result was the formation 
of a new nation-state as a full republic without the 
lightest concession to imperial tradition. That's how 
America became a nation built on the two key 
principles that came out of ancient Greece, 
pioneered by Solon, Socrates, and Plato, the 
principle of the general welfare and the principle of 
sovereignty.  

 "Of course the imperial establishment in Europe 
was alarmed by this trend in America that was 
admired throughout the world. In order to stop even 
the chance of these principles from ever coming to 
the foreground again anywhere in the world, the 
intellectual background of Europe where the 
development began, was decimated in another 
string of permanent warfare. This new string of 
permanent war started with the French Revolution, 
which the British had orchestrated, followed by the 
unleashing of Napoleon that destroyed much of 
Europe in over twenty wars. This permanent war 
process was also imported into America through the 
channels of the slaveholder society in the American 
South via long-standing imperial links that organized 
the Confederacy of the British slaveholder faction 
into war. Abraham Lincoln understood that he was 
facing permanent war unless a decisive victory could 
be won. And it was won at a huge cost, but the 
nation survived.  

 "From this victory the United States emerged as 
a greatest influential power on the planet, built on 
the General Welfare Principle and the principle of 
the sovereignty of nations and individuals as human 
beings. The ideas that the United States and its 
economy represented, which came out of Europe 
initially, from ancient Greece, spread back into 
Europe, especially into Germany. The Bismarck 
reforms in the late 1800s were modeled after the 
principles that were pioneered in the USA.  The same 
happened in Japan. The reforms in Japan started 
Japan on the road to becoming an industrial society. 
The same development began also in Russia under 
Alexander III. We saw the development of the Trans-
Siberian Railroad. The industrialization of Russia was 

happening. Similar developments began in many 
other parts of the world.  Thus, the very thing 
happened all over the world that the British Empire 
had tried to prevent. The Empire saw itself suddenly 
placed in jeopardy because the nations of Europe, 
Asia, and increasingly in the Americas were erupting 
into a cultural revolt against the platform of empire. 
The world suddenly became development oriented. 
The nations became agro-industrial powers 
committed to freeing their people from the imperial 
conditions of serfdom, slavery, and hopeless 
poverty." 

"This sounds like a fairy tale in today's world," 
Ross interrupted. "Development has become a bad 
word. Fighting poverty is no longer on the agenda. 
We are on the fast track of exploiting poverty for 
profit. And slavery is bigger than ever! It's here to 
stay. It's the driver behind globalization." 

"Don't get so uptight, Ross," said Fred. "What 
you are complaining about started in the 1800s. 
When America gave the world a new breath of 
freedom and prosperity through economic 
development, the remaining bastion of empire, led 
by the imperial forces in Britain, organized a new 
phase of permanent war.  It started with World War I 
that launched the brutalizing of humanity anew. This 
trend has been escalating ever since.  When society 
recovered to some degree from World War I, the 
imperials quickly started the ball rolling towards the 
next world war. They acted quickly before President 
Franklin Roosevelt, who understood the game, who 
represented the American tradition, was 
inaugurated, who might have saved Europe from 
World War II. The traitors against humanity acted 
with lightning speed. They brought Hitler into power 
a single month before Roosevelt's inauguration, 
thereby pushing Germany past the point of no 
return. 

"Franklin Roosevelt was a genius in many 
regards," Fred continued. "He would have saved 
Europe from the effects of the World-War-I 
depression, just as he saved America from the 
effects of the Hoover depression. However, he was a 
genius only to the extent that he had the two great 
principles of civilization in his pocket, the principle of 
the general welfare and the principle of the universal 
sovereignty of people and nations. He was a genius 
in that he utilized those principles that had been 
pioneered in the Greek Classical era that the USA 
had originally been founded on. He utilized the 
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foundation of classical humanism that had rescued 
mankind several times in the past. With these 
principles Franklin Roosevelt staged the greatest 
economic development the world had ever seen. He 
turned a depressed nation into the greatest 
economic and moral power in the world. If Hitler had 
not been pushed into office with imperial financing 
the humanist principles that transformed America 
would have transformed Eurasia in the same 
manner. Instead, Eurasia was destroyed and turned 
into a wasteland under the imperial doctrine of 
permanent war.   

"While the Roosevelt economic development in 
the United States saved the world from Hitler, the 
ideas of fascism and empire, which are actually the 
same, had not been defeated in the process of 
winning World War II," said Fred. "Fascism had 
survived and continued to be promoted to the point 
that it nearly defeated America. Our enemy isn't 
Russia, Peter, or communism, or even the 
British/Venetian Empire that had staged the last two 
world wars. Our enemy is the notion of empire that 
breeds fascism and its outcome, which is always 
permanent war. Permanent war is a doctrine of 
empire, and in modern times this has become a 
cultural war. This cultural war, like every permanent 
war, is not designed to be won, but to go on and on 
as long as possible to thereby grind the humanist 
spirit of society into the ground. 

