


Was the Cold War primarily a nuclear weapons standoff, 
or was it a cultural war? 

Likewise, was the September 11 attack on America primarily an act of terrorism, 
or was it but the first major scene of the disintegrating culture of society? 

 A fictional story from a novel by Rolf A. F. Witzsche with a unique light for healing.
  

Most people believe that the Cold War had been a nuclear weapons standoff between the USA 
and Soviet Russia. That's the cover story. The real Cold War was a cultural war, staged in the 
background to defeat both the USA and Russia from within. They called it the project of 
cultural freedom, meaning freedom from culture. This hidden war was highly successful.

By the same token most people believe that the September 11 attack on America in 2001 was a 
terrorists act. That too, is the cover story. In real terms, the horrific scene of the World Trade 
Center in New York crumbling into dust with thousands of people trapped in them, was but 
the first major way mark on the 911 Highway, a road to global disintegration: the 
disintegration of society from within, - the disintegration of its financial and economic system, 
and the disintegration of its culture, its humanity, and its love.

The 'healing' story, Disintegration: Highway 911, is a chapter from the novel, Endless 
Horizons, of the series  of novels, The Lodging for the Rose, by Rolf A. F. Witzsche.
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Part 1: Highway 911

      I had a dream. It is rare that I dream so extensively I awake from with tears, and more so 
that remember the details past the moment of awakening. This day was an exception. It 
seemed as if a year's worth of dreaming had been all rolled into one. I remembered everything 
that I saw as clearly as if it really happened; though I wished I hadn't seen what I saw. Then, I 
wouldn't have had to deal with the vision.
      Perplexed by it, and somewhat afraid that the details would fade from my mind before I 
understood their significance, I told everyone about it, and every step of the unfolding, right 
before breakfast. They all listened quietly, Ross, Heather, Sylvia, Tony, Dag, Al. They all 
agreed that this dream needs to be kept alive, because no one tell off hand what it might mean, 
including myself.

      The dream was as strange as dreams often are. I was living with my dad on one of the top 
floors of a several hundred story building, a golden tower situated on the crest of a mountain 
ridge. It appeared that we occupied an entire floor. We were surrounded not by clouds, but by 
sunshine all day long. Our world had become a world of sun-filled days and easy living, and 
at the center of our world, as if it were everywhere, appeared this thing.
      'The Thing' was at once everywhere and nowhere. Everybody knew it, not just us. Millions 
had seen it, but no one had ever touched 'The Thing,' or one of them, nor had a single 
specimen ever been captured. It just was, and was always out of reach. It wasn't a machine, so 
it seemed, or a biological entity, but it had a definite shape and color. Its color seemed richer 
than the rainbow, and its shape seemed so profound that it echoed in works of art, such as 
paintings, sculptures, and stories, even in public art in the parks and plazas.
      'The Thing' appeared first on television a long time ago, time-sliced between ads. People 
were puzzled at the time, as I recalled, but then they let it be as one of those things that simply 
can't be explained. Nor could its effect be explained.
      The effect that I noticed was that the television became bigger, and its picture clearer and 
brighter. Everything seemed to be effected by 'The Thing' in some way. Our world became less 
confined, richer, and brighter. Our houses became bigger, the world cleaner, the cities more 
beautiful. And above all of that loomed 'The Thing' like an all-pervading ghost that no one 
knew precisely and yet everybody 'knew' instinctively from the bottom of their soul for the 
simple realization that the world was transformed by it.
      We learned in later years from astronauts that the universe itself was being transformed by 
it. They had spotted 'The Thing' on Mars, and by the time they came back to it the barren 
planet had become a green oasis with an Earth-like atmosphere, and soon thereafter it became 
ripe to be colonized with people.
      Many people revered 'The Thing' that had no name. They revered it and gave it noble 



names, but by and large it remained to be called simply, "The Thing," just as everyone had 
called it from the beginning. 
      Some people also feared 'The Thing'. They feared that its boundless development would 
overburden our planet and thereby destroy it. However, those were but a few and their fears 
were ignored in the sunshine of the joy that this profound development unlocked. The joy 
became like the sand on the beaches, an ever-present reality that gets into ones hair and 
clothing, except in a nice way, that would be missed if it didn't.
      Still, the people who feared 'The Thing' tried to defeat it. They tried to turn our world back 
to the way it was before 'The Thing' emerged on the horizon. Since they couldn't capture 'The 
Thing' itself, they bulldozed down some of the houses that had become wonderfully spacious 
and beautiful in its presence. They did their attacks secretly at first, in the night, right with the 
people sleeping in their houses, the very people who had benefited the most from the 
influence of 'The Thing'. As far I could tell from the dream nothing happened that changed 
anything in the world. No one protested. No one interfered. The sun kept on shining. Still 
something did change.
      Something struck me as odd one day a long time later. It was something that didn't seem to 
be linked to 'The Thing' at all in any particular manner. I found it strange, because I hadn't 
noticed it before. I recalled that I needed new running shoes at the time and had mentioned the 
fact to my dad in passing. He nodded and said something about "accounts" and within 
moments a list of financial portfolios and their value flashed onto the TV screen in white 
letters. Seconds later the figures vanished and dad replied to me sadly that the shoes would 
have to wait for a week. So I didn't think much more about it, and in a week the new shoes 
were provided.
      Another thing also struck me as odd some time later. It seemed to me that the images of 
'The Thing' that were always time-sliced between TV ads appeared less frequent than they had 
before, and were also less seen everywhere else. I also suddenly realized that this trend had 
actually begun before the incidence with the running shoes. I had dismissed the new trend at 
first as insignificant, until I realized this day that the images had stopped appearing as 
frequently as we had become accustomed to. I mentioned the fact to my dad who simply 
laughed and said that this was a good sign, adding that we wouldn't be bothered with "this 
nuisance" anymore.
      Still it seemed odd that something that I had grown fond of had gradually disappeared 
until one day it could no longer be seen. All of my nagging concerns about this trend came to 
the foreground one day when our TV stopped functioning. This incidence had sorely upset my 
dad. He had lost access to his portfolio. In a rage of usual temper that seemed always linked to 
his portfolio he pounded his fist on the TV as if to jolt it back to life. Instead of coming back to 
life the whole thing simply disintegrated.
      We rushed out immediately to buy a new one, an even bigger one than we had before. We 
were fortunate that we did, because when we returned the entire huge building in which we 
had lived had collapsed and crumbled into dust. Nor were we the only ones so affected. As we 
beheld the catastrophe and cried over it, we looked into the valley blow us, and there too, 
within moments, as if an Earthquake had struck our world, the entire city in the valley 
disintegrated into a pile of rubble and dust. We found ourselves suddenly living in dust and 



