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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 – Critical 
Mission  

 
 Our spirits weren't quite as high the next 

morning when we stepped through the Iron Curtain 
into East Germany at Checkpoint Charlie. I had 
traveled through this gate in the Iron Curtain many 
times during the Anderson affair. It seemed to me 
that one never gets used to facing submachine guns 
and the overriding sense of the cheapness of life in 
the communist world that these guns signified. The 
tense feeling was impossible to suppress. I could 
close my eyes and still see the open muzzle stare into 
my face, knowing what it has been made for. 

As I made my way past the concrete barriers that 
were originally erected against tanks. The dark image 
of a fascist world that stood unseen behind that 
muzzle, hit just as hard that day as on many previous 
occasions. It seemed that this part never gets any 
easier. 

 
"What a contrasting world East Germany is!" said 

Sylvia once we were through. 
I agreed. I couldn't help notice the contrast every 

time I passed into the East. 
Going through the checkpoint turned out be a 

sobering experience for all of us: a creepy, 
frightening step through a gateway into a world that 
I had learned to loathe and yet had learned to 
treasure at the same time, because Steve and Ushi 
lived there. I felt the same feeling again this time 
around. 

 
I telephoned Ushi as soon as we got to Leipzig 

after a two-hour drive on the autobahn. I meant to 
surprise her by phoning her from right outside her 
office. But it was mostly for security reasons that I 
phoned. I recalled that there was a public telephone 
booth in front of the great medieval castle called the 
Rathaus, where she worked. I knew that she could 
see the booth from her office window. She had 
mentioned it once before. 

When she heard my voice she let out a shriek of 
delight. "Are you really here?" she asked. 

"Just look out the window and watch me wave to 
you." 

"Gosh, I can see you. Is it really you? Wave again! 
Why don't you come up, Pete?" 

"Maybe you should come down, I have a still 
bigger surprise for you," I said. "Sylvia is here with 
me and Tony, and Heather, and Heather's future 
husband, Ross, a nuclear-power genius that Steve 
might want to meet. Except Ross has given up on 
science in America and became a birdwatcher for the 
military instead. Still he remains what he was, a 
genius." 

"Wait please, I'll be right down," she said. "But 
first I must call Steve. We'll have to have lunch 
together." 

"OK, that sounds fine, but supper is on me 
tonight," I warned her. "Can you recommend a place, 
one with dancing?" 

"You bet I can!" she said and hung up. 
We met her outside her place of work, right in 

front of the great copper-clad door of the Rathaus. 
The door looked as heavy as I remembered it. Its 
imposing size and weight provided a perfect 
introduction to the system that it guarded. Also, 
there was this contrast again, of the bombastic 
standing in opposition to the superlative that Ushi 
personified, someone delicate and beautiful. No 
embrace could have been warmer than ours, or a 
face more radiant than hers as she stepped through 
the giant door to greet us. She warmly embraced 
Sylvia, and then Heather. Afterwards she hugged 
Ross and Tony, too. 

"Steve will meet us at Cafe Intourist," she said 
later. "He will come right after his last lecture." 

 
I remembered the Cafe Intourist. I had dinner 

there, once. As I recalled, it was only a few blocks 
from the Rathaus, the right distance for walking, and 
of course for exchanging stories. And oh, did I have a 
story to tell her! 

At first she said no. Then she said, "Italy sounds 
exciting!" When I mentioned Venice, the 'no' became 
a 'maybe.' When I finally explained the importance of 
the project to both the United States and the Soviet 
Union, she was with us one hundred percent. I added 
that the matter is so highly sensitive that it takes 
sensitive persons like her and Steve, to handle it. 

She looked at me and shook her head. "This goes 
one step too far!" she protested. "I'm honored, but I 
can't accept. The responsibility is too tremendous. 
What if I fail?" 

"What if someone else tried and failed more 
miserably?" I asked in return. "Can you think of 
anyone better qualified than you and Steve to do the 
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right thing when there is no way of telling what the 
right thing is?" 

She shook her head. Some tears came. Then I 
told her our submarine story, how close the cruise 
missile had come to Washington D.C. and that this 
happened less than three days ago. 

"OK, but Steve won't go along with this," she 
said. "He never misses a semester opening. It's 
important to him to be there. He says that the first 
weeks are critical." 

"The future of humanity is at stake," I said 
quietly. "Steve will adjust his priorities." 

"Ok, I'll ask him for you, Peter." 
 
We walked arm in arm into the restaurant. Ushi's 

eyes were still wet. 
Steve was already there. He waved us to his 

table. 
"Pete needs you in Italy tomorrow," she said to 

him bluntly and without a comment as if none was 
needed. 

Steve looked stunned. "Another nudist beach 
project?" he asked jokingly. 

I shook my head. "Something much bigger, 
Steve! The beach isn't important at the moment. 
Something much bigger is happening." 

"Didn't I tell you, you blew those 90,000 bucks?" 
Steve said and began to laugh. 

"Steve, hundreds of billions are at stake. It's that 
big a project. It could be a turning point in history. 
The future existence of mankind may hang in the 
balance! You had told me once to invite you to my 
opening show. I am inviting you now. We are about 
to stage the opening show for a new future for 
mankind." 

Steve laughed, but immediately his smile faded. 
"You are not joking?" 

Of course I had to repeat the whole long cruise 
missile story all over again. 

 
"Venice," he repeated, "the SDI is being scrapped 

there!" He shook his head. "What a coincidence! Did 
you know that Venice killed Dante?" 

"There is no connection," said Ross. "The project 
that we need your help with might open a whole 
new horizon that will resurrect Dante. The Venetian 
won't shut this one down." 

"I hope you realize what this means to the Soviet 
Union," said Steve. "They feel terribly pressured by 
the SDI." 

"Who has the SDI first, controls the world," said 
Ross. 

I explained to Steve that the cancellation was 
perceived as a first step towards better relations, a 
sign of respect, and hopefully also a step closer to 
the end of the nuclear arms race. "My boss Fred 
invited you to become involved, because of your 
network of contacts that is reaching deep into the 
Soviet Union. He thinks it is of utmost importance 
that this gift to the Soviet Union is not being 
perceived as a trick of some sort, but is seen as an 
honest gesture, which it is." 

"They may see it as a political ploy," commented 
Steve. 

"Exactly! That's why Fred invited you to become 
a part of the team," said Ross. "You are respected as 
someone who plays no games, a scientist of absolute 
honesty and integrity." 

"You tell me that your boss, Fred, invited me, but 
what about you? Is this what you really want me to 
do as a friend?" said Steve. 

"Personally, I would love you to be involved for a 
totally different reason," I answered quietly. "The SDI 
cancellation is important. It's important to the 
President. But in the larger picture it isn't a big deal. I 
need you in Venice for one specific reason that goes 
far beyond what the President asked for, and what 
Fred is even aware of as a possibility. It is something 
so big that I'm not even sure we can pull it off. With 
someone like you on my side it might be doable." 

"Something bigger than the cancellation of the 
SDI, Peter? What could that possibly be?" 

"The President wants us to cancel America's 
Strategic Defense Initiative as a gift to the Soviet 
Union in order to ease the pressure that has become 
a danger to us all," I said to Steve. "I personally want 
to put something vastly bigger in place for the 
scientists to tackle instead. I'm thinking of a real 
strategic defense initiative for the protection and the 
continued existence of all mankind. I'm thinking of 
something big, something that is truly global in its 
significance and that has become absolutely vital to 
be considered. It is so big that no politician has had 
the courage so far to touch it, much to less run with 
it." 

"OK, Pete, "stop the suspense. You've got me 
listening!" 

"I want to put the start of a new renaissance on 
the worldwide agenda at the physicists’ conference 
in Venice. I need your help as someone that the 
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physicists from around the world respect. What I 
must ask them to support to the best of their ability 
goes totally against their acquired axioms." 

Steve nodded momentarily. "You want me to 
betray them?" he said moments later and looked 
away. He got out of his chair. 

"Please," I said. "I want the opposite. I want to 
help them to stop betraying themselves." 

"So what is this big thing that you want to 
announce and need my help with?" said Steve as he 
said down again. "It better be good." 

"It could become the key-turning point for 
mankind," I said and began to smile. "It's the biggest 
thing for mankind to face since the last Ice Age. In 
fact, it is the biggest thing ever. It is the return of the 
Ice Age itself. The challenge is, as you have told me 
several times before, to create the technological 
infrastructures that enable a ten billion world-
population to be supported by indoor agriculture for 
the next ninety thousand years. I have read a report 
by Professor Zbigniew Jaworowski from Warsaw on 
the coming Ice Age. He suggests that the transition 
period could be as close as fifty to a hundred and 
fifty years from now. With a forty-percent drop in 
global average temperatures most of our present 
agricultural potential will disappear. We might have 
to support almost ten billion people from indoor 
resources while we loose twenty percent more of 
the Earth's landmass to glaciation, and most of that 
in the Northern Hemisphere. This challenge that we 
face is the biggest challenge that has ever been 
thrust upon a species in the entire history of our 
planet. It is a challenge, because we have the ability 
to master it. Otherwise it would be a catastrophe. If 
we were to fail of course, the consequences would 
be unimaginable." 

"The Ice Age Challenge," Steve repeated. 
"Creating an Ice Age Renaissance? That's big alright. 
That's what we dreamed about the last time we met. 
You aim to put this onto the world stage with the 
cream of the science community assembled, and this 
in conjunction with the biggest political 
announcement in modern history." 

I nodded. "I would like you to help me with this. I 
like to propose to the scientists, Steve, that mankind 
needs to start a global strategic defense initiative to 
defend mankind from itself against its possible 
extinction. I would like to suggest on a world-forum 
platform that the time has come to get moving on 
this much needed initiative in a real and intensely 

dedicated manner. If we succeed, we would close 
the door on nuclear war along the way. It would 
become obsolete forever, together with a whole lot 
of other nasty things of the type that are killing 
mankind today. I like to propose that we set a new 
stage for having the brightest future imaginable. 
That's what's at stake. Will you help me, Steve?" 

Steve just nodded. 
 
We argued back and forth over a lot of the 

details, all seven of us, until Ross and Steve stood up 
and shook hands. Ross smiled and embraced Steve. 

We sat in that restaurant for a full two hours. 
Eventually we were talking about small stuff, the 
beach project, Puff the Magic Dragon, Tony's air 
show, submarines, and Dante. Now and then, I 
strayed from the main conversation and became 
absorbed for a time in some lovely meaningless small 
talk with Ushi. It was good to see her again! 

"It is nice to have you with us again," she said. 
 Oddly, these were virtually the same words with 

which I was greeted at the hotel when we checked in 
after lunch. The bellboy recognized me instantly. The 
captain too. He came over to us, to greet us. 

"But the beach is closed now," the captain 
grinned. "Are you here on another 'diplomatic' 
assignment?" he asked. 

I blushed. 
He shook my hand and said he was delighted to 

see me back. He looked at Heather and Ross, then at 
me. 

"We're visiting a friend," I replied. 
"Ah?" he replied, as he handed the keys to the 

bellboy. "Have a nice visit. Will you stay long?" 
"Till tomorrow, then Italy." 
He bowed slightly after taking his tip. 
"I smell trouble," said Ross. "He was interviewing 

you." 
I suggested that we should call Steve and Ushi 

and get them to meet us somewhere, and leave the 
same night. 

Ross disagreed. "This will put them in danger and 
ruin our whole mission on top of that." 

We agreed to carry on as planned. We met Steve 
and Ushi for dinner and then returned with them to 
their apartment for a nightcap. There, practically in 
front of their house the surprise began just as Ross 
had feared. Ushi recognized the 'pickup wagon' being 
parked around the street corner. I had parked our 
car only three spaces behind it on the opposite side 
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of the street. Ushi went up to the car and talked with 
the driver. "Herr Krausse! What a surprise!" she said 
and offered a kiss. 

"Go away, Ushi," he said in a heavy tone of voice. 
"It's you they've come to arrest; you, Steve, and your 
friends. You're in deep trouble." 

"Me!" Ushi joked. "No, Heinz." 
"Treason!" he said. "You must get away from 

here." 
"Where would we go, Heinz? How far do you 

think we would get?" 
"I'm terribly sorry," he said in his drawn out 

German. "Just be careful, they're waiting for you 
upstairs." 

"Thanks my friend!" she said, and tapped him on 
the shoulder. 

 
The pickup squad must have wondered why 

none of us were the least bit surprised when the 
chief officer suddenly stepped into the room from 
out of the balcony while we sat at the table and had 
coffee. The squad had patiently waited there. Maybe 
they wanted to catch us exchanging secrets or 
something like that. Since nothing of the sort 
happened, or maybe the coffee smelled too good, 
they gave up waiting and came in. 

"Nobody move!" the officer commanded us in 
broken English, pointing his gun at us. He said we 
were all under arrest. He was accompanied by two 
lesser-ranking uniformed officers. He himself wore a 
gray business suit and a crumpled raincoat. I was 
tempted to laugh. He resembled Lt. Colombo down 
to a hair, from the famous TV series. He even acted 
in the same manner, in the most predictable way. "I 
never thought that the real world would catch up 
with the comics," I said to myself. I found it difficult 
to take the man seriously, or to be scared of him. I 
was tempted to laugh. This though, would have gone 
too far. 

It seemed that we all had our fun with him, even 
Ushi. However, it also seemed that our TV character 
in the Lt. Colombo script was definitely more 
intelligent. 

"Please comrades have a coffee," said Ushi 
gently, without even looking up at them. She had 
three extra cups on the table, and spoons. Evidently 
she knew that this was the wrong thing to say. She 
couldn't suppress a smile at me. It inspired a sense of 
compassion for them. 

Of course there were accusations made, talk 
about bribery, disrespect for the law, conspiracy to 
commit espionage. Our passports were collected up. 
The man took off his coat and paced up and down 
the living room, lecturing Ushi and Steve on the 
virtues of patriotism while one of his uniformed 
fellows took our passports away with him, to have 
them checked. 

Colombo shouted like a general driving a cavalry 
regiment into a charge. In that, he was unlike the 
quiet Colombo from the TV series. The whole 
neighborhood must have heard him. And then there 
was the weighty matter of the three extra cups! Ushi 
made gestures that she could explain them. But he 
rambled on about this being evidence that we were 
waiting for more spies from the CIA, and he wanted 
names. He had his note pad ready. 

"Comrades, these cups were for you," said Ushi 
smiling. "I thought you would probably get cold 
hiding out on the balcony. You should have parked 
the pickup car further away." 

That's when Ross stood up like he might have 
stood against the demonstrators in Pittsburgh. 
Compared to 'Colombo' Ross was a giant of a man. 
Ross put his hand on Colombo's shoulder. "I might as 
well confess, Sir. I'm the CIA man you are after." 

The man made him sit down and be quiet. 
"No, no, I really do work for the CIA," Ross 

insisted, "but not as a spy. I'm a naval observer 
stationed at the coast of North Carolina where a 
Soviet trawler launched a cruise missile three nights 
ago, against Washington, DC." 

"Lies, lies," shouted the man before hearing Ross 
out. "Lies won't get anyone off the hook." 

"I suppose you had better verify his story," said 
Ushi. 

"That won't be possible," said Ross, "the Soviet 
Union denies that it happened." 

"Oh, there are ways," said Ushi. "My boss, 
General Gerber, has connections. He will know." 

Our little Colombo twitched and got pale when 
the name General Gerber was mentioned. He sent 
his other uniformed officer to the pay phone to talk 
to General Gerber! 

Now we waited. While we waited hardly a word 
was spoken. Tony and Heather looked quite pale. 
The silence became tense. 'Colombo' paced the 
room again, and I had the same uncomfortable 
feeling that I have had during my first experience in 
East Germany, while waiting for my passport to be 
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returned at the checkpoint. Only Steve didn't seem 
to be bothered in the least. He made himself a glass 
of soda water with lemon slices and ice cubes, and 
another one for me, and started telling me that 
someone had actually found a way of accelerating 
nuclear particles at a speed greater than the speed 
of light. And since Colombo who apparently had 
trouble writing in English, wrote every word down 
that was spoken, he became extremely occupied. 
Soon Steve began asking about the cruise missile 
crisis. "How close did the thing get to Washington?" 

"Would you believe Arlington?" answered Ross. 
Ross looked over Colombo's shoulder. "No, 

Arlington is spelled ending with I N G T O N," he 
corrected the police lieutenant, or whatever his rank 
was. 

"I can see why your President goes to such 
extreme measures," said Steve. He added as a 
concession, "but giving the Soviet Union the Star 
Wars project as a gift, that's most generous and 
quite unexpected." 

"That's what he wants to do, and that is why he 
needs to have the best scientist and journalist there, 
like Ushi and you," said Ross, "someone we can trust 
to cover the occasion without misunderstanding it." 

"Arlington?" asked Tony. "I thought they shot the 
cruise down closer to Norfolk with three E-3 Sentry 
AWACs tracking it." 

"It must have been one of their new stealth 
cruise missiles that are hard to see on radar," said 
Ross. "It was probably a naval adaptation of their 
modified version of the ASX-17. Its frame is made of 
synthetic fibers covered with a radar-absorbing 
paint. Also, its shape is designed so that its surface 
contains no flat area, but scatters whatever radar 
waves would be reflected back." 

"Actually, the E-3 AWACs don't detect a stealth 
aircraft directly," said Tony, "because there is no 
radar reflection from a stealth aircraft. They can 
detect it only by a faint traveling void that a stealth 
aircraft creates when there is a highly reflective 
background beneath it." 

This was Tony's contribution for the benefit of 
the lieutenant. 

"The AWACs' computers are searching for 
shadows that change position," Tony continued. 
"The tracking officers then relay the position to the 
pilots with constant updates. To a pilot chasing one 
of these, its like chasing a fifteen-foot kite going six 
hundred miles an hour at an altitude of less then two 

hundred feet. Just try to chase a thing like that with 
an F-15 in bad weather. You have to rely totally on 
the AWACs to guide you to within a few hundred 
feet of it until your own radar catches it to lock in the 
weapon systems. The F-15 Eagle is the most 
advanced flying computing center you can imagine. 
The computer tracks all radar sightings 
automatically, both above and below the aircraft, 
from close up to beyond visual range. The targeting 
is totally reliable. Once a lock has been established 
the target is taken care of. The computer does the 
rest. The system can track seven targets 
simultaneously. But when it comes to cruise missiles 
that are small and agile, and hard for the radar to 
keep in lock, the system breaks down. Then you have 
to go for visual and use your gun. Add bad weather 
and cloudiness, and you really don't know what 
you're shooting at. These cruise missile kites are 
really too small for visual tracking, at least they were 
so on the simulators." 

"I've been told that it was a heat-locking air-to-
air missile that got the cruise missile down," said 
Ross, "But why did they track it for so long? That is a 
mystery to me." 

"That shows how difficult it is to respond in 
asymmetric situations," said Tony. "We get ourselves 
all set up and trained for the games that we expect 
to be played, and then someone comes along and 
plays a totally different game." 

"Arlington is certainly too close for comfort," 
said Steve. 

Ross had to help the policeman again with the 
spelling. 

"That's why the President wants to give the 
Soviet Union this tremendous gift," said Ross to 
needle the policeman on. "The President obviously 
recognized that the US is proportionately safer to the 
degree that the Soviet Union feels more secure, 
itself." 

"Proportionately is spelled ATELY at the end," 
Ross corrected the policeman. 

"It will be a great honor for you as a journalist 
and for your country to be the first to publish this 
story," said Ross to Ushi. 

Of course, all of this was written down. 
Ushi smiled. 
"And what is this gift?" the policeman asked. 
"You wouldn't expect us to announce in advance 

what the President of the United States of America is 
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going to give to the people of the Soviet Union as a 
gift?" I replied. 

He wrote this down too. He wrote everything 
down, swiftly and neatly, though he evidently had 
trouble with the English spelling. Still, I wished I 
could write as neatly and as fast as he could. I 
admired him for that. 

When Colombo's man returned from the 
telephone mission, he said that General Gerber was 
unavailable for the evening. That's when Colombo 
insisted that we had to be kept under arrest until 
everything could be verified. Consequently, he 
dragged us all to the police station. Luckily for us, he 
let us go back and stay at the hotel where we had 
checked in. I told Colombo that we would rent the 
whole floor so that he would have to post only a 
single guard. 

He agreed. 
With this twist of events, the investigation 

seemed to have ended, at least for the moment. 
Also, Colombo didn't write things down anymore. At 
the hotel, life returned almost back to normal. We 
were able to order food, drinks, anything we liked 
that was available through room service. And since 
Steve and Ushi felt not the least apprehension, 
neither did I. Heather suggested that we turn the 
whole situation into a party. Even our police guard 
allowed himself the indiscretion of occasionally 
having a drink with us. 

As it happened, nothing came out of the charges. 
Nor did we actually meet Ushi's boss. A policeman 
appeared early the next morning and gave us our 
passports back. With them he also brought a large 
document which he said is a special permit for Ushi 
and Steve to accompany us. 

We left immediately, straight to the Autobahn, 
then south to Stuttgart and further south across the 
Alps.  



Chapter 2 – Glass 
Sculptures 

 
We had lunch in Stuttgart on top of the tower, 

the tallest structure in all of Germany as the waiter 
assured us, though it probably wasn't. Dinner was 
delayed that day until we got to Innsbruck, where we 
stayed for the night. We stayed in a hotel that 
seemed to date back to the imperial epoch of 
Austria. If it wasn't, it was meant to appear that way 
by its decor. Then, early the next morning, with the 
first sunlight, we were off again over the Brenner 
Pass to Venice. Whatever clothing we needed for the 
hot climate was purchased along the way, mostly in 
Italy, and most of that in Venice itself. 

 
Heather and Sylvia were more than impressed 

with Venice. Ross and Tony, too. They found it 
romantic. Everyone loved the narrow streets without 
cars, alleyways connected with picturesque bridges 
across canals lined with old houses, a city of quaint 
cafes, shops, ice cream parlors, frescos, statues, 
churches, and tiny squares. Sylvia loved the cozy 
open markets, the market squares of the size of 
courtyards into which the sun rarely penetrated. But 
when the sunshine did penetrate, it brought the 
colors alive, the colors of the wares of the street 
vendors that sold everything from clothing to 
perfume, to paintings and musical instruments. 
Among the vendors were tiny Espresso cafes, almost 
hidden, and ice cream 'palaces' that added to the 
color. Even I was impressed by the gentle 
atmosphere. But mostly it was the colors and the 
sunshine that made the place appear romantic. Most 
outdoor stands were draped over as a protection 
from the ever-present birds. I just couldn't decide 
whether the profusion of color that matched 
anything in the rainbow, was not intended to 
secretly induce the sale of bright clothing to tourists 
that subsequently carried the color that had been 
lavished profusely in the markets, into the narrow 
passageways that were the streets of Venice. 

Only the buildings themselves were not so 
brightly colored as if the builders had no interest in 
'attracting' the sunshine as did the tourist industry. 
The facades of the buildings were of darker hues that 
brought out the tones of countless passing years. 
Although Venice had been greatly transformed since 

my last visit, years earlier, its 'timeless' look had 
remained with a few modern touches added. The 
wooden bridge over the Grand Canal had been 
replaced with a modern steel and stained glass 
structure that combined the old era with the artistry 
of the New World. Also, the city was no longer dirty 
and decaying as I had vaguely remembered. It 
appeared to me as though the whole city had been 
renovated in preparation for a great festival. I didn't 
think much more about it. I just took it all in and 
enjoyed it as everyone else seemed to do. 

I noticed a poster sometime later in a store-
window that made it quite clear that my first 
impression had been correct. The face of the city had 
been uplifted for a type of festival. The official plan, 
as far as I could make out from the poster, was to 
create a New Venice, a modern-day Italian Babylon. 
The city had been groomed in a bid to become the 
capital of Europe from the Ural Mountains to 
Gibraltar. Famous art treasures had been loaned to 
the city's main gallery that I didn't know existed. 
Also, I noticed a bright-yellow poster on the tourist 
information board. It said something about an 
"Universal Expo." Central to that Expo, so it 
appeared, was the redevelopment of Venice's 
ancient arsenal. The arsenal was the first thing Ross 
commented on when he saw the poster. The poster 
said that the arsenal was being restored to become 
an exhibition center for folklore history, as well as for 
modern technology and a lot of "other" things. 

"Those other things," said Ross, "might be things 
that may never become apparent to the average 
tourist who is unfamiliar with the Venetian Empire's 
history. Ross called the armory 'the first scientific 
laboratory for the development of feudalism'." 

Ross told us that in historic times the Venetian 
armory had been a model for a new kind of 
production-intensive social structure. The workers of 
the armory had continued to receive their wages 
under this new 'social' system after they were old 
and were no longer able to work. By this imperial 
'generosity,' catering to the workers’ minimal needs, 
the arsenal had been able to attract the best 
craftsmen from near and far and retain them, which 
the imperial state required for creating the fleets of 
ships that gave it its power. "Their small concession 
to humanist value, drawn from sheer necessity, 
illustrates the tremendous importance of the arsenal 
to the Empire," said Ross with a tone of disgust in his 
voice. "Without that, the Venetian Empire would not 
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have existed. An empire needs the strength of 
society to do its dirty work." 

Ross turned to me. "Now take another look at 
Venice," he said. "Take a careful look at the small 
drab houses along the narrow alley ways. The houses 
are probably damp. Notice the faint odor of mold in 
the air. In humanist terms Venice isn't a gem. It is a 
dump. It is a monument to inhumanity. It consumed 
people, from the smallest to the greatest. The 
executioner's platform has been removed of course, 
but its echo still lingers. Its corrupting influence gave 
Venice its power. If you look for it, you may sense its 
shadow. Venice has nothing to do with the goodness 
of living as a human being. In comparison with 
Florence, Venice is a sewer, which its canals indeed 
are." 

"No wonder the imperial clique likes it here and 
feels invigorated coming to this city," Steve joked. 
"It's wonderfully devoid of human virtues. Of course, 
the tourists don't come here for art and culture that 
doesn't exist here. Nor do they come to be touched 
by its history. They come here to experience a façade 
prepared for the tourists and to experience streets 
without cars and motorcycles, a phenomenon that 
you can only find in Venice. But its history? Well, you 
really don't want to get into that, do you? It would 
bring images to mind of James Fenimore Cooper's 
book, ‘The Bravo’, and those will haunt you." 

"I don't think the Venetians would want their 
real history to be known," said Ross. Ross evidently 
understood something about the real history of the 
culture of empire that the place, its people, and what 
the name Venice came to stand for. He said that the 
armory had been responsible for building, repairing, 
and arming the vast Venetian fleet, which he said 
was the lifeline of the Venetian Empire. "Without 
ships for merchants and soldiers it would have been 
impossible for the tiny City-Empire to carry on its so-
called trade. The ships carried slaves and workers 
and soldiers. With them the empire built the 
logistical support bases from which it would exert 
military pressure against far away places in order to 
impose its terms of buying cheaply and selling at a 
king's ransom. The Venetians were waging war for 
commerce. They were looting the capitals of other 
empires by their highly developed skill in coercion. 
When the coercion failed, they resorted to threats, 
which they had the power to carry out. In some 
cases, they were simply destroying the opposing city-
states altogether when they proved 'uncooperative,' 

cities like Constantinople and so one. Without the 
highest quality hardware, which was produced at the 
imperial armory, the Venetians' world of spying and 
economic raping, supported by psychological warfare 
for which Venice had become notorious, would have 
remained a world of empty dreams." 

"The Venetian Empire would have never become 
a significant force without its Armory," Steve agreed. 

Ross described the Armory as a crossover point 
between the Venetians' sick greed and the 
productive force of skilled laborers, by whose 
products expeditions were sent out to ruin the 
economies of entire regions, expeditions that would 
make and break empires, that would change history 
and prolong the dark ages. 

"That's what Dante saw, and that's what 
probably got him killed," commented Steve. 

 
It appeared to me that Sylvia's first impression of 

Venice was a totally different one. She described it 
like a gentle rose opening itself, unveiling a world of 
romance and intimate feelings. To her our brief 
encounter with the dark 'hues' of East Germany and 
its Iron Curtain lay far behind us and almost 
forgotten as though it didn't really belong to the real 
world. The world before her was a world of sunshine, 
singing, dancing, shopping for fine clothes, dining at 
fine restaurants, having wine with every meal, and 
walks after the meals along cobblestones 
promenades or among thousands of pigeons that 
seemed to eternally 'grace' the famous St. Marcus 
Square. Sylvia loved the St. Marcus Square, flanked 
on one side by the old Dodges Palace where the 
physicist's conference was to be held, with shops at 
the street level and on the opposite side of the 
square. St. Marcus Square quickly became her 
favorite place to be, and so it became ours. 

Not far from the square, we found a most 
elegant open-air restaurant with tables arranged 
right along the edge of the lagoon. The restaurant 
turned out to be a grand place for looking at sunsets 
with the island of Lido in the distance, and a forest of 
brightly colored masts nearby to the immediate 
right, and sails in the city's marina. After the sun had 
set, the scene became bathed in the warm, mellow 
light of countless lamps, a sparkling maritime 
atmosphere with strings of lanterns decorating many 
a boat. The splendor of the light show added a 
lighthearted, holiday kind of feeling. 