"Russia was defeated in a similar manner," said 
Fred. "Russia was defeated with communism that 
was developed in the imperial workshops of 
Palmerston and Urquhart of the British Empire. 
Communism had been designed as a Trojan Horse. 
The horse was successfully delivered to Russia by 
Karl Marx. Communism was designed as a cultural 
warfare process to accomplish in Russia from within 
what Napoleon had not been able to achieve on the 
battlefield. Thus, the imperial objective remained the 
same in both cases, permanent war and permanent 
fascism to grind the humanist spirit of society into 
the ground. Where Napoleon failed, Karl Marx 
became successful." 

"I think you missed one important item of 
history," I said to Fred, interrupting his long and no 
less amazing speech, as I saw it. "You missed one 
item of history that placed America at the center of 
the longest period of peace in modern time from 
about 1866 to 1911. In this 45-year period no major 
wars had ravished the world. It was as if the train of 

horrors had suddenly ground to a halt in 1866. The 
forces of empire were defeated in the American Civil 
War that ended in 1865. Slavery was abolished in the 
USA. The British Opium War against China had ended 
a few years earlier. The Spanish Inquisition was 
finally terminated just prior to this timeframe, after a 
reign of terror lasting nearly 400 years with the 
burning of people at the stake numbering into the 
tens of thousands. From then on the world remained 
quiet, until after 1911 when the train of horrors was 
restarted that hasn't stopped since. This 45-year 
period of peace coincides with the years of discovery 
in America of the divine Principle of scientific mental 
healing, by a New England woman named Mary 
Baker Eddy, followed by the years of its science being 
developed and promoted by her and its being widely 
practiced throughout the land and in some parts of 
the world. After her death in 1910 her science 
quickly eroded, and its world-protective influence 
with it. All of this is a part of American history, and 
the history of mankind. Her revolutionary concept of 
God is rather simple, according to the way Steve 
described it. She recognized God as being wholly 
incorporeal, defined as Mind and Spirit and so on, 
which renders man and the Universe as the 
corporatized expressions of it, reflecting its 
harmonizing Principle and a Spirit that is Love, in our 
spirit and in our love, and with the power of 
discovered universal principles. With this perception, 
she raised the status of man miles above the level of 
the sewer that the masters of empire have dragged 
society into. She raised mankind up to the highest 
level of renaissance yet imagined, from which a flood 
of remarkable healing flowed. This too, is a part of 
mankind's universal history, Fred. It happened. A 
peace happened that ended war without a gun being 
fired. After her death in December 1910, the 
permanent war of empire resumed and has not 
ended to the present day." 

"The missile that you observed last night, Peter, 
was an element of this permanent war of empire 
against mankind," said Fred. "All facets of war are 
elements of the war of empire, for which the nations 
are used as pawns and as the suppliers of the 
resources for it. Empire typically uses many nations 
for its games. It was by design that last night's missile 
was flying right over the top of our tracking station 
undetected by technological means. Some of the 
empire's stooges of permanent war had disabled the 
detection system, to achieve the maximum terror 
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effect. The missile that you saw was probably 
intended to fly right across Washington D.C. likewise 
undetected - right in front of our nose - and then go 
on to erase Baltimore. The resulting terror effect 
would have been so great that it would have 
destroyed our nation from within overnight. No one 
would have felt safe anywhere after that. In this 
chaos it would have been easy to create a police-
state dictatorship, for which the reigns would have 
been placed into the hands of empire, quietly. At this 
moment the nation-state principle would have 
ended. It might have ended sovereignty right across 
the world and relegated the principles of civilization 
to the ash bin of history for a long time to come, 
together with every other facet of our humanity that 
opposes the platform of empire.  

"We are in a war, Peter," said Fred. "But we are 
not in a war with Russia or the Soviets. We are in a 
war with the platform of empire. We are in this 
permanent war that is not designed to be won, but is 
designed to grind the humanist spirit of society into 
the ground. Yes, we have the physical capacity as 
human beings to dismantle all atomic bombs in the 
world in a week. It's a simple technical process, but it 
won't happen until this permanent war is won. To 
win this war means defeating the platform of empire 
as an idea. This can only be done with a higher idea 
that stands miles above the philosophical lies that 
support the platform of empire. We need a platform 
of truth, something that is substantial, like light 
eradicating darkness. There is no substance in 
empire. No principle exists that supports it. It can 
exist only in the shadow of permanent war. It is 
darkness, and darkness has no substance. There is 
substance only in light, in the light of our humanity. 
That is what I hope we will bring to the conference in 
Venice, the light of our common humanity that 
banishes this empire-darkness." 

"This shouldn't be too had to do," interjected 
Tony. "The battle, as you've just described it, is so 
fundamentally uneven, with us having the upper 
hand, that there is no real contest happening, is 
there?" 