shambles, scrambling to find things to eat and a shelter from the cold.
      I awoke in tears from this dream, but mostly because of the fact that 'The Thing' that had 
made everything beautiful could no longer be seen anywhere. Its images had been erased 
throughout the universe as if they had never existed.

      "What do you make of this?" I asked everyone.
      "You may have seen our future," answered Sylvia, "as it might be."
      "But what is this thing, 'The Thing' that has no name, that no one can touch, that was 
everywhere and had made our world bright?" I asked. "Is there such a thing?"
      "There used to be a lot of things in our past that might be described in that manner," said 
Ross. "Call 'The Thing' love, honor, integrity, intelligence, industry, humanity, sublimity. Call 
it all of that."
      "When did the change begin to occur in your dream, I mean in your experience of it?" 
asked Heather. "Go and 'rewind' your dream and replay it. What was the first thing that struck 
you as odd? Was it your dad's financial portfolio? Had you ever noticed that concern before?"
      I said that I hadn't, but Ross said that this was only a symptom. Ross said that the real 
change began in my experience when the images appeared less frequently, which nobody 
really noticed except in retrospect. And it all started with the bulldozing of the houses and the 
people in them. "That's when the world was beginning to be flipped upside down," said Ross. 
"It started with the willful destruction of what 'The Thing' had accomplished, in order to get at 
'The Thing' itself and to annihilated it, to deny its existence and its foundational role in 
civilization."
      "This is already happening right now on a large scale," said Heather, "and it has been 
happening for some time already. The financial portfolios are secondary. They are merely 
among the first visible signs of a civilization crumbling into dust."
      "When did the joy disappear?" asked Tony. "It probably began to disappear when the 
images of 'The Thing' became less frequent. Am I right?"
      I answered that it was so.
      "All sorts of alarm bells should have gone off right there and then, in order to stir up a 
search for the cause of its disappearance," said Tony. "But how far do we have to go back in 
real terms to locate this missed opportunity in our history? When did we begin to loose our 
joy?" he asked emphatically. "When was the ax laid at the root of all that is profoundly human? 
Was it when fascism was laid upon the world to protect the British Empire against the freedom 
of mankind that the USA was founded on? Or did this loss begin earlier when the religious 
wars were unleashed by Venice to destroy the Golden Renaissance? Or do we have to go back 
still further to Aristotle whose philosophy of natural slavery became the platform of the 
Empire of Rome that nearly destroyed civilization? Or do we have to go further back to the 
ancient priests who perverted the Mosaic Decalogue into an instrument of power with which 
to isolate humanity from one-another at the grassroots level and enforce this isolation with the 
death penalty? How far back to we have to go?"
      Ross suggested that if one is faced with layers of mud, laid upon other layers of more mud, 
one has to deal with the whole mess to get a clean slate. He also suggested that the bottom 
layer might hold the key to the whole mess, since everything else is piled on top of it. He 



suggested that the top layer may not bear the faintest resemblance to the key cause, so that one 
has to dig deep to get a flavor of what the whole mess is all about.
      Tony just nodded. I think he did so for all of us since none of us had a clue of what this 
really meant.
      "That's the trouble with us," said Sylvia. She almost scolded us suddenly at this point, as if 
to start the alarm bells ringing in us. "We give up too easily," she said. "At the first impasse we 
throw in the towel and walk away from the ring where we should be fighting for victory. 
That's what we do in dreaming, too. Dreams are scary images that we conjure up when the 
mind is asleep. We dredge things up that we know, but which we don't want to look at in real 
life, which we block out. That is why dreams can sometimes tell us more than we want to 
know. We should look at them for this thing that we don't want to see, whatever it is, rather 
than throw the dream away. I would say, let's get into the wrestling ring on this issue and 
fight, just as any wrestler would."
      "Dreams don't solve anything," Heather replied instantly.
      "Of course they don't," Sylvia defended herself. "Nothing is ever resolved when the mind is 
asleep. I have never known a person who discovered a profound universal principle in a 
dream, or even applied a principle in a dream to uplift an unfolding tragedy into a victory. We 
have to do this when we are awake. In dreams we ruminate over the lack of a solution. I think 
our dreams sometimes are our alarm clock, as Tony suggests, that jolt us into recognizing what 
we have evaded. I think Peter had a profound dream. It tells us of something that we have 
tried to hide from ourselves. So let's put our heads together and find out what it is. Let's find 
out why we prefer to lie to ourselves rather than accept the truth."
      Ross nodded in agreement. "All right," said Ross. "Let's look at it. Pete was a child in the 
dream and the world he lived in grew into a gigantic and beautiful construct. He lived in a 
golden tower that was several hundred stories high, which suddenly collapsed into a pile of 
dust. What could this dream image represent that we already know? The child represents 
mankind, doesn't it? We are still growing up. And 'The Thing' that became associated with the 
golden tower is our dawning humanity. It is science, art, music, technology, and intelligence. 
Those may be its names, but the thing itself is the Principle of Universal Love. It has been a 
part of the human scene since the dawn of civilization and long before that. It was first seen in 
a discernable way with the agricultural revolution 7000 years ago when a few people were able 
to provide food for many so that time could be devoted to cultural pursuits and improvements 
of the human condition. It was seen again and again in a big way during the Greek Classical 
Era, the era of Homer, Pythagoras, Solon, and so on. And later we saw it reflected again in the 
humanism of Socrates and Plato, and then in the Christian era as the sacrament of Agape. It 
appeared again and again in the background. We saw it reappearing after Rome had nearly 
destroyed civilization. We saw it unfolding as the Islamic Renaissance, and later in the Golden 
Renaissance in Europe, and more profoundly so in the subsequent great Renaissance of the 
17th Century centered around the Treaty of Westphalia. The Principle of Universal Love was 
reflected in all of these, the Principle of Universal Love, was 'The Thing' that Peter saw. It gave 
us the golden tower of the richest civilization we ever had.
      "The reversal began with World War I," Ross continued. "'The Thing' was feared and hated 
by every empire that ever was. Human progress was always feared and hated by empires, 