"Everything is perfect here," commented Sylvia. 
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And so it was for what it was. In every restaurant 
a bouquet of flowers graced the table, and a bottle 
of wine stood ready to be poured. The lanterns along 
the waterfront where we dined that evening were 
brightly painted. Their purple tinted glass-enclosures 
hung from fine ironwork. Sylvia commented on how 
colorful and graceful everything was. One really had 
to look to find something that was plain or drab. Not 
even the tablecloths in the restaurants were plain. 
Some had a soft-colored pattern woven into them, 
or flowers printed on them. The people too, were 
colorfully dressed, at least the natives were. The 
drabbest dressers seemed to be the tourists, loaded 
with cameras and bags, except for those who had 
evidently discovered the local clothing markets. 

We decided that we wouldn't be tourists in this 
regard. 

 
Ushi wore a deep blue dress for our first evening 

in Venice, with a light-blue ruffled collar that 
extended low around her neck, graced by a thin 
chain of gold. Heather was dressed in yellow that 
matched the charm of Venice and its brightness. It 
also reflected her 'brightness' as a human being that 
had a beauty all of its own. I was the exception. I 
simply wore a white shirt and black pants, the 
standard requirement for official business 
environments. Ross, on the other hand, looked like 
he'd just come from Jamaica. Tony came close. Steve 
was the most elegantly dressed of us men. His dark 
blue silk shirt matched Ushi's dress perfectly. Sylvia 
was dressed in white, simple in style, but elegant in 
appearance. Most of what we wore was purchased, 
courtesy of Uncle Sam. To buy these clothes seemed 
like robbing the bank, considering the economic 
crisis that was still brewing back home in the USA. 
Nevertheless, our expenditures represented but an 
infinitesimal fraction of what was spent each single 
day on defenses that might become unnecessary if 
we were to succeed in our mission, and in what we 
felt it could accomplish in addition to it. 

After ordering dinner at our first night there, 
Heather unpacked the glass sculptures that she and I 
had bought earlier to celebrate our being in Venice 
together. We had bought them in a tiny arts store 
that was crammed to the ceiling with anything from 
die cast junk to marvelous art works of the finest 
glass. We were told that Venice had become famous 
for glass-art, produced by world-renowned masters 
and their apprentices who were masters themselves 

of this delicate art. Heather had noticed one of the 
sculptures in the window. According to the card in 
front of it, it was made by a Venetian master whose 
name I couldn't pronounce. It was nearly hidden by a 
porcelain bowl. 

Actually the store had three more sculptures of 
this type, similar ones, all made of perfectly clear 
optical glass shaped into smooth abstract forms. 
However, their real attraction wasn't primarily in the 
form itself. It was in the way in which the form 
worked to fracture the light. That's what fascinated 
me about them. To me, they represented our self-
love becoming manifest in our love for each other in 
countless different ways. The more 'light' we put into 
our self-love for our humanity, the more fascinating 
became the sparkle of this light by reflection and 
refraction. 

In this sense our trying to choose between the 
four sculptures that had been set before Heather 
and I, became one of the loveliest experiences of our 
enchantment in Venice. The experience of choosing 
between the sculptures was unfolding slowly and 
gradually. I was drawn inwards by the beauty of 
what we faced, which evidently reflected something 
of the artist's beautiful soul. 

 
The shop owner had taken us to a room in the 

back of the store where he had a box set up, draped 
in black velvet. He put the four sculptures on them. 
Several spotlights shone on them from above. 

"A hundred thousand Lire each, or two hundred 
and fifty thousand Lire for all of them together," he 
said. 

"First we must choose," said Heather. 
If it had been up to me the choice would have 

been easily made. There was something magical 
about every one of them. Actually, it was up to me, 
and I was inclined to buy them all. One of them 
reminded me of our day at the Sand Castle, the last 
day that Heather and I had shared. Looking at the 
sculpture, looking at Heather, I felt the same feeling 
again. God knows why. Maybe it was the way it 
sparkled.  

With the sculpture standing between us, we 
were facing one-another with the same glowing 
sense of excitement that had stayed fast in my 
memory. It was a deep-reaching, gentle feeling, a 
mixture of peace, joy, and childlike anticipation of 
good things to come, mixed with a daring to reach 
for it all in one single grasping. 
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In the store the first night came to mind that 

Heather and I had shared. It happened on the very 
day we met, shortly after dinner in Elizabeth City. 
With Tony glued to his ball game broadcast, it 
seemed both logical and exciting to pay Heather a 
visit. Oh how unprepared I was for what became an 
emotional explosion that made no sense that day, 
yet seemed totally natural. Maybe she wanted to 
hear me say, 'WOW,' once more, as I had greeted 
her earlier that evening when she stepped out of the 
elevator. And I had meant it then, too. This time the 
word, wow, had been too 'small' to do justice to the 
power of the moment. 

 "The door is open," she said when I knocked. "I 
thought you might be coming," she added.  

 Oh, wow! There she was as naked as she was 
born, standing like a Greek goddess near the balcony 
door with the sparkling lights of the motel's neon 
sign dominating the scene behind her. This was 
heaven. As if someone spoke, the words of a hymn 
came to mind. 

"O Jesus, our Exemplar, thy works, now 
understood, reveal their full effulgence, in Love's 
sweet brotherhood." 

Oh yes, Love's sweet brotherhood was unfolding 
indeed. I knelt before Heather in this magical 
moment, spontaneously, and kissed her vulva that 
had become the center of the vista, surrounded as it 
were, with light. 

She seemed not to have expected my response. 
Neither had I imagined such a thing to be possible. 
Still, she allowed it to happen. Within moments, she 
even encouraged it further, as if to increase the 
'reflection and refraction.' 

 
While remembering that night, standing with her 

in the small art store in Venice, I remembered a 
painting of the same type of scene that had become 
so amazing that night. I had seen this painting in a 
gallery in Washington. It presented nearly the 
identical scene. Only the background was radically 
different in the painting. In the painting a great room 
dominated the background, in which a festive social 
event was in progress. Most of the foreground of the 
painting was taken up by a richly embellished noble 
woman. She was painted with her lower garments 
parted in front of her, and a well-dressed gentleman 
kneeling at her feet, kissing her vulva with 
apparently great satisfaction. 

What the painter had painted might have been a 
timeless scene that would likely have also been 
understood in distant ages long before the time in 
which the painting was done, just as it probably 
reflected what in modern time every one of the 
countless men would desire who routinely crowd 
around the stages of the strip bars in so many pubs 
around the world, which their smiles allude to. 

 
On our night in Elizabeth City, long after the 

grand kiss ended that had been not a small event 
indeed, as in the painting, when we came back to 
Earth, I dared to ask the question that had puzzled 
me all the way through our 'happening,' as to what 
miracle had brought it all about. 

Her answer came with a smiled that solicited 
another, wow! She pointed to the table along the 
wall. Among the usual stuff, I noticed a Bible open. 

"When I saw the Bible in the drawer," she said, "I 
remembered a friend telling me not long ago that I 
should read 1st John when I am lonely. To my 
surprise I saw many passages underlined with a 
highlighter pen, in the book of 1st John." She showed 
the underlined passages to me: 

"God is love; and he that dwelleth in love 
dwelleth in God, and God in him.  If we love one 
another, God dwelleth in us, and his love is perfected 
in us.  Hereby know we that we dwell in him, and he 
in us, because he hath given us of his Spirit. Beloved, 
let us love one another: for love is of God; and every 
one that loveth is born of God, and knoweth God." 

"When I read this," she said with the same smile 
as before, "I could only think of you. All that I could 
think of was you. I prayed that you would by some 
miracle come into my room. And then I noticed this 
further passage on another page:" 

"And this commandment have we from him, 
That he who loveth God love his brother also." 

"Aren't we brothers then, in the family of man?" 
she added. "I wanted you to come so badly that I got 
fully undressed for the occasion. I guess one needs to 
acknowledge the process that one believes to be 
true. And there you are! I didn't even have to wait 
long. It all happened on its own, as if Mind is 
reflected in mind, Love in love, Truth in truth." 

"Mind is reflected in mind," I said quietly. "God is 
incorporeal, but is reflected in man and the Universe. 
The 'Intelligence' of the Universe is incorporeal. The 
divine is incorporated in Us and the Universe. We are 
its shape, beauty, sublimity, its Spirit manifest in its 
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myriad forms of expression. Sex is an element of the 
divine, and an amazing one at that. It is an aspect of 
the all-encompassing dynamics of Mind, and Soul, 
and Life, and Love. It manifests Truth, and Principle, 
and Spirit. It has its roots in all of these. It is a 
corporeal expression of the infinite One. That's what 
my friend Steve says it is. But what does it mean?" 

 "This, we have yet to discover," she said with a 
grin. 

 
 The night that we spent together in Elizabeth 

City became an aspect of the universal kiss that 
didn't fade in the dark, but retained its sparkle and 
stayed alive for many days. In this sparkle, the 
distance that is deemed to be civility, became 
reduced to zero, while the natural zero-distance 
between heart to heart was laid bare before us that 
night. We had touched the zero-distance love that 
the poets sing about in terms of the kind of love 
where all love's colors melt into a symphony of color.  

 
That's how the glass sculptures came to light in 

my thought in the art store in Venice. Our days after 
Elizabeth City had sparkled in the same way as the 
glass sculptures now did, to some degree, which they 
could only hint at, since nothing would ever match 
those momentous showers of sparks from those 
days in the past, which had been flowing so freely in 
their innocent brightness from within.  

Sex hadn't done this, then. It had merely opened 
the door. What came out from behind the door had 
made the simplest things appear special, like 
drinking ginger ale with her, or picking wild flowers. 
In part, our excitement of being together in those 
days came from not knowing what fascinating 
wonders would pop into view next. This was the kind 
of promise that I now felt again in Venice. All of this 
was brought to light in those sculptures. And for a 
moment, time really did stand still. 

Being in love with Heather was a force that had 
made me more sensitive to the loveliness of our 
world. Also, this love had not ended, nor was it likely 
now that it ever would. She was as if she were a 
catalyst for life's sunshine. Seeing her together with 
the glass sculptures added still more magic to the 
sunshine of the moment. There was a blending there 
of something that belonged together, which was also 
linked to myself, linked to my own self-love, and 
beyond that, to Ushi, Steve, Sylvia, Ross, and Tony. 

Heather's flowing dark hair contrasted with the 
light. It blended with her radiant smile, which in turn 
added to the sparkle in her eyes. It seemed as if 
Heather's bright and sparkling nature was brought 
into focus by the magic of the clear crystal glass. The 
magic was evidently reflecting the artist's mind who 
had created its shape and unfolded in a special way 
as it transposed the fractured light into the larger 
frame in which we all existed as one undivided 
whole, made up of stars and rays of light in which we 
find our individuality. Evidently the artist understood 
the dynamics of a human being and had created a 
perfect mirror for it. 

The other sculptures had a similar effect on me, 
but in a different manner. They reflected the 
beautiful soul of Sylvia, the brightness of Ushi's 
smile, Steve's unfathomable depth of understanding, 
Ross' boundless knowledge of things, and Tony's 
enthusiasm and his infinite patience with my lack of 
'omnipotence.' It appeared to me that this glass-art 
was designed to have this effect. It also enabled one 
to look into one’s soul, to explore one’s self-love as a 
human being. It appeared as if the sculptures 
captured the qualities of respect, honor, intelligence, 
alertness, ingenuity, care, affection, and so forth, 
which we had recognized to be essential elements of 
our humanity. That's what we had learned to cherish 
as a resource for enriching one-another. It seemed 
that this glass-art presented a testimonial to the 
great Principle of Universal Love that we had now 
committed ourselves to build our lives on, and our 
hopes around. Had the artist recognized this 
principle too? Obviously the artist had recognized it 
before we had? 

 
There was a great deal of power in this deep-

reaching feeling that this glasswork inspired. I hoped 
that this feeling of something rich and its power that 
I saw unfolding when we looked at this sculpture, 
would resurface in some way in Sylvia's eyes when 
she unpacked the artistic work. As I handed her the 
gift-wrapped parcel at the restaurant I remembered 
the difficulty I had in deciding which one I should 
choose for her. 

 
"Two hundred and fifty thousand Lire, for all of 

then," the storeowner had repeated to affirm the 
price as he stopped by while we were still deciding. 
In the far reaches of my mind it occurred to me that 
it was customary in this country to barter. 
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"Three hundred thousand Lire!" I replied. 
"Mamamia! Three hundred thousand it is," he 

said in broken English and left us alone for another 
ten minutes.  

While we admired our purchase, another place 
and another time came to mind that accented these 
lovely moments with a bitter taste. But the bitter 
taste didn't spoil anything. It made the precious 
moments more precious to hold on to. 

The incidence had happened a long time ago, so 
it seemed. I had come to Java on a technical mission 
and taken a few days off afterwards to explore the 
countryside. The local travel agent had rented me his 
personal Land Rover that was large enough to sleep 
in quite comfortably. I had camped beside a meadow 
one night, just outside of a mountain village. In the 
morning I found myself surrounded with a profusion 
of flowers, a sea of delicate colors and shapes. The 
air was sweet with their odor. The whole scene 
sparkled with freshness in the bright light of the early 
morning sunshine. I got the camera loaded. The 
scene before me was a photographic delight. Some 
of the flowers had just opened their petals to the 
morning sun and to the ever-present insects that 
came to feed in this richly delicate world of color and 
fragrance. 

 
To judge by the depth of my feelings for Heather, 

Ushi, and Sylvia, and in a different way for Tony and 
Steve, that profusion of loveliness in Java seemed 
closely related to our present world with our being 
together. The feeling of delight was also reflected in 
the sparkle of the sculptures in the way they 
fractured light. The sparkle brought those days in 
Java back to mind. 

 
In my excitement of photographing the flowers I 

hadn't noticed a temple servant coming towards me, 
from the direction of a small temple built at the edge 
of the village. He came to pick flowers. He came with 
greedy eyes. He took bundles of them in a basket. 
His God obviously demanded many flowers, a rich 
offering of living things for a dark, dead, image of 
stone. He wasn't careful in picking them. He tore 
them out, almost viciously; at least that's how it 
appeared. I nearly intervened. Maybe I had become 
too sensitive, if this is at all possible. I stepped 
towards him, but then decided to leave him be. After 
all, this was his home, not mine. 

 

As I remembered the episode in the store while 
we were looking at the sculptures, I also 
remembered Ushi's brightly sparkling eyes when she 
was telling me in Cozumel about her wanting to have 
a baby. There was the same sparkle in the sculpture 
as had been in her eyes. I could only guess what 
wonders this little life would have drawn into focus 
against the brutal poverty of our world in which life 
had become so cheap and all things delicate, 
preciously fragile. 

 
I hadn't intervened in Java. It would have been 

rude. But should I act the same in this larger arena, 
in response to this final impending sacrifice that 
mankind was allowing and supporting to be set up 
against itself, called nuclear war? This larger world IS 
my home, I thought. The impending sacrifice that is 
demanded is too immense in scope to be left to the 
private whims of some misguided utopian 
ideologues, or to the servant of some insane tyrants 
that lay claim to the world. There is too much beauty 
in living, too much to be loved. Nothing in the world 
can justify sacrificing any of that to the rituals of the 
game of nuclear bombing. I shuddered, wondering 
how much of humanity had already been sacrificed, 
yanked off like those flowers, and cast into dark 
places hidden from the sun in order to satisfy the 
insatiable greed and misused power of money of a 
tiny clique. I cried for mankind, inwardly. I cried for 
the millions of women who by a force beyond their 
grasp were impelled to live out their life beneath the 
burqa, never to be touched by the world's sunshine, 
never to be loved by another man, never to have her 
face seen in public or to leave her imprint on the 
world with the power of her smile and kiss. I cried for 
their men too, who owned them, who likewise lived 
in isolation from the love of the Universe by the 
force of their circumcision, and who in their poverty 
demand the burqa to keep their wives secure. And I 
cried for the western men and women, who were 
more deeply imprisoned by the money of their 
greed, enslaved by the millstones of their properties, 
who were choked by lies, made shallow by opinions, 
and empty by the rage of politics and religions. I 
cried, because too few people in the world were free 
to be human and free to love. 

 
When the shop owner came back I gave him four 

hundred thousand and embraced Heather and told 
her that she should choose one of them as my 
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wedding gift for her and for Ross. I had the feeling 
that she understood what this implied. Or did she 
really understand? We were both in tears after our 
embrace. 

 
During our embrace the sculptures were being 

packed into ready made boxes lined with soft 
synthetic foam. 

We left the store arm in arm, our faces wet with 
tears, my mind half in a daze, drunken with 
emotions. The music that we had heard in the store 
was still with me as we walked away. And what 
music it had been! It had been music for the Soul, a 
solo violin rendition of a melody that sounded like a 
meditation. 

 
I couldn't decide whether the music had added 

to the wonders of the artwork, or whether the 
artwork had added a new dimension to the music, or 
whether perhaps our love had given a new meaning 
to both. Whenever our hearts met, a deep love 
emerged that was carried by a thirst for the beauty 
of life that was gradually becoming a fire again that 
could never be satisfied, a flow of love from heart to 
heart that promised to be always fresh and new, that 
had once been blocked by an impasse that appeared 
greater than either of us, but which had finally been 
resolved, so it seemed. Just to have the privilege to 
experience this flow of love again, even if it is only 
now and then; to feel the bright sparkle of its 
moments; was coming to light as a greater treasure 
than any king might have possessed. And with it 
came this promise in her smile that this 'light' would 
continue no matter what the circumstances would 
be that might arise. I felt no urge to ask for more. 
Indeed, who could ask for more warmth than a fire 
that is burning, and for more light than the sunshine 
from our human soul? 

In the end it was Heather's smile as we walked 
away from the store that interrupted my thoughts. 
What made her so beautiful was not her body 
wrapped in her fanciful yellow clothes. A person, 
who loves deeply, from the deepest recesses of the 
heart, is always beautiful. That's what Steve had 
once said as far as I remembered. That was most 
certainly true for her. 

 
These thoughts brought to mind the words of 

the elderly Japanese man again that I met on the 
plane crossing the Atlantic. He had talked about a 

unity that I had but faintly understood. I was now 
slowly beginning to comprehend what he had really 
been saying about humanity being a spiritual species 
on a journey in a material universe, living by its 
spiritual principles. He had talked about our 
humanity as being totally spiritual, as being a light in 
the world that unfolds with joy and love, manifesting 
warmth, affection, generosity, sex, vitality; the 
spiritual gems of our being, which ennoble the world 
in which we live. 

 
"What has your life been like after our footsteps 

parted in the sands of the Sand Castle?" I asked on 
the way back. 

"Super Nova events are rare in the Universe," 
said Heather. "What happened in Elizabeth City and 
thereafter was comparable to one of their rare 
occurrences. In the Universe those events don't 
continue for long. I am grateful that we had those 
days together. I came away richer than I thought 
possible. So, I'm not sad that they ended. However, I 
learned last night that one does need to experience 
Super Nova events now and then. What happened in 
Elizabeth City happened to me only once more, and 
it happened last night in Innsbruck when Steve 
invited me for a stroll after dinner and then to his 
room for a 'nightcap.' Everything happened in almost 
the identical manner. Only this time it was Steve who 
found a connection for it in the Bible. He recited 
parts of the 23rd Psalm, but with the corporeal sense 
of God replaced with the incorporeal, spiritual sense 
in which the all-harmonizing principle of the 
Universe comes to light as Love. 

"What he said was beautiful, Peter," Heather 
continued. "It gave the occasion a beautiful meaning. 
But more than this, I needed to hear this simplified 
statement of a profound truth that I had never really 
recognized before. He bowed to me, as he recited 
the verses in the way a poem might be recited. And 
as he did so, he slowly kneeled down before me. 

 
Love is my shepherd; I shall not want; 
Love makes me to lie down in green pastures;  
Love leads me beside the still waters; 
Love restores my soul, my spiritual sense:  
Love guides me in the paths of righteousness for 

its own name's sake. 
 
Though I walk through the valley of great 

challenges, I will fear no evil:  



Chapter 2 – Glass Sculptures 

21 

Love is with me;  
Love's rod and Love's staff comfort me. 
Love is preparing a table before me in the face of 

all the world: 
Love is anointing my head with oil and makes my 

cup running over. 
 
And so I'll dwell in the house,  
In the consciousness of Love, 
For all the days of my life, 
In the presence of goodness  
And mercy forever. 
 
 
"This made the long kiss that followed more 

beautiful, Peter. And I really needed this kiss," said 
Heather. "Afterwards Steve invited me out for a 
drink. I think Steve did all this to raise me up. He said 
that God is incorporeal, which he said, means that 
we are the divine corporeality in all aspects, 
reflecting only what is good, beautiful, powerful, and 
true, in short, all that God is and its infinite Spirit that 
is inherently divine." 

"I think Steve could somehow sense," she 
continued, "that Ross is a circumcised man and that 
the resulting relationship with him is like a desert in 
some respects, so that I needed an uplift to a higher 
level of thinking. I didn't realize it was that obvious. 
But he also recognized that Ross is a beautiful man, 
intelligent, kind, and that I love him dearly even if he 
lives in his own little sphere of exaggerated self-
importance and a strong sense of entitlement. Steve 
sensed that in Ross' presence I tend to feel rather 
small. I told Steve that Ross wants to marry me, but 
that I can't go this route on the current basis and 
never will be able to until we can stand side by side. 
Steve told me that we should be able to make this 
happen and how this might be done." 

"Let me guess, he based his proposal on the 
atomic model," I interjected. "He likes to make those 
comparisons. But I can't imagine a principle existing 
in the Universe that incorporates the circumcision." 

"Steve does," said Heather, smiling. "Steve 
explained that an atom is the construct of a complex 
complementary relationship between a proton that 
forms the nucleus, and an electron that is drawn to it 
by mutual attraction. But, as Steve pointed out, they 
never absorb each other. When they come extremely 
close in their attraction - when they kiss each other 
so to speak - a still greater force than their attraction 

repels them apart. Thereby, the electron that carries 
the least mass, bounces back, but instantly becomes 
attracted again. By this interplay the atomic 
structure is formed that is a million times larger than 
the electron itself that forms it. Steve said that the 
entire gigantic atomic structure, as minuscule as it is, 
is maintained by the dynamics of the kiss by which 
the universe exists. He compared it to a sexual event. 
His take is that a person needs the same dynamics 
expressed in the form of the equivalent intimate 
sexual kiss. His take is that this dynamic equivalent is 
needed on a frequent and regular basis for a well 
functioning and closely-knit social structure to be 
possible and to be maintained. And here comes what 
you find puzzling. As you know yourself, Peter, most 
of the atoms in our world are not of that simple type, 
but have more than one proton at their nucleus, and 
have an equivalently larger number of electrons 
associated with them. Steve says that since in the 
physical sphere, like polarities repel each other, the 
Universe invented the neutron that has its polarity 
neutralized, which acts like a type of glue that keeps 
the nucleus together. Steve suggests that a 
circumcised man, who also tends to be more 
homosexual, might fulfill the role of the neutron in a 
larger bond arrangement. Steve said that the 
Universe would likely not exist without this principle 
being widely implemented on the atomic scale. He 
suggests that we would do well to find a way to 
implement this principle for creating larger bonds 
also in the structure of our civilization." 

"This means that we are facing an amazing 
challenge to make this work," I interjected. "It won't 
be easy to do this, even if thereby all of our 
respective needs can be met. My hunch was right 
then that your living with Ross has been somewhat 
'empty,' sexually speaking." 

"Society's sexual needs are rarely ever fulfilled in 
our love-starved world, Peter, and less so in my living 
with Ross, but I won't walk away from Ross for that. 
He is an amazing man in all other respects. Steve 
thinks highly of him. He thinks, however, that Ross 
would probably be happier in a larger type of bond. 
For this, of course, there exists no precedent yet in 
the social domain, even though the Universe itself 
wouldn't exist without its larger bonds. Steve 
suggests that for this reason a pioneering effort is 
once again called for. He suggests that the result 
could be amazingly exciting and richly fulfilling for all 
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concerned, if such a pioneering venture can be made 
to work." 

"But would Ross be interested?" I said. 
"This is something that has to grow out of the 

heart and soul of all of us," said Heather. "I am more 
concerned, therefore, about you and Sylvia and 
Tony. How would any of you become affected in 
building this kind of wider and more natural 
platform? Steve warns that it is always scary if a 
whole New World opens up before one." 

"I don't know how to answer this," I said quietly. 
"We know far too little about the potential New 
World yet." 

"Yes, but we are also fast learners," said Heather. 
Now, this was something that I could agree with. 
 
Ross unpacked the glass sculpture that Heather 

had chosen. He unpacked it right at the restaurant 
before dinner where our celebration of life in Venice 
was continuing. With the sculptures on our table, a 
new sparkle was added to the sparkle of the lanterns 
that graced the nearby ships in the lagoon. Ross 
showed the sculpture to Heather, then embraced her 
for a long time. There was a similar grand unpacking 
underway everywhere at our table, a sculpture for 
Ushi and Steve, one for Sylvia, and one for Tony. It 
had seemed simpler for me to buy all four of them. 

Heather glanced at me now and then as she 
admired her choice in its new setting, while I 
admired the special sparkle that I had noticed in her 
eyes again that I had cherished from the day on 
when we first met, which had not dimmed. It 
conveyed now a promise that nothing would ever 
stand between us again except the fire of love that 
takes away the darkness of distance. My thoughts for 
us being together had never been empty and my 
feelings never shallow, except now, they seemed to 
have become deeper still. They had roots that were 
nourished by an overflowing loveliness, a delight 
rooted in our soul and in its living. 

For me, the world was forever transformed by 
the riches of her touch, and was transformed anew 
whenever our hearts met or a new love entered the 
scene and enriched all loving universally. Each glance 
brought its own renewal of that love and all love. 
That's what made her so precious, and others 
likewise because of her, and me so rich for being 
touched by that uplifting love, though I knew that its 
essence was anchored in my own heart that I found 
but reflected in her world. 

 
For a moment I wondered if this deeply drawn 

feeling of love was nothing more than an inward 
reflection of the romantic atmosphere of Venice that 
now by some magic had brought the sparkling 
moments of our love to the surface. Or maybe it was 
the gnawing thought that time was running out for 
us all, which had produced this effect, the feeling 
that everything that was beautifully human in the 
world might soon become lost. Maybe it was all but 
a reflection of our growing openness that allowed us 
to experience whatever had been blocked before. 

Well, whatever the reason might have been, the 
end result was, that we enveloped one-another in 
love with an intensity that made no sense in a 
conventional way, and had no limits that I could see. 

"Did you ever see a young man running," I asked 
Sylvia, "did you see him jumping through the park, 
handing a flower to an old lady. That boy is in love." I 
looked at her sculpture, at her, at Ushi, Steve, Tony, 
and Ross; the feeling I felt unfolding between us all 
included every one in the same way. 

"Why is this day so wonderful?" I asked some 
time later. "Is it this place? Is it our mission? Is it the 
freedom we have between us? Or is it the hope we 
all share and work for?" 

Steve answered and smiled, "We bring to each 
other the gift of love. Here the magic begins. People 
who love have a beautiful Soul. That alone makes 
them beautiful. One’s expression and one’s spirit 
always matches the essence of the Soul that is our 
humanity. That is why we are surrounded by such 
beauty, because we embrace the essence of it as 
human beings." 

Steve paused and looked around the table, at 
each one present and continued the explanation, 
turning to me. "It is the light of a beautiful soul that 
you find so exciting, and so you should, because it is 
beautiful. So, don't be surprised, Pete, by what you 
feel. What you feel is natural. Be careful, however, if 
what you feel appears to be too good to be true, 
because then you are rejecting its reality. What you 
feel can appear exceptional only in comparison to 
the background of the poverty that we have for so 
long endured. Love and beauty are not exceptional 
elements on the platform of reality that we have 
begun to explore. On the real platform life IS 
beautiful. On this platform there is no other state 
possible. Poverty and greed, even hate, are not 
found on this platform. They do not exist there." 
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Steve had made quite a speech in response to 

my question. Afterwards he proposed a toast to the 
truth that we had discovered about ourselves, about 
our love, and our world. 

 
Tony also made a speech. In his speech he 

reminded me of the crabs we had seen on the beach 
near the Sand Castle, which knew nothing about 
nuclear war and the failures in human relationships. 
He reminded me that I had told him how infinitely 
richer I felt than those crabs. He reminded me that I 
had felt richer than the crabs in spite of the pain that 
all the world's horrendous problems have caused us, 
which the crabs knew nothing about. He reminded 
me that I felt richer than they did, for no other 
reason than for the privilege of being aware of this 
world, a world filled with people like Heather. Tony 
then extended this notion to include Sylvia, Ushi, 
Steve, and Ross. 

I nodded, saying, "this is infinitely better than 
any old heaven could ever be." 

"Oh, cut it," said Ross, "that's an ancient one." 
"But it presents a valid idea," Steve came to the 

rescue, smiling. 
  