Fred turned to me and laughed, pointing to the 
oil slick that was barely visible by then. "The speck of 
oil out there on the ocean has a 3000-year history 
standing behind it of mankind closing its mental 
horizon to the obvious. You can't understand what 
the oil speck is all about until you understand this 
vast scene of universal history. The Empire is doing 

all it has in its power to prevent you from 
understanding this history. And to some degree, you 
fell for it. That is why you are pointing your finger 
towards Russia as the imperial masters want you to, 
whereby they prevent you and us all, from doing 
what is right. Instead of scrapping the SDI we should 
be scrapping the platform of empire. Of course, we 
won't really be scrapping the SDI idea in Venice, 
because the core idea behind it was never 
implemented. One can't scrap what hasn't been 
implemented. The core idea was for the entire world 
to come together and cooperatively develop the SDI 
system as a science driver for global development 
and then secondarily to provide for the common 
defense of all mankind. This idea was never allowed 
to be implemented as it goes against the very grain 
of empire. The SDI was doomed from the start. 
Society had become the supporter of empire instead 
of civilization. From the moment the SDI was put on 
the public agenda it became an empty shell if not 
another tool in the advancing process of permanent 
war. So it's easy to commit oneself to scrapping this 
empty skeleton, Peter, but it won't be easy to 
convince anyone in Venice of what has killed the real 
SDI in the first place, and what stands behind the 
process that killed it, the process of permanent war. 
Society is not allowed to recognize the cultural war 
that is in progress against its humanity under the 
auspices of empire. The Cold War, Peter, is really a 
cultural war, a war against the culture of humanity 
and civilization, a permanent war of empire fought 
on the platform of fascist greed against the principles 
of the general welfare and the principle of the 
sovereignty of the human being. This hidden 
permanent war has been proven more effective, 
Peter, for the presently ruling empire, than World 
War I and II had been, combined. This modern war 
also promises to be vastly more destructive once the 
world financial system disintegrates that has become 
an empty shell under the permanent warfare 
doctrine of fascist greed. The effect of this financial 
and economic collapse will be global and will be 
vastly worse than the horrid collapse in 1345 that 
brought on the Black Plague by which half of Europe 
perished. 

"Yes, Adam Smith was a part of the war against 
humanity that we are in the midst of it right now," 
said Fred. "This means that last night's cruise missile 
thing has nothing much to do with the Soviets 
directly. The root for our modern war was planted in 
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1763, twenty years before the American Revolution, 
and 150 years before communism was foisted on 
Russia. I believe Shelburne was the British Foreign 
Minister in 1763, while also being the operational 
chief of the East India Company that became the first 
completely private world-empire in 1763. No doubt 
he helped 'direct' the Paris Peace Treaty that was 
essentially an imperial show in which the various 
empires of the time divided up the world among 
themselves. Lord Shelburne's East India Company got 
a large share of it. America became a part of its 
hunting ground. Unfortunately for Shelburne, 
America was already becoming rebellious then. This 
might have been the reason why Shelburne 
commissioned one of his East India Company's 
scribblers, by the name of Adam Smith, during a 
carriage ride in 1763, to produce an apologia for free 
trade that could be used as an imperial weapon 
against the rebellious North American colonies. He 
also gave Smith a second commission, as you already 
know, to study the collapse of the Roman Empire 
that might be deployed as an imperial weapon for 
the destruction of a targeted nation. We are told 
that Adam Smith completed some of the work a 
dozen years later under the title, 'The Wealth of 
Nations.' Ironically, and perhaps by intent, this 
completion was handed to Shelburne in the year in 
which the American Declaration of Independence 
was signed. Are you aware of this timing, Ross?" said 
Fred. 

He looked at both of us. "Can you see a 
connection now unfolding that takes the permanent-
war doctrine all the way back to the Peloponnesian 
War that was staged to kill the humanist principles of 
Solon of Athens and the Principle of the General 
Welfare and that of the universal sovereignty of the 
human being? Solon's ideas are deeply reflected in 
the principle of our Federal Constitution. Shelburne's 
attack on America, through Adam Smith, was 
Shelburne's opening salvo in his modern 
Peloponnesian War. Can you see that this war is still 
ongoing? Can you see how it is defeating us just as 
the Peloponnesian War defeated Athens, the great 
cultural pearl of ancient Greece." 

Fred paused and smiled. "Shelburne's model for 
the British Empire, of course, was Venice. Venice had 
dealt with what had remained of Rome in Istanbul," 
he added. "As Ross pointed out, Shelburne 
commissioned Adam Smith to research the decline 
and fall of the Roman Empire for that reason. The 

discovery of this trap was important to Shelburne. It 
wasn't that he wanted to prevent the historic folly 
from being repeated. He wanted to use the process 
as a method for war in a targeted manner to destroy 
other nations that denounce empire as a form of 
government as the American colonies were doing in 
seeking their independence. It turned out that 
Shelburne needed Adam Smith's weapon. His 
empire's war on the battlefield to stop America's 
independence, went badly. The British got bogged 
down and then lost. Thus, the battle cry for 
Shelburne's coveted New Rome became 'free trade' 
ala Adam Smith style, the poison dart that Shelburne 
had commissioned earlier. Shelburne managed to 
make himself Prime Minister for one year to 
implement his free-trade poison dart personally. The 
survival of his Empire hung in the balance. America 
could not be allowed to exist. No nation was allowed 
to prosper independent of the Empire. In his capacity 
as Prime Minister of Britain Shelburne stood before 
the House of Lords in 1783, after the shooting war 
with America had been lost, and argued for a peace 
treaty with America that he could use as a conveyor 
belt to 'impose' free trade on the American republic. 
Since America couldn't be defeated on the 
battlefield, as he might have suspected, he had those 
other means at his disposal, fully prepared, with 
which this could be done. Thus the poison dart was 
launched to kill America from within, Venetian style. 
One way or another, America had to be defeated, as 
he saw it, or colonialism would be doomed. Indeed, 
the Empire would be doomed. Loosing the American 
colonies was one thing, but if the 'breath of freedom' 
were allowed to flow out from America and touch 
other colonial people the end of colonialism would 
have been the outcome. Shelburne couldn't allow 
that." 