because this progress would challenge the empire's illegitimate existence. World War I was the 
first big attack on humanity. With its war the Empire literally bulldozed the house down that 
'The Thing' had built. World War II was the same, escalated onto a bigger plain. Then came the 
Cold War. Most people regard the Cold War as a nuclear weapons standoff between the USA 
and Soviet Russia. That really was a secondary issue, a smokescreen. The real Cold War was a 
cultural war. Cultural freedom they called it, meaning freedom from culture, freedom from 
our humanity, freedom from the Principle of Universal Love. It meant promoting the 
globalism of inhumanity, the globalization of looting and slavery. That's when 'The Thing' 
began to disappear. That's when the economies began to disintegrate and the financial system 
of the world become but a hollow shell. Pete saw mankind's golden tower crumble into dust. 
We have seen many such cases. Each one was a symptom of mankind killing 'The Thing' in its 
heart and soul. Mankind was killing itself. The first golden tower crumbled in New York. The 
tower wasn't brought down by terrorism. We all saw it go down, but none of us, as most 
people, realized that what they saw was not the result of a terrorist act, but a symptom of a 
collapsing world, a collapsing civilization, a collapsing society without humanity, a world 
without 'The Thing.' When Pete looked into the valley below in his dream, he saw the whole 
city in the valley likewise disintegrating into dust. We have seen that happening too, haven't 
we, when the ruling world-finical and economic system disintegrated."
      "Mankind's Golden tower was brought down by the fondi," interjected Fred and paused, 
evidently searching for how he might continue.
      "In the shadow of the Treaty of Paris in 1763, the British East India Company became a 
private empire, the first completely private empire in history," said Fred. "The government and 
the crown became largely intertwined with the Empire in a subservient capacity. The Empire 
owned the banking system. It was all privately owned of course. And as the Empire expanded, 
more and more of the various nations central banks became privatized and quietly added to 
this private financial empire. Like it was said in the novel of Dune, whoever owns the spice 
controls the universe; so in the real world, whoever owns the financial system owns the 
nations. The USA resisted being pulled into this fold, but in 1913 it capitulated when it created 
Federal Reserve System as a private club that owns the nation's currency and credit creation. 
That's when the golden tower that Pete had lived in, in his dream, collapsed, which we all 
know became hopelessly bankrupt. The Empire lived on a foundation of looting, instead of on 
a foundation of universal economic development. It shuns the development of the human 
potential of society, and sabotages it at every possible opportunity. And so it has looted and 
destroyed the world with ever greater intensity for 250 years, to the point that there is nothing 
left for it to steal, by which it bankrupted the very source that it depends on, and thereby 
bankrupted itself. From this point it had no options left but to use force in a quest for world-
dictatorship status. It needed something spectacular in order to justify the force that can shut 
down civilization, imposing a global fascist police state dictatorship. Well, the fondi got their 
wish. The collapse of the financial system was more than spectacular. It didn't just bring a 
house down. It turned the whole city into dust, the whole country, the entire Western World."
      "We all knew that this was coming, but we didn't want to acknowledge it, did we, because 
if we did, we would have to react to save ourselves. And so we found it more convenient to 
keep on dreaming. It seems to me that Pete found this paradox disturbing. The dream might 



have been an outcry for a solution."
      "The whole world was dreaming and still is," said Heather. "I have seen it myself. I have 
been fighting this trend with Nicolai. I have been traveling around the world with him just for 
that, giving lectures on humanist economics, hoping to wake people up."
      "But was that enough?" asked Sylvia. "The world still says there is no empire. Everything 
will be fine. We ignore the tragic aspects that we know, even those spoken by the fondi 
themselves. Peter has met the people from the fondi. We have all heard the tape recording of 
his interview. They told us what their plans for humanity are, and they did so with an 
disgusting arrogance. They even told us that none of us could stop them, and we behaved 
accordingly for a dozen years as if we fully believed them. We behaved just as they had 
wished we would behave."
      "Still, they can't alter the reality that they are bankrupt," said Heather.
      "They are fully aware of it," said Ross. "That is why they are determined to re-stage the 
world again. The fondi will ever give up their empire. Their empire's existence isn't just about 
money. It is also about power. The man of the fondi told Pete in Venice that the empire has no 
name but every name, and has no face but every face. Yes, it owns all the private central banks, 
it also owns numerous secret societies that cook up the nut-cake ideologies and the strategies 
that shape our world, and will continue so until we stop them. The fondi put their case onto 
the table of the nut-cake societies, which take the case and regurgitate it as ready-made policies 
put forth by their numerous so-called international policy-forming organization from which 
the elite of the world in government and elsewhere receive their marching orders. Of course 
the public receives its public opinion via the so-called free press. The whole nut-cake 
apparatus operates freely within the fondi-defined limits, but not otherwise. The enormous 
global power structure that results from this setup exists, and the fondi will utilize it to 'force' 
the public to pay for the present bankruptcy of its empire in the style that Hitler forced 
Germany to pay. That's the Earthquake that society cannot survive. When that hits the world 
everything crumbles into dust to such an extent that not even the fondi can survive. Peter saw 
this in his dream. Mankind's golden tower crumbled into dust, and so did the city in the 
valley. None of that is anything new to us. We have lived with this knowledge for a dozen 
years and haven't raised a finger to counter the trend in any significant way. In Pete's dream 
the alarm bells went off since the evidence is ever-harder to ignore."
      "But what have we got in our house to throw into the fight?" I replied. "We know we have 
to fight to save the world. We knew this from the first day we met. That's what brought us 
together. But what have we got to fight with, except the underlying principles of the universe, 
the Principle of Universal Love and every other principle that we know that is related to it? We 
have to get 'The Thing' back. And this, too, we have known from the beginning. We only didn't 
know then that 'The Thing' is all that we have. That's what we've got to fight to bring back in 
us. There is nothing else. The Principle of Universal Love is 'The Thing,' the only Thing. We 
have rallied around it in countless different ways and built a civilization with its. Now we are 
going the other way and are loosing everything, if indeed there is anything left to be lost. The 
man from the fondi is right. We haven't got a hope in hell to fight the fondi on the political 
platform. They own that platform. They own it completely. We'll never solve our problem by 
fighting on their level. We have to fight from a higher level, the level of universal humanist 