We talked for some time after supper, way past 

the hour at which the sunset had faded. The air was 
still comfortably warm. Our day together had been 
beautiful right from the start. Or should I say, we 
were beautiful? We had smiled at each other, 
supported one-another, loved one-another, and this 
still continued. Ushi's faintly red-brown hair 
shimmered in the light of one of the many lanterns 
that lined the edge of the pier. Some strands of her 
hair were blowing into her face now and then by the 
warm gentle breeze. In the background, the water 
was ablaze with color; a profusion of reflected beams 
of light from a multitude of strings of colored lamps 
that graced the marina across the bay. Sylvia's smile 
blended with this profusion of lights. It shone with a 
light of its own that was brighter by its own right and 
more brilliant to me than all the other lights put 
together that we could see, and more brilliant even 
than the stars in the firmament. 

I realized that what had happened to us all 
would have seemed unbelievable in the Old World 
just a half a year earlier. Steve was right when he 
promised back in Leipzig on the day we met that the 
unfolding of love would grow stronger and never 

stop unfolding out of the depth of its infinite 
principle. 

I had my doubts then, but he was proven right 
already the very next week when I met Heather. 
Without Steve's focus on freedom and love, I 
wouldn't have dared to stop for Heather when she 
thumbed a ride of me. The loss, which this 'tragedy' 
would have incurred, was hard to imagine now. 
What would our life have been like without the good 
things Heather had set into motion with her love? 
Those first days with her had been wonderful days, 
days in which we shared our life and our excitement 
with living, all the way through the days of the naval 
hearing and the days of driving back to Pittsburgh. 
The resulting meeting of kindred hearts had sparked 
a celebration of love and life right from the start. It 
had become interrupted only at the end by an 
impasse, but the 'light' of the celebration hadn't 
grown dim. 

"Now, just a few months later, we were all 
together in one place for an even greater celebration 
of the wonders of love. What we had achieved was 
far greater than what Erica had hinted at as being 
possible, or even greater than what Ushi had allowed 
and Steve had thrust into the practical sphere. 

Steve had suggested when we first met that our 
dancing on the pinnacle of the world would change 
the world. It had changed us all indeed, from within, 
and now we stood at the threshold of changing the 
world from the depth of our 'dancing' on a mission of 
such magnitude that one almost couldn't dare hope 
that it might succeed.  

Tony and Ross, it appeared, were dancing on this 
pinnacle in their own way, for their own reasons. 
Who could know what their stories entailed? Who 
could know what worlds upon worlds their loving 
had already embraced? We had created a world for 
ourselves that had never been created before on 
such a profound level, and yet this was the minimal 
platform on which we could possibly succeed. We 
were all aware that a single word spoken in the 
wrong tone could ruin everything at the conference. 
Our presence and our actions during the next day, 
unknown to the world, were destined to change the 
world for all times to come. Also there remained that 
lingering doubt that we might not succeed, though 
one way or the other the world would be changed by 
us. 

Perhaps it was by reason of this doubt that I felt 
that our world seemed suddenly more beautiful and 



Chapter 2 – Glass Sculptures 

24 

precious than any heavenly paradise could possibly 
be, as we looked at the riches we had within 
ourselves. Would we have the chance to see the 
beautiful things unfold and bear out their full 
promise? Our world seemed precious in the light of 
this promise, and its wonders exceedingly fragile. I 
had a feeling that we have been cheating ourselves 
by having taken any of its profound wonders for 
granted. It seemed to me that we had barely begun 
to come to life. 

"Should I ever die," I said to Ushi quietly, in order 
that Ross wouldn't hear me. 

"Heavens forbid!" Ushi interrupted before I 
could finish. 

I corrected myself, voicing the old saying again, 
and added that I would ask not to be shut up in some 
fancy old heaven, but would ask to have the privilege 
of coming back to the Earth again. 

"Oh, Pete! This one has been worn out years 
ago!" Ross interrupted me and grinned. 

"No it hasn't," said Sylvia. "It's just coming into 
view. It holds the key to understanding the principle 
that the needs of the one outweigh the needs of the 
many. The principle is true, because there is no 
'outside' possible in the Universe that is all, nor in 
the universe of our Humanity for the same reason. If 
there is no 'outside' in this universe, then the One 
that is Humanity includes the many that reflect it, 
which in turn is represented by each one. That's our 
heaven on Earth, the infinity of one. It is real. It is 
concrete. It is tangible. It has the potential to be the 
brightest star in the universe, grander than any 
mythological heaven could be that would be as 
boring as hell." 

"You'd better be careful," Ross intervened. 
"Unless we succeed with our mission, our heaven 
might become a burnt-out rock before we know it, or 
an Ice Age paradise for penguins, with only few, rare 
human voices to be heard, if any, and those would 
likely be sad voices of a mankind that has lost its 
song." 

Ushi cringed when she heard Ross talk that way. 
"May it never come to that," said Ross. 
"May the old saying, that Earth is heaven, never 

die, nor the reason for the saying ever vane," I 
added. 

"I sincerely hope so," said Steve and raised his 
glass of wine for a toast. 

I remembered that Steve had never raised his 
glass without a good reason. But this time no one 

cheered as we drank in honor of our heaven on 
Earth. I couldn't figure out for what reason no one 
cheered, except that I had this deep-seated 
uncomfortable feeling that we carried the 
responsibility for this grand future ourselves, 
especially during the next few days when our actions 
could tip the balance either way. If we failed, we 
could indeed set the stage for actions that might 
transform our treasured world into a desolate hell. 
And even if we were to win, the question would still 
remain whether it is really possible for mankind to 
rouse itself sufficiently to create the needed Ice Age 
Renaissance that would assure our food supply in an 
Ice Age World, creating a New World starting now. 
The possibility that we might fall short of reaching 
that goal, or of even getting started, had the 
potential to become frighteningly real. Still, our 
potential to prevent this failure was equally real. 

 
"Isn't that what this is all about; why we are 

here?" I replied to Steve when we talked about our 
part in it. "We are not fighting a war. We are fighting 
to prevent it. We are fighting for an active peace that 
will be maintained without end by its principle, in 
which love can unfold and be our light. We are not 
just fighting against something, so that war doesn't 
break out. We are fighting to create the brightest 
civilization ever imagined in which war has no place. 
That goal may seem to be still miles in the distance, 
but we also know that we must never let it out of our 
sight." 

 
We all knew that mankind wouldn't have a 

chance to recover itself physically from a nuclear war 
and still create the needed Ice Age Renaissance with 
indoor agriculture. If a nuclear war was to erupt, 
which no one could stop and only a very few would 
survive, the long-term survival of mankind might be 
put in doubt. It appeared that the development of 
mankind is keyed to the development of successive 
energy technologies that require ever-larger 
populations, and that the development of that larger 
civilization was built on energy technologies for 
which the resources have already been used up in 
our progression. It appeared to me that it might not 
be possible to recreate from scratch the type of 
civilization that we have presently achieved, with an 
infinite potential, should we allow it to be destroyed. 
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"Are you saying that we are fighting to uplift the 
human environment around the world not only to 
create the needed Ice Age Renaissance, but also to 
protect the survival of mankind as a species?" said 
Ross. "Are you saying that we can't be satisfied with 
anything less?"  

I nodded. "Mankind is clearly an infinite species. 
This means for us to develop space-based power and 
indoor agriculture, with or without the Ice Age 
coming up. Life expands. We cannot go back to 
stages outgrown. As we reach for the infinity of 
ourselves in the path of our boundless development 
we burn the bridges behind us. There is no going 
back. The energy resources that we've built the 
present civilization on have largely been used up. If 
we blow up what we have created with these 
resources and shut humanity down, the human 
presence ends. We cannot allow this to happen. This 
potential tragedy must determine every detail of 
every step that we take in the future, especially here 
in Venice," I said in total agreement with Ross. 
"That's what it means to me, to 'evoke' the future, 
and to let the future determine the present." 

Steve just grinned and nodded. 
"This means that we are here to fight for human 

life in the most global sense possible," said Ushi. 
"We are fighting for our world, our civilization, 

and our love," said Heather. 
"Everything that we are doing here, as dull and 

as ugly as the details may appear to be in the heat of 
the battle, must be brought into context with that," 
Ross agreed. "We must always remain conscious for 
every minute that we are fighting for the wonders of 
human life and for our privilege to love. If we loose 
sight of this dual context, we won't do the right 
thing. Then our efforts won't be dedicated enough, 
and they will fail. If we are fighting for all the good 
and the beautiful in the world, and in ourselves, 
which includes our life and our love, then we are 
fighting for the things that have touched us in a 
beautiful way and have elevated us. Without this 
dimension, without the dimension of love, what is 
our life worth? What would be the substance of life if 
we lost the dimension of love?"  

"If that isn't something worth fighting for," Steve 
agreed, "what is?" 

"We are fighting for our humanity more than for 
our personal life," I interrupted. "We must 
understand this, because this is the truth. That's 

what it means to be human. A soldier in battle 
understands this to some degree." 

"If we fail ourselves in understanding this, and to 
understand it absolutely in terms of what we must 
accomplish, then indeed, if we were to return to our 
treasured Earth according to our wishes," said Sylvia, 
"we would likely find it a burnt out hell and an ice 
world without a trace of civilization." 

Ross interrupted Sylvia and laughed. "Let me tell 
you what we would find," he said. "We would find a 
golden portal, the entrance to hell, and inside the 
vestibule of it a golden inscription: Welcome 
everyone to the world of Greed-Based Fascism, 
courtesy of Adam Smith." 

"But this doesn't have to come to pass," replied 
Sylvia. "We can defeat the ghost of Adam Smith 
before it destroys the whole world. All we have to do 
is establish in practice the principle of the universal 
kiss. Against the universal kiss, Adam Smith has no 
power to seduce anyone." 
 



 

 Chapter 3 - The Venice 
Project  

  
 We had a long conversation over dinner that 

evening at the lagoon side restaurant in Venice, right 
across from the marina. Near the end of the dinner 
the conversation shifted onto the subject of the 
principle of the universal kiss. Since Steve and Ushi 
seemed unfamiliar with the concept of the universal 
kiss and the background behind it, it became my 
privilege to enlighten them. Surprisingly, that turned 
out to be an easy task.  

"You didn't by any chance talk with a woman by 
the name of Helen?" Steve interrupted me at one 
point. "A woman by that name has taught at our 
university years ago. She was dealing with exactly 
those concepts. In fact, she had used these concepts 
later for healing." 

"Yes," I replied with a smile, "I did talk with a 
woman named Helen, back in Leipzig. She lives in the 
new high-rise facing the railway station plaza. 
Except, she didn't talk to me about Adam Smith. 
Evidently she wasn't concerned with the problem-
end of the challenge, but with the solution. She 
always laughed about our petty little problems and 
said, 'What have they got to do with anything? Do 
the problems change the principle involved?' 
Evidently one doesn't need to know war to 
understand the principle of peace. Likewise, one 
doesn't need to understand Adam Smith's Greed-
Based Fascism to understand what Adam Smith 
denies, the principle of the universal kiss. She 
developed the concept of the universal kiss out of a 
process of healing. She said it was quite a new 
concept. Evidently she is the same person that you 
know. But, what does it matter?" I added. 

"It matters a lot," Steve replied. "In the universal 
oneness into which we are bound together by the 
humanity that we all share, each of us has a distinct 
name. Humanity is not a homogenous mire. In fact, 
our individuality is an element of our being human. 
Humanity is not a construct of principles, but a 
construct of human beings understanding and 
acknowledging those principles to the best of their 
ability. That makes a huge difference. In this regard 
Helen is a giant. Her name will always be associated 
with her accomplishments in bringing those 

principles to light, just as Adam Smith's name will 
remain in infamy until hell freezes over and the 
name of Adam Smith becomes forgotten." 

"It actually was a fellow named Jason, who 
correlated Helen's discovery with Adam Smith" Tony 
interjected. "We met him in Vancouver, Canada." 

I told Steve how Jason had scolded me for 
wanting to finance our beach project by ourselves. 
"Jason told me that this is immoral. He didn't say 
that it was fascist, though he should have. Every 
imperial notion, even the slightest notion, is a fascist 
notion. He said that the way we had planned the 
beach project was fascist selfishness, because it 
denies the very principle that we set out to promote; 
the principle of the universal kiss. He should have 
said that we made the same mistake that the people 
of the Renaissance made in 1508 by excluding Venice 
from the new light that had been dawning. 

"Jason also told me that by our resorting to 
financing the project ourselves, we were proceeding 
from the same defective premise that society 
proclaims in its cultivated ignorance. The defective 
premise reflects the assumption that humanity is 
presently NOT made up of human beings. Jason told 
me that we were proceeding from the same false 
assumption. He said that we believed that society at 
large would NOT find the impetus in their humanity 
to contribute to the project in the same manner as 
we were prepared to contribute. Jason told us that 
we assumed that society would have to be molded 
by us to become human beings. Jason had laughed 
us to scorn over that. In essence he had scolded us 
for us calling the project 'our project' instead of a 
'project of civilization for the universal celebration of 
our common humanity'. Jason told me in essence 
that there was no universal kiss involved in our 
proposal, just as there had been no universal kiss 
involved in 1508. The Renaissance powers had made 
the same mistake that we made, in 1508, by 
rejecting the principle of the universal kiss when they 
excluded the Venetians and tried to wipe them off 
the map. He suggested that the difference between 
them and us was only superficial and that the 
rejection of the underlying principle was the same." 

"There was no kiss involved at all in both cases," 
said Steve and grinned. "There was an intent to 
'rape' in both cases. Isn't it an act of rape when 
someone actively denies another's humanity? That's 
what happened when there is no kiss on the 
agenda." 
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"Jason had insisted that our project should have 
incorporated the principle of the universal kiss from 
the very beginning and at every stage," I said to 
Steve. "He had insisted that it had to be that way to 
be a human project for the advancement of 
humanity, rather than being an isolated personal 
project based on a false premise. Still, he didn't 
blame me personally for failing. He called my 
narrow-minded selfishness an echo of Adam Smith. 
He predicted that our beach project wouldn't work 
for that reason." 

"Isn't that what I told you?" said Steve. "The 
church won't allow it, and the people of the 
community won't allow it, because Adam Smith 
won't allow it. If you had made it a project for 
making money, everyone would cheer and the 
money lenders would line up at your door." 

"You never mentioned Adam Smith when we 
first met in Leipzig," I reminded Steve. 

"No, not by name," Steve replied and grinned. 
"But I did tell you, Peter, that if you were to bring a 
bunch of commercial bimbos in and turn the project 
into a circus that destroys all human values in the 
name of greed, then the project would be allowed 
and be embraced, and you would rightfully have to 
call it your project, because then it would be to 
nobody else's advantage. The great principle of the 
Second Renaissance is the Principle of the Advantage 
of the Other. That's the principle of the universal 
kiss. The principle of the universal kiss gave us the 
Treaty of Westphalia. In fact, the Treaty of 
Westphalia, which ended eighty years of war, was 
the world's first political expression of the principle 
of the universal kiss. That should have been your 
motive for your beach project too. In this case you 
wouldn't carry it, but participate in it." 

"It was meant to be that way, wasn't it?" I 
interjected.  

"It wasn't, Pete," said Steve. "If you were to 
stand up in a public hearing and talk about your 
project in terms of promoting the principle of the 
universal kiss, you'd be defeated instantly, because 
there would be no substance behind your words. 
People would feel the dishonesty. You hadn't 
developed the concept yet. You would be talking 
down to the people in a theoretical fashion, meaning 
a hierarchical fashion, in an imperial fascist fashion. 
Of course they wouldn't know why they wouldn't 
feel good about the project then. They would just 
sense that there was something not right. Also the 

imperials would likely clobber you, because they fear 
the renaissance power behind the idea of the 
universal kiss. They would respond with fear, even 
though you missed the mark. They would sense that 
you were getting close. They would clobber you for 
that. You would therefore be facing their big guns in 
such a hearing. You'd be facing the foremost experts 
at intimidation, the modern Torquemadas of the 
modern Inquisition. They would then set up the 
whole neighborhood against you if you don't play 
the game the Adam Smith way. They would be 
roasting you as Torquemada roasted the infidels in 
Spain in the 1400s when he burnt almost 9000 at the 
stake, alive. He called them heretics. Believe me, this 
will happen again, and it will happen to you. I have 
seen it happening so many times and in so many 
ways. 

"However, if you had mobilized a broad-based 
support for the project," Steve continued," with 
contributions from all over the country, including 
from across the world, Adam Smith's fascism 
wouldn't loom quite so tall anymore. Then the 
project would have a chance to succeed. Your 
opposers wouldn't know how to react then. In fact, 
they wouldn't react at all, lest they be exposing 
themselves as the modern beast men modeled after 
the Inquisition. They can't afford that kind of 
exposure. They can't risk people tearing the mask off 
their face. They'd sooner let you proceed. Adam 
Smith succeeds because he has broad based support, 
and so had Torquemada or else he wouldn't have 
been able to do what he did." 

"That's how we must present the cancellation of 
the SDI, mustn't we?" Ushi added. "We must take 
the SDI away from Adam Smith who has turned it 
into an instrument for creating division, and offer it 
up as a universal gift from the American people to 
the Russian people, all wrapped up in the fabric of 
the universal kiss. That's the motive. Won't that 
generate worldwide support? Then we would ride on 
the wave of that support to propose to the world the 
vastly greater, new strategic defense initiative that is 
needed to protect mankind from the otherwise 
ravishing effect of the next Ice Age in a hundred 
years’ time. We must say to the world, right at this 
world forum, you fools don't you know that Nemesis 
is coming? You fools, don't you know that nuclear 
war isn't the biggest thing to fear? The biggest thing 
is the coming Ice Age. You fools, don't you know that 
the present warm climate of our interglacial period is 



Chapter 3 – The Venice Project 

28 

ending, and that our agriculture is keyed to this 
warm climate, and therefore ends with it? You fools, 
don't you know that when agriculture goes, which is 
endangered by the coming cold climate, so goes our 
food resource and mankind is endangered to die by 
starvation? You fools, why haven't you requested the 
governments of the world to develop universal 
indoor agriculture as a means for our global 
survival?" 

"That is what we must say at the conference," I 
said quietly, "but we have to present it in a manner 
that it becomes indeed a universal kiss that enriches 
and benefits the whole of mankind. The coming Ice 
Age is the most critical element in geologic history 
when the most advanced species on earth becomes 
critically endangered. I must say to them gently, 
don't you know that we have to build defenses 
against this horrendous danger, and that we have it 
within us to do this if we put our childish games 
aside and become serious in defending ourselves? 
That's the kind of stuff that Jason had taught us at 
the beach, free of charge, in his Wreck Beach 
University." 

 
I remembered Fred's words that the deeper 

reason for our mission was to outflank the Empire by 
luring Russia away from its assigned role as an 
adversary. It became plain to me that this could only 
be done by laying the basis for a New Renaissance, a 
New Renaissance by which the whole world becomes 
uplifted in the dynamics of its love for one-another. 
"Such a process invariably involves the platform of 
the universal kiss. Without it no renaissance is 
possible. Nothing less than a real universal kiss, 
whatever that would translate into, would be 
sufficient for a start," I said. "Ushi's suggestion 
therefore, comes to light as a practical first step," I 
said to everyone. No one disagreed. 

 
Long after the dinner was over that night, after 

the dishes had been cleared away and the political 
talk had ground to a halt, the 'conversation' became 
interspersed with yawning. 

"Time to call it a night," said Tony. However, 
going to bed didn't seem right. A gentle breeze 
swept in from the water, from the direction of the 
marina where a million lights still glistened from the 
forest of masts and decorated rigging. 

Steve nudged me as I was paying the bill. "Let's 
go for a walk," he suggested, "we can't let such a 

lovely evening go to waste. Anyone interested?" he 
asked. 

I suspected that he knew that I was interested, 
even if no one else evidently was. 

The restaurant was located at the end of a 
promenade that was lit by ornate lanterns mounted 
on cast iron lampposts that were set up along the 
sea wall. Instead of a railing along the edge to the 
water, long iron chains were strung from post to post 
between the lanterns, mostly for decoration. The 
long flowing lines also seemed to make the 
promenade appear longer than it probably was. 

Steve didn't say anything as we began our walk. 
This silence wasn't his style. Also it seemed that the 
scenery wasn't the focal point of our walk or else he 
would have remarked on it. It struck me in this 
silence that Steve and I had never been alone 
together since we came to Venice. This would have 
been an ideal time for further conversation. Instead 
there was this silence unfolding. Something was 
troubling him. But what was it? He had become quiet 
near the end of the dinner. I had attributed it to 
sleepiness, but even for that his silence war too 
unlike his usual self. 

"What do you make of all this?" he asked finally, 
breaking the silence himself. 

"This, being what? Do you mean our mission, 
Steve, the cancellation of the SDI project?" 

He didn't reply, but nodded. 
It suddenly dawned on me what he might have 

meant. Something didn't add up about the whole SDI 
affair. I could feel it too. Except, I couldn't quite tell 
what it was that didn't add up. I told him so. 

"On the one hand I feel like we are traitors," I 
said to him. "We are about to announce the 
destruction of the only physical defense system that 
makes any sense. On the other hand, I know that we 
are doing the right thing." 

"That's a paradox," said Steve. "What bothers 
me about this paradox," he said, "is the way the SDI 
has originally been perceived, and how it is being 
perceived now. Here, we have another paradox, a 
paradox within a paradox. Everyone tells us that the 
SDI is meant to protect civilization. That's what an 
anti-missile defense system is designed to do. But 
even while we were building it, it increased the 
division in the world to the point that the SDI itself 
became obsolete before it got off the ground." 

"Just like the XB-70 Valkyrie," I interjected. 



Chapter 3 – The Venice Project 

29 

Steve looked at me and nodded. "I suppose so," 
he said. "The SDI created another arms race within 
the arms race by which it became obsolete. It has 
thereby made the world infinitely more vulnerable 
than it has been before. I think our President is right 
in wanting to get rid of this exposure. The so-called 
defensive shield that we were planning to build 
would become our undoing if we didn't get rid of it. 
It seems that even our brain-dead President is able 
to sense this. Except he doesn't know why. My 
question, Peter, is, do we know the answer?" 

"That's a paradox," I answered. 
"No, this isn't precisely the paradox that puzzles 

me," he said and stopped. 
 
We had stopped at a bench facing the water. He 

invited me to sit down with him. The water and the 
sky were black before us, except for a spot of light 
that appeared to be a ferryboat coming in from the 
island of Lido. 

"The paradox that puzzles me," said Steve, "is 
the inconsistency that I see behind the scene. The 
stature of the man who created the SDI concept, and 
what the SDI became, don't match. The man who 
created the SDI concept is a scientist, like myself. His 
technological concept of searching for new physical 
principles is brilliant, and so is the humanitarian 
intent of protecting the populations from the 
unfolding insanity in the world. My problem is that I 
cannot see how such a brilliant and advanced 
scientist and thinker can make the enormous 
blunder to create an instrument that causes ever-
greater division in the world, and this at the most 
volatile point in history. The two elements don't go 
together." 

"Would the SDI make sense to you if he had 
intended it be developed by both sides, 
cooperatively?" I asked. 

Steve nodded. "This would have encouraged 
both sides to develop a certain friendship through 
cooperation while they cooperatively developed 
their economies in the context of building this 
defensive shield. The excitement of having two of 
the world's most advanced nations struggling 
together on a shared project of this magnitude 
would invariably build up mutual respect for one-
another. That respect would have been a thousand-
times-greater deterrent, based on an active 
principle, than the MAD Doctrine of Mutually 
Assured Destruction will ever be that offers no active 

defense. Yes, Peter, on that premise the SDI project 
would have worked." 

"Well, that's how it was intended," I said to 
Steve. I told him that I had already suggested to 
Fred, my boss, that we might still get back to the 
original intent, that we might invite the Soviets once 
more to share in the development of the SDI instead 
of shutting the whole thing down. "Fred had told me 
that it is impossible under present political 
circumstances to even think about such a proposal." 

"I realize that," said Steve. "Still, as it stands now, 
it appears to me that the SDI has been doomed from 
the outset. I'm puzzled as to why this is so. It doesn't 
add up. The author of the SDI must have known that 
this exposure exists and put a stop to it. Can you 
resolve that paradox?" 

I shrugged my shoulders. "All that I can tell you is 
that it was far from his intention to create something 
self-defeating. The man knew that humanity did 
need something badly. We still do. He evidently 
wanted to introduce an element of sanity into the 
hair-trigger standoff that existed. So he offered 
something profound, something that would give 
humanity a chance to survive the imperial madness. 
Society rejected his proposals and the imperials have 
put him in jail for it and turned his proposal upside 
down and made an imperial project out of it. Maybe 
he knew that this might happen, but he stuck his 
neck out anyway on the chance that the project 
might work out. What else could he have offered? 
He acted on the assumption that he would succeed. 
Was this unwise?" 

 
As it was, my explanation didn't answer Steve's 

question. "I respect his intentions," said Steve after a 
long pause. "I also know that if society is not 
prepared to meet the gravest threat to its existence 
with whatever it takes to eliminate that threat, it has 
conditioned itself thereby not to survive. I am 
puzzled as to why a man of such stature as the 
inventor of the SDI principle, did not create a perfect 
solution that the imperials couldn't touch. What he 
did was sloppy. It shames us all. It shames the entire 
scientific community." 

I shrugged my shoulders. "Who said the man has 
failed? We might not be standing here, Steve, if it 
wasn't for that man's heroic intervention. Sure the 
imperials defeated him in the end, and then 
defeated his project. But he bought us more time. 
Maybe the Ogarkov Plan would have been carried 
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out by now if it hadn't been for that man's 
intervention. In that case our planet might have been 
a burnt out rock by now with no human voice to be 
heard anywhere. With ten thousand nuclear bombs 
going off simultaneously the chances for anyone's 
survival would have been slim." 

Steve shook his head again. "You better triple 
that," said Steve. "I hear America has strategic plans 
worked out to take out over 15,000 targets in one 
single operation, and so, obviously, have the Soviets. 
In America the pre-planned strategic objective is 
referred to as a Single Integrated Operations Plan, 
the SIOP. I don't know what they call them in Russia, 
but I'm sure they have them too. In a ten-minute 
war, no one has time for risk assessment and 
strategy options. You simply let the plan unfold that 
you've built up over months of tedious work. That 
adds up to 30,000 nukes going off around the world 
with the word go, under the present environment. 
The remaining 35,000 would be kept in reserve for 
the second round." 

I shook my head. "It would take a miracle to 
intercept 30,000 nukes," I said quietly. 

"It might have taken out enough of them for a 
few of us to survive," said Steve. "The SDI was 
designed as a survival option. That's what we are 
giving up, and it seems that in light of the cruise 
missile attack a few days ago, we have no choice but 
to give it all up just to ease the tensions. Why did the 
designer of the SDI not realize that we might be 
forced into this position?" 

"He couldn't have foreseen that," I replied. 
"He should have foreseen that," said Steve. "Did 

you ever meet a chartered accountant that cannot 
calculate instantly the change that is due when 
buying ice cream for seventeen kids?" said Steve. 
"That sort of thing doesn't happen. The SDI blunder 
is such a gross miscalculation that it just doesn't add 
up to something logical. I cannot imagine what this 
man must have been thinking. He must have 
foreseen that the imperials would steal his project 
and turn it upside down. He should have known how 
the imperials operate." 

"If that's what is bothering you, Steve, then call 
the man up and ask him," I said to Steve. "His name 
is LaRouche. He is the world's most celebrated 
political prisoner, locked up in a US federal prison. I 
am surprised that you didn't know that. He is 
incarcerated, because he attempted to mess with 
the imperial's game by introducing an idea for 

uplifting civilization. What he did, attempting to 
create a renaissance, may well be regarded as the 
highest crime a man can commit against any empire. 
They put him in jail for that. Maybe they sent him to 
jail for his protection. The imperials wanted him 
dead. They had been on the way to kill him when the 
President was alerted. The President managed to 
stop them." 

I gave Steve a few leads as to how the man might 
be located. The offer seemed to ease Steve's 
concerns. 

"What is happening here reflects what Jason had 
accused me of in Vancouver," I added. "Remember, 
Jason had told me that our beach project would fail, 
because we were seeing it as 'our project' rather 
than as the natural expression of an advancing 
civilization that is in everyone's interest to support. 
Maybe the SDI hadn't been uplifted to that kind of 
level where it cannot fail. That's always the danger 
when diplomacy becomes a game of secrets and of 
coercion. The very concept of a 'Secret Service' that 
the CIA prides itself to be involves a contradiction of 
concepts. Secrecy serves no one. The universal kiss 
cannot be carried out in secret. LaRouche's back-
channel negotiations with the Russians, to get them 
to join the SDI project, were carried out in secret 
instead of on the platform of a world-forum." 

Steve seemed satisfied with the answer. He 
suggested that the time had come for going back to 
the hotel. He suggested that LaRouche's tragedy 
should teach us a lesson. 

 
     We got back half past midnight, according to 

my watch. Oh, had we been gone that long? It didn't 
seem like it. Obviously we had. 