"Wasn't Shelburne's free-trade poison dart 
'imposed,' as you say, on France as well?" Ross 
interrupted. "France had been America's best 
European ally during its independence fight?" 

"Yes, and France was 'punished' for it with the 
guillotine," I interjected. "The French responded 
differently than Hamilton had responded. 
Shelburne's free-trade wrecking operation had been 
exposed in America in 1787 in Alexander Hamilton's 
Federalist Papers. The debates that followed 
resulted in the US Constitution in 1789. The 
Constitution became a formidable armor against 
those kinds of poison darts. France didn't have that 
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protection. It had a monarchy that became am easy 
target once free trade had wrecked the country." 

"Adam Smith was evidently far more than just an 
ordinary scribbler of the East India Company," Fred 
continued. "He was a clever 'Black-Lord Genius' who 
understood the principle of economics and the 
measures that can be taken to prevent it from being 
applied in a targeted country. Free trade was 
launched as a perfectly disguised method for 
accomplishing this goal. Smith didn't invent free 
trade of course. The idea of people freely trading 
with each other on an equitable basis is as ancient as 
civilization. Adam Smith only invented the method 
by which it could be used as a 'poison dart,' meaning 
trade free of fairness. That's economic warfare. The 
free-trade dart thus became Shelburne's spear to hit 
America with, to dump British imports into our 
country. It was done in order to prevent our own 
manufacturing from developing. I am sure, there 
were not many people of Adam Smith's caliber 
around in the world who understood the principles 
involved. Hamilton was one of the few. He instigated 
tariffs that protected America's fledgling industry 
and saved the nation." 

Ross burst out into laughter. "What Shelburne 
had struggled so hard to foist on us, which Hamilton 
had rescued us from, we now impose on ourselves. 
We promote slavery around the world, give it free-
trade status, and wreck our industries with it." 

"Hamilton understood this as attack on the 
principle of economics and protected America," said 
Fred. "The King of France wasn't among those that 
understood the principle of economics. He became 
overwhelmed by the attack and lost his head as the 
result of it." 

"Of course he did," Ross interjected. "Instead of 
protecting himself behind a wall of broadly based 
humanist development that would have given a new 
life to the nation, as our founding fathers had done 
in America, the French King exposed himself as a 
fool. He got himself locked into empiricism, for which 
the whole nation and all of Europe eventually paid 
an extremely steep price." 

"I think it was the second defeat of Shelburne's 
Empire that freaked Shelburne out the most, when 
free trade was shut down in America," I commented. 
"Shelburne was so freaked out about that, especially 
that France had supported the American 
independence fight, that he launched this rage of a 
pre-emptive attack against France for which he 

staged the French Revolution. His rage was out of 
fear that the Europeans elite might be supporting 
the quest for freedom elsewhere in the world. 
Indeed, the American independence battle would 
probably not have succeeded had it not been for the 
significant logistical and ideological support of the 
American independence movement that came from 
France and also from Spain. Shelburne was in an 
apparent rage over this, determined to eradicate this 
'dangerous' movement against empire. He acted 
accordingly, instigating the French Revolution 
through his agent Jeremy Bentham. The Revolution 
itself was actually of little importance to him. It was 
only needed to provide the cover for eliminating 
France's scientific and humanist elite. The unspoken 
goal was to prevent the real revolution that he 
feared, a renaissance revolution sweeping across the 
world that would be nourished out of the same 
European intellectual background that had nourished 
the America Revolution. To prevent this renaissance 
from erupting globally, Shelburne needed 
permanent war. Tragically, France obliged him. This 
war has never really stopped. After the French 
Revolution was defeated, and Napoleon was likewise 
defeated later on, the platform of empire as a form 
of government was nevertheless reaffirmed at the 
Congress of Vienna. Thus the people of Europe were 
never allowed to have a true nation state republic to 
the present day. To this day America remains the 
only nation state republic in the world. It stands as a 
pioneering model that has never been applied 
anywhere. That is why Europe is in no shape to truly 
defend itself against the platform of empire. It will 
always remain a lackey, an underling to empire, 
unless America acts and shuts down the whole idea 
of empire once and for all. That's the only way we 
can get ourselves and Europe out from under the 
mantle of permanent war in service of empire."  