principles, which they don't own. We must bring 'The Thing' back and protect it. That's the 
only platform that they don't own, which they can never own, which they are hell-bent to deny 
its existence. And that's our flank. Our only hope for getting the thing back is to uplift the 
fondi together with everyone else, onto this higher level of universal humanist principles as a 
framework in which they too become useful to society and supportive of it. If this happens, 
we'll have out joy back. It it doesn't happen, civilization is doomed."
      "It may already be too late for that," said Tony. "Pete's alarm clock may have gone off too 
late. Maybe Pete recognized that, and this is what caused his dream. Still, I agree. We have to 
fight with what we've got, even though we haven't done anything significant with it so far. We 
allowed ourselves to drift into a rut and have a party, the dullest party in history I might add, 
which had lasted for twelve years. We are just beginning to dig ourselves out from that, just 
barely. Except, it is possible that we started too late."
      "We have given the fondi a free reign," said Sylvia. "Maybe Peter also realized this in his 
dream. But I say, it is never too late to begin fighting for civilization and its universal 
principles. Even if the whole world were to crumble into dust, which is actually already 
happening, it is never too late to fight for the platform of the universal principles of our 
humanity, the principles of science, technological progress, and universal love. No matter how 
far we have fallen behind in our duties as human beings towards one-another, the Principle of 
Universal Love is still the only platform there is for building a new civilization on. That all 
we've got, even if we have to start in the dust of a total collapse. The Principle of Universal 
Love can get us out of the dust. This potential always exits. It exists even at this moment when 
the whole world spits at this principle as a worthless piece of trash, or even a nuisance in the 
world of the imperial dreams."

      We all praised Sylvia for her profound realization when we had breakfast together this 
morning on Ross' balcony as we analyzed my dream. Once we were satisfied that a solution 
had been found, the dream was laid aside and soon forgotten. The Principle of Universal Love 
was something we were already working with. Thus, we were somewhat contend that the 
solution to my dream was already in progress of being developed. Should we have done 
more? Did we even recognize the infinite horizon that were looking at, through the looking 
glass of this principle?



Part 2: The End of a Delusion.

      They call it the endless horizon, who have traveled Siberia, the far North of Russia and 
experienced its vastness. For a brief period another place deserved the same description, a 
place in the South where endless horizons came into view for four weeks in a city called 
Caracas. In this city a peace conference was convened; my peace conference; Olive's gift to me; 
her gift to us all; the first peace conference after an interval of many years; the longest in recent 
history. Dear Olive, she had made the impossible come true.
      I had heard a lot about Siberia as a wide open land, and considering the nature of the 
upcoming conference, the way Olive and I had talked about it at the summit of the Wild Kaiser 
mountains, I couldn't help make the comparison to Siberia's endless horizons. The comparison 
actually had come to mind much earlier, on my return trip from Austria during those precious 
moments of daydreaming. A tremendous hope had unfolded. Now this was becoming reality. 
Her gift to get us moving again; to get the whole world moving again; was unfolding before 
me. As I read the copy of the invitation that Fred had brought with him, I sensed a growing 
realization of humanity's infinite potential for self-development. I felt a certain light in my 
soul, born by the unfolding potential that we might indeed make a difference once again. But 
how? I was encouraged that the conference was to be in Caracas. I had been in Caracas before. 
The people appear to be more beautiful there, which seemed to reflect a deep lying respect for 
one-another, the kind that could no longer be found in the USA, except on rare occasions. I 
remembered Steve's comment, that people who love are beautiful.
      
      The Caracas Conference became an experiment for us, although not by the intent of the 
organizers. We had turned it into an experiment, in response to my dream, in an effort to 
change the tragic pattern of the world around us. We remembered the principles that we had 
recognized as fundamental when we had discussed my dream. That focal point had remained 
and become stronger. It became a force that shaped the flow of the conference, perhaps even 
its outcome. I felt proud of our little group and proud to be a part of it.
      Sadly, I wasn't allowed to mention to anyone that it was Olive's initiative that had brought 
it about, out of her deep, deep, love that had 'moved mountains' in the past and had done so 
again. When I called Olive in Vienna to thank her for the conference and give her my love, she 
was adamant: "Don't mention my name! This will spoil everything. You mustn't even think 
about me while the conference is on. The task is too important."
      