+ + + 
 
Breakfast was served at the rooftop garden. The 

"Garden" was the restaurant of the hotel. Breakfast 
was included in the price of the room. But that's 
where the hotel ceased to be a hotel. The entire 
hotel seemed to serve as fraternity headquarters for 
physicists and scientists from all over the world and 
from numerous backgrounds. Steve was delighted 
that people popped up whose names had become 
household words through research papers. He 
suggested that few of them ever had the pleasure of 
meeting one-another, except on such occasions. 
Steve said that he had known many by name. 
Suddenly they appeared in real flesh and blood with 
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personalities attached. Sometimes the personalities 
didn't match the preconceived images. Both Ross 
and Steve were delighted, nevertheless. 

Steve met an old friend that morning from "way 
back" by the name of Karl Chrysler, a fellow he had 
admired during his days at MIT. 

"Let me guess why you're here," said Karl after a 
lengthy greeting. 

Steve told him that he wouldn't guess the reason 
in a million years. 

"Oh I have my sources," said Karl. "I hear you 
have come to bury the SDI, the greatest project 
mankind has ever embarked on, the famous 
Strategic Defense Initiative that was heralded to 
make nuclear war obsolete. You have come to kick 
the United States Directed Energy Beam Weapons 
Project in the teeth, right?" 

Steven nodded. 
"Then I can only assume you have no idea what 

this project means for the world and mankind?" said 
Karl. 

"It is a project that can't possibly work," Tony 
entered the conversation. 

"No Tony, it would work," said Steve. "If you give 
us scientists enough resources and time, there is no 
limit to what we can accomplish." 

"Of course it would work!" said Karl. "It will 
work. We are making breakthrough after 
breakthrough. Did you hear about our Krypton 
Fluoride laser? We've achieved a forty-percent 
efficiency by spatially stacking the beam. That's five 
times better than any other laser." 

"But how long will it take to turn it into an 
operational defense weapon?" Tony came back. "Ten 
years?" He looked Karl straight in the eye. 

Karl shook his head. "Some parts of the system 
are already at an operational stage." 

"But how long might it take for the entire system 
to be ready, mass-produced, and be deployed?" said 
Tony. 

"Who knows?" Karl replied. "But that's not the 
point. The point is we are making massive progress 
on every front." 

"I don't think anybody knows how long it might 
take to turn the breakthroughs into an operational 
system," said Steve. 

"There you have it," said Tony. "The SDI is a 
paper tiger." 

"You don't understand," said Karl. "Maybe I don't 
know how long it might take to build the SDI, but I 

can tell you this. We'll never have it if we stop 
working on it. All I know is that the Russians will have 
one, because they won't stop." 

Karl told us that the SDI would probably never be 
fully complete. "The SDI will be a constantly 
developing system, much like submarines have 
developed over the years and are still developing 
into evermore capable platforms. The Krypton 
Fluoride laser, for instance, might be developing into 
something bigger. It might just be a step along the 
way. In fact, it may never be included in an actual 
defense system. We have so many options open to 
us," he said. 

Karl said that he couldn't talk about some of the 
items that have already been passed on to the 
engineering labs. However, he mentioned a number 
of new basic-research projects that had promising 
potential. One device that he mentioned, he called 
the GASER, an acronym for, Gamma-Stimulated-
Emission Ray. He told us that the GASER is a directed 
energy device that can shoot an intense energy 
beam unhindered through the Earth's atmosphere to 
disable missiles in space from the ground. He also 
mentioned several types of nuclear powered x-ray 
lasers that were close to being passed on to the 
engineering labs for systems development. He said 
that the x-ray laser is built with a self-focusing 
magnetic plasma lens that creates the potential for 
the device to be a million times brighter than the 
Sun. He suggested that a single weapon of its type 
could take out an entire fleet of ICBMs in one single 
shot. "And this is just the beginning," he said. 

Karl became rather emotional as he spoke. He 
was adamant that the American technological lead 
over the Soviets should be exploited. "That's our big 
advantage. We should exploit that advantage to the 
hilt and wring the most out of it," he said. He 
referred to America's superior computer technology, 
America's advanced space hardware, and America's 
recent advances at the frontier of new physics. "And 
you want to give this away!" he said to Steve. He 
suggested that Steve must have gone mad or might 
have been brainwashed by the Russians. "Why are 
you trying to destroy this huge advantage that we 
have worked so hard to create, Steve? What kind of 
a scientist are you?" 

"One who likes to live," said Steve quietly. "Tell 
him about what has happened five days ago," Steve 
said to me. "Tell him about the Soviets' advantage. 
Tell him about the Soviet's cruise missile that came 
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within just a few kilometers of vaporizing all of 
Washington DC. Tell him that the only reason the 
Americans were able to get the cruise missile 
destroyed was because you and Ross just happened 
to be curious about a fishing boat anchored a few 
miles off your property." 

I nodded. "Steve is right," I said. "The cruise 
missile wasn't detected by radar. Even the infrared 
scanners didn't detect it. Nor did our listening 
devices detect it. The Russians have changed the 
game. They have successfully launched a cruise 
missile right under our nose from a fishing boat and 
our technology couldn't see it. They could do the 
same again tomorrow, and for all we know, they 
might. The Russians are masters in asymmetric 
warfare. That's their big advantage. Ross and I just 
happened to be curious. I saw a fishing boat that 
seemed to be in trouble in a sudden storm. Ross 
recognized that it wasn't a fishing boat. So he kept 
an eye on it. Suddenly we saw one of the three 
missiles being launched that two submarines had 
delivered. The missile nearly hit Ross' house as it 
flew by. It took three AWACs to track it down and to 
guide the fighters in for a kill. If we hadn't seen this 
thing coming, and I mean with our very eyes, and 
hadn't alerted the right people instantly, we 
wouldn't be standing here. We would be all dead. 
We came that close to a full-scale nuclear war. The 
time has come to change the game, Karl! We don't 
have ten years to develop the technology that can 
protect us. We don't even have one year. We may 
not even have a week to prevent this from 
happening again. And even if we have had the SDI 
already fully operational, it wouldn't have been of 
any use to us against the cruise missile a few days 
ago. It appears that the Russians have equipped all of 
their surveillance ships with three of these cruise 
missiles, each. Ross and I watched them unload 
these things, packed up in packing crates that served 
as launch tubes." 

"Now, Karl," said Steve, "tell us what we must 
do? You are the genius! Tell us! What must we do 
right now, right here, today, to prevent this from 
happening again? Five days ago, our precious 
technological defense that we thought we were 
developing against nuclear war was thrown out of 
the window. The only defense that mankind has left 
now, with which to save itself, is diplomacy. As 
hopeless as this may seem, that's all we've got, and 
we are not good at it, Karl. Nevertheless, we must 

create a basis for unity that enables us to continue to 
exist on this planet. That's a tall task, but that is our 
only option. There is no technological defense 
possible anymore that would spare us the effort and 
the honesty to establish a platform for a real, 
workable, active unity. That's what we have come to 
Venice for. Will you help us, Karl?" 

Karl didn't say anything. 
Steve raised his hand as if he wanted to say 

more, but let it fall again. 
In this depressed look I saw my chance to raise 

the platform to a completely new level. "Karl, the 
issue surrounding nuclear war has never been a 
technological one. It is an issue of human beings 
relating to one-another as human beings, or our 
failing to do so. Technology cannot resolve what isn't 
a technological problem. I know you represent the 
entire scientific community that want's this thing 
built, and half of the world's nation stands behind 
you, and frankly, I don't give a damn for popular 
opinion. Popular opinion has nothing to do with the 
truth and with what is right. Popular opinion is the 
voice of underlings, the voice of trained slaves. 
People have been trained to become loyal 
employees or faithfully obedient citizens. They have 
been trained to believe what they are told to believe. 
They act like underlings to their master. We have 
seen a lot of that in America in earlier times when 
lynch mobs went out to kill black people on the 
strength of some rumors that were whipped up into 
hatred. I don't give a damn for what the masses have 
been whipped up to believe about our present 
situation, whether the generated opinion is centered 
on imaginary nuclear threats or global warming, or 
economic prosperity that doesn't exist anymore. I 
care about the truth, and the truth is that we have to 
treat each other as human beings in all regards, 
especially in the nuclear-armed world. It is ten-
thousand times better, I tell you, to cause a 
movement that will impel your adversary to lay 
down his weapons, than it is to build up a shield 
against the weapons, even if this could be done. This 
movement of truth, focused on our humanity, makes 
us human again. It alone will stop the war. Building 
up evermore fancy shields will only escalate more 
tensions. That's the reality, Karl, whether you have 
the brains or the honesty to acknowledge it or not. 
As a scientist you should have some respect for the 
truth, shouldn't you?" 

Karl just shook his head. 
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"All right!" said Tony to Karl. "Granted, 
everything that you propose to build works to 
perfection and can actually be build with our 
presently available means, and the building can 
begin today, the fact remains, the time for producing 
those wonder weapons to save the world has already 
run out. It ran out five days ago. By the margin of a 
single minute all life on this planet might have come 
to a halt. We were lucky this time. We saw the 
missile coming and had the resources at our 
fingertips to deal with it. The fact remains; this thing 
could have been launched from any freighter, from 
any private yacht, from any shrimp boat, or from any 
submarine from any nation, against any target. 
Which nation would the military retaliate against if 
this happened? They would instantly unleash the 
fury of their arsenals against all of their favorite 
targets and destroy the world in the process. We 
have to de-escalate the tensions, Karl, before it goes 
that far. We have to become human again. The SDI is 
obsolete, my friend. Its day is over. In fact, its ghost 
still stands in the way of restoring sanity. The only 
way the SDI can be build is in total cooperation with 
all the nations on the planet. Of course, if this 
happened, we won't need any defense-shield 
anymore, would we?" 

Karl stood up and left the breakfast table like 
somebody who had been deeply wounded by his 
friends. 

"But how can you forget the Ogarkov Plan," Karl 
shouted back to us as he entered the elevator. "The 
Soviets are committed to destroying Western Europe 
in a fast nuclear blitzkrieg, and the US to boot, as a 
security risk..." 

The elevator doors closed and cut off the rest of 
what he was saying. 

While we stood there nursing our injury by his 
rudeness, with Steve saying that it really hurt being 
treated in this manner by someone he had long 
admired, a woman in a red dress approached us 
from a group standing nearby. "You are both wrong," 
she said to Steve. "The SDI is obsolete for a different 
reason. The reason is that the game has already 
changed. Fire engines are useless when the real 
danger is flooding. Karl doesn't realize this either. A 
new type of nuclear war is in the making. The age of 
the DU War is beginning." 

Steve shook his head. 

"Join me for a drink and I'll tell you about it," she 
said. "Allow me to ruin your vacation with a truth 
that you don't want to hear." 

 
We did join her, and the warning was justified. 

"The DU War is the 4th generation nuclear war," she 
said while we were seated in the far corner of the 
hotel's bar that war surprisingly busy for the early 
hour. "The acronym DU stands for depleted uranium, 
which is essentially a misnomer," she said quietly. 
"DU is essentially natural uranium that has its 
isotope U235 removed that makes up 0.7% of it. 
What remains is U238 that's not fissionable, but can 
become immensely dangerous when used in bombs 
and munitions. Uranium is ideal for certain types of 
weapons. It is extremely heavy and brittle, and burns 
with an immensely high temperature when ignited. 
Because of these qualities uranium can flow through 
steel like a hot knife through butter in a high-velocity 
impact environment. Uranium munitions can 
penetrate tanks with ease and burn anyone inside to 
a crisp. The heat from a uranium explosion is so 
intense that in one case when children were playing 
close by, they had their close instantly burnt off and 
their skin too. But this is not where the big danger 
lies. The danger just begins here. By the immense 
heat of the uranium explosion, the uranium itself 
becomes vaporized into sub-microscopic particles of 
uranium oxide. The shrapnel are so small, that they 
are smaller than the wavelength of light, whereby 
they become invisible and can only be seen with 
sophisticated electron microscopes. Being as small as 
they are, they become dispersed into the air like a 
gas and become widely distributed with the air 
currents. They literally become a part of the air we 
breathe. That's where the danger begins, because 
their uranium component makes them radioactive. 
Uranium U238 emits alpha particles in the form of 
nucleonic clusters of protons and neutrons. 
Normally, alpha radiation is considered low-level 
stuff, because its radiating particles don't penetrate 
far. Alpha radiation typically doesn't penetrate a 
person's skin. But if the emitting uranium is inhaled 
with the air, from where it is distributed through the 
blood stream and enters into the cells, the tiny 
uranium 'cannons' can shoot off their nucleonic 
clusters at close distances where they can cause 
enormous damage to the DNA located in the cells. 
The end result is that a vast variety of cancers are 
beginning to develop, and related diseases, and the 



Chapter 3 – The Venice Project 

34 

most horrendous birth defects that one can imagine. 
What makes this nuclear gas-war the most 
dangerous form of nuclear war, is the simple fact 
that uranium remains radioactive forever. It has a 
half life of 4.5 billion years, which means that it 
decays so slowly that it is still half as deadly after all 
of this long time frame. Once this stuff is dispersed, 
there is no physical defense against it possible, 
especially in close proximity. Neither can the war 
itself be deterred, because it is no longer necessary 
for the masters of empire to attack a targeted 
country directly. The current plan is to explode 
seventy million kilograms of uranium in the course of 
an attack on North Korea, and several hundred 
million kilograms during an attack on Iran, with the 
actual target for the operation being Russia, India, 
and China." 

Steve put his hand over his face and muttered 
something that sounded like, "my God."  

"Say no more," Steve added moments later to 
the woman when he let his hands drop. "I know 
what this means. Mankind's hope for defeating the 
masters of empire presently lies with uniting Russia, 
China, and India, with a sobered-up USA, into a four-
power pact. With all four powers cooperating, the 
rule of empire can be stopped for all times to come. 
And this is precisely what they are targeting." 

"If you draw a wide enough circle around North 
Korea and Iran, like with a thousand-mile radius, the 
circles will extend across the most populous areas of 
Russia and China and overlap across India," said the 
woman. "The politics can be arranged to enable a 
simultaneous attack on both Iran and North Korea at 
will. With NATO running the bombing, and the USA 
being a part of NATO, would Russia, China, and India 
dare to interfere and use force to stop the 
bombing?" 

"They wouldn't have the resources to stop the 
bombing," interjected Tony. "Russia, China, and 
India, combined, can't muster the needed air force 
to stop a joint NATO and American attack." 

"Neither can Russia afford not to respond," said 
Steve. "It would be suicide on their part if they 
didn't. Their only option for survival would be to 
eradicate the USA as a means for stopping the 
bombing. They would have to do this, even if the 
outcome would mean nuclear war." 

"Starting a nuclear war would be their ticket for 
survival," said the woman. "And they would have to 
do this swiftly to save mankind. The global fallout 

from a nuclear war would be far less damaging in the 
long run than the currently intended uranium gas 
war. The fallout from a nuclear war decays much 
more rapidly. After a couple of Ice Age cycles, some 
200,000 years from now, a new civilization might 
become possible again, after a nuclear war, which 
wouldn't likely be possible after a uranium gas war. 
This is why you must surrender the SDI," added the 
woman. "You must make it possible for Russia to 
eradicate the USA with a nuclear strike if it becomes 
necessary to do this in order to stop the DU gas war 
that no life might survive on this planet." 

"It won't come to that," said Ushi. 
"Don't be so sure," said the woman. "When you 

hear the war drums being sounded simultaneously 
against both North Korea and Iran, or similar targets, 
you better get serious in fighting like hell for your 
life, because the plan of empire is to reduce the 
world population to less than a billion people. The 
DU gas war is one of the options the masters have 
chosen. They are too dumb to recognize that the DU 
killing won't stop until all life stops on this planet, 
once the DU gas war is unleashed in a big way." 

"It won't come to that," Ushi repeated. 
Heather agreed. "We'll change the world before 

it comes to that." 
"And how will you do this?" said the woman in 

the kind of sarcastic tone that an underling would 
use who sees no hope on the horizon for ever being 
free. 

"That's easily done," I said to her with a smile. 
"This danger can be eradicated with a positive 
approach of a type that has never been attempted 
before. Every major political fight in the world has 
been on a negative platform in recent years, and has 
therefore failed. You can't win on a negative 
platform where you fight 'against' something, such 
as fighting 'against' empire to eradicate it. Fighting 
'against' something is a fascist approach. There exists 
no active principle in the Universe that I am aware 
off that is arrayed 'against' something. Principle is an 
enabling impetus. It furnishes a platform on which 
we can win. There has never been a fight truly won 
in the history of the world that leaves a sea of 
vanquished in the wake. You can only win when you 
aim to win without a victory. This is how the Peace of 
Westphalia was won. Its principle is the Principle of 
the Advantage of the Other. On this platform 
everybody won. This positive platform became the 
foundation for modern civilization. We can do this 
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again, and on a much bigger and global scale. On this 
platform we cannot fail." 

Steve grinned when he heard me say this. "The 
details will be revealed during the conference," he 
said to the woman. "So, I would urge you to attend. I 
can guarantee you that what will be presented will 
make your 'vacation' in Venice a joyous affair. It 
might even start the brightest time in your life." 

 
We said good bye to the woman in the pub and 

walked out, with a now even stronger commitment 
to enable the building of the brightest renaissance of 
all times that will all by itself shut down empire 
forever as the only danger on the planet that 
mankind is facing and has ever faced, that is 
threatening its very existence. 

I think it was understood by all of us in our group 
that the positive platform that I had referred to in 
countering the woman was the platform for creating 
the critically necessary Ice Age Renaissance. 

Steve explained that the goal to eradicate 
empire in the world is comparable to the building of 
a great spire for a great cathedral, a spire that 
reaches into the sky as a celebration of the 
unbounded spirit of mankind and its roots in the 
infinite. Steve added that such a spire can never be 
constructed without the necessary effort of building 
the cathedral underneath it. "This means that all the 
problems that are strangling the world today, from 
economic collapse to war, to the fascism of empire, 
and empire itself as the looting engine, will vanish 
from the human landscape when the commitment is 
made by society to build itself the grand cathedral of 
the Ice Age Renaissance. Once society puts the 
shovel into the ground on this front, without looking 
back, we can win the fight for entering the New 
World in which we not only survive securely, but live 
richly and profoundly with the creative and 
productive power that is the hallmark of a human 
society. That's the positive platform, the platform of 
the Principle of Universal Love, on which we cannot 
fail to win." 

Tony began to laugh. "You are saying that a 
farmer has to make a detour to the seed bin in his 
store house, before he goes out into the fields to 
sow. Eh, that's something that even I can 
understand. Why didn't somebody say this before? 
I've spent decades with the Air Force flying in an 
effort to sow peace across the world without any 
seeds in my hands to spread over the land." 

Steve reached his hand out to him. "Welcome to 
the real world, my friend," he said. "Welcome to the 
New World we have started to create by doing things 
the right way for a change." Steve began to grin. 

 
One thing became evident from the breakfast 

discussion that day, which trailed out almost till 
lunchtime, that the issue of nuclear war goes very, 
very deep, like abortion. Steve said that one can 
argue for or against abortion until one is blue in the 
face and not get anywhere, except beaten into the 
ground. "Single-issue debates are too narrow," he 
said. "They hide the real issue which is often much 
larger." 

"You have to raise the platform," I commented. 
"Mostly you have to widen the horizon, Peter," 

said Steve. "If a leaf turns yellow on a tree and drops 
off, are you going to be alarmed. No, because your 
vision isn't that narrow. You understand the principle 
of the forest. You understand that in autumn the 
whole forest drops its leaves in preparation of the 
cold of the winter. If this happens in June, however, 
you have a problem, and you will likely fix it by 
dealing with whatever caused it, such as by 
responding to a pest infestation. If you look at 
abortion in this manner, it's no longer an alarming 
problem. You simply deal with what causes it, and 
the causes are obvious. It is evidently not a joy for a 
mother to kill her baby in the womb before it is born, 
but she finds herself forced into this position by the 
social and economic conditions that society has 
created that makes it often an impossible burden for 
a single mother to raise a child, or for a poor family 
to do so. Obviously you can't solve the problem by 
banning the symptoms. You have to deal with the 
causes. This means enabling the needed social and 
economic development so that all people can live a 
decent human life. There are countless issues 
involved, of course, but if one traces them to their 
source they converge on one issue, and the issue is 
empire. Healing society therefore means 
restructuring society from a platform of empire that 
breeds poverty and misery to a platform of a 
humanist renaissance that is focused on promoting 
the general welfare of society in all aspects. In a 
renaissance world human life is welcomed, 
cherished, protected, and nourished. In such a world 
abortion simply won't happen. In the empire world, 
however, where the human being is regarded as 
such a terrible pest on the planet that everything 
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possible is enacted to hinder human existence in the 
service of greed-based looting, people are forced 
into desperate measures just to survive. Abortion is 
one of these desperate measures. This renders 
abortion as a symptom of a disease called empire. 
The proper way to stop the symptom is not to ban 
the symptom and vilify the victimized women, but to 
heal society of its disease so that the victimization 
ends," said Steve.  

"I've have been beaten up in Washington on the 
way to a lecture, once," said one of Steve's friends, a 
man named Herbert Huebner who had joined us for 
breakfast. He said that people had been shouting 
slogans at each other about abortion. "It's a woman's 
free choice!" - "Death to the suction pump baby 
killers!" - "Death to the abortion doctors - Kill them 
in the name of the Lord! - Those were the slogans," 
he said. "The people were shouting them at each 
other in a rage. I just got in the way." 

Huebner supposed that someone thought that 
he was a doctor, so they beat him up until the police 
rescued him. "Narrow thinking fuels the lynch mob 
mentality, so be careful my friends and avoid narrow 
concepts. Don't treat nuclear war as a narrow 
concept." 

"The entire world is set up to murder one-
another with this tool of nuclear war in the name of 
communism, or capitalism," said I. 

"But the wider issue is the issue of empire that 
no one is even inclined to look at," said Steve. 

Huebner just laughed. "Let me tell you, if 
communism should ever be eradicated, the powers 
of empire be will find some other cause for which 
they keep the killing going. The State of Israel is 
already being groomed to assume the new role of 
the sacrificial trigger should the Soviet's decline to 
play this game or collapse their empire before the 
real game begins. Israel is being groomed to explode 
the Middle East into a fire that will then spread 
across the world and become World War III. Then 
the new fighting will be over the Semites versus the 
people of Islam, or the religion of Islam versus the 
great American freedom to loot, kill, and to pillage, 
or the imperials will drag the fire into China over 
some obscure reason that they'll have yet to invent." 

"Tell me, does anybody really know or care 
about the truth anymore, regarding our humanity?" I 
interrupted. "We are human beings. We are not 
primarily Russians and Americans, or Muslims, or 
Jews, or communists, or capitalists, or whatever 

other labels one wishes to apply. We are primarily 
human beings. We can be free from all of that crap if 
we stop acting as if we were slaves to it. Public 
opinion is the worst kind of slave master there is, 
because it is a slave itself to its imperial controllers. 
The whole battle over suction pump baby killers, pro 
or con, is a battle between forms of slavery, as is 
nuclear terror. No one is fighting for the freedom of 
humanity based on truth, because that would go 
against the grain of empire that would be 
endangered by the truth." 

Huebner suddenly laughed and slapped his hand 
on my shoulder. "I like you, Peter, you are the only 
American I know who gives meaning to the assertion 
that America is the 'Land of the Free.'" 

+ + + 
 
It was I who ended the discussion that morning. 

Huebner 's talk about suction pump baby killers 
made me feel ill. I excused myself and left the lunch 
table. Everyone else got up, too. We arranged to 
meet in the lobby. 

I remembered Ushi's excitement with respect to 
wanting a baby. Her excitement had been too 
precious to me for this talk to continue. Maybe Ushi 
was right. Maybe the world isn't a fit place anymore 
to bring children into. The very thought of aborting 
something so precious was repulsive. I remembered 
my discussion with her on the island of Cozumel, 
about how worthwhile and beautiful it must be for 
even the smallest of us to have this chance to be 
alive, to be touched by love, to experience the world 
and its sadness and happiness, and the fun of 
splashing in the water even if it is just for a moment. 
But neither could one weigh a woman's life against 
the life of a yet unborn accumulation of cells. Nor 
could I judge a nation like China, which couldn't exist 
as a stable nation without harsh, often physical 
methods of birth control until its infrastructures are 
more fully developed that have been destroyed in so 
many imperial wars that were launched against 
China, including the modern economic wars that 
exploit vast segments of the Chinese population as 
slave-type labor for western profiteers, instead of 
building up the nation in order that it can develop as 
a normal human society. I certainly wasn't qualified 
to make these kinds of absolute judgments that are 
so often made about abortion, except on the wider 
plain where the symptom becomes the consequence 
of the development of empire such as in India where 
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female infanticide and genocide had been imposed 
under religious dogma for 2,500 years to protect the 
Brahmin empire, with echoes reaching into China. All 
of that needed healing, and as far as I could tell there 
was only one path possible to accomplish the 
healing, the path of developing the Principle of 
Universal Love in the most active manner possible. If 
giving life to a child is a part of the universal kiss, 
then the principle of it, the Principle of Universal 
Love, has to assure that this kiss becomes a 
shockwave that uplifts the whole of society on the 
entire humanist front. It is brutal to scrap this 
responsibility and blame the victims, the desperate 
women resorting to abortion, that have to react in a 
tragic manner in order to survive. I also knew that 
the deeper one digs into this barrel of Love-Based 
Economics, and love-based living, that reflect the 
Principle of Universal Love, the more sensitive one 
becomes to life and the human dimension. I saw this 
growing sensitivity as the only possible solution to 
the abortion issue, and also to the larger issues that 
we were prepared to fight for in Venice in the name 
of all mankind, the issue of creating an Ice Age 
Renaissance. 

 
I suggested to Steve when we met in the lobby 

that our Ice Age preparation approach, when it 
begins to take shape, would invariably solve the 
abortion issue as the two issues are linked by the 
Principle of Universal Love. "It is impossible to solve 
one without the other. That's the approach we must 
take also in respect to the SDI towards Russia." I told 
the same to everyone of our group as we came 
together in the lobby. 

Heather was the first to agree. "Maybe it's the 
same with love in every respect," said Heather. 
"Sometimes I wonder if we really know what love is. 
Have we dug deep enough? Sometimes I wonder if 
indeed there will ever be a final answer 
forthcoming." 

"I like what you just said," said Karl, who caught 
up with us in the lobby. He bowed slightly and 
conceded to letting the burial of the SDI begin. 

I thanked the man kindly. 
"Your Ice Age Renaissance proposal will hit the 

world like a shockwave," he added and grinned. 
"They will call it the New SDI." 

"Keep it a secret until I announce it," Steve 
replied. 

"Of course I will. I'm not stupid," said Karl. "I am 
looking forward, however, to see how you are going 
to pull this one off." 

 
Little did I realize that the issue of canceling 

America's SDI project wasn't at all settled for us. The 
really agonizing contemplation hadn't even begun. 

It began the same evening during our walk after 
dinner that everyone had joined in this evening for a 
leisurely stroll along the seaside promenade. A 
masked man in a harlequin costume came up to us in 
the dark. He approached us from behind as we 
walked over a narrow bridge. He passed us, then 
stopped, facing us. He addressed us in perfect 
English. 

"Don't do it!" he said. 
"Don't do what?" Steve asked, perplexed. 
"Don't kill the SDI," he said quietly. 
Steve held him by his arm. "Who are you? Who 

told you why we are here?" 
"I can't say," he replied. "But let me tell you: You 

are making a big mistake giving up the SDI." 
Steve let go of his arm and asked him for his 

reasons. He revealed himself as a servant in the 
house of one of the 'fundi.' 

Steve understood immediately. He looked 
around and found a place by the water were we 
could talk with him with no one listening in. 

"The fundi, who are they?" Ross demanded. 
The masked man hesitated. "They're everybody 

and everywhere. They have no official identity. 
They're the monarchs of empires and royal houses, 
banks, NGOs, world institutions, pharmaceutical 
cartels, food cartels, raw material cartels, energy 
cartels, the entertainment cartels, the news media 
cartels, and so on. They are the real owners of the 
world. To them, everyone in the world is their 
property. They are the owners of governments, the 
owners of humanity." 

Steve nodded. "The imperials," he said. "They're 
the traitors of humanity who claim the 'divine right 
of kings' to own humanity and do with as they 
please. Property you say? We fought a civil war over 
this in America in the 1800s. The Confederate 
Slavocracy wanted the 'right to property' included in 
the Constitution. They changed the Constitution 
from its original focus on universal happiness to their 
demanded 'right for privatized property.' We denied 
them their self-assumed right to regard society as 
private property. We defeated them in a great 
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struggle that we won. Unfortunately, this victory has 
been betrayed in America. So, I know exactly what 
you mean. People have become property once again, 
property of the financiers. I call them the 
imperials..." 

"...They are not united under any one name," the 
masked man interrupted. "They have no name. 
Without a name they have no face. Without a face, 
they are not vulnerable. In my master's house, we 
simply speak of the fundi. This does not mean that 
they are not organized into a tightly interlocked 
structure with a common purpose and central 
control that appears to be located in Britain or 
Switzerland, most likely in Britain," he said. "Most 
likely the control is centered on the monarchy. Or 
maybe the monarchy is subservient to it like my own 
master is subservient to them. But that's not 
important now," he added. "The policies are 
important. My master's family is told about the 
policies. The policies are invariable. My master 
doesn't like some of them. There have been many 
discussions, but the policies are invariable. Everyone 
does as one is told, or else one ends up dead." 