"Aren't you overstating your case by a long way," 
Heather interrupted Fred. "We haven't been in a 
state of permanent war for a long time. We have 
seen a few minor skirmishes, but not permanent 
war." 

"Most modern wars are fought without guns," 
said Fred. "Those are the deadliest ones, and the 
imperials are becoming evermore efficient in staging 
their cold-war or silent-war operations. Shelburne's 
covert attack on France began in 1789, the same 
year in which the US Constitution was enacted," said 
Fred. "Actually, it began two months before the 
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Constitution was signed into law. However, as far as I 
know, not a single British soldier was involved in this 
war. It was all done cold style, in cold blood through 
the back door. Actually, their cold-war operations 
were rather crude in those early days. Shelburne's 
war against the European Renaissance began with 
the storming of the Bastille prison in Paris. Shelburne 
had experience in staging that kind of backdoor war 
in the form of a riot. He had previously instigated the 
Lord Gordon Riots in London in which a bunch of 
Protestant rebels stormed Westminster. For eight 
days London had been ransacked. In the process of 
this experiment the Newgate prison was overrun. 
The rebels had been freeing all the prisoners who 
had then promptly joined the rebels' assault on the 
Parliament buildings. Shelburne's subsequent 
Jacobin insurrection in Paris, ten years later, 
followed the same mode of warfare. It began like an 
exact replay of the London affair, except it was 
designed to be carried out on a vastly larger scale. It 
was designed right from the start to become a reign 
of terror that could be continued for several years. It 
quickly became an endless massacre in which the 
intellectual elite of France was systematically 
murdered. French hands, manning French guillotines 
carried out the treachery, but the hands were guided 
from behind the scene by Shelburne's strings 
through the channels and the workshops of Jeremy 
Bentham. Even the renowned revolutionary leaders 
like Marat, Danton, and Robespierre, are said to 
have been all on the payroll of Shelburne's East India 
Company. Some of the records of payments may still 
be on file in the British Museum. Together with 
those payments, the 'revolutionaries' also received 
the Bentham produced ideological darts for their 
fiery oratories, the poison-gift bestowed on them by 
Shelburne's covert operations chief himself, Jeremy 
Bentham. In true Venetian style, Danton and 
Robespierre were later executed by the terror 
organization that they themselves had helped to 
create with the stream of Bentham's poison. They 
might have been executed as a means for eliminating 
them as a liability to the empire. Once the planned 
killing had been done the French nation was allowed 
to emerge as a republic briefly, for which the 
revolution has been officially staged. However, this 
republic would soon have a man by the name of 
Napoleon at its President who quickly made himself 
Emperor and 'dutifully' carried forward the Jacobins' 
rampage of terror all across Europe." 

"Napoleon?" Ross repeated and laughed. "Which 
one?" 

"Both of them; Bonapart and Louis, Napoleon 
III," Fred replied. "Napoleon Bonapart was the first to 
play the Jacobins' game. He played it big in style as 
the infamous man of war, the man of 22 battles, the 
invader of Russia in 1812 where over half a million 
soldiers died. Napoleon Bonapart was a fascist at 
heart, but Louis Napoleon was worse. He was 
groomed from the outset as a British asset. He was 
an 'inmate' of Palmerston's zoo, the zoo of Lord 
Palmerston the new ruler of the British Empire. Louis 
Napoleon, having been originally employed by the 
British as a special constable, was sent by the British 
to Paris in 1848 after the so-called Little French 
Revolution. Louis Napoleon was deployed there for 
his name, the name Napoleon, and set up to become 
President of the once again new republic in 1851. 
And he did become President. Of course in being 
true to the Napoleonic tradition, as soon as he had 
established himself, he promptly organized a coup 
d'etat in 1852 by which he became Emperor of 
France like his predecessor. Thus he became the 
historic role model for all the fascist dictators to 
come in the 20th Century." 

Ross applauded. "But what are you trying to tell 
me, Fred, with this line of exploration? Are you 
saying that you see a connection between this part 
of history and what is happening today? Are you 
saying that we're stuck in a hidden form of an 
ongoing perpetual war?" 

"Precisely, Ross," said Fred. "The British Empire 
has perfected this art of hidden perpetual war. It has 
become a largely cultural war now, Venetian style, 
but much more advanced than what the Venetians 
could have imagined." 

"Why are you guys talking about the British 
Empire and the French Revolution, and the 
Venetians?" Sylvia interrupted. She had overheard us 
talking and joined us on the balcony. "As far as I can 
tell, this has nothing to do with the task at hand. We 
are dealing with Russia, with the Soviet Union!" 