      The Caracas Conference had been officially organized as a four-week emergency workshop 
to probe the obstacles to peace in a disintegrating world. The world of dust that I saw in my 
dreams was the real world. The metaphor of the dream image was true.
      The UN conference was held under the auspices of the United Nations, just as Olive had 
promised it would be. Ross was suspicious though. He didn't see it as an opportunity for us to 



change the world. He pointed out that in the past the UN's involvement had been focused on 
imperial goals, such as global depopulation, rather than on the global development of the 
human potential. Ross noted that the UN depopulation project was already in progress. For 
this reason he didn't want to have anything to do with "any official UN function," as he put it.
      "Then we must turn that conference agenda upside down," I said to him. "I promised Olive 
that this is what we would do. I never imagined that she was serious in arranging this chance 
for us, and if so, that she could pull it off. But she did. Now I have to fulfill my promise, Ross. 
Still, I can't do this all by myself."
      Ross eventually agreed to come along and support me.

      The world-financial catastrophe that Steve had forecast decades earlier, that LaRouche had 
warned about forever so it seemed, that I had feared would erupt while I was in Africa with 
Tony, didn't erupt while we were there. It erupted two months after we had returned. The 
near infinite inflation of the financial values that Steve had warned us about from China, had 
created a financial bubble in the West, filled with nothing but hot air; a bubble so big, that it 
dwarfed the entire world economy. The bubble carried a value in the accounting ledgers equal 
to ten years of the gross domestic product of the entire world. America all by itself carried a 
debt bubble that was larger in size than ten thousand stacks of thousand dollar bills, each piled 
as high as the World Trade Center in New York once stood.
      This global bubble popped. It imploded into nothing. It popped like a soap bubble that 
begins to split open at the weakest point when the internal pressure exceeds the tensile 
strength of the soap film that gives it its shape and its luster. When that happened in the 
financial markets everything vanished from sight, leaving in its wake a spray of tiny droplets 
that bore no resemblance to the glittering sphere that once existed, while the droplets floated 
away with the wind. Left behind was an emptiness filled with unspeakable misery, and a 
horror that went far beyond the scope of merely collapsed dreams. It became closer to my own 
dream where everything crumbled into a pile of dust. Still life went on, for some it did.
      A few of the poorest nations welcomed the crash. Their debt portfolios became meaningless 
by it, as indeed they had already been before the crash hit. All debts became meaningless at the 
moment that the entire financial value structure of the world became meaningless. In any case, 
the debtor nations had already repaid their debt many times over in real terms, in the service 
of usurious demands. All this happened, of course, before the world-financial 'house of cards,' 
valued by some institution at above 400 trillion dollars in size, blew away. The world had been 
awash for years with financial claims against an economy that was no larger in comparison 
than the droplets that remained after the bubble disintegrated. This reality always existed 
behind the fancy facades. Eventually it became recognized, just as the most hidden reality 
always asserts itself when the dreaming ends. The blowout of the world's fancy dreams caused 
a rude awakening that affected everyone's physical existence. It should have been obvious that 
the bubble was empty inside, and most people instinctively knew this, but it was preferable to 
them to dream the dreams that the Soap Bubble Society had inspired.
      The bubble was probably popped when a child had spoken up and exclaimed, but the 
emperor has nothing on! He has no clothes! He is naked! The bubble is empty inside! When I 
asked my dad for a pair of shoes in my dream and he couldn't afford them, except by 



arranging to create more debt.
      There were cries heard in those days that legislation should be passed, under which the 
droplets would be gathered up, so to speak, and the bubble put back together again. Those 
were desperate cries of desperate people, for governmental bail-outs and the like, but they 
were hopeless cries in the night preceding a darkness more dense than any night ever was - a 
night in which nothing was heard except cries of agony.
      In the shadow of the financial disintegration the physical economies ground to a halt and 
disintegrated, likewise. Commerce can't function without valid currencies. It is easier to 
conduct international trade without currencies, than it is to conduct the local, everyday 
economy, without currencies. It was this economy, that once supplied the essentials for 
people's living, that popped. Trade without currencies had previously been proposed by 
LaRouche as a measure to defeat the currency speculators that feed on floating exchange rate 
fluctuations, which they themselves caused to fluctuate. But local commerce without 
currencies hadn't been tried for centuries.

      The disintegrating bubble, as Steve had warned, had brought down the structure that 
supported the essential commercial activities on which the populations had come to depend, 
such as supermarkets, delivery systems, fuels supply infrastructures. They all ground to a halt 
for the lack of money once the value of currencies was put in doubt. The banks, the investment 
houses, the stock and bond markets, became burnt out ruins in the fire of their own game, 
while the mighty dollar became reduced to toilette paper. Every pension fund evaporated. 
Even the governments' ability to maintain order failed, and rightfully so, because the 
governments had failed in the first place to maintain the required order and the infrastructures 
that are needed to support the cultural, scientific, and physical self-development of society.
      The worst chaos occurred in the cities that quickly became like isolated castles under siege. 
No fuel was coming in and no food, and soon there was no electricity either. The loss of 
electricity shut down sanitation and the cities' water supply systems. Some people woke up 
and said that the US now suffered the same pains it had inflicted for many years on other 
nations, like in the Middle East and Africa. They also pointed out that the poorest of the poor 
counties had survived this, though hundreds of thousands of people had perished every year 
in the poverty of their destroyed and imprisoned world that had been sentenced to a painful 
biological and physical collapse. The USA proved to be far less resilient. The pain and the 
dying became worse in the USA. The few supplies that were left in store houses and in 
people's basements, before the crash began, were quickly claimed by roaming gangs, with the 
force of guns.
      The gun ruled supreme in those days, especially in the American cities. The citizens had 
armed themselves over the years to their teeth with 300 million handguns and billions of 
rounds of munitions. Even the farmers were more heavily armed than the Sheriffs of their 
county were. In all this ensuing chaos the ever-present militia played also a role with its 
military assault weapons and logistical support bases that were created for precisely such 
situations. They were ready when the expected anarchy broke out, but their purpose was not 
to create order and to rebuild an economy.
      Only the very rich had a chance to come out the disintegration like kings. As Steve had 