Our masked friend had not a few shocking tales 
to tell, of discussions he had overheard, of high level 
meetings in his master's house with high level US 
officials present. From what he could understand, he 
was sure that the Russians were at their last stage in 
their preparations for gaining control over the world, 
and that the West had no intentions of stopping 
them. He told us that the only thing that could 
interfere with the Russians' plan is the American SDI, 
because the Russians really don't know how much 
progress has been made in terms of what America's 
present capabilities are and what exposures arise 
from them for the Soviet Union. The Russians know 
that there exists more on the SDI-front than what is 
openly admitted to. "Only the fundi know what is 
really happening. The Russian's don't." The masked 
man told us that the Russians are afraid that the SDI 
will be operational before they are fully prepared for 
winning a nuclear war against the USA. That's why 
they are pushing ahead, recklessly, with the Ogarkov 
Plan, the final plan in their race for superiority 
centered on their own SDI which they pushed 
forward by the incessant prodding from the fundi to 
the point that it is now wrecking their economy." 

"You are mad!" said Tony. 

"No, I'm dead serious," the man defended 
himself. "I know I'm right, because one of my own 
friends is helping them." 

He told us that he could name several institutes 
and some electronics companies that funnel 
technology into Russia. He told us that the US 
embargo of high tech exports to Russia exists only on 
paper, enforceable only in the US, and doesn't 
interfere with the fundi at all. In fact, it makes the 
Soviets more dependent on the fundi. He said that 
his employers also have far-reaching connections in 
the financial world, with ties into London and 
Switzerland, as well as New York, and even into 
Washington through the back door via a whole range 
of front organizations. He spoke of meetings in 
Naples and Tunis, and secret meetings in Capri, and 
of 'his' family's London connections to the 
psychological warfare division of the British Secret 
Intelligence Service. He boasted that the fundi had 
used this particular channel for the Kennedy 
assassination, in order to create a cultural shock that 
could start the Vietnam War and subsequently 
enable some imperial ideologue like Volker to be 
brought in and have a free reign in wrecking the US 
economy under the post-industrial era doctrine. 

"That's how they had planned it, and that's how 
they did it," he said, "and now they aim to destroy 
the country itself. By shutting down the SDI you 
would be giving them the key to the country! You 
would be eliminating the last restraint that is holding 
back the Russians from implementing the fundi’s 
plan for world-imperial domination. Scientists, you 
call yourself?" said the masked man. "Ha, some 
scientists you are!" He spat on the ground. "You 
don't know anything. You are amateurs." 

"Why would the fundi want to destroy the USA?" 
Ross asked in utter disbelief. The rest of us were too 
stunned to even think of a question. 

"Don't you know anything at all?" said the 
masked man. "Can't you see what's been happening 
to your own country? The Kennedy assassination was 
the prelude to the end. The fundi want the USA 
destroyed, like they want every sovereign nation 
destroyed that stands in their way towards building 
their new feudal world-empire order. Every 
sovereign nation is a threat to them. They want to be 
the only power. They want free reign to impose 
worldwide feudal financing, worldwide population 
reduction and total control. They even want a 
worldwide UN army like the Roman Legion, backed 
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with worldwide feudal servitude just like in the 
golden days of the dark ages, but on a global scale. 
For this they need the Russians temporarily," he 
insisted. "The fundi promised the Russians a power 
sharing agreement, and the Russians will comply, 
which will be their doom." 

He asked us if we had seen the Armory. He said 
the Armory is indeed being rebuilt. The fundi are 
considering their new armory to be Russia. "For the 
time being," he added. "They, and their connections 
serve Russia's needs, while Russia's mad obsession 
serves the fundi’s aims." He said the basic process is 
so simple that it could hardly be called a conspiracy. 
"It works by its own steam for as long as America and 
Russia remains useful to them. And if the Russians 
fail to comply the fundi will simply 'hire' the 
Americans to play the willing stooges and wipe them 
out, until the Americans too are no longer any use to 
them and are put out of their misery." 

He said that the fundi had long moved beyond 
the level of just looting the world. He said that they 
were now raping the world. He said the Soviets fit 
into this rape as co-executors. "The fundi will allow 
the Soviets to share power to a certain degree until 
they are no longer needed. Then they become 
eliminated. It's so easily done if you own all the 
finances in the world." 

Tony shook his head. 
"Don't you know anything about geopolitics?" 

the masked man sighed. "The fundi have no 
permanent allies, only a permanent objective." 

"The man is right," I intervened, "that's how they 
treated the Jewish people for a long time." 

"And still do," the masked man added. 
Steve agreed. He explained to Tony that since 

the Jewish people had no home country, they were 
useful to the fundi to carry out their dirty 
international financial operations, and if any of them 
became too powerful in the process, or were no 
longer needed for whatever reason, then 'good bye 
my friend.' They were quietly eliminated. 

"That's how it works," the masked man affirmed. 
"Of course if the US and the Soviet Union were to 
end up destroying one-another on their own, in 
moments of madness or rage, the fundi would like 
that even more. That's what this cruise missile 
deployment was most likely all about," he said, 
"except it wasn't likely for the purpose that you think 
it was. It was probably for something much worse, 
something that the Russians don't even know about. 

The launch you saw wasn't for what it appeared to 
be. This should give you a hint. The grapevine tells 
me that the people who launched the missile were 
killed to cover the hidden tracks. In real terms they 
should have been congratulated, because their 
actions have evidently caused you to give up the SDI, 
which will make it easier for the fundi to persuade 
the Russians to start the planned nuclear war 
scenario. What you are intending to do may prove to 
be absolutely tragic for much of mankind. If 
everything goes according to your plan as it stands 
now, and the SDI is eliminated, the fundi may push 
their global depopulation-scheme forward by a notch 
or two, towards their coveted grand revival of 
feudalism on a universal scale, their feudal world-
empire." 

Ushi protested. "This is sick, sick, sick!" 
"Yes," he said, "and so are the Masonic cults that 

unite the fundi." 
Ushi just shook her head. 
"No, instead of protesting, try to see how vital 

the SDI is to containing the planned disaster?" the 
masked man added. 

Before any of us had a chance to answer, or ask 
another question the man had quickly turned aside 
and slipped away from us. He disappeared inside a 
group of people that were passing by. We remained 
standing where we were, bedazzled. 

 
"Was this for real?" I asked Sylvia. 
"That's bloody monstrous," said Steve, "but, yes, 

that was for real." 
"Haven't you heard of the Club of Rome?" asked 

Ross. "Haven't you heard of the Council for Foreign 
Relations, the Trilateral Commission, the Club of the 
Isles, not to mention the countless Masonic 
organizations? Obviously, this whole mess is a part of 
the fundi, all deeply linked with the UN, the IMF, and 
the World Bank acting as their tools or their 
employees so to speak. Nobody will ever know how 
the thing is really organized if it is set up as cleverly 
as the masked man has implied it is. You can bet, 
however, it is run by a financier oligarchy as it had 
been in the olden days." 

"Those are the people that funded Hitler into 
power," I added. "We know very well who the small 
servants are that run the show in the public view, 
but we don't know who stands behind them in the 
shadows and operates in secret. The Spanish painter 
Francisco Goya understood this larger picture 
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already in 1808. That's what his famous painting, The 
Two Majas, was all about. The lady of the night was 
the front line servant in the political world even 
then, like our politicians are today, our appointed 
leaders that have hijacked our most noble 
institutions. Behind each of the Majas, Goya had 
placed in the shadows a masked man in dark clothing 
that blends in with the background. That's how the 
game is played. Goya understood this. He saw it 
happening during his days as the court painter 
serving many a King in Spain. Obviously the game 
hasn't changed. The evidence is before us. The 
servant of the fundi knew of our mission, but not 
because Karl told the fundi. The fundi knew, because 
the fundi have their ears in the White House. In fact, 
they probably run the White House and own the 
President as well. The order that came to Fred 
probably came from them. But the masked man 
didn't know about our real plans, did he? He had no 
inkling that we are about to blow the entire imperial 
scene to hell with our Ice Age Renaissance proposal 
that no empire can survive. If the fundi had known 
any of that there would have been an explosion of 
hysteria ripping through the whole fundi apparatus 
with enormous repercussion. We certainly wouldn't 
be dealing with one of their household servants. Of 
course, we don't know who the real masters are." 

"Most likely the real masters are standing hidden 
in the shadows," said Ross. "They play the role of 
respectable people that never carry a knife or a 
pencil, but have the ability to cause the death of 
millions with a mere word." 

"I can't believe this," said Sylvia, shaking her 
head. 

"Believe it," said Ross. "That's how the games are 
being played. We will surely see some evidence of 
that after our announcement tomorrow." 

 
Is seemed that we all had trouble believing what 

we had heard. We spent hours that night, until two 
in the morning, discussing the issue and pondering 
over the masked man's desperate attempt to stop us 
from killing the SDI project. Did he know something 
that we hadn't discovered yet? 

I felt tense. I wondered if our lives were in 
danger. It seemed that we were doomed if we did go 
ahead with our mission, if the masked man was right, 
and that we were equally doomed if we didn't give 
something to the Soviets to ease the pressure that 
might prevent another cruise missile attack. The man 

from the fundi had practically assured us of that 
something was planned by the fundi once America's 
SDI potential was eliminated and could no longer 
spoil their game. Was the man warning us out of his 
own deep personal interest and concern for 
mankind? Or was he under orders to do so to 
confuse us? Was the man genuinely warning us of 
the danger we would create for our nation and for 
the world if we did what we had been ordered to 
do? Or was he just trying to stall the issue for 
something that would serve the fundi even better. If 
he had intended any of that, he was succeeding. 

At one point, Heather suggested that we 
shouldn't change our plans because of what the man 
had said. She suggested that his pleading might have 
been a trick to manipulate us." 

I pointed out that we really didn't have the 
authority anyway not to carry out our assignment 
and thereby change our mission. "We can't just 
ignore the President's orders. We only have the 
freedom to find the most efficient way to carry them 
out. Fred gave us that little bit of freedom. Also 
without scrapping the SDI we wouldn't have the 
moral momentum behind us tomorrow to replace it 
with our Ice Age SDI proposal that is infinitely bigger 
than America's nuclear missile Strategic Defense 
Initiative would ever be." 

"We might be possible to persuade the President 
to change his mind if that became wise," said Ross. 
"We could convey the new evidence to Fred." 

Steve suggested that if our masked friend was 
correct, then our scrapping of the SDI may be 
comparable to a woman opening her front door to a 
rapist. 

Steve suggested a moment later that there was 
only one way in which a woman could do such a 
thing and suffer no harm. "She would have to be 
willing to take all her clothes off with the full 
understanding that her real identity is inviolable by 
the worst rape that could possibly be imposed upon 
her," said Steve. "If she were to do this, then, no 
rape would in fact be possible. Nobody can take by 
force what is freely offered. This is the position the 
USA would have to take if the Soviets continued to 
go ahead with their own SDI project and we were to 
scrap ours. In this case there would be no war and 
the fundi’s plan for the mutual destruction of the 
USA and USSR would be spoiled. But I think we can 
pre-empt all of this by demonstrating that America 
and the whole world faces an infinitely larger threat, 
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and a much more certain threat, than the threat of 
nuclear war. This threat is real. The coming 
resumption of the Ice Age will decimate the global 
food supply if we don't act soon. Since we can't trust 
anybody in high places with our plan to protect 
mankind from this threat, let's just carry out our plan 
to initiate the global Ice Age SDI. Let's create a 
shockwave that will rip through every game of 
conspiracy of every empire on the planet that would 
otherwise prevent this needed response from even 
being considered." 

"You may be asking for the impossible," we all 
suggested. Only Ross didn't think so. Ross insisted 
that it was not only possible to do this, but that it 
had already been done several times in history. He 
referred to the biblical story of Joseph, a Hebrew, 
working productively within the framework of the 
Egyptian Empire that had a religious background 
totally contrary to his own. Joseph had worked 
wonders within the existing system, saving countless 
lives in the process.  

"I can well imagine what this means for the 
USA," said Sylvia. 

"It wouldn't have to be a big deal," said Tony, 
jokingly. "Suppose the President phoned the 
Kremlin; Hey, what's with all those missiles I see you 
building? Your people must be under a terrible 
strain. Can I help you?" 

"There would be a pause. 'We want to play 
conductor,' the Soviets would reply. Then the 
President would have to say; Oh is that what's been 
bothering you? Hop to it, friends! Be conductor. 
With this the whole nuclear mess could be resolved," 
Tony grinned. 

Sylvia shook her head, and said something about 
Tony being absolutely naive. "Everybody wants to be 
the world-dictator, but nobody wants to develop a 
richly human society, a world without dictators, a 
world of principles and love, a world without 
stealing, without slavery, without looting, killing, and 
destroying. That's why the nukes were created in the 
first place, to force the nations to surrender their 
sovereignty to some form of imperial dictatorship in 
order to prevent a new renaissance that would 
disable the looting." 

Steve laughed and suggested that we already live 
under imperial dictatorship. "It's called market-force, 
globalism, dictatorship by speculators and financial 
empires that have amassed the brute power to rob 
the nations blind, that have destroyed sovereign 

governments so that people can no longer defend 
themselves, that force society to privatize ever more 
of its vital infrastructures into the hands of the 
pirates that loot society at every turn. Soon people 
will no longer be able to afford to heat their houses, 
or eat, or buy shoes or clothing, or have a roof over 
their head. We live in a world run by the dictatorship 
of the rich and greedy. So it wouldn't make a great 
deal of difference to most people at the present 
stage of the world whether they are manipulated by 
a system of private organizations that loot the life 
blood out of them, or whether they are looted by a 
Soviet-style system of dictatorship. Once a people 
have given up their republican spirit of sovereign 
self-government, which people have given up totally 
throughout the West many years ago, their doom is 
sealed one way or another. The shockwave is already 
ripping society to shreds. We can only hope to stop 
the process by stopping the driver behind it, which is 
society's total rejection of the Principle of Universal 
Love. The real cause for the tragedies in the world 
isn't the cause of empire. It is mankind's rejection of 
its own principle, the Principle of Universal Love. This 
rejection creates a void, and the default that erupts 
is empire. Empire is the default state of a society 
rejecting the Principle of Universal Love. In the 
present world the rejection of the Principle of 
Universal Love unfolds in the form of greed based 
fascism that has become a powerful shockwave that 
is ripping up the entire economic scene. I think the 
best that we can do, regardless of the games that the 
fundi play, is to cause a counter-shockwave of our 
own that brings the Principle of Universal Love to the 
foreground. Putting the Ice Age Renaissance onto 
the global agenda has the potential to do this." 

Steve left the room after he said this to make 
some phone calls, while our debate continued.  

 
Our debate went on deep into the night. The 

final decision was made without Steve. Steve's 
suggestion was ultimately accepted as no alternative 
existed. We decided that we would not interfere 
with the President's burial of the SDI, which was 
planned for the next day, and that we would then do 
our own thing by raising the platform for a new 
Strategic Defense Initiative against the approaching 
Ice Age. We all felt that the military SDI, so far, had 
not elevated the regard in which the US and the 
USSR held each other as people. Consequently, 
nothing of substance would be lost by scrapping the 
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military SDI. Neither did we feel that the extra time 
that the West would gain from our efforts, would 
buy us anything in deterring the fundi. Time causes 
no progress by itself. This fact had been well proven 
by two and half decades of constant regression when 
progress should have been made. We felt that only a 
positive shockwave like the Ice Age SDI that brings 
the focus back to the Principle of Universal Love, 
would buy us more time as it would force society to 
begin repairing the damage that has already been 
inflicted on civilization. 

 
So it was that we resolved to go ahead as 

planned. We decided to take on whatever risks might 
be involved, and to do this for the sake of all the lives 
of mankind, even knowing that we might fail. 

 
When Steve returned, he called our decision an 

implied mandate for the world's greatest nation to 
take its clothes off to a rapist, because that is what 
we were going for if the servant from the fundi was 
telling the truth and our Ice Age SDI were to fail. 

"If our Ice Age SDI project fails so that no 
technological renaissance occurs that would protect 
mankind's food supply in the future, none of the 
lesser things matter," said Sylvia. "They all become 
inconsequential. If we fail to accomplish what is 
necessary, the resulting consequences would merely 
bring the dying of mankind forward into our age. This 
kind of deep tragedy becomes unavoidable without 
the Principle of Universal Love." 

 
We all agreed that Sylvia was right. We also 

knew that no matter what would ensue, the road 
that we had decided to take would be a long, hard, 
and terrible road to peace, unless the real 
breakthrough that we were hoping for could be 
made quickly and propel society to that higher level 
of thinking that would open its vision to the Principle 
of Universal Love. The President's mandate didn't 
include this quantum jump in thinking. We merely 
attached it unofficially. I saw it as us doing the right 
thing when no one knows what the right thing is. 
That's what Fred gave us the mandate for. The path 
before us was to wage this battle and to wage it on 
the fundi’s home ground where the fundi held all the 
cards. We also knew that while we would be fighting 
on the fundi’s home turf, we wouldn't be fighting 
this fight on the fundi’s low level platform that is 
rooted in the imperial sewer. We knew that if the 

default state of a world without love is empire, we 
would only have to step up to the higher ground of 
the Principle of Universal Love to lift society above 
the default state and onto a renaissance state. Thus, 
Venice was about to become the center of a shock 
front spreading across the world like a sonic boom. 
We were determined to overpower the imperial 
world's historic emptiness with the historic 
substance of the humanist renaissance, and thereby 
eradicate empire from the face of mankind for all 
times to come. 

"If empire equals emptiness in humanist terms, 
then we can certainly heal that disease by flooding 
the scene with rich tides of universal love," I 
concluded. 

 
 I joined Ushi at the window once the decision 

had been accepted by all. Like Ushi, I needed a 
breath of fresh air. Ross joined us also. He said that a 
decision of this scope is never made easily, and that 
we were probably not much closer to being 
scientifically correct than we were in the beginning. 
"We've take a small step, but one can't expect to get 
a total feeling for a land with four rivers by exploring 
just one river in isolation. "The Principle of Universal 
Love has many rivers, as many as there are ways to 
reject it. The Malthusian feudalism, the Soviet's war-
terrorism, the financial chaos, and the President's 
surrendering of the SDI, are all part of a larger scene 
in which many aspects of the Principle of Universal 
Love apply. One can't deal with any aspect as a single 
issue in isolation without understanding the whole 
structure. If one focuses only on one area, one 
understands nothing at all." 

"I guess, the same holds true for understanding 
myself," I said. 

Ross nodded. "What did Helen tell you about 
those four rivers, Pete?" asked Ross. 

"Helen spoke of four major development 
streams in which the dimension of our humanity 
comes to light?" I said. "The first development 
stream represents the oneness of our humanity, the 
development of the universal kiss. That's the river 
that gives us our peace. The second development 
stream represents universal economic development. 
I think Helen called this the river of our joy as human 
being. The third development stream, in turn, 
represents the flow of the human dialog, the flow of 
healing, the dynamism of the strands of love. There 
is no healing possible, and by the same token no 
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security possible, without a high-level language that 
gives us a stage for the dialog of love. That's what 
Homer did. He created such a stage in the form of a 
high-level language. Out of it came the Greek 
Classical Civilization. Dante did the same in Italy 
many centuries later. There would have been no 
renaissance possible anywhere in the world without 
that higher-level language that stages the dialog of 
love. The fourth development stream, I believe Helen 
said is science, or more specifically, scientific and 
technological progress. That's the river of our power. 

"She didn't talk about this last river a lot," I said 
to Ross. "The concept seemed to be still under 
development in her mind. I would say it must 
logically represent the most advanced form of our 
self-development; our scientific and spiritual self-
development; our infinite development as human 
beings. I would call this advanced development 
objective the development of the science of our 
divinity as human beings, something that enables us 
to reach beyond us just having power over the 
universe. I see it unfolding as an open door for us 
having power over ourselves; power to step out of 
the box of our self-confinement into slavery to 
ancient axioms and narrow-minded notions. I would 
call the forth development stream that pertains to all 
that, the river of our freedom as human beings; the 
river of truth replacing error; the river of love 
replacing isolation!" 

"Love replacing isolation," Ushi repeated and 
began to smile. 

"I think you both know what I mean with that," I 
replied. 

Ross didn't answer. I noticed a faint smile 
developing. He changed the subject instead of 
answering. "This means that our hands aren't tied," 
he said. "We can give the President what he wants 
and then step up to higher ground. We announce the 
cancellation of the SDI, and immediately raise the 
ceiling to what is needed for a global Ice Age 
Renaissance. That takes the entire SDI cancellation 
out of the sphere of conspiracies by putting 
something profoundly new and universally enriching 
in its place. Of course it also allows us to open up a 
powerful flank against the fundi that leaves them no 
maneuvering room for staging a nuclear war. Our 
mere mentioning of the need to stage a new 
renaissance will send shudders up their spine, and 
more so by us calling for the greatest renaissance of 
all times, the Ice Age Renaissance and its necessarily 

re-staging of the entire world. And this we will do 
before an audience of the world's top scientists. If 
the scientists were excited about the military SDI 
project, which is nothing compared to what is 
needed for creating an Ice Age Renaissance that 
achieves indoor agriculture, our proposal will light in 
their heart the fire of passion on such a large scale as 
has never been imagined before. When the fundi 
hear about this, and realize what has been launched 
here in Venice on their home turf, they'll go berserk. 
And this my friends, is, how we can turn this 
conference from an entertainment party into a 
productive session, which would otherwise be quite 
a dull affair. In fact, we will change the entire 
geometry of the game for the fundi. We will even 
change history by combining it with the future. Sure 
it'll be dangerous flushing out the empire out of its 
hiding places. The fundi will explode with rage. But 
that opens up an even bigger flank for us. I think we 
are about to create a hurricane." 

I suggested that Ross' idea was the perfect 
answer. I told everybody that we had been dreaming 
for such a chance to really change the world. "With a 
bit of luck, we might just do this, and turn the whole 
world completely upside down," I added. 

 
We looked out into the night from the little 

balcony of our hotel room while we spoke to each 
other. Our room faced the Grand Canal. Far in the 
background was the dome of a church visible, 
standing gray against gray in the moonlight. Below us 
on the canal, a gondola floated by carrying two 
lovers. The two lovers were serenaded by a musician 
playing his guitar to which the gondolier was singing 
as the boat slowly moved along. It was a peaceful 
scene. Little did these people in the gondola realize 
what far-reaching discussions had just been 
concluded that would affect their life, one way or 
another, more deeply than anything else on the 
planet might. I felt that what we had decided, right 
or wrong, was so huge in its nature that it was bound 
to affect the lives of all humanity. Nor would the two 
lovers, the musician and the gondolier likely ever 
come to know what forces would be unleashed the 
next day that would change their future. Indeed, I 
hoped they would never find out. I looked at Ushi 
and shuddered, realizing that we too had at this very 
night, joined the rotten ranks of the global 
manipulators of the human race. I hated the 
thought, and I told Ushi so. The champagne in my 
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glass tasted bitter after that. I poured it out into the 
canal. Nevertheless, I remembered those four rivers. 
We had poured all of what we knew to be good and 
right into fulfilling our task at hand, and had drawn 
for it from the waters of all four rivers. 

+ + + 
 
The next day before breakfast, we made a final 

call to Washington to confirm the go-ahead. We 
were told that the second speaker was the one to 
pay attention to, an English chap, and a professor 
working with the Space Weapons Lab in New 
Mexico. He would report on the five-megawatt 
focusable-array hydrogen fluoride laser, a scale 
model prototype demonstrating a weapon capable 
of destroying an enemy missile within a three-
thousand-kilometer radius. He would talk about the 
logistics of getting 300 of these weapons systems 
lifted into space, together with the multi-megawatt 
power plants that they would require. Then he 
would talk about a still larger system, an Earth-based 
system that was even more promising, built around 
the Eximer laser that develops super-intense 
ultraviolet light with a beam that can be re-directed 
in space by large reflecting mirrors and smaller 
fighting mirrors in low orbit. We were told that the 
speaker would talk about everything except the cost 
of building and operating the seven-gigawatt power 
stations that would be required. This subject would 
be the topic for the next speaker, an American 
scientific economist from the Energy Department, 
and from the Office of Technology Assessment in 
Washington. He would talk about space-based solar 
collectors, and fast-starting hydrogen peroxide 
turbines, and the most innovative solution, a giant 
array of car batteries strung together for instant 
availability of multi-gigawatt power. At the very end 
of his lecture the speaker would note in passing that 
the entire subject is hypothetical anyway, since the 
Strategic Defense Initiative has been canceled by the 
President of the United States of America. 

"From then on," we were told, "it becomes your 
show." 

 
Ross turned to Ushi and Steve. "Make the best of 

it! Ask all the questions that you want, or comment 
on Pete's presentation if he misses anything. Ideally, 
though, you won't need to ask anything. The 
audience should ask all the right questions. Then 
after the final question has been asked, and the 

cancellation has been thoroughly digested, it 
becomes Steve's opportunity to light up the real 
fireworks. Here begins our opportunity to replace 
the vacuum that the SDI cancellation had created 
with the grandest defense initiative in all of history, 
to defend mankind against the ravishing of the next 
Ice Age." 

"Consider it done," said Steve and smiled. 
  
Steve and Ushi arrived at the conference hall 

almost an hour early. Steve felt that it was important 
to have a front-row seat. For this we had to rush 
through breakfast. Still, that didn't seem to matter. 
Ushi barely touched her breakfast anyway. Instead, 
she had four cups of coffee and hadn't been able to 
sit still for a moment. She tried hard to conceal that 
she was more than nervous. Ross and Steve hugged 
her and assured her that she would have full support 
if she needed it, to which I added that she was a 
giant in her field by her own right, and would have 
no problems. She hugged me for saying this. 

Ushi became a lot calmer during the lead-in 
lectures. She wrote down everything that was said 
about the SDI. The policy was that there would be no 
transcripts available afterwards, and no tape 
recordings were allowed. Only handwritten notes 
could be taken out of the auditorium. 

By the time the lecturer came to his summation, 
her hands were no longer shaking. The writing had 
slowed down, she even allowed herself, occasionally, 
to slump back into her seat and just listen. 

 
"It has taken us a third of a century," said one of 

the speakers in closing, "and trillions of dollars to get 
the world into the arms race. Getting out of it 
probably won't be exceedingly cheap either, nor will 
it happen quickly. But at least we have a chance now 
with so many people working around the clock to 
make the Strategic Defense Initiative a reality!" 

The crowd cheered the speaker as he left the 
podium. No one could reasonably argue now that 
the system we were about to give away was just a 
paper tiger with no teeth. 

Then came the speaker from the Energy 
Department. He got onto the platform while the 
audience was still applauding. He waited patiently, 
applauding too, till all was quiet. He turned out to be 
an excellent speaker with a dry humor. He had 
brought along a movie of his experimental battery 
array. The batteries actually powered the model of 
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the Eximer laser. The battery array consisted of four 
thousand car batteries purchased through a discount 
store, strapped together with automotive hardware. 
The array delivered enough power to sustain an 
eleven-minute burn of the laser. He presented some 
figures, comparing his six-megawatt power pack to 
the giant two-thousand-megawatt Hoover Dam. The 
output of the dam was in comparison a few hundred 
times larger, but its construction cost was thousands 
upon thousands of times greater. 

The message of his lecture was that space 
weapons power is in reality rather cheap. "Actually," 
he said, "it won't cost the taxpayer a single penny, 
because the United States' Strategic Defense 
Initiative has been canceled as of today. The great 
dream ended. The President of the United States has 
been advised that building the system is detrimental 
to the country's security and might prove fatal to the 
human race." 

There was silence for a few seconds. No one 
clapped. 

"You must be mistaken!" shouted someone from 
the floor during the moments of silence. 

"I wish I was," the man replied softly, and then 
he introduced me in the midst of a storm of 
discontent. 

As I walked up to the stage I could understand 
what Stravinsky must have felt like on the opening 
night of his great orchestral composition, the Rite of 
Spring that the audience broke into a riot over, 
before the piece had even been performed. 
Stravinsky is reported to have commented in shock, 
"How can they protest against music that they have 
never heard?" I faced a similar protest from the 
audience of physicists and other scientists. 

Eventually they did let me speak. It was plain to 
see that I had to be totally honest with them. The 
slightest deviation could start another riot. So I told 
them the truth about what we had all witnessed six 
days earlier when the cruise missiles were unloaded 
from submarines and one of them was launched 
from a Russian fishing boat that had been stationed 
off the coast. I told them that the cruise missile had 
not been detected by any radar or any of our many 
sensors, and that it wasn't brought down until it 
came within a few miles of Washington, DC. I 
pointed out to them that the SDI had become 
obsolete at this moment, simply because the nature 
of the threat had changed. I also told them that the 
President believes that this new cruise-missile threat 

might be the result of Russia feeling itself 
increasingly boxed in, strategically. 

I used Ross' saying, "Whoever has the SDI first, 
controls the world." Then I suggested that this saying 
is history, too. I told them that we must deal with the 
new threat that has been demonstrated to be rather 
credible. 