"You are wrong," Fred countered her gently. 
"Russia is the smallest item in what we are dealing 
with. The biggest item is Venice, and I mean the old 
historic Venetian Empire. Britain was a small player 
before 1688, before the Dutch Prince Orange, a 
Venetian asset invaded England. He brought the 
Venetian style world-imperial ambition and 
corruption with him. The invasion of Britain by 
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Orange the Venetian stooge became the greatest 
tragedy in recent history. We are still suffering from 
the resulting tragedy, a tragedy of conspiracies to 
control the world that are still ongoing. Russia is a 
secondary player. Russia got dragged into this game. 
Russia's communism is an imperial creation. Karl 
Marx, the creator of communism, was ideologically 
'guided' by the Palmerston crowd, especially by 
Palmerston's top agent David Urquhart. Communism 
was foisted on Russia. It was the Empire's Trojan 
Horse, a custom-made poison dart to bring down 
Russia. The poison dart was designed to destroy 
Russia from within. It hasn't quite succeeded yet. 
Nevertheless, Russia is still controlled by the Empire 
through the back door. That is why Russia is 
secondary." 

"So, it is the ancient Venetian mentality then 
that we will be dealing with in Venice?" said Heather 
to Fred. 

Fred nodded. "Maybe not quite the really 
ancient Venetian mentality, but the derivative that 
came out of it. That's how Adam Smith comes into 
play as a creature of that mentality. He is the link 
why we are going to give up the SDI. Adam Smith 
created the modern poison dart that staged the 
modern American-Empire ambition. The poison dart 
is Greed-Based Fascism. That's Smith's masterpiece. 
Adam Smith is hailed in America as the god of 
modern economics. What he is hailed for is the 
Empire's gift to America, the Empire's Trojan Horse 
that we took in. People say that America has become 
an empire. That's not true, Sylvia." He pointed to 
Sylvia. "We are not an empire and never will be, but 
we've been overrun by people who dream of us 
being an empire, while in reality we are but lackeys 
to the imperial masters that are quietly hidden in the 
British-Venetian background. The perpetual war that 
we've been duped into fighting against our nation 
and mankind is run through the back door. It's a war 
of fascism powered by greed. That's Adam Smith's 
poison dart. We are destroying our industries with it 
more powerfully than any bombing campaign could 
have accomplished. We are doing it all ourselves 
under the post-industrial society doctrine, which is 
just a small element of the cultural war that has been 
unleashed under the doctrine of this poison dart. The 
latest operation in this perpetual war is named 
cultural freedom. It was initiated in 1951 in Berlin 
with a CIA offensive called the Congress for Cultural 
Freedom. Since culture is freedom, the hidden goal is 

to promote freedom from culture, which means the 
destruction of civilization. We are still linked into this 
war. We are presently destroying our financial 
system with Adam Smith's design for a total war on 
civilization. We are also destroying our cultural 
assets, including our scientific and technological 
culture, and humanist education that every 
advanced culture depends on. It's all being taken 
down, especially science. We use science now to 
vilify the achievements of science. It started with the 
CFC ban and the DDT ban. We use science to kill 
people on a massive scale, by abusing science to 
disable these life-protecting achievements of 
science. These kinds of assaults on mankind's 
infrastructures for living are presently killing millions 
of people each year. We are also duped by empire 
into using our financial power against us. We are for 
example in the process of destroying our 
transportation infrastructures by withholding the 
funding required to maintain them. We are doing the 
same with our water management infrastructures, 
and our power infrastructures, health care 
infrastructures, and so forth. And not only do we 
refuse to maintain those infrastructures, we sell 
what we've got to the pirates that demand a king's 
ransom for the few services that are still provided. 
And even that is not the worst. We are also locked in 
a war of destroying the very image of the human 
being itself, rendering mankind as a villain on the 
Earth. The global warming doctrine is a part of that 
perpetual cultural war. The blueprint of this war calls 
for a global assault on fossil fuel energy utilization on 
which civilization totally depends, at least until 
nuclear power is fully developed, which is presently 
being sabotaged at every turn along the way. And 
yes, as if the resulting vast destruction was not 
enough, we are also dragged into the occasional 
shooting war as well. The shooting wars are imposed 
to draw people's attention away from the hidden 
wars, the real wars." 

Ross nodded momentarily, then shook his head. 
"You think this isn't true, because Adam Smith 

died in 1790," Fred responded to Ross. "Sure Adam 
Smith died long before his poison dart hit America 
and scored a deeper wound than Smith could have 
possibly imagined. I know that Adam Smith died two 
years after Shelburne's attack on France began. But 
he was well aware of what was planned and was 
about to happen. He had a close working 
relationship with Jeremy Bentham. He would have 
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had to be blind and deaf not to recognize the 
direction into which everything was being pushed. 
Naturally, one won't find any mentioning of that in 
the history books. I have studied a lot of them. Still, 
the evidence certainly is there. The coincidence is 
obvious, is it not? There is no doubt in my mind that 
Adam Smith was a man of stature. Nor do I harbor 
any illusion about there being many people of equal 
stature found in our modern world that have the 
capacity to recognize Smith's second poison dart for 
what it is. But who even dares to do it? Who dares to 
point to Smith's fascism-of-greed dart and identify it 
as an attack tool for cultural warfare to demobilize 
civilization? It took someone like Hamilton to do this, 
who had recognized Smith's free-trade poison dart in 
his days, which was more easily recognizable, and 
then rallied people against it. But people with this 
kind of combination of wisdom and daring are rare. 
That's why Greed-Based Fascism, misnamed 
economics, still rules and its poison is destroying us. I 
see no political parties fighting in this war on the side 
of humanity, to shut it down. There is no one 
standing in the hustings fighting for a New World. 
Who even realizes that a war is going on?" 