pointed out through Nicolai, when he warned of the crisis to come, the rich oligarchic families 
and their institutions had long ago cashed in their paper assets and had acquired as much as 
they could of the world's available food producing capabilities, distribution industries, and the 
world's raw material deposits. If no one intervened the oligarchs would quite literally end up 
owning the lives of humanity after the crash. They would have the power to determine who 
would eat and who wouldn't, and which nation would be allowed to develop and to what 
degree, and which nation would die.
      Caracas was chosen for the conference, because Venezuela had survived the economic 
crash almost unharmed. After a long turbulent period of changing governments, one sane 
leader emerged who courageously dragged the nation to safety, with many kicking and 
screaming like a child in a tantrum. Luckily for us all, he prevailed.
      This was the background against which the Caracas Conference was convened. It was set 
up by the UN and its masters to protect the property rights of the rich, to recreate the Old 
World with new and globally binding financial and legal policy structures. In this sense the 
conference was designed to strangle the survivors of the crash even more than the crash itself. 
Four weeks were scheduled to be devoted to the goal of hammering out policies that would 
assure the fulfillment of this objective, to protect the property rights of the rich, versus the 
human rights of the people of humanity.
      One lone voice stood out in America, the voice of LaRouche, the disgraced and slandered 
economist whom the oligarchs feared and had tried to silence for most of his life. His ideas had 
become known to many governments and influential intellectuals around the world. These 
people now understood that he hadn't just warned about the coming crisis, but had also 
presented the principles that could have prevented the crisis, and the principles that were now 
absolutely necessary for a global recovery. All his warnings had come true, but one. The 
nuclear holocaust, which the fondi wanted so badly as a means to keep their rotten system 
alive a bit longer, did not come true. LaRouche had warned of the danger and had interposed 
himself with all that he had to prevent the danger, and won. With the help of countless people 
working with him, individuals and from institutions, the worst of the horrific that the fondi 
had prepared to unleash against mankind remained in the 'bottle,' luckily. The fondi's lesser 
evils were barely survivable as they were.
      Nobody seemed to understand how LaRouche had kept the fondi at bay. He had reached 
back into America's history; to its bright epoch; into mankind's universal history, back to the 
Renaissance and the Greek classical period; and had drawn from the great geniuses of the past 
the discoveries of fundamental principles that had supported mankind's civilization and 
achievements. For twenty-five years had LaRouche pointed to the need for applying these 
principles to redeveloping his nation that had once been the bastion of freedom, the beacon of 
hope, and the envy of the world. Sadly, no one had listened. Half the population now paid wit 
their life for their 'deafness.'
      China had been in his heart too. He had proposed that China, Russia, and the USA should 
unite with one-another in order to create a new world-financial system in opposition to the 
London centered feudal speculative system that had been destroying the nations of the world 
economically. He had proposed the creation of a New Bretton Woods type system that would 
reestablish fixed exchange rates for the nations' currencies that would re-enable long term 



business relationships. He had also proposed that the governments of the world must 
recognize once again the principle of the "general welfare" provision that had been imbedded 
in the Preamble of the US Constitution. He had called this principle the chief corner stone in 
the building of a human civilization.
      Still, his lone voice, though it rang loud and clear, had not changed the world and saved 
humanity from its insanity that eventually culminated into the most devastating crash in 
human history. For years his warnings went out while the storm clouds were getting darker, 
even while the terminal phase of the coming crisis was unfolding throughout the world. He 
had pointed out that fundamental principles of civilization couldn't be violated forever 
without consequences. He had also pointed out that resorting to these principles could have re-
invigorated the global society economically, had they been applied.
      As it was, the people around the world didn't want to hear his words, with the exception of 
a few people in China, Malaysia, Russia, and South America. The rest were living in a dream 
world constructed out of the lies presented by the major media that was owned by the 
oligarchy, and which the oligarchy had used vigorously to defended its rotting system to the 
bitter end.
      For most people the actual reality had not existed in the way they saw things. They had 
believed with their whole heart in the great recovery fantasy, right to the moment of the crash, 
a fantasy that had been prominently built up in the media. This fantasy became the prevailing 
popular opinion. Mostly, however, people shrugged their shoulders about the warnings and 
calls for caution and gone about their business as if the collapsing economy they faced, was 
occurring as far away as if it were in a different universe or in a computer game that one can 
reset with the push on a button and start anew. And of the few, who could actually see the 
black clouds on the horizon, most insisted that they were immune to the calamities and were 
personally prepared to weather the storm. They insisted that they were more intelligent than 
other people, or more experienced, and so would get through the crisis unharmed.
      "Are you immune to the flight of a bullet?" the despised economist had asked. "Can you 
live for eight weeks without food and water? Can you survive the winter without fuel?" Most 
people found it more convenient to put those questions out of their mind, since answering 
them would involve a commitment to change the world.
      A number of countries, however, did respond to his warning to the degree to which they 
were able. They responded with tightly guarded currency exchange controls and other 
measures that would enable them to distance themselves from the dollar oriented world-
speculative system that had become isolated from reality, into its own world of fantasies. By 
their heroic decision, the people of these countries had been spared the worst effects of the 
world-financial disintegration. Their economies had continued to function in cooperation with 
other countries that had followed the same path.
      Only much later, after the disintegration had reaped a terrible toll, did some nations, the 
USA included, remember the words of the despised economist and dredged up his ideas from 
their trash bins in opposition to the boisterous interventions by the ruling oligarchy that had 
already begun seizing control again over the world.
      The task of rebuilding an economy in the chaos of anarchy turned out to be infinitely more 
difficult, of course, than it would have been had those nations cooperated earlier to conduct an 