"In dealing with this threat, we must of course 
recognize that psychologically the SDI was a 
mistake," I said, "and the best way to respond to a 
mistake is to correct it." I told them that it is the 
President's hope that Russia will remove its threat if 
we let Russia out of the strategic confinement that 
we have created for them with the SDI. 

I stepped aside from the lectern at this point. "It 
is my personal conviction," I said, "that the 
cancellation of the SDI will defuse the situation. 
Many people may think that we are taking a great 
risk in doing that, but I don't think so. We are putting 
the focus on unity instead of adversity. Russia 
doesn't want to be destroyed in a nuclear 
conflagration, and neither do we. This is something 
we can respect about each other. And in respecting 
this common need that we have as human beings, 
we also honor each other's intelligence and integrity. 
Thus we are hoping that the Soviet Union will 
respond in an intelligent and honest manner to our 
new direction." 

 At the end of my little speech I smiled and 
added that there was a certain amount of affection 
underlying this offer, because it allows the Soviet 
Union to pull back to a position that is more secure 
for its existence. I even suggested that we might be 
able to persuade the Soviet Union and the USA to 
join hands against our common enemy that has 
manipulated both governments into building the 
doomsday nuclear weapons in the first place, with 
plans for us for our mutual annihilation. 

When I stepped back behind the lectern Steve 
stood up and said that he had something important 
to add. So I asked him onto the stage and onto the 
speaker's platform. 

He said that the cruise missile incident had been 
a puzzle to him from the moment he heard about it, 
but that he couldn't figure out why, until this 
morning. "We were ambushed last night by a 
member of the fundi who bragged to us that the 
Russian cruise missile buildup outside the shores of 
the USA was not for the purpose that we suspected, 
but for something much worse. He didn't say more 
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about it. It must have been obvious to him that we 
would figure this out. Indeed, it just became clear to 
me what this purpose might be. It's actually quite 
simple if one looks at this puzzle from the viewpoint 
of the fundi. The fundi are the super-wealthy 
oligarchic families, many of which can be traced back 
to the old Venetian, Florentine, and Geonese 
banking and financier empires which once ruled the 
world. These people and their equals in other 
countries, still rule the world. With their wealth they 
have acquired for themselves corruptible people and 
the means to get them into high positions of power 
within the governments of the world. From there, 
the acquired stooges will serve their masters and 
serve them well, or they will die. The oligarchy and 
its army of servants, of course, all have the same 
objective as we do. They want to survive. Except, the 
feudal oligarchy knows that it cannot survive long in 
a developing, progressive, renaissance world. This is 
why the USA is a threat to them, and the Soviet 
Union, too. It has to be their hope that the USA and 
the USSR will annihilate each other in the Cold-War 
game that they probably invented for that purpose. 
The game is correctly identified by the doctrine of 
Mutually Assured Destruction, because that is what 
has been assured to happen by the setup that has 
been created. This means that we have change the 
setup in order to prevent the ultimate destruction 
that has been assured to happen." 

Steve was rather pleased with his analysis. "Now 
let's look at the cruise missiles," he said. "What could 
their purpose be? Could the Russian cruise missiles 
be a defensive weapon that is capable of knocking 
out the American ICBM fields in Kansas and other 
places? Not likely. Before these cruise missiles can 
reach their target across those great distances, they 
would surely be detected, and most of them would 
be shot down. But this vulnerability doesn't exist if 
the target is close by. In other words, the Soviet's 
cruise missiles are aimed at the coastal cities of 
North America." Steve suggested that when such a 
surprise attack was unleashed, America's ICBMs 
would then be launched, the Soviets would retaliate, 
by which both nations would annihilate one-another. 
He suggested that this might happen even if it 
cannot be determined with certainty who launched 
the cruise missiles from the sea. He pointed out that 
quite a few nations, and probably also private 
organizations, now have this capacity. Steve 
suggested that this uncertainty factor indicates that 

almost anyone could launch a war now, including the 
fundi, which might wipe out the whole of mankind." 

Steve said that the man from the fundi told us 
that it wouldn't take much of a provocation to 
unleash a nuclear firestorm across the world. He 
urged us therefore to keep the SDI alive. But our goal 
must be greater than this," said Steve. "Our goal 
must be to protect not just the cities of North 
America, but also those of Russia, China, India, 
Japan, and in other places, which are all in danger in 
a nuclear firestorm that begins with an uncertainty 
that quickly escalates into an unfocused rage of 
insanity." 

I agreed with Steve. "Our goal must be to protect 
the whole of humanity. The fact is that we cannot 
have a lesser goal in this war than that which fosters 
such a strong universal unity between all nations 
that the nuclear weapons, which are designed for 
mass destruction, will be scrapped spontaneously. 
Anything less won't do. Our offer to Russia, which is 
designed to begin the process of building unity, must 
invariably include the recognition that America and 
Russia are both set up by the fundi for Mutually 
Assured Destruction. Therefore, both nations, the 
USA and the USSR share the same need, the need for 
security, the need to end to this insanity, to end an 
insanity that is not even their own game, but is 
controlled by somebody else who aims to benefit 
from the death of both nations." 

Steve took the microphone again and said that 
something else now made sense to him. He said that 
he had finally resolved the paradox of why a 
defensive system, like the SDI, was designed in such 
a manner that it would deepen the division between 
Russia and the West. "The answer," he said, "is that 
the SDI was not designed in this manner. It had been 
originally designed for a totally different objective." 

Steve said that he had been able to track down 
the original author of the SDI, a man named 
LaRouche. "The man confirmed that he was the 
original author of the SDI. Steve said that the man 
had been railroaded into jail on politically motivated 
charges of which the former US Attorney General 
Ramsey Clark had said in essence that the 
prosecution of this case involved a greater judicial 
misconduct and abuse of the power of the federal 
government than any other case known to him." 

Steve said that he contacted this man LaRouche 
in jail, by phone, who told him that the original idea 
of the SDI was not primarily to create a defense 
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against the missiles themselves. The real goal was to 
do away with the supposed need for such defenses. 
Steve said that the man's goal had been to invite the 
Soviets to participate in a joint effort to develop the 
defense capability as an international project. Steve 
explained that the man had personally been in back-
channel discussions with the Soviets where he 
proposed the cooperative concept to representatives 
of the Soviet Union. Steve said that Mr. LaRouche 
had told the Soviets that a joint effort would greatly 
enhance both nations' economies, and more 
importantly, it would bring the two nations closer 
together scientifically, culturally, and therefore also 
politically. 

"Had this been accepted," said Steve, "the 
division would have been resolved that nuclear 
weapons had been designed to deepen, and were 
created to keep alive." 

Steve told the audience that the cooperation 
plan was wrecked, because the Soviets were lobbied 
by the powerful western oligarchy to reject the joint 
venture and to develop the new defenses on their 
own. Steve said that the man had warned the Soviets 
that such an enormous commitment of resources, as 
would be needed for them to do this alone, would 
wreck their economy rather than develop it. Steve 
also said that he agreed with another of the man's 
assessment, that the size of that kind of project as 
the SDI had been envisioned to be, is so huge that no 
single nation could ever hope to carry it out on its 
own. Steve said that documents show that the 
Soviets were scared of that prospect and had 
therefore mobilized their own networks of traitors in 
the USA to have Mr. LaRouche killed or railroaded 
into jail. 

Steve laughed and added that the ongoing 
collapse of the Soviet Union under the weight of this 
burden might have been the reason why the man 
from the fundi had tried to convince us the night 
before to keep the SDI alive, which would assure the 
Soviet's collapse. "The man tried to dissuade us," 
said Steve, "for possibly also another reason. The 
fundi know that the SDI had been conceived as a 
means for bringing the two nations closer together. 
They may have feared that we were dangerously 
close to achieving this unity once again, and that this 
realization would ultimately lead us to figuring out 
the reason for which the Cold War had been 
invented in the first place," said Steve. "The oligarchy 
doesn't like it to be known that the Cold War was 

intended to terrorize the world into accepting a 
global imperial world-government dictatorship under 
the rule of a single private empire. This is the reason 
why Mr. LaRouche is now in jail as America's most 
renowned political prisoner," said Steve. "The reason 
is that his ideas are a great danger to the oligarchy's 
plans for the Mutually Assured Destruction of 
America, the USSR, and possibly China and India as 
well, and everyone else that stands in the way of the 
fundi’s coveted World Empire." 

Steve paused and then continued. "The SDI must 
go," he said, "because as it stands now it is not 
intended to fulfill its original purpose. It is being 
misused to fulfill the opposite of its original purpose. 
It is splitting the nations apart. We must deprive the 
world of its illusion that the perversion of a grand 
idea can create security. We must take the SDI and 
scrap it. We must scrap it, because a horrific 
perversion has reshaped it. Then we must convince 
humanity to reconsider what the SDI was originally 
intended to be. We certainly can't live with a 
bastardized version of that grand idea." 

 
As Steve stepped away from the podium, I shook 

hands with him and assured the audience, speaking 
off the record, that I fully agreed with what Steve 
had said. "We are shutting the SDI down, not 
because it won't work. Technically it is the only 
platform that is feasible. Many people have testified 
that it is totally feasible and is almost ready for 
implementation. We are shutting it down because it 
has divided the world and boxed the Soviet Union in. 
We are shutting it down as a gift to the Soviet people 
with the hope that this gesture leads to the 
recognition that they are not our enemy," I said to 
the audience. "As my wife has put it, we are giving 
the SDI away as a gift, gift-wrapped with the silver 
strands of respect and honor, and tied up with the 
golden ribbons of hugs and kisses, presented to 
them with love in the hope that we will all learn to 
envelop one-another in love instead of in hate, and 
extend to one-another the inevitable universal kiss 
instead of universal death." 

 
We drew a mixed response from the audience. 

Some people cheered, others booed. "Now the stage 
is set," I said to Steve. "Let's turn this defeat of the 
SDI around into a winning streak for mankind." 

Steve raised his hand to calm the audience. 
"Hold your aculeate," he said and smiled. "I am not 
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proposing that we leave the world defenseless. In 
fact, I haven't even started to tell you what I propose 
must replace the SDI, by which its original objective 
will be achieved for the security and the benefit of all 
mankind. I would like to propose to the scientific 
community that it engage itself in supporting the 
greatest technological strategic defense initiative 
ever imagined, which is also absolutely essential for 
the survival of mankind. What I will propose to you 
now is so large in scope that it is bound to make 
America's military SDI look like a child's toy in 
comparison. I am proposing the grandest strategic 
defense initiative that can possibly be imagined, 
which is required in its entirety to defend mankind 
from the coming Ice Age." 

A burst of laughter broke out. 
"Go home Steve," someone shouted, "and study 

up on global warming. I come from Steward, Alaska. 
Believe me, the arctic is getting warmer. It's the 
warmest it has been in fifty years. It's getting 
downright balmy. We had the mildest winter last 
year that I can think of. So, don't talk to me about an 
approaching Ice Age, that's laughable." 

"What you just said is actually proof that the 
Earth is getting colder," said Steve calmly. 

The man just laughed. 
"I'm not joking," said Steve. "As you know the 

Earth is spinning on its axis. This means that by 
centrifugal force the cold air-masses are thrown off 
from the arctic regions and forced southward 
towards the equator, especially in areas over the 
large landmasses that are more susceptible to 
cooling, like Canada. The arctic is getting warmer as a 
result of Canada getting colder. The colder that air 
gets, the heavier it gets, and the stronger therefore 
becomes the centrifugal throw-off effect. The 
increased cooling across the large landmass of 
Canada causes a strong flow of cold air across the 
Midwest between the Rockies and the Appalachians 
into the Gulf of Mexico. In the warmer regions the 
in-flow of cold air pushes the warm air up, which 
then flows north to fill the void that the out-flowing 
air would create, thereby completing a massive 
cyclone-type circulation that creates its own climate 
pattern with its own built in storms and instabilities. 
The return air from this giant cyclone typically flows 
north across the Atlantic touching Greenland and 
Norway. At the same time another flow of cool air 
flows out from Eastern Siberia into the North Pacific 
where it stimulates the warm-air uplift there, 

typically along the Rockies in North America and 
causes the warm-air return flow that causes Alaska's 
increasingly warmer climate." 

"The phenomenon is called the Mobile Polar 
Anticyclone, the MPA-effect," shouted someone 
from the first row of the audience. "The centrifugal 
cold air movement is called the Mobil Polar 
Anticyclone, because its directional flow is opposite 
to that of a cyclone," he repeated. "Of course, the 
flow accelerates when the cold area becomes 
colder." 

"That's perfectly correct," said Steve. "Norway 
warms up in proportions as Canada cools down. 
Likewise, Alaska gets warmer in proportion as 
Eastern Siberia cools down. The increased warming 
in the North is always the result of a corresponding 
increased cooling somewhere within the giant 
cyclone pattern. That's why we will see massive 
warming in Greenland with increasing storms. In 
fact, we will see ice-free fiords in Greenland in the 
winter while at the same time farther in the South 
the North American Great Lakes keep freezing over 
more intensively. The increased warming in the 
North and increased cooling in the South becomes 
especially emphasized during winter months when 
the much colder air drives the cyclonic process more 
powerfully than it normally does during the rest of 
the year. That's why you have those increasingly mild 
winters in the Far North. Of course the global 
warming promoters will cite the warming in the Far 
North as evidence that global warming is really 
happening, while in reality the warming in the Far 
North is the logical result of increased cooling taking 
place over the large continents further south. Of 
course the global warming adherents will deny that, 
which they must, because speaking the truth would 
ruin their precious doctrine. Nevertheless, we will 
see increased storm activity as the result of the 
recycling getting stronger, affecting both the Golf of 
Mexico and the Atlantic region along the southern 
USA. We'll see more hurricanes happening there, 
because of the increased cooling that originates 
across Canada and powers the cold-air cyclonic 
conveyor more intensively. The present cooling 
trend will likely accelerate, because the 11-year solar 
activity cycle is getting weaker. That's a long-term 
trend of course, but it is measurable, and the trend is 
towards a major low occurring in the 2020s based on 
the current evidence. Thus we will likely see snow in 
Arkansas, even Texas, and possibly long before this 
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timeframe. We will see snow where we haven't seen 
snow for ages. Of course when the real Ice Age 
transition begins the entire North American 
continent will likely loose its agricultural potential 
relatively quickly as the cyclone effect becomes very 
powerful. In fact, Florida is already loosing, little by 
little, its sensitive tropical flora." 

"This doesn't disprove global warming," shouted 
the man from Alaska. "It's just a theory." 

"No it's more than a theory. It's happening. It's a 
measurable fact with empirical evidence," said Steve. 
"Of course it doesn't disprove global warming. It only 
proves that the arguments in support of global 
warming are faulty. If the current evidence proves 
anything, it proves that the Earth is getting colder. It 
also proves that there is no such thing as a unified 
global climate. It proves the existence of a number of 
climatic subsystems that run by their own dynamics. 
It's getting warmer in one area and colder in 
another. That sort of thing can be proven, because it 
is real. But manmade global warming can neither be 
proven or be disproved, because it simply doesn't 
exist. It exists only in the form of sheer fantasy. One 
can't disprove a fantasy that is based on evidence 
that is actually evidence of something else? One can 
only study what is actually happening, and manmade 
global warming simply isn't happening in the real 
world. It's bumf! Sure, the Earth has been in a 
warming trend since the mid-1600 when the last 
Little Ice Age ended and the Earth began to warm 
again. But that wasn't the result of our doing. I have 
studied this Global Warming Doctrine more than you 
can imagine, and I can illustrate to you if, you allow 
me, that this doctrine that you got yourself all 
wrapped up in is nothing more than a pile of 
politically motivated nonsense. It's a bunch of bumf 
alright. The evidence that we see all over the world is 
of a new cooling trend." 

"Says who?" the man from Alaska interrupted 
again. "Name me one scientist that supports this 
crap of yours, especially your Ice Age fantasy." 

"Talk to climatologist Professor Marcel Leroux of 
the Jean Moulin University if France," said Steve. "He 
will tell you more about the cyclonic conveyer." 
Steve then laughed and showed his bundles of notes 
to the man. "I have also a paper here by Professor 
Zbigniew Jaworowski, chairman of the Scientific 
Council of the Central Laboratory for Radiological 
Protection in Warsaw, a Dr. of Science, a PhD, and 
the only world-renowned atmospheric scientist that I 

know of that in his fifty-year career has been 
personally involved in digging Ice Core samples out 
of seventeen glaciers on six continents.  I think a man 
like that knows what he is talking about. He doesn't 
dispute that the general climate of the Earth is 
determined by the greenhouse effect that the global 
warming scare stories are built on. Nor does he 
dispute that we are presently in a very long-term 
warming cycle that began in the 1600s, in which the 
greenhouse effect plays a major role. In fact, he 
points out that without the greenhouse effect the 
average surface temperature on Earth would be 
minus eighteen degrees Celsius, instead of the plus 
fifteen degrees that we presently have. Professor 
Jaworowski however points out that ninety-seven 
percent of the greenhouse effect comes from water 
vapor and only three percent from CO2, and of that 
minuscule three-percent portion, the manmade 
contribution amounts to no more than three percent 
again. In other words, the manmade greenhouse-
global-warming hoopla has no leg to stand on. It 
certainly won't prevent the next Ice Age from coming 
or even slow it down. If we were to burn every stick 
of wood in the world, every ounce of coal, and every 
drop of oil, it still wouldn't make the slightest 
difference in terms of holding back the coming Ice 
Age." 

"Lies, lies, those are all lies," someone shouted. 
Before Steve could respond someone else 

responded. A man in a black suite stood up and said 
that the world was indeed drowning in lies. He kept 
his hand raised and came to the microphone. "And 
where do we find the biggest liars of the bunch?" he 
said when he was on the stage, standing at the 
lectern. "We find the world's biggest liars right here 
in the scientific community. Yes, we are the biggest 
liars. We sell our soul for a penny, or for research 
grants, or tenure, or fame, or whatever. But the 
truth? Who cares about the truth? The truth no 
longer matters. That is why nobody can tell anymore 
what the truth is. If we hadn't been such 
accomplished liars everybody in this room would 
know that our friend Steve from Germany has been 
telling the truth." 

As the man stepped away from the lectern 
another heckler started up. "How dare you call us 
liars? The politicians are the world's biggest liars," he 
said and laughed. 

"Compared to us, they are saints," said the man 
in black as he stepped back to the microphone. "Not 
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even the worst fascists beat around the bush. They 
come right out and say what they are going to do 
and put it into print. Just look at Adolf Hitler, he 
wrote a book and laid it all out, and then he got 
elected and did precisely what he said. We can say 
the same thing about America. The recently released 
National Security Study Memorandum 200 laid 
everything out in total honesty. And all of that horrid 
program too, has since been carried out. The 
NSSM200 defined the major developing Third World 
nations a security risk for the USA. The document 
argued that the normal economic development in 
the Third World nations, if it were allowed, would 
cause them to use up their regions' natural resources 
for their own development, which the USA might 
require in future times. Therefore, population 
growth has to be stopped and the populations be 
reduced. They came right out and put it down in 
writing, that they wanted targeted genocide, and 
then they carried out the program. They were brutal, 
but they were honest about it. And what did we 
scientists do? We helped them carry out their 
treachery by lying through our teeth." 

The man in black was booed and called a traitor 
by the hecklers. 

He simply smiled. "If you weren't lying to 
yourself right now you would know that we are 
responsible for the murdering of millions every single 
year with the DDT ban alone, and soon also with the 
CFC ban. The politicians wanted targeted genocide, 
and we gave them the means to stage this genocide. 
We did it by lying through our teeth. Not all of us did, 
but many of us. The DDT ban is based on a lie. 
Countless honest scientists did research the subject 
and submitted papers that prove DDT to be 
completely harmless on all counts for which it was 
banned as a danger, even benign in some cases. Even 
the American Environmental Protection Agency's 
own people admitted that there exists no prove that 
DDT is harmful to the environment, to humans, or to 
animals. But it has been banned nevertheless based 
on convoluted lies in a political decision, because the 
banning allows food crops to be more readily spoiled 
and allows malaria to come back that was nearly 
eradicated. Now malaria kills a child every 45 
seconds in Africa alone. What murderers we have 
become, based on a lye that most of us knew to be a 
lye. But we got well paid for our lying, didn't we? We 
still keep on benefiting in this manner. 

"And the CFC ban is all about the same thing," 
said the man in black. "Everybody in this room 
knows, or ought to know, that CFC ban is based on a 
lye. The CFC gas is the world's safest, most efficient, 
and least expensive refrigerant. It makes 
refrigeration possible in the poor and warm 
countries. By taking this capability away from society 
we are committing millions of people in the poor 
Third World nations to death every year by imposing 
needless starvation. Officially the CFC is banned to 
save the ozone layer in the high stratosphere. 
Everybody in this room knows that this is total 
nonsense, since the CFC gas is six times heavier than 
air. You can fill a bucket with it and keep the stuff in 
the bucket without a lid on it, and the CFC will stay in 
the bucket for years. It doesn't evaporate. If you kick 
the bucket over by mistake, what spills out settles 
into the ground where it gets broken up. We all 
know this stuff of course. We are not stupid, right? 
We all know that the outer stratosphere would be 
the last place on earth where such a heavy gas would 
be concentrated. Nevertheless, we lye through our 
teeth and say to the whole world that this extremely 
heavy gas somehow makes its way into the highest 
region of the outer stratosphere where its single 
chlorine atom gets pried away from it, which then 
destroys the ozone layer. That's quite a lye, I would 
say. Ah, but that's not enough. We also have the 
audacity to insist that this manmade CFC that we 
have in our refrigerators, concentrated in our cities, 
the stuff that is heavy as hell, doesn't merely pollute 
the outer stratosphere, but pollutes it predominately 
in the polar regions. We parade pictures all over the 
world of ozone holes over the polar regions which 
are about as far away from the world's population 
centers as one can get on this planet. Of course, we 
don's stop the lying there either. We add a few fat 
lies by omission. We omit, for example, the simple 
fact that the world's natural sources of chlorine, such 
as the oceans and volcanoes inject tens of thousands 
of times as much chorine into the atmosphere than 
we say the CFC refrigerant would contribute if the 
total world production would end up in the 
stratosphere. We also carefully omit to mention that 
the fabled ozone holes that we blame the CFC for, 
are actually natural phenomena that have been 
observed a long time before the CFC refrigerant has 
been invented. Nevertheless, we are committed to 
kill millions of human beings for these lies, each year, 
by disabling refrigeration in poor countries. Naturally 
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we fail to mention that is genocide accords with the 
demands outlined in the NSSM200 program." 

 
Only one single person, a woman in a light green 

dress, applauded when the man in black stopped 
speaking. 

Since nobody else applauded, the woman came 
forward to justify her support of what the man in 
black had said. "We are doing the same thing again 
with the global warming myth," she said. "The 
doctrine involves a convoluted pile of lies that we all 
support. The lies were so obvious when we started 
this game that a lot of people from our own ranks 
couldn't go along with the lying. They protested. 
That's when the University of Heidelberg launched 
its appeal campaign, one might call it an appeal to 
reason, that brought together over 4000 signatures 
from scientists of almost 70 countries, including 
Nobel Price laureates. Since the official lying 
continued unabated, some of us from Leipzig 
launched the famous Leipzig Declaration that 
brought together over a hundred signatures from the 
world's leading climate specialists, all standing in 
opposition to the global warming lies. America did 
the same thing. On the West Coast of America an 
even larger project was started, the world famous 
Oregon Petition Project. This project, to tell the 
truth, brought together 17,000 signatures from 
scientists from around the world. They all stood in 
opposition to the lies that the general scientific 
community supported and spouted forth. 

The woman paused and adjusted the 
microphone. "Most people in this room will likely see 
me as a traitor for suggesting that the scientific 
community at large is lying to the world. The sad fact 
is, however, that we've become so efficient in lying 
about the truth that we now lye to ourselves and to 
one another." She turned to the man in black. "Our 
friend is wrong only on one count, where he suggests 
that governments haven't joined the club of the liars. 
At least some governments have." 

 "Yes, there are exceptions," said the man in 
black. "Our American government is among the 
biggest of the exceptions, being thereby one of the 
biggest liars. Just look at what America calls nuclear 
disarmament. America fought for the test-ban treaty 
and is officially fighting for a strategic arms reduction 
agreement. But this only means, that we in America, 
want the world to disarm and to stop building new 
nukes, while we intend to bypass the restrictions. 

That's how it works in reality. America expects Russia 
to dismantle its nukes, while America reserves itself 
the right to retain major parts of it on the shelf. We 
can thereby take entire missile system out of active 
deployment and put them on the shelf in some form 
of disassembly. That's called disarmament. The 
devices are then no longer counted in the statistics, 
as if they didn't exist, though they do exist. That's 
how we intent to bypass disarmament, while much 
of the rest of the world actually does disarm. We 
also intent to bypass the test ban treaties the same 
way. We say that nobody is allowed to test nuclear 
bombs anymore, either in the air or underground. 
And the world complies. But even while we speak 
these words we have a crash program in progress to 
develop the technology of subcritical testing. The 
subcritical tests are so small that a chain reaction 
doesn't actually occur. This enables us to make close 
observations in the small, in order to study the 
ignition process and fine-tune its effectiveness. The 
subcritical testing is extremely complex, but it gives 
us the ability to develop completely new weapons 
systems and certify them as 100% reliable, without 
ever testing one. The intent of the Test Ban Treaty 
that we force the rest of the world to comply with, 
has thereby been bypassed. Our evident goal is to 
end up being the only power left in the world with 
nuclear weapons, by which we become the absolute 
dictator of humanity under the awesome threat of 
our nuclear terror devices. Of course, there will be 
the occasional testing done in the future, in an 
unofficial manner. This full-scale testing, of course, 
won't be done under ground anymore as in the past, 
or in secure locations, since this kind of testing has 
been banned. The testing will be carried out in the 
future under the cover of live terrorist operations. 
It's easy to stuff one of the new mini-nukes down a 
sewer pipe and set it off. Terrorism is designed to 
become the new wave of the future and the 
subcritical testing that gives us the really small mini-
nukes will play increasingly a major part in this new 
wave. That's the way the future has been designed, 
and us noble scientists are making this future 
possible." 

"You, traitor! You are revealing our country's 
most classified secrets," someone shouted. 

The woman just smiled. "To keep a secret is to 
withhold the truth," she said. "That's lying too, isn't 
it? Secret diplomacy is a liars’ game." 
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"I didn't really reveal anything, did I?" said the 
man in black. "I was merely speculating based on the 
established trends. Subcritical testing isn't something 
that one can really hide since we've talked about it 
for years already as a readily available option for 
anyone that is willing to commit the resources for 
the process. My point is that in a world in which the 
truth no longer means anything, all the deceptive 
practices have become dragged up from the bottom 
of the sewer, by which society becomes grossly 
deceived. I'm just saying this to prove that we, in the 
scientific community are not the only liars in the 
world. The liar's game of global warming that we 
support is not the only liars' game in the world." 

"We are not lying about global warming, global 
warming is real," shouted a heckler. 

"Sure it is real," said the man in black, taking the 
microphone again. "The Earth has been in a warming 
trend since the late-1600s when the last Little Ice 
Age ended. But we lie like heck about the cause of 
this warming trend. We blame it on manmade 
carbon dioxide from burning fossil fuels. We have 
developed computer models to prove it, but they are 
all built on carefully concealed intentionally false 
fundamental assumptions. Of course we say not a 
word about the truth that the current global 
warming trend began long before the age of 
automobiles, trains, airplanes, and coal and oil-
powered industrialization. Suddenly we cry about 
greenhouse gases and label mankind as a villain 
while ignoring that the warming trend began when 
the only use for oil that mankind had, was to fry 
potatoes in, and the major manmade greenhouse 
gases came from the stomachs of domesticated cows 
and wood fires for heating the few houses that 
existed then. We lie through our teeth indeed, 
because we know from empirical evidence that the 
last Little Ice Age, and the warming afterwards, 
resulted from solar activity fluctuations. The little Ice 
Age, as we all know, coincided exactly with the 
Maunder minimum in solar flaring. Now that the sun 
is back to normal we call the resulting warming 
effect a manmade catastrophe. We use these 
baseless scare stories to demand that mankind shut 
down its energy use that powers its industries, the 
very industries that supply what is necessary for 
mankind's physical existence in the kind of high-level 
civilization that we now have. We even prove our 
sinister intent. We prove that the primary concern of 
the Global Warming Doctrine is to shut down 

mankind as a whole by banning its energy resources, 
rather than to advance mankind by promoting a 
richer energy resource. The scientists among us that 
demand the banning of fossil fuel energy use also 
rant in hysterical opposition against nuclear power 
development that should have replaced fossil fuel 
energy a long time ago. Instead we promote toy-
windmills Don Quixote style instead of a meaningful 
alternative that would give mankind a vastly richer 
and pollution-free energy resource. But our masters 
don't want to see any kind of advanced human 
development that nuclear power would assure. They 
are scared of every form of humanist development. 
They want to shut it down. To do this they hire us 
scientists to vilify everything that supports 
civilization. And we've been playing this game for 
them for a long time already. We have created a 
huge deficit in human progress that way. We've 
stepped from wood-power to coal, then to oil, and 
now we've stopped. The world shouldn't be powered 
by oil at all, but by nuclear fission power with space-
based power coming on line in the near future. 
Instead we are driving the world backward on all of 
these fronts. Where is our love for one-another as 
human beings? In fact, we are vilifying mankind itself 
as a cancer on the Earth. Yes, us people from the 
scientific community, stand firmly behind all of these 
lies that are destroying our humanity. Don't you see 
what a bunch of despicable liars we have become in 
the service of the imperials' program? How is it 
possible that we lend our hands to carry out those 
targeted programs for genocidal depopulation? The 
Global Warming Doctrine, the CFC ban, the DDT ban, 
the deindustrialization policies, and most of the 
other similar genocidal objectives were all concocted 
within a few years of the NSSM200 policy for the 
depopulation of the developing nations. Thus, with 
our lying, we have become mass-murderers by 
intent. Instead of booing at what our college, Steve 
from Germany, has laid before us who has read a 
few words of truth from the Jaworowski paper about 
the Ice Age challenge before us, we should listen to 
him and begin to take a look at the truth that we 
don't want to acknowledge anymore." 