Ross shook his head again. 
"Seriously, Ross, where are the patriots standing 

in the hustings?" said Fred. Who even knows 
anymore what the hustings are? Where are the 
intellectuals standing at the street corners educating 
the public? This healing movement hasn't begun yet. 
It probably won't begin until we start it. That's why 
Greed-Based Fascism still rules and the end of the 
nuclear war game-playing isn't even in sight." 

"I am sure that my friend Helen would concur 
with Adam Smith," I interrupted Fred. "She would 
have agreed that if one wants to destroy a nation 
one will have to shut it down on the inside. One will 
have to prevent the universal kiss from unfolding at 
every chance that one gets. Once this is done the 
rest falls apart on its own." 

"Sure," said Fred. "What Shelburne's Jacobin 
mob did in France, Adam Smith did afterwards with 
Greed-Based Economics in the United States and 
virtually everywhere around the world where the 
modern Empire has its wars going? Adam Smith 
authorized the greedy to steal. He freed the 
criminals and put them into positions of power. That 
still happens in our world." 

"Our little episode last night, which nearly 
destroyed the world, was probably just a minute part 

of that still ongoing larger war," said Heather. 
"Obviously, this Adam Smith understood that if one 
destroys the foundation for the universal kiss, one 
sets up the stage for universal war," added Heather. 

"The universal kiss?" Fred repeated 
questioningly. "What is everyone talking about? Is 
this something I should know?" 

 
Since Fred was unfamiliar with the concept, I 

explained in a rough outline that Helen recognizes 
humanity as a universal construct in which all 
mankind is bound to each other in a lateral bond of 
love that reflects our individual love for our 
humanity, the humanity that we all share, the love 
for which, if it is honest, extents to all mankind in a 
lateral fashion from heart to heart. "Helen 
recognizes that this love for our common humanity 
has three elements. One element is manifest in 
universal economic development, which she defines 
as the element of our joy. Another element is 
manifest as the development of science, which she 
defines the element of our power. The third element 
is manifest as the universal kiss, so to speak, which 
she defines as the element of our peace. The 
Principle of Universal Love is an active impetus that 
stands behind all three elements. Its most profound 
outcome is what might be described as our universal 
kiss." 

"I love her concept of the universal kiss," said 
Heather. "It reflects the natural unity of mankind. 
Aren't we all being human beings with a common 
humanity and a common universal 'divine' Soul?" 

I suggested to Fred that we need all three 
elements for civilization to stand tall, or to stand at 
all. I suggested that any photographer would confirm 
that if one destroys a single leg of a tripod, the tripod 
falls down. I suggested to Fred that it didn't really 
matter which leg one destroys, the end result would 
always be the same. "That's what Adam Smith 
understood," I said to Fred. "Adam Smith destroyed 
the universal kiss with greed, thereby blinding 
society to its very Soul. The economic collapse was 
secondary, and so was the collapse of science. The 
tripod fell down. The end result, when this happens, 
is always war in terms that bring down civilization. 
War results when our humanity falls to the ground. 
The imperials know this and make good use of the 
process. That is why we are fighting the Empire's 
wars today against our own civilization. Society has 
been drawn into the process. The imperials drained 
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us of our humanity and turned us into stooges to 
their fascism. But why do we comply?" 

"War has basically no other purpose than to 
protect the empire from civilization, the effects of 
which would eradicate the very notion of empire," 
answered Fred. "Perpetual war is the imperial's 
Strategic Defense Initiative. It's their SDI! It is also 
used as a cover-up to hide the Empire's inner 
bankruptcy. We comply, because we haven't created 
our own Strategic Defense Initiative yet, our own 
humanist SDI, which we might deploy to defend our 
humanity." 

"That's the Principle of Universal Love," I 
interrupted Fred. 

"The fact that we haven't started on our 
humanist SDI yet is the root of the Cold War," said 
Fred and applauded me. "Russia had little to do with 
that. Can't you see this? It is more accurate to say 
that Bertrand Russell started the Cold War. The 
Soviets are as much a target of his reign of terror 
ideology as we are. Russell proposed the nuclear 
bomb long before there was one, and proposed that 
it be used as a terror weapon to force the whole of 
mankind under the umbrella of a single imperial 
world government or feudal dictatorship. Then there 
would be peace, he suggested. But the reality is, that 
peace by terror is perpetual war. This original 
Russellite policy actually still stands, Peter. The nukes 
that he lobbied for were built, and they were built 
for their potential to terrorize mankind into 
compliance with the demands of empire." 

"That's why last night's near destruction of the 
world was but another facet of Adam Smith's war 
against humanity," said Ross. "That's a part of the 
imperial outlook that Russell admired, isn't it? It is no 
secret that Russell had lobbied for the atomic bomb 
as a means of forcing a world-empire dictatorship on 
humanity." 