orderly shutdown of the bankrupt speculative feudal system. With anarchy in the streets and 
no resources to fight back in a world in which money had become of uncertain value, if it was 
given any value at all, the simplest rebuilding of an economic process posed immense 
challenges. In the misery if this collapse some elements of the despised man's ideas were 
finally adopted, both in the USA and abroad. A type of federal bank was created that replaced 
the bankrupt private US Federal Reserve System that had strangled the nation with its 
countless forms of insanity.
      On this reclaimed platform a new interim currency was created, since the dollar was no 
longer trusted by anyone, nor accepted as currency anywhere else in the world. This 
'desperate' step, to actually implement the despised economist's policies that had become 
totally necessary for a global recovery was the first step in a long series of steps did get the 
most vital economic processes functioning again. In the background of this recovery, the man's 
name, the name of Lyndon H. LaRouche, became gradually a respected name, though the 
oligarchic press had slandered that name for many years into infamy. They had slandered him 
in order to silence him and prevent his perceptions of fundamental principles, the same 
principles that once brought prosperity to America rather than the Empire, from becoming 
recognized and implemented.
      In a historic sense, what occurred during this period of crisis mirrored the effect of the 
infamous Kennedy assassination. President Kennedy had ordered the US to pull out of 
Vietnam, but his orders were countermanded and three days later the President was shot. In 
the wake of the assassination the Vietnam conflict was escalated into a major war. Vietnam 
became devastated by that war in which 600,000 people were murdered. If President Kennedy 
had remained alive those 600,000 people would have remained alive, also.
      The same insanity had happened again and on a much larger scale. After the financial 
disintegration was over it became almost impossible to determine how many hundreds of 
millions of people could have been spared an agonizing death if the ensuing chaos had been 
prevented, that could have been prevented had the slandered economist been listened to that 
had urged the world to give him the power to do what is required. The choices that he had put 
before the world had never varied; to put the bankrupt speculative feudal system through a 
bankruptcy reorganization in order to save the lives of humanity; and to re-regulate, re-
finance, and to rebuild the world's economies. Instead, society chose to save its dreams for as 
long as these dreams could possibly last.
      So it was that society chose to forfeit its life in large numbers, which it did. It has been said 
by those who had lived through that chaos in the cities that the stench of the rotten corpses 
had made some areas literally uninhabitable. This curse came like a sad echo of what had 
already happened in Africa for decades. Sadder still, those who died in this tragedy, died in 
vain, because, by and large the world did not become a better place in the wake of this greatest 
tragedy in its history. The noble, mysterious, mythological bird, the Phoenix of sanity, did not 
rise from the ashes as the fables told of an ancient time. The nobler society that would need to 
arise could not be forged over night in the mud of a disintegrating world. A brighter genius 
did not rise out of the ashes of death, since intelligence does not arise from desperation.
      There were also cries for war heard again, especially in America that had arrogantly 
accused the Europeans of having had lost their 'appetite' for war.



      The Caracas Peace Conference was hastily called in order to prevent the outbreak of a 
whole series of threatened new wars arising from oligarchic property claims that had been 
swept aside by many governments that courageously reasserted their duty and legal power to 
protect their nation as a more urgent need than to protect property rights. Caracas had been 
chosen as the conference site, because the city had become the provisional home of the UN 
during the period of disintegration. Caracas had remained functional while New York was 
shut down by the crisis to the point that it was no longer a living city in the normal sense.
      While the economic chaos had dealt hard blows to Europe and the rest of the Western 
World, the Venezuelan economy had not been devastated because of its prudent isolation from 
the West and its alternate ties that linked it to Russia, China, and the Asian economic union. 
This prudence was largely due to the courage of its leadership that had been able to maneuver 
the nation outside of the speculative financial sphere and the imperial terrorist sphere, into the 
sphere of the rapidly forming survivors club of nations that also included Malaysia, Korea, 
Japan, and India. Evidently, it took great courage for these governments to outlaw speculation 
that had become rampant in the world, that had created a highly visible strata of a few super 
rich amidst a sea of spreading poverty that the rich had imposed by dispossessing the poor of 
their already meager living.
      Since the financial and economic crash was centered primarily on America and Britain, 
very little had collapsed in Venezuela in physical terms. There were shortages of some items, 
but no starvation ravaged the people, or anarchy caused murder in the streets for food and 
water.

      The conference was actually delayed several times until the USA had a chance to cool 
down. At first, congressional committees were put to work, of those who had survived the 
killing spree in the cities. These committees worked in continuous sessions on plans to replace 
the country's defunct banking and credit system with something that would bring life back 
into the economy. The name of LaRouche suddenly became a household word and stood in 
forefront in those days in a most honorable manner. All the decades of abuse suddenly were 
forgotten, as were many institutions that had previously opposed him. Against this 
background, as if it were with the stroke of a pen, a new environment was created in which 
laws were enacted that officially relegated the once mighty US Dollar forever to the scrap 
heap. With that single act, the symbol of prosperity that had been considered once more solid 
than the Rock of Gibraltar became officially declared a worthless commodity except for 
interior decorators and collectors of expired currencies. It could it have been saved earlier. By 
then, it had slipped beyond the point of no return.
      The dead dollar, which had actually died a long time before the catastrophe occurred, 
became replaced with an interim instrument that was called the GAFFI, General Arrangement 
For Food and Industry. The same stroke of the pen of law that created this measure also wiped 
the slate clean for international debtors who had owed to US banks and institutions a king's 
ransom, both in interest and in capital debt. It was recognized that these debts had already 
been repaid in real terms many times over in the form of atrocious interest demands which 
were considered at last for what they really were, a form of legal theft. With the same stroke of 