While the man in black still spoke, a younger 
man came forward dressed in shorts. He wore a 
simple yellow shirt. "I read the Jaworowski paper," 
he said. "We should all read it. Jaworowski reminds 
us in his paper what we already know. He reminds us 
for example that 440 million years ago, during the 
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Ordovician Period, the atmospheric CO2 was very 
much greater than it is today, and not just by the few 
percent that our global-warming hoopla is based on. 
Jaworowski reminds us that the CO2 content in the 
atmosphere had been eighteen times greater in this 
period than it is today, and the Earth hadn't been a 
roasting oven because of it. We all describe to the 
premise as scientists that we must honor the truth. 
That is what science is built on. Therefore, we must 
respect the fact that the large CO2 concentration in 
pre-historic times didn't prevent the massive Ice Age 
cooling events that occurred in that period. We all 
know for example that the great Ordovician 
extinction occurred that wiped out large portions of 
all life on the planet, especially in the oceans, and 
that it occurred some 438 million years ago by a 
period of extensive glaciation. We also know that the 
same happened again during the Devonian Period 
when the atmospheric CO2 content was still twelve 
times greater than it is today. Nevertheless, instead 
of the Earth being unbearably hot in this period, as it 
should have been according to our Global Warming 
Doctrine, another Ice Age occurred that caused the 
Devonian mass extinction. Nor did it this repeated 
glaciation end there. A little while later, around 250 
million years ago when there was still a lot of CO2 
left, we were hit one more time with an Ice Age. This 
one was a double whammer, extending from both 
the North and the South simultaneously. The 
resulting Ice Age caused the huge Permian extinction 
in which over 90% of all living things on this planet 
became extinct. Every one of these major ice age 
cooling events occurred regardless of the massive 
amounts of CO2 in the air at the time. Why then are 
we crowing today about those trivial amounts of CO2 
that we have still left in the present epoch and make 
a big hoopla over a small increase in the order of a 
few percent while we totally ignore that eighteen-
times greater levels had no appreciable effect in 
those early periods?" 

 
"Thus we hide the truth and spout out lies," 

interrupted the man in black. "Of course, we are well 
paid for our service. People are hired for their known 
commitment to the 'desired' conclusions. Naturally, 
those selected can be relied on to deliver proof for 
the doctrine that they are hired to support. The 
required proof can always be concocted by cleverly 
stacking the deck to come up with the needed 

evidence regardless of the truth. That's how it 
works." 

He paused and began to smile. "The honest fact 
is that we can't proof anything," he said with a smirk 
on his face. "Take the recent discovery at the famous 
Dye-3 site in Greenland. We found a couple of World 
War II B-17 Flying Fortresses nicely preserved under 
78 meters of ice. They had made an emergency 
landing there in 1942. According to our leading 
oxygen isotope dating process these airplanes should 
have been buried only 12 meters deep. Our 
calculations were off by 650%. That's the kind of 
science that we use to justify the planned global 
energy starvation that is doomed to devastate the 
future development of mankind. We make wild 
predictions based on that kind of evidence that 
doesn't stand up to honest scrutiny. We say for 
example the for the last 600,000 years the CO2 
content had remained constant at around 280 parts 
per million and that it shot up during the last 200 
years to 365 parts per million. Thus we say that 
mankind's energy use, beginning with the industrial 
revolution, is killing the planet with CO2-induced 
global warming. We say this because the doctrine 
demands us to say this. Anybody who speaks against 
the doctrine is branded an idiot. Consequently, we 
ignore the fact that the physical characteristic of the 
ice begins to change at the depth of 200 to 300 years 
of accumulation. The air bubbles that we get our 
measurements from diminish and disappear under 
increasing physical load pressures and the gases 
become diffused into ice crystals. Also liquid brine 
networks develop at this depth that change the 
distribution of the gases in the ice strata. We have 
come across huge anomalies in the 300% range. In 
other words, we see what we want to see and ignore 
the rest, in accord with what the doctrine demands, 
while ignoring the complex transformation in the ice 
accumulations themselves. We also have to contend 
with artificial anomalies introduced into the ice by 
the drilling process and by expansion-induced micro-
fractures as the ice cores are lifted out of their high-
pressure environment. The fact is that our evidence 
is so weak and varied that one can wrap almost any 
theory around it, and find proof for it. In fact, the 
evidence that we play with proves nothing at all, 
except that we don't really care about finding the 
truth. And why should we care when the truth has 
already been predetermined for us?" 
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He started to jiggle now. "Let me illustrate what 
kind of liars we are. Let's look at our ice core 
samples. What do we see? We see that the deep ice 
contains liquid water under immense pressure, even 
at minus 73 degrees Celsius. More than 20 physio-
chemical processes take place in the high-pressure 
glacial environment that are mostly related to the 
presence of liquid water. The interaction of the 
atmospheric gases with water alters their original 
chemical composition as they become trapped in 
polar ice. The pressure process creates gas hydrates 
or clathrates. In the extremely compressed deep ice 
all air bubbles change into the solid clathrates in the 
form of tiny crystals that result from the interaction 
of gas with water molecules under immensely great 
pressures. During the excavation of the ice core 
samples, decompression occurs that causes dense 
horizontal cracking. The formerly solid clathrates 
suddenly decompose back into a gas. The tiny 
crystals literally explode when the pressure is 
released, as if they were microscopic grenades. As a 
consequence, a part of the now recomposed gas 
escapes via a multitude of fissures that open up. At 
first the depressurized gas escapes into the drilling 
liquid which fills the bore-hole, and then at the 
surface, much of it escapes into the atmosphere. 
When we finally measure the gas content of the 
samples, we measure largely depleted samples. And 
this is where the convenient error occurs that the 
global warming doctrine is based on. What some of 
us did in order to debunk this fakery of the truth, 
was to step away from using this defective evidence 
altogether. We looked for some more reliable 
evidence. We studied the stomatal frequency in 
fossil leaves from certain Holocene lake deposits in 
Denmark. And guess what we found. We found that 
9600 years ago the atmospheric CO2 level was 348 
parts per million, which is almost identical with what 
we have today. This single finding debunks the entire 
CO2-global-warming hoopla, but you'll never hear 
about it in the papers, do you?" 

He began to laugh out loud, suddenly. "This is 
really funny," he said. "We assume in our arrogance 
the right to dictate to society how it must run its 
economy and what huge sacrifices it must make 
based on our CO2 projected scare stories, while we 
don't even know what the natural lifetime of 
atmospheric CO2 is in the present atmosphere. I 
have heard estimates that range from 200 years all 
the way down to just 2 years. That adds up to a 

10,000% uncertainty. On that basis we demand 
draconian economic sacrifices from mankind. And 
the biggest joke is how we go about it. We invite all 
the supporters of the doctrine from around the 
world into one room, at an international conference, 
and come up with a predetermined consensus that 
the draconian economic sacrifices must be enforced 
based on the false doctrine. That's how the process 
works, my friends, that determines the future of 
mankind, and we in the scientific community are 
dragged right into the middle of this process, often 
without even being aware of it. It's like a country 
going to war on the basis of lies paraded as 
intelligence." 

"And why is this?" intervened a man in a yellow 
suit. "I can tell you why this is the way it is, because I 
was there when it started. Way back in the early 
1970s when the scientific community became 
corrupted, a few of us had raised strong concerns 
about what economic measures would be required 
to protect mankind from the coming return of the Ice 
Age. So we tried to arrange a world conference to 
discuss these issues. Well, our efforts were hijacked 
before they even got off the ground. Our conference 
was turned upside down and twisted into becoming 
the forum where the Global Warming Doctrine was 
foisted onto the world in a show of hysteria and fear 
mongering. The real fear, of course, was in the 
imperial camp. The hysteria of the imperials proved 
that they were afraid that the massive economic 
renaissance that a reasonable response to the 
coming Ice Age would create, would develop such a 
powerful renaissance that it would end the existence 
of empires on the planet forever. It doesn't take a 
great genius to recognize that it is impossible to 
allow the present looting of mankind to continue, 
and to build at the same time a vast humanist 
renaissance that can protect mankind from the next 
Ice Age with indoor agriculture and so forth. That's 
why the ruling imperials opened up their money bags 
and poured out a few jingles into the scientific 
community in exchange for conjuring up the great 
fairy tale of global warming. The Global Warming 
Doctrine was designed to pre-empt the slightest 
concern in the world about the coming Ice Age. 
That's how I saw it then. It was so obvious, wasn't it? 
I still see it that way, but society can't see the 
obvious, because we have obscured the issue to hide 
the truth. 
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"So you see, our lying has been highly effective," 
continued the man in yellow. "We created with our 
lies an environment in which nobody can believe 
anything anymore. Mankind is now at the point that 
nobody can tell for certain when the next Ice Age will 
begin. Some researchers claim to have evidence that 
the next Ice Age transition is still 16,000 years away 
and shouldn't concern us in the present. Other's say 
that it is just 9,000 years away. I have also heard it 
said that the next transition will be happening in 
1,000 years’ time. Jaworowski, on the other hand, 
suggests that the transition is already overdue by 
500 years or 5% of the average length of the 
interglacial periods. Others suggest that the 
transition might have already started. Jaworowski 
quotes some researchers that suggest from their 
evidence that the transition might still be 50 to 150 
years away. The bottom line is that it has become 
extremely difficult to sift out the truth from the vast 
background of lies that have come to typify the 
scientific world. This means that we have to look for 
honest science, which is hard to come by." 

The woman in the green dress burst out into 
laughter. "Lying isn't the proper word anymore for 
what is happening," she said. "The word 'ridiculous' 
describes the scene better. Society is told by us 
scientists that our world is trapped in a vicious global 
warming trend that mankind has caused. We cite as 
proof that many mountain glaciers are in retreat, 
meaning that they are getting shorter. Indeed, this 
has been the general trend since the early-1700s 
when the last Little Ice Age ended and the Earth was 
beginning to re-warm. We use this natural trend to 
vilify mankind. Of course we say nothing about the 
fact that half of the over 600 mountain glaciers that 
are monitored by the Swiss Glacier Monitoring 
Group are advancing again. We say nothing, because 
it doesn't fit the doctrine that vilifies mankind and 
hides the reality of the coming Ice Age. We also hide 
the fact that our colleges at the Institute of Solar-
Terrestrial Physics in Irkutsk, in the mountains north 
of the Mongolian Desert, have observed a massive 
reduction in annual average temperatures there of 
almost two degrees over four years. That's a huge 
drop. But we say nothing, because it doesn't match 
the doctrine. So we lye. But it gets more ridiculous 
still. When the evidence of the presently ongoing 
global cooling cannot be hidden, as in Greenland 
where the Jakobshan glacier is now advancing twice 
as fast than in recent memory, being pushed by the 

kilometers thick Greenland Ice Sheet that is getting 
thicker again, we hide the evidence of the ongoing 
cooling and say that the evidence proves global 
warming. One of our young global warming 
promoters tried to justify the ridiculous by 
suggesting that scientists need to find what he calls 
'the right balance between being effective and being 
honest.'" 

The woman sighed. "I find this trend alarming," 
she continued quietly. "By scrapping the truth as a 
worthless commodity mankind is scrapping its 
humanity. There is no love reflected in the process of 
lying to one-another. Yes, loosing the truth is a great 
tragedy, but loosing our love for one-another is an 
infinitely greater tragedy still. If we loose that, what 
have we got left? Some two thousand years ago a 
person who had had been associated with a 
movement that worked wonders on the platform of 
love wrote for posterity as if it were the pinnacle of 
his life-experience that God is Love, and he added 
that without love in our hearts we cannot see God. 
The man's name was John. Indeed, I must agree with 
him, that without love in our hearts we cannot see 
our humanity, we loose ourselves. John's mentor, a 
man named Christ Jesus, once pointed out in a story 
that if a person comes before the altar of God and a 
brother has ought against him, he should step away 
from the alter and first be reconciled with his 
brother. Isn't he saying that without love one cannot 
see God, so what's the point then in stepping up to 
the altar? Isn't he also saying to us, what's the point 
in being scientists, whose altar is the truth, without 
love for one-another as an active response by which 
our discoveries mean something and give us a 
glimpse of our humanity?" 

"So, how is one to react to that?" said the man in 
black, taking the microphone again. "Some 
researchers announce that the Ice Age transition will 
be slow and extend over tens of thousands of years. 
Others point to ice core samples from southern 
Greenland that they say contain evidence of 
enormous temperature swings at the point of the 
last Ice Age transition, with some of the huge 
fluctuation lasting for decades. Then they quickly 
drilled in the far north where the temperature never 
drops below minus ten degrees in summer, where 
one wouldn't expect such fluctuation to be found. 
And sure enough they found none. That is supposed 
to prove that the coming Ice Age transition won't be 
of any consequence. Shouldn't our love for one-
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another prompt us to react in the opposite manner? 
If there is the lightest chance that the Ice Age 
transition imposes a severe crisis that no one might 
survive, or only a very few, shouldn't we do 
whatever is necessary to upgrade our world as fast 
as is humanly possible to protect future generations, 
and that we do this out of the riches of our love for 
our humanity? To me, the term love describes 
something far more than just the absence of hate. It 
reflects an impetus for action. I make strong 
demands on love for such a response. I demand 
active manifests as manifests of love. I suggest that 
the potential of this kind of love is lost, and of all 
love really, if we cannot look at one-another's face 
and see in that face the face of God. It has to be that 
way, no matter whatever this might mean. To me it 
means that we embrace all future generations in that 
love." 

"Jaworowski suggests that the transition could 
be as short as a single year or as long as 50 years," 
interjected the man dressed in yellow. 

The man in black nodded his approval. "Until we 
become truthful with ourselves we really won't know 
what the truth is," he said, speaking into the 
microphone from where he stood. "The only thing 
that we can do in this case is to respond to what 
might be the most urgent scenario that could 
possibly happen, which is the Ice Age transition that 
is near and might happen rapidly. We would have to 
respond to it in an emergency manner even if all the 
global warming rhetoric was credible and the worst 
case global warming scenario could come true. The 
worst-case global warming prediction is that the re-
warming of the Earth to something close to the most 
recent interglacial optimum would melt enough ice 
to raise the surface of the oceans by seven feet over 
the space of a few centuries. I wouldn't call this a 
catastrophe. The low lands that would be affected 
can be protected with dikes. Some effected cities 
might be relocated. We would certainly be able to 
live quite well with all of these changes if they fully 
came to pass. The cost for the changes might be 
substantial, but they would hardly be enough a 
reason to shut down mankind with the presently 
demanded murderous depopulation that is staged to 
result from the large-scale banning of mankind's 
energy use. In fact, agriculture would be greatly 
benefited by warmer global temperatures. The 
Sahara and other deserts would become green again 
as they once were during the warm period of 7000 

years ago. The global warming prediction even at its 
maximum would thus be little more than a 
minuscule annoyance in comparison with the far 
more likely Ice Age future that has the potential to 
wipe out the global food supply, and with it 
potentially the whole of mankind. Isn't it obvious 
into which direction our efforts should be focused? 
Instead of shutting ourselves down into a state of 
economic impotence by shutting our energy supply 
down, we should be developing ourselves with ever 
greater and more-efficient energy resources to 
create the infrastructures that make us independent 
of the worst possible future climatic changes. That 
should be our goal. It would be a love-powered 
approach to the future, while shutting ourselves 
down in the shadow of scary fantasy-tales, amounts 
to nothing less than a gross contempt for human life, 
for our children, for our humanity, and therefore 
even for ourselves." 

"This means, as I have said before, that we have 
to protect our food supply with indoor agriculture," 
said Steve and took the microphone again. "We have 
to create technologies that enable us maintain the 
climate that is needed for our agriculture. 
Technology is a factor that we control. We have no 
control over the dynamics of the universe, but we do 
have total control of how we respond to the changes 
that these dynamics cause here on the Earth. We 
have to assume this control as fast as possible for the 
potential chance that the Ice Age transition isn't a 
long way off as it might be, and isn't slow in 
unfolding as many people hope it is, and isn't as 
radically deep-reaching as society is presently 
pretending by refusing to even consider it. The 
bottom line is that when potentially the entire 
existence of mankind is at stake we simply can't 
afford to gamble. We can't take the lightest risk, 
because if we were to loose the gamble we would 
risk the possible extinction of mankind, and for 
what? Such gambling is immorally and absolutely 
unjustifiable. In fact, it's utterly insane to even 
consider it. So the question isn't whether the Ice Age 
will hit us in a hundred years from now, or a 
thousand, or even ten thousand years from now. The 
question is, are we prepared to eliminate the risk as 
soon as possible, because it could hit us far sooner 
and harder than we wish, or hope, or dream? The 
question has to be, what are we doing about it night 
now? That is why I say we need a new strategic 
defense initiative for the global defense of mankind 
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against this very real threat that the astrophysical 
cycles of the universe impose on our planet. 
Whether we like it or not, we have to learn to live 
under the conditions that the universe has in store 
for our planet." 

Steve raised his paper. "Jaworowski points out 
that the global climate is determined by what effects 
the water vapor content in the atmosphere. The 
water vapor content all by itself produces ninety-
seven percent of the greenhouse effect that keeps 
our planet nice and warm. It lets the short-wave 
energy in, and keeps the long-wave energy heat from 
escaping into space. The water vapor content is of 
course greatly affected by cloud formation. Cloud 
formation, in turn, is affected by the intensity of 
cosmic radiation reaching the Earth. Cosmic 
radiation ionizes the air molecules in the 
troposphere, which changes their characteristics. 
Ionized air molecules are a hundred times more 
attractive to water vapor than none-ionized 
molecules are, and are thereby a hundred times 
more efficient at turning water vapor into clouds. 
Cloud formation thus reduces the water vapor 
content and with it the greenhouse effect. In 
addition, the increased cloudiness also makes the 
Earth colder in a more direct manner, because their 
white surface reflects a portion of the sun's thermal 
power right back into space before it even reaches 
the planet surface. The cosmic radiation that affects 
this highly critical process is in turn controlled by 
solar activity cycles over which we have absolutely 
no control. The solar winds and solar magnetic 
storms that fluctuate with the dynamics of the long-
term solar cycles, act like a constantly changing 
shield that protects the Earth from a portion of the 
cosmic radiation that would otherwise hit us full 
force. Since the shield is fluctuating, its effects are 
fluctuating. When this solar-shielding effect 
diminishes, more clouds are therefore created and 
the Earth becomes cooler. If the shielding effect 
becomes stronger, the Earth becomes warmer. Our 
Ice Age cycles and the interglacial warming cycles are 
all largely the direct result of those variances in 
shielding that are caused by the long-term solar 
cycles. The long term solar cycles themselves reflect 
to changing astrophysical interactions on a gigantic 
scale that we have absolutely no control over." 

Steve took a sip of water. "The bottom line is 
that the causing force behind the ice ages and the 
warming cycles that affect us all deeply, is of a 

magnitude that is way beyond the reach of our 
control or influence. Consequently, the next Ice Age 
will begin no matter what we do. It will unfold with 
the cyclical consistency of these complex interacting 
astrophysical events. Thus the bottom line is that the 
next return of the Ice Age is in the works, and there 
is nothing we can do to stop it. We can only control 
how we respond to the changing conditions. Right 
now we are in an interglacial period, a cyclical warm 
period between the ice ages. We are presently five 
percent past the average duration of these warm 
periods, with the start of the next Ice Age coming up, 
possibly soon. In an ice age we will experience a drop 
in the average global temperature in the order of 
fifteen degrees. That's huge. This cooling is so 
immense that it is actually incomprehensible for the 
lack of a comparable experience that we can draw 
on. The observed huge drop in global average 
temperature in the ice core samples, if it would 
repeat itself, would affect our agriculture in a big 
way, especially in the major food producing regions. 
Historically we had miles-deep ice sheets covering 
30% of the planet, some reaching as far south as 
Washington DC on the American continent and 
slightly past Kiev on the Eurasian continent. While 
these large ice sheets take a long time to 
accumulate, the cold temperatures might affect our 
agriculture almost immediately. Deep-core drilling 
into the Greenland Ice Sheet, to the ice levels past 
the beginning of the last Ice Age, shows evidence of 
large temperature swings in the boundary zone. That 
has already been said. Some people suggest that 
these transition spikes might be ranging for short 
periods down into regions of temperature that are 
way below even the coldest Ice Age temperatures. 
Evidence suggests that these large historic 
temperature spikes have been typically short, with 
cycles in the order of only a few decades in length." 

Steve raised his paper again and then suggested 
to the audience that the large temperature swings 
that have been discovered in the boundary zone of 
the previous transition period, are not inconsistent 
with fluctuations in fluid dynamics when radical 
disturbances are imposed. "Nevertheless they would 
be devastating for us," he said. "If the large 
temperature swings would last for just a single 
decade without the world being prepared for them, 
or even just a few years, mankind would be wiped 
out for the lack of food resources. The end of 
mankind could happen that quickly, or at least a 
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large portion of it, unless we can build the 
technological infrastructures beforehand that enable 
us to grow our food in indoor facilities." 

There was a murmuring in the audience. People 
didn't like what was being said. Someone shouted 
that global indoor agriculture is way beyond our 
means. 

Steve didn't argue with them. 
"The cold climate has much more deep reaching 

effects than most people realize," he said. "The cold 
climate radically lowers the CO2 concentration in our 
atmosphere, on which the entire biosphere depends, 
which is presently at a starvation level. When 
greenhouse operators double the CO2 
concentration, a 50% increase in plant growth 
results. The global average is presently in the 380 
parts per million range. This low concentration 
should be deemed a condition for biological 
starvation, as the mere doubling of it results in a 50% 
increase in plant growth. For a healthy biosphere, 
the concentration should be above 1000. In the 300 
range, it's at subsistence level. Below the 200 mark, 
plant growth grinds to a halt. Ice core sampling 
suggests that during the previous glaciation cycles 
the CO2 concentration has frequently dropped 
below the 150 mark. At this point, most plant growth 
stops. This means that large-scale agriculture is not 
possible under those circumstances, no matter 
where it would be located, including the tropics. 
Building indoor agriculture with artificially enriched 
environments is the only option then that mankind 
has to sustain ten billion people in an Ice Age 
environment. Nothing less will do. During the 
transition period we might get by for a while with 
placing large-scale agriculture afloat in the tropical 
oceans. High-temperature automated industrial 
processes utilizing basalt would make the large-scale 
floating agriculture easily possible. The floating 
agriculture would extend across the tropical oceans 
from floating bridges connecting America with Asia 
and Africa. Under the current environment the arctic 
oceans absorb large quantities of CO2 and the 
tropical oceans release large quantities of it. We can 
make use of this natural dynamic cycle during the 
transition period by placing our agriculture where 
the CO2 concentration is high, until the Ice Age cold 
stops this dynamic cycle. Hopefully, by then, we will 
have indoor agriculture fully established, operating 
with nuclear power and also with space-based 
power." 

"Go home, Steve, you are dreaming," shouted a 
man from the front row and laughed. 

"Steve isn't dreaming," I countered the man. 
"For everybody else's benefit I read out Steve's 
credentials, his scientific background, and his long-
standing involvement in the sciences as a professor 
of theoretical physics.  

Steve continued after that. "I applaud the burial 
of the SDI project," he said, "because we need to be 
focusing on a much more exciting project. The Star 
Wars project of the SDI was so small in scope that it 
is comparable to a game for children. We need to 
step away from playing childish games and focus on 
the real challenge ahead, that of protecting 
ourselves from the coming return of the Ice Age that 
will likely be upon us in 100 years or later, hopefully 
later since it will take us 100 years to create the 
technologies for large scale high-intensity indoor 
agriculture, and to build the facilities. "Yes we can do 
this," he said. "It won't be easy, but it will be possible 
to do. Also, we are not unfamiliar with these kinds of 
challenges, aren't we? Only the scale of them is 
new." 

Steve reminded us that mankind grew up in a 
major ice age period. "We are the children of the Ice 
Age," he said. "Out of the 2.5 million years of the 
existence of human beings on this planet, 2 million 
years occurred during the Pleistocene Ice Age Epoch. 
The Pleistocene Epoch is interrupted periodically 
with short bursts of warm climates. We are in one of 
these bursts, called the Holocene Epoch. As we all 
know the Holocene began over 10,000 years ago and 
is just about over. Some say it might last a bit longer. 
I hope they are right." 

Steve said that it is interesting to note that after 
2.5 million years of development mankind emerged 
from the last Ice Age deep-freeze with only a 5 
million population. "Evidently, the long-extended 
cold climate had severely curtailed the development 
of agriculture," said Steve. "The lack of food had kept 
the population small. The cold periods typically 
lasted for 90,000 years. He pointed out that once the 
Holocene warm period started, agriculture suddenly 
became possible on a large scale. Today, after having 
lived for 10,000 years in the current warm period the 
human population finds itself in an epoch of 
civilization in which the population increased a 
thousand-fold to the 5-billion mark. In another 100 
years we may have a ten-billion-strong world-
population. Now the question arises what will 
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happen when the Ice Age resumes. Will the human 
population revert back to the 5-million level that 
appears to be typical for an ice age environment? 
That's the highest population level that mankind had 
managed to maintain in an ice age environment after 
2.5 million years of its development. The question is, 
can we improve on this record? If previous trends 
resume, it might well happen that only one tenth of 
one percent of the world-population that enters the 
next Ice Age will find sufficient food in the natural 
world to survive. That's not what I want to see 
happening to my children or their children. 
Nevertheless, that would most likely be the general 
destiny of mankind unless we can activate our 
humanity right now in the few years that we have 
left in the interglacial warm period and create the 
technological resources that are required for 
mankind's continued existence on this planet. The 
most obvious solution would be to shift our present 
worldwide agriculture into indoor facilities. That's 
simple to do in principle, isn't it? Should we decide to 
do this, then everybody of the total world population 
would survive, instead of only one tens of one 
percent, or possibly no one at all considering the 
possibilities of wars or horrendous diseases during 
the breakdown phase." 

"What you suggest will never happen," someone 
shouted.  

"Of course it will happen," Steve replied. "It will 
happen, because mankind has no choice, but to 
protect itself from the coming Ice Age. This may 
require the most gargantuan strategic defense 
initiative ever imagined, with the whole of mankind 
in full cooperation on every aspect, but it will be 
done. We will not run away from this project and 
allow ourselves to experience the same fate as that 
of Homo Erectus that became extinct 400,000 years 
ago after 1.5 million years running. Nor are we 
contending to follow the path of all the other human 
species that few people have ever heard of, like the 
Australopithecus Habilus, or the Rudolfensis, or the 
Homo Erguster that all become extinct around 1.5 
million years before our time, or the later ones, the 
Homo Neanderthalensis, or the Homo 
Heidelburgensis that became extinct quite recently, 
around 100,000 years ago, or the Homo Antecessor 
that lived for a quarter million years and became 
extinct 600,000 years ago. I don't think that anybody 
is too keen to follow their path. That's why we will 

start the needed major defense initiative to protect 
our food supply. 

"Obviously the needed project has to be of 
immense proportions to feed ten billion people," 
Steve continued. "No other people in human history 
have ever faced that kind of a challenge, but it can 
be done now. All we have to do is to leave our petty 
division and isolation behind, and develop our 
common humanity throughout the planet on the 
platform of the Principle of Universal Love. Nothing 
less would empower us to create the huge resources 
that are needed. Global cooperation for such a 
project is absolutely essential. The greatest 
Renaissance will be required, for building the 
greatest economic potential in history. We will have 
to have space-based power operational in the not-
so-distant future to make the full project possible. 
We'll also have to explore and develop new physical 
principles, in order to gain access to the metals that 
we will need, which are infinitely abundant but 
bound up in orthosilicates in the mantle of the Earth. 
We need to create the processes that enable us to 
extract these metals from their molecular bonds. The 
process of molecular separation with ionization is 
widely used in nature where the chlorophyll 
molecule splits the CO2 molecules from the air into 
oxygen and carbon. If nature can do it, so can we. 
But for all of this to happen, we'll have to advance 
universal education and research far beyond 
anything we have seen so far. In fact, we have to 
create mass produced high-quality housing that is 
more efficient, and give it away for free, and create 
new cities with them, and new cultural facilities. We 
would see this as an investment of society into itself, 
building infrastructures to make people more 
productive and creative than they are today, and 
create efficient universal health care as well, in order 
to protect society's most valuable asset, which is 
itself. And the entire process for creating an Ice Age 
renaissance has to begin now, because time is 
running short." 