"It's obvious, isn't it, that the further we move 
away from the universal kiss, the more horrible will 
the manifests of war become?" I interjected. "Does 
anyone disagree agree with that?" 

Fred agreed. He even suggested that World War 
I and II were really Adam Smith's 'atomic' wars in this 
context. "It was always about protecting the empire 
of greed against an unfolding renaissance of 
universal economic development. We need the 
humanist SDI to defend ourselves against the 
madness of empire and its unleashing evermore 
forms of war. And more than this, we need a 

renaissance-SDI to defend ourselves against the 
climatic cooling of the coming return of the Ice Age." 

"Perhaps that should be our real mission in 
Venice," I interjected, "to start a Strategic Defense 
Initiative to defend humanity against the dynamics of 
the natural changes in the universe. This means that 
we are not scrapping the SDI idea as such, but are 
setting the stage for a much larger one that all 
mankind takes part in, one by which the very notion 
of empire ends." 

"By which also the name Adam Smith vanishes 
from the horizon and what it signifies," added 
Heather. 

"But first we have to attach the name to every 
permanent fascist war," said Ross. "His name still 
rules and his war is still raging, though the man has 
been dead for over a hundred years. Isn't it about 
time that this ends?"  

"Except, you can't say anything like that at the 
conference in Venice," Fred cautioned me. "Adam 
Smith is revered universally. If you were to speak 
against Adam Smith, you'd be regarded as a fool. Our 
whole project would then be in danger. Without the 
scientific foundation that we have just reviewed, 
nobody can recognize Adam Smith's Greed-Based 
fascism as a covert cultural warfare instrument. 
Alexander Hamilton might have understood this 
without too much of an explanation, but the Empire 
killed him for it pre-emptively. That's how the Empire 
operates. You certainly can't link the surrendering of 
the SDI with Adam Smith at the conference of the 
physicists. You can't even say that we are giving the 
SDI to Russia as a gift in an effort to disable to some 
degree Adam Smith's imperial poison dart that 
causes perpetual war. You can't say such a thing, 
even if it is true. Nobody at the conference will be 
able to understand what Adam Smith has done to 
mankind and is still doing, though he is long dead. 
You don't have time to teach universal history. You 
have to present your case the hard way, Pete. 
Neither should you talk about your favorite subject, 
The Principle of Universal Love, even if it is the core 
principle of civilization. You would be speaking an 
unfamiliar language. The imperials of the world 
made sure that the language of the Principle of 
Universal Love has become lost a long time ago. 
You'll be facing a tough uphill battle, Pete. 
Nevertheless, I expect you to win." 

"And how is that going to happen?" I countered 
him. "You just spent an hour teaching us history, 
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illustrating that perpetual war is the outcome of 
empire, especially the modern cultural warfare part 
of it that Adam Smith has evidently pioneered, and 
then you are telling us that none of us can even talk 
about it? What the heck do you expect us to do? This 
crisis needs to be healed. We can't just go there and 
do nothing. Scrapping the SDI doesn't count as an 
active process. The healing requires the action of an 
active universal principle, something positive with 
power in a developmental way. But you say, DON'T!" 

Fred shook his head. "I'm not saying that, Peter. I 
am merely saying that you can't attack this challenge 
through the front door. The front door is watched. 
You have to attack this through the back door. That's 
how you handled the cruise missile incidence last 
night. Tony didn't go through the chain of command. 
That step would have failed. There wasn't time to go 
through the front door. Time wasn't on your side last 
night. But you did the right thing. You pried open the 
back door and promoted Dagmar to General. The 
case was solved before the chain of command was 
fully powered up. The way you guys proceeded was 
an example of leadership. If you would act like that 
again you would win in Venice too. I'm counting on 
that you do. Just don't expect me to dictate to you 
what steps you must take." 

Fred looked at his watch when he said this, then 
looked up at Ross and Heather and smiled, and 
began waving his arms about. "You must get your 
stuff together, and quickly," he said loud enough for 
also Sylvia to hear him, who was inside in the house. 
Fred spoke in as loud tone of voice as a town-crier 
might, speaking in his heavy Spanish accent, grinning 
from ear to ear, loud enough for everyone to hear 
him. "Get ready people, or I'll be threatening to 
come along as your valet!" he said. "The float plane 
should be here any minute." He repeated the last 
sentence twice. 

He still grinned and laughed when Ross and 
Heather left us standing on the balcony in an evident 
rush to get a few things together. 

"Valet of what?" I replied and began to laugh 
myself. "We have to go in our work clothes, just as 
we are. It'll take an hour to go back to camp and 
change. Also we'll have to go without passports, 
money, credit cards and ID papers. It's all locked up 
back at camp in the truck. Maybe you should come 
along, Fred, as our liaison to vouch for us." 

Fred looked at me and burst into laughter. He 
laughed as if nothing more serious had transpired 

during our entire conversation at the railing than 
being engaged in some small talk looking out across 
the water at an oil slick that was barely visible by 
then, and making jokes about it. 

"Don't worry," said Fred quietly, "you'll be given 
everything that you need. It will be ready for you 
when you get to Berlin." 
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