Here I intervened again. "Naturally, in order for 
any of that to be even remotely possible, we'll have 
to shut down all processes of imperial looting, 
imperial slavery, and their derivatives in the form of 
poverty, unemployment, homelessness, squalor, 
starvation, and so forth. In addition, private, 
speculative, imperial financing, as we know it today 
would have to be made completely obsolete. These 
structures would have to be trashed and become 
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forgotten. It is not possible to build anything on the 
current monetarist platform that is designed for 
looting society. Profits that are claimed from non-
productive processes that don't create a 
corresponding increase in the wealth of society, are 
proceeds from theft and will be dealt with in an 
honest society in appropriate manner, such as by 
imposing a 120% tax on proceeds from theft. 
Monetarist thievery is not an economic process. If 
you want to build something that enriches society, 
you have to implement an economic process. 

"Let me illustrate with a historic example how an 
economic process works," I continued. "The process 
was pioneered in the 1600s in the Massachusetts 
Bay Colony in North America. The society needed an 
iron works to produce farming equipment and so on. 
Everything that was needed for the project was 
locally available, except the money to implement it. 
In order to get the money, they had to go to the 
king's moneybags and borrow what was needed. But 
the bags wouldn't give it, as the new iron works 
would make the colony independent. As a 
consequence, the people said to themselves, who 
needs the kings bags? WE make our own money in 
the form of a credit scrip to build what we need. 
What we thereby create gives our credit scrip its 
value. Its value is backed by the iron products that 
we produce, which makes our farming more 
productive. And so it was done. The plant was built. 
The scrip money that built it was later used by 
society to purchase its products and everything else 
as well. Its value was established by what it 
produced. Since every empire fears such 
independence, the king shut the scrip system down. 
However, the king couldn't shut down the spirit of 
freedom that the credit system had created. 
Consequently, the North American colonies banded 
together and declared their independence from the 
king. The USA was formed on this basis and soon 
became the envy of the world as it built itself into 
the richest nation on the planet. 

"Of course the masters of the moneybags fought 
hard to prevent this independence," I said to the 
audience. "But they couldn't do it. The wealth 
creating freedom of real economics is too powerful 
for people to give it up again. The bag masters 
fought the principle of economics for 130 years. They 
waged two wars against it in vain. They eventually 
succeeded by subversion when in 1913 a thoroughly 
corrupted Congress surrendered the nation's credit 

system, and with it its freedom, and submitted the 
USA to the moneybags again to become a monetarist 
nation. America became thereby a self-defeated 
nation. It never recovered from this self-defeat. This 
doesn't mean that the principle of economics cannot 
be resurrected in the future when society decides to 
build itself the needed infrastructures for surviving 
the coming Ice Age. All the physical resources that 
are necessary for this to happen exist in abundance. 
At the moment that society decides to implement 
the principle of economics once more, the needed 
Ice Age Renaissance can be easily created. 

"Let me illustrate how this works," I continued. 
"We scrap monetarism and implement the credit 
system again, like the Massachusetts Bay Colony had 
done. On this basis we would employ three million 
people to create a modern nuclear powered 
industrial infrastructure. A part of the resulting 
industry would be devoted to high-temperature 
processes of utilizing basalt, which we have available 
in such vast quantities that we can cover all the land 
areas of the planet with it thirty feet deep. And this 
vastly abundant material is the most ideal building 
material that you can think of. It is ten times stronger 
than steel, is non-corrosive, and when extruded into 
micro-fibers is a three-time better insulator than 
asbestos. And best of all, the basalt sits process-
ready on the ground. It doesn't need to be pre-
processed, and in its molten state, it lends itself 
perfectly to the automated manufacturing of almost 
anything that needs to be built, including the 
automated manufacturing of houses, floating bridge 
modules, floating agriculture modules, and so on. 

"The basalt-based processing has the potential 
to create a secondary industrial explosion akin to a 
modern-day gold rush," I said to the audience. "For 
example, the automated production of houses, to be 
given away for free, would enable the building of 
completely new cities from the ground up, 
surrounded by secondary industries. A single 
automated plant powered by a one gigawatt nuclear 
reactor would be able to produce fully completed 
housing modules for 15 million houses a year, and it 
wouldn't take more than a few thousand people to 
operate the plant. The floating bridges that span the 
oceans would be built on the same basis, and 
likewise the floating agriculture that would be 
serviced by the bridges. The production and 
operation of agriculture would become largely 
automated on this basis, with such a high efficiency 
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in production that hunger would forever cease on 
our planet. On this basis the wealth of society is 
determined by what is produced, through which 
money gains its value. The monetarist platform 
would simply be scrapped. Monetarism is a platform 
of profit-stealing that creates poverty, impotence, 
and leads to evermore massive forms of genocide, 
destruction, and war, as is clearly illustrated in 
history. 

 "The very year after the bag-masters of empire 
defeated America by getting traitors to surrender the 
nation's credit system with the Federal Reserve Act 
in 1913, at which point the entire world became a 
monetarist world, the world was plunged into a 
sequence of wars that never stopped. In 1914 World 
War I was started, that was immediately followed by 
World War II, and after that the Cold War that was 
used to unleash a long string of terror operations all 
over the world for increased looting and domination, 
many of which became wars in turn. The big jump 
into this hell was unleashed by the bag-masters in 
1971, while the USA was bleeding in the Vietnam 
War. In 1971 the bag-masters wrecked the global 
fixed-exchange-rate system of the Roosevelt legacy. 
The wrecking turned all the world's currencies into 
gambling chips, that the bag-masters of empire were 
able to manipulate, then control, and then loot the 
nations with into total debt dependency on the 
empire. The wrecking process was of course started 
in typical empire fashion with the proceeds of the 
bag-masters' global dope operations. The empire's 
opium wars that had wrecked China in the 1800s 
became applied globally in the postwar 1900s to 
wreck the world, starting with the wrecking of the 
fixed-exchange-rate system in 1971. At the same 
time that this wrecking process was begun, the bag-
masters created themselves a new powerhouse for 
global looting, which became the infamous group of 
six core imperial banks, the Inter-Alpha Group, which 
now controls more than half of all financial 
operations in the world. The bag-masters literally 
own the world, with the world drowning in debt in 
what became a global system of debt slavery.  

"On this platform of globalized looting the 
economies of the world are rapidly collapsing," I 
continued. "Nothing can be built under a looting 
regiment, while what has already been built is 
collapsing. It is self-evident that there exists no way 
possible to create the needed Ice Age Renaissance 
on this globally collapsing monetarist platform that 

the bag-masters have created. Nevertheless, the 
creating of an Ice Age Renaissance is absolutely 
essential for mankind to be able to survive in the 
coming cold climate of the next glaciation cycle that 
stands now on the near horizon. This means that 
mankind needs to ask itself once again, as it did in 
the 1600s, who needs to go begging to the money 
bags. Once this question is asked, society will 
discover, as it did then, that it has the power to give 
itself the freedom to step away from the bags' 
slavery. On this platform the brightest renaissance 
can indeed be created.  

"Technologically, the creating of such a 
renaissance doesn't pose a big challenge," I 
continued. "The thorium-powered nuclear fission 
reactor technology has already been developed and 
thoroughly tested in the 1950s, for which near 
infinitely available fuel resources exist on our planet. 
The technology has been stopped and put on the 
shelf in the 1950s for the same reason that the Bay 
Colony's scrip money was killed by the king, and the 
Federal Reserve Act was foisted on America by the 
bag-masters and their stooges, who later, in 1971 
wrecked the global fixed-exchange-rate system, and 
who in later years wrecked the Glass Steagall 
legislation in the USA that had prevented the 
banking system from becoming a gambling casino 
with unlimited liabilities. All of this can vanish 
overnight when society says to itself, who needs this 
crap. Once this is done, the now shelved thorium 
nuclear power technology will be implemented. 
Likewise, will the utilization of the electricity that 
surrounds the Earth in space, which powers the Sun, 
become implemented as a readily available infinite 
energy resource. So you see, my friends, what Steve 
from Germany has proposed in terms of creating an 
Ice Age Renaissance, is totally feasible, and can in 
fact be easily implemented once society finds it 
desirable to survive. In real terms, society has no 
other option, since the entire moneybag empire is 
inherently bankrupt by its own system. It is 
collapsing while we speak. Any system that is built on 
stealing rather than producing is self-doomed. The 
bag-masters may claim an empire, but they don't 
have a future. The bag-empire is a systemic 
catastrophe. The only question that remains to be 
considered by society, is whether it wants to give 
away its future and tie itself to this catastrophe. The 
logical answer this question, of course, is glaringly 
obvious, isn't it?" 
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I stepped away from the microphone. As I had 
expected, nobody applauded, but neither did anyone 
protest. 

Steve came back to the microphone after my 
long-winded speech was concluded. He suggested to 
the assembled scientists that there is so much work 
that needs to be done by the scientific community 
for implementing the needed Ice Age Renaissance 
that the entire scientific community would have to 
work overtime just to address the most urgent 
requirements to get the process started. 

"That's why we need ten billion people in the 
world," said Steve. "We need this many people, 
because all of the giant infrastructures that need to 
be created, will have to be created in addition to 
people's normal requirements. Mankind must never 
become a servant to the development process. 
Instead the development process must serve 
mankind. This means that only ten percent of 
society's economic power should be devoted to the 
Ice Age preparations, such as research for 100% 
optimized indoor agriculture. This means the nine 
tenth of the Ice Age Renaissance must be focused on 
enriching society's everyday living, such as with free 
universal housing, boundless automated floating 
agriculture, and so on. On this basis the building of 
the Ice Age Renaissance will produce for society a 
completely new world with such brilliance for its 
daily living that the likes of it has never even been 
dreamed of before," said Steve.  

"If we commit ourselves to this," Steve 
continued, "nuclear war will be a non-issue for all 
times to come. It will never be thought of then. It will 
become impossible to even contemplate, so that this 
entire ugly thing will simply vanish. This is what, 
freedom, means. 

"Now, I hope, you can appreciate why the SDI 
had to be given away," said Steve, "because the time 
has come to stop playing such childish games, since 
infinitely greater demands now lie before us, such as 
to create a world in which we can truly live, rather 
than merely survive. Of course, should we fail, that is 
if we would fail in this commitment to living a human 
life on a global scale, then no one will likely survive 
at all." 

Steve stepped forward to the edge of the stage 
with the microphone in hand and continued in a 
somewhat quieter tone. "The greatest threat that 
mankind is facing is not nuclear war," he said. "We 
know perfectly well where we've got our 65,000 

nukes hidden. We can go there and disable them all 
in a week. That's possible once we decide to do it. 
With that the nuclear-war problem would be solved. 
The nuclear terror-threat would then exist no more. 
Unfortunately, the Ice Age threat cannot be that 
easily overcome. The Ice Age cycles that are 
determined by astrophysical forces on a galactic 
scale will continue in spite of all the political hoopla 
that presently got everybody tied into knots. That 
much we can count on. Likewise, it will take a 
hundred years of consecrated effort to overcome the 
Ice Age consequences in order to make the return of 
the Ice Age a non-event. This too, we can count on. It 
won't likely be done in less than 100 years, because 
the present worldwide agriculture is massive in scale. 
To put all of that into indoor facilities pales any effort 
that mankind has ever undertaken. But it too can be 
done. The only open question is will we do it, and 
when we say yes, it becomes a question of timing. 
Nobody can foretell in which year or century the Ice 
Age transition will begin, or how severe it will be. It 
could be long delayed and then start slowly. But can 
anyone be justified to gamble with the very 
existence of mankind by assuming that the Ice Age 
will be long delayed or will be so mild as to have no 
impact? When we deal with such vast consequences 
that threaten the very existence of mankind, not the 
slightest amount of gambling is justified. The 
strategic defense initiative for the defense of 
mankind therefore should be started tomorrow." 

"Steve, you are overreacting," somebody 
shouted.  

Steve shook his head. "The consequences, if we 
fail, are so huge," said Steve, "that not the slightest 
overreaction is possible. In comparison with the Ice 
Age consequences, the consequences of a nuclear 
war would be trivial. In a full-blown nuclear war 10% 
of mankind would likely survive. If we were to enter 
the Ice Age unprepared possibly only 0.1% of 
mankind might survive, similar to the 5-million world 
population that emerged from the last deep freeze 
cycle after 2.5 million years of human existence. We 
cannot ignore that our food resources are totally 
dependent on the Holocene warm climate that is 
coming to an end. When food becomes scarce, 
starvation sets in. Starvation in turn weakens the 
human body. A weakened humanity will immediately 
become hyper-susceptible to diseases, especially 
new diseases. It will become a boiling caldron for the 
creating of new diseases. We have seen a bit of that 
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happening after World War I, when in the weakened 
population, caused by the destruction of the war, a 
new flu virus emerged that spread within months 
across the entire Northern Hemisphere and killed 
upwards to 50 million people. The real numbers are 
hard to come by or to prove, but the fact remains 
that the 1918 flu epidemic was huge and was caused 
by the war, and that it killed several times as many 
people than the entire war itself had killed. If this 
breakdown happens on the global scale, no one 
might survive. That is why mankind won't allow itself 
to take this chance." 

"The 1918 flu epidemic was a quirk," someone 
shouted. 

"No it was the result of a biological shockwave 
with a boom that reverberated around the world," 
someone else shouted. 

"What happed in Europe in those days on a small 
scale could easily happen on the global scale once 
the Ice Age transition decimates our food resources," 
said Steve. "You should think about that when you 
play the nuclear war games or other games that are 
designed to prevent our preparations for the coming 
Ice Age. You should keep in mind what could 
potentially happen a hundred years from now. If the 
Ice Age hits and our food resources are not 
protected, people will likely resort to eating anything 
they can lay their hands on from rats to dogs to 
birds, with potentials for new diseases that are yet 
unimaginable. Against this background not even five 
million people might survive. Possibly no one at all 
might survive. We have no historic data for a 
simultaneous biological collapse of ten billion 
people. The closest we've seen was the extinction of 
the dinosaurs 65-million years ago, which was 
universal and complete after 180 million years of the 
dinosaur's existence from start to finish. That 100% 
complete extinction might have been caused by a 
rapid proliferation of diseases in the shadow of 
climate changes. The termination of the Age of Man 
wouldn't actually be anything extraordinary in this 
context, except that in our case it would the result of 
our own folly. The dinosaurs didn't have the capacity 
to avoid their fate, but we do. As human beings with 
a profound culture of creativity and an exceptional 
civilization, we do have the potential at hand, and 
within us, to start a new phase in the song of life as 
we utilize our creative resources and technological 
potential to render the coming Ice Age a non-event. 
We, in the form of humanity, have this capacity for 

life to beat the Ice Age for the first time in the entire 
3.5-billion-year history of the song of life on this 
planet. We are the first species ever that has the 
capacity to put itself outside of the sphere of climate 
conditions and stop the historic train of mass-
extinction on this planet. That is what we must now 
dedicate our efforts to, making the defense of 
mankind against the Ice Age the highest priority 
pursued with an intensity that enables us to succeed. 
Under these terms the old SDI was a waste of effort. 
Our efforts need to be refocused onto principles for 
living as human beings, because the Age of Life, 
which we shall begin here, demands an end to the 
Age of War and an end to the Age of Imperialism 
that causes war." 

 
 
While Steve still spoke a number of ushers were 

distributing bundles of literature relating to Steve's 
proposal, including copies of Jaworowski's paper that 
he had quoted from.  

"You can count on us," shouted someone from 
the audience. "If it is a technological solution that is 
required, we can deliver anything. We can even 
make the Ice Age go away. Technology is 
omnipotent." 

"You, dreamer," someone else interrupted. 
"Didn't you hear what the speaker said? Manmade 
global warming is an unrealizable dream."  

"Yes, I heard. But don't forget, we can make our 
own global warming," the man defended himself. 
"All we have to do is unfurl a few reflective panels in 
orbit around the Earth to direct additional sunlight 
onto the earth, as we had intended to redirect beam-
energy with fighting mirrors. More sunlight equals 
more warmth!" 

"Now you are really dreaming," the first 
interrupter replied. "I am almost ashamed to hear 
you say what you just said. The Earth has a surface 
area of nearly 200 million square miles. The sun 
irradiates half of that. If we need a 30% uplift in 
energy input, we would require 30 million reflector 
arrays, each one a mile wide and a mile high, and 
each one being equipped with automated 
positioning thrusters. We can't possibly build thirty 
million of them and position them in space and 
maintain them there for 90,000 years. In any case, 
such a venture makes the building of indoor 
agriculture facilities to feed ten billion people, a 
small and easy venture in comparison." 
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The interrupter remained quiet after that. 
 
Several more similar proposals were made. One 

was for creating space-based agriculture that would 
make use of the constant sunlight in space. The 
proposer conceded, however, that the 
transportation requirements for space-based 
agriculture would be so enormous as to make such a 
project unrealizable. Another proposal was to build 
cities in space, but the difficulties involved in living in 
the alien environment of space, made living on earth 
seem like living in paradise.  

 
In the end, every single suggestion by the 

'experts' had made Steve's proposal for creating 
indoor agriculture a comparatively easy solution to 
the problem, regardless of the huge scale of the 
project that would be required. 

 
While the 'discussions' were still ongoing a man 

came forward from the audience, probably in his 
forties, though his hair had receded far back. He was 
dressed in a light gray jacket, unpretentious. He said 
that it was rather amazing to witness how little the 
real scientific elite of mankind was aware of the 
physical reality of our world. He called space-based 
agriculture and related ideas, fairy tale stuff that may 
be great for entertaining children at bedtime, while it 
belittles the serious nature of the defense of 
mankind from the coming Ice Age that needs to be 
responded to without hesitation as the greatest 
threat to mankind's existence, second to none. 

He suggested that the world might already be in 
the boundary zone to the next Ice Age. He reiterated 
that the World Glacier Monitoring Group in 
Switzerland reported that more than half of the over 
600 glaciers that are monitored by this group are 
getting larger again. "This suggest to me that with 
increased cosmic background radiation, causing 
increased ionization in the atmosphere and 
increased cloud formation, one would expect to find 
corresponding cooling in the upper troposphere. 
Increased cloud formation reflects more of the sun's 
energy back into space that would otherwise be 
absorbed. Isn't that what we are already seeing in 
the growth of the mountain glaciers?" he said. "We 
may also soon see corroborating evidence of it 
thickening of the Greenland Ice Sheet, which is 
happening, and in the growing intensity of the 
hurricane season. We may soon have to face a larger 

number and more powerful hurricanes in the 
Atlantic and in the Gulf of Mexico. Hurricanes are 
powered by the temperature differential between 
sea level and the higher altitudes. If the higher 
altitude regions are getting colder, the differential 
increases, and with it grows the potential for more 
hurricanes with greater ferocity. These too, can 
become developments with huge consequences that 
should not be taken lightly and be joked about. Most 
people don't seem to realize that we truly are in the 
boundary zone already toward the next Ice Age. 
While the final transition may not happen for over a 
hundred years, we will likely see ever-larger swings 
in global temperatures happening as the complex 
meteorological interactions that determine our 
climate loose their cohesion and fall apart. In other 
words, the battle should have already begun. We 
already need to create more and larger large-scale 
infrastructures with which to protect our human 
world from the changing galactic influences on this 
world. If the deep-core ice samples from the 
Greenland Ice Sheet suggest that huge climatic 
swings are historic phenomena in the boundary zone 
before the cold Ice Age climates settles in, then it 
would be prudent that we prepare ourselves for it 
and for every step along the way and not waver. As 
our previous speaker indicated, we need to start a 
new Strategic Defense Initiative, a new SDI, to 
defend mankind from the coming Ice Age. And it has 
to start now. The universe has made its first moves 
already. If we take our responsibility on our end 
seriously, then the previous SDI against nuclear 
missiles is indeed obsolete. It falls by the wayside as 
we find that there is no room in the world for those 
games of empire and the perpetual war that empires 
live by, including their nuclear terrorist doctrine. 

The man stopped and looked up from his paper. 
"That's all I wanted to say," he said and waved 
Steve's handout in the air as he left the stage. 

 
When Steve and I stepped down from the stage 

a new round of applause erupted, a louder applause 
than before. This time there was no booing 
intermixed with the clapping of hands. Some people 
began to stand up. The intensity of the applause 
swelled the more it continued. Soon all the people 
were standing up, smiling in the thunder of their 
ovation that had grown to an intensity that had not 
been heard before in other scientific conferences of 
this type as Steve assured me later. It seemed to me 
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that we had finally won a small victory, if indeed it 
was a victory. 

 
"What happened during the applause suggests 

to me that we might have won more than just a 
victory," I said to Steve. But then I stopped. As the 
audience was leaving I noticed to my shock that a 
large number of security officers had entered the 
auditorium collecting up Steve's handouts with 
selected literature and supporting data for his 
proposed new Ice Age Renaissance. It seemed to me 
that some of the security officers were using fascist 
type force when the attendants didn't want to 
comply and surrender Steve's material. I pointed it 
out to Steve and suggested that we should 
intervene. 

Steve just shook his head and smiled. "It looks 
like we got somebody's attention alright," he said 
and suggested to me that we should be quietly 
leaving through the back door. He didn't seem angry. 
In fact, he laughed heartily once we were outside. 
"Don't worry Peter," he said, "they did the same 
thing at the Cairo depopulation conference. The 
Schiller Institute from Germany had been there and 
been handing out some pamphlets prior to the first 
meeting. The headline on one of the pamphlets, as I 
recall, had been critical of the depopulation objective 
that the conference had been convened to impose 
onto the nations. The security people acted swiftly 
once they saw the literature and grabbed all the 
pamphlets away from the delegates. They probably 
tore them up later or burned them." 

Steve said that the Schiller Institute's pamphlet 
had carried a picture of Hitler positioned next to the 
UN emblem, with both being positioned under the 
headline, "Never Again!" A subtitle urged the 
delegates not to comply with the UN's demand for 
depopulation. "Stop the United Nations' Genocide 
Conference," read the subtitle." 

Steve laughed again. "I should have been angry 
in those days, because the pamphlet carried 
scientific data that I had personally contributed to," 
said Steve. "We had delivered proof that the whole 
carrying capacity hoax, which the depopulation 
demands were based on, was a fraud. But I didn't 
feel angry when security officers confiscated all of 
the pamphlets that had been handed out in Cairo. I 
suspected that this silly act would backfire. As I saw 
it, it made the organizers of the conference look so 
pitifully small that I felt compassion for them rather 

than anger. I noticed that some people had managed 
to rescue some of the literature from their grabbing 
hands. They held them up for a victory sign when 
they came out of the auditorium. One might say that 
the Schiller Institute got somebody's attention that 
day with those pamphlets. Of course outside the hall 
were dozens of people standing in the street handing 
out thousands more copies. As a result, the whole 
conference 'consensus' that was supposed to be 
enforced by the U.N. Organization under the threat 
of sanctions was quietly shut down in one fell swoop. 
Our illustrious American President simply said that 
the 'depopulation' demands of the conference 
should merely be regarded as guidelines, rather than 
being enforced with sanctions. The President's 
daring response took the wind out of the sails of the 
depopulation project. He may have saved the life of 
a few billion people with his response. I am sure that 
those people's pamphlet gave the President the 
political means to fight back with a firm stand, rather 
than to be fighting alone." 

Steve laughed after he said this and said that the 
same now happened in Venice once more. "My 
scientific notes on the Ice Age data must have really 
gotten somebody's attention," he said. "It seems 
that I got them so freaked out over it that they saw 
fit to bring in the troops for damage control. But I 
don't think they can treat the world's physicists in 
the same manner as they had treated their selected 
audience in Cairo. They can't treat us in this fascist 
fashion. I can almost guarantee you that as a 
consequence of their actions today countless copies 
of my notes, since some obviously survived the 
confiscation, will soon be in circulation around the 
world via the long arms of the scientists' private 
networks. So, my friend Peter, I think we have 
achieved something really big today. Indeed, nobody 
will be able to judge how big it may yet get." 

"Right Steve, these things have a tendency to 
take on a life of their own," I added in total 
agreement. "This means that we did fulfill our 
mission, didn't we?" 

Steve simply grinned and nodded. "It all depends 
on what our chosen mission was," he said moments 
later, quietly, while we were walking back to our 
hotel across Piazza San Marco. "We have declared 
mankind's independence on a grand scale," he said. 
"What we did was bigger than the American 
Declaration of Independence on July 4th, 1776. On 
that day the representatives of the Thirteen Colonies 
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in North America announced their separation from 
the British Empire and the subsequent making of the 
United States of America. That was a big and bold 
move. The result turned out to be far bigger than 
anyone might have dared to hope. It changed the 
world. The Empire reacted with outrage and war to 
stop that change, and it has been at war with 
America in some form ever since. What we started 
today will likely be bigger. We launched a formal 
declaration that called for the universal separation of 
the entirety of mankind from all aspects of empire 
anywhere on the planet as a minimal requirement 
for mankind's self-defence against the coming Ice 
Age. We launched a call for the greatest declaration 
of independence in the history of mankind, even for 
the very survival of mankind. It is not unreasonable 
to assume that today's Fundi Empire, whatever its 
real name may be, will react once again with outrage 
and war. If that was our chosen mission, Peter, I 
think we have succeeded. If, however, our chosen 
mission was to uplift mankind to create for itself that 
major new renaissance that is required for mankind 
to protect itself from the coming Ice Age, then I must 
say we have not succeeded. The pioneering spirit 
that drove the founding fathers to do their daring 
thing no longer exists today, and it won't be easy to 
get it back and raise it up around the world. It won't 
be easy to inspire the whole of mankind to prepare 
itself for a long winter a hundred years down the 
road while they bathe in the heat of the summer as 
we have it today." 

"But aren't we doing this already in a routine 
fashion?" I interjected. "In every home, and in every 
room of our homes, we have elaborate light fixtures 
installed, with light bulbs in each one, and maintain 
vast electricity infrastructures to supply those light 
bulbs with the needed power. We installed those 
lights, because we all know that when the night 
comes we need those lights to be able to carry on. It 
is inconceivable to live without them now. Isn't our 
call for an Ice Age Renaissance with indoor 
agriculture in the same context?" 

"The difference is that the night of the Ice Age is 
still a hundred years away, which we won't live long 
enough to see, while we have to struggle today and 
for the next hundred years to prepare for that night," 
said Steve. "It takes an extraordinary sense of love to 
reach that far into the future, especially while 
mankind is pummeled with those wonderful lies 
about global warming. By God, I wish those lies were 

true, that global warming could be so easily 
arranged. That would be the most wonderful 
solution to get us out of the Ice Age trap. 
Unfortunately, the real universe isn't that simple. We 
have no choice but to reach into the future for the 
first time in human history and prepare for its 
requirements, because the return of the Ice Age 
cannot be avoided." 

"But aren't we doing this reaching forward 
already in a small way?" I countered Steve and 
invited him for an Espresso at the far end of the 
grand Piazza San Marco. "In every house that we 
have built we have a furnace installed. We install 
those furnaces even if we build the house in the 
summer when the world is boiling hot. We spend 
thousands of dollars a piece on those furnaces." 

"Yes, and we all benefit from it in the winter," 
Steve countered. "That's why we do it. We do it, 
because we benefit from it. We don't like to freeze in 
the winter. It's different with the Ice Age 
Renaissance. We don't need indoor agriculture for 
another hundred years, but we have to work for it 
now." 

"That is where you are wrong," I countered 
Steve. "I agree that we don't need indoor agriculture 
for another hundred years, but we do need the 
fallout that we will find immediately along the road 
to reaching this goal. The goal that we must reach, 
no matter how enormous it is, must not consume 
more than five percent of our economic product, the 
rest must be devoted to upgrading our economy and 
our humanity, or else we will never reach the tall 
goal. If we start on this road we will see immediate 
benefits in education, housing, transportation, 
healthcare, culture, industrial production, 
employment standards, and other factors of a rich 
quality of life. If we don't see those benefits all along 
the way, we are not on the right road. I would say 
that creating the Ice Age Renaissance is the most 
immediately beneficial pursuit that mankind can 
devote itself to. Then, when the Ice Age arrives in a 
hundred years, or a thousand years, as the case may 
be, it won't be a big thing. This is only possible of 
course if we can manage to live without having that 
millstone of empire hanging around our neck that 
incurs a huge waste of resources that are consumed 
in fighting the empires' wars." 

"Of course, none of that will happen if we can't 
stop the empires' wars," said Steve and laughed. "For 
now, we are up to our ears in them. Let's hope we 
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can win and avoid drowning. Nevertheless, we have 
entered a new boundary zone today, where 
instability is the rule and old habits tend to fall away. 
We'll have to be as wise as an owl in this arena, and 
as surefooted as a mountain goat. We'll have to be 
as wide-winged as a condor, and as clear-sighted as 
an eagle. But above all we need to be empowered by 
the pioneering spirit as only a human being can be, 
as we should all be, being the great discoverers and 
creators of new worlds that we have the potential to 
be."
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