the pen the entire theft industry was likewise shut down, most of which had crashed into 
bankruptcy anyway. Also, in response to America's great gesture of generosity in terms of its 
global debt forgiving, that restored in part its long tarnished image as a compassionate nation, 
some of the former debtor countries were offering to share with the people of the USA a 
portion of their food that they could scarcely afford to give away. But they did so, 
nevertheless. Venezuela was one of these countries.
      The congressional committees were also working on a whole range of measures for 
operating whatever infrastructures were required for keeping alive the survivors of the 
population. This required the rebuilding of transportation systems, food processing centers, 
distribution systems, storage facilities, and allocation of whatever resources were available. All 
of this fell under the general care of the government's emergency operating committees. 
Whatever economic resource was necessary for keeping the country alive, was either created 
or expropriated, or donated from the inside and from outside the country. The recovery-
system was run by volunteers, the army, and a rapidly growing, supposedly temporary civil-
service force made up of people that the private sector could no longer employ.
      It took eight weeks of agony after the crisis, with wide spread starvation, to put the country 
back together again to the point that the new government could issue a brand new dollar and 
create a brand new government controlled credit system that replaced the various interim 
structures. During this period the "general welfare" provision of the Preamble of the US 
Constitution became the guiding star in the dark of a deep night.

      The Caracas Conference was finally convened after the worst of the effects of the crisis had 
passed. It was vigorously pushed by the UN that still represented the Old World that in reality 
no longer existed, which existed only in dreams and in the minds of those who refused to 
accept the new reality.
      It was at this very point, when a new political and economic order was reestablished that 
the new threats of war that had only been rumors before gathered on the horizon like an 
approaching storm. There existed no global justice system in the world that could untangle the 
twisted fragments of the Old World. The oligarchs, who still had the means, the connections, 
and the arrogance, threatened a nuclear war against any opponent, boasting that they could 
still pull this off with the aid of a few traitors that remained loyal to their cause. In the shadow 
of this terror they aimed to reclaim the world's wealth in physical resources that they 
impudently insisted to be their rightful property. The Caracas Conference was urged by them, 
and supported by many nations, to put water onto this fire by consenting to the oligarchs' 
demands. Rumors were heard on the grapevine that the unofficial goal was to re-legitimize 
every single claim of property and related rights anywhere in the world, and to enforce those 
rights by the force of sanction, even a UN imposed taxation of all the debtor nations that owed 
them, no matter what the US had officially forgiven.
      I found it strange that the Caracas Conference was not called to explore the economic 
questions involved for rebuilding a viable world-economy. In spite of the hunger that still 
existed in some countries, and the dying that had not yet ended, and the huge overturning that 
had taken place, the global political world had not changed. The quest for looting continued. 
The nuclear weapons stalemate still existed. Americas' missiles were still intact. The Soviet's 



giant 30-warhead SS-X-27 missiles were still in their silos. It appeared like total insanity that 
the world's oligarchy had reasserted its networks and its prerogative to control those weapons 
and with them the world by the treat of terror. This renewal of that old threat heightened the 
significance of the Caracas Conference that came to light in my mind as a crossroads 
opportunity to create a new and better world. In preparing for Caracas, I remembered my 
promise to Olive to be a rebel rouser and turn the entire setup upside down. But how to do it? 
How does one change the world in opposition the powers that claim to rule it? How does one 
face such a foe especially in such a tragic time that was upon us, a time of general impotence? 
      Even before the crisis had erupted, the traitors in high places had made sure that none of 
the thousands of Russia's missile systems were removed from the European borders of Russia, 
and that not a singe American weapons system was eliminated from America's arsenals. So it 
was that US and Russian war ships and submarines were again plowing the Atlantic as they 
always had, and were kept on a high security alert lest anyone would exploit the instabilities. 
The missile silos, bomber fields, naval bases, had all been shielded from the economic chaos. 
The war machine had been protected while the civilian side of the nation's structures had been 
allowed to shut down.



Part 3: An Invitation to Dance

      When Fred announced our selection for the conference, he was convinced that the 
conference wouldn't play a major role in changing the world since the outcome was already 
predetermined as it always had been such cases in the past. The property rights of the 
oligarchy were to be protected by international law. That demand was already cast in stone. 
Fred felt that the only factor that we were allowed to determine was how that would be done. 
When Fred told me about his conviction before we were to leave, I told him that we were 
honor-bound to a dear love of mine, to Olive, a woman from Austria who was the real 
instigator of the conference. I told him we were honor-bound to turn the whole thing around 
and achieve something honorable for the advance of humanity and civilization.
      Fred just laughed. He answered that I was dreaming.
      I told him that I had a feeling that this could be done, that the UN structure had changed 
deep at its core. I had hoped that the UN had changed and become more human. Perhaps it 
had changed, if not outwardly, then inwardly. And if it hadn't, we would simply have to cause 
it to change. Of course none of us had the slightest idea how the great battle was to be fought, 
or how it should unfold. In fact, at the very beginning of the conference we played the role of 
innocent bystanders, the same role that we had played for the last decades since our success in 
Venice.
      Perhaps it was in the flow of honoring tradition that were booked into the Caracas Holiday 
Inn that still existed as a private US based enterprise. Moreover, this selection gave us a 
comfortable and secure feeling.
      "Nothing can go wrong," said Sylvia on the plane jokingly, that was taking us from our 
cold northern climate to the genial tropics. "No surprises, right?"
      Was she ever mistaken! Murphy's law was in control all the way. It had been in control 
from the moment we left. Whatever could go wrong had gone wrong. The Caracas project 
turned out to be an episode full of surprises.
      On our very first morning in Caracas, I woke to stream of noise at five o'clock in the 
morning, a terrible noise. That's when the shocking reality set in that we were facing the 
freeway. Our hotel room window was at pavement level. We had spent twenty-four hours 
traveling to get there. The Coast Guard was supposed to have given us a lift to Norfolk in time 
for a connecting Air Force transport to Key West. But the Coast Guard had been delayed. After 
countless phone calls Tony convinced the Navy to send a floatplane that belonged to a carrier 
group 300-miles off the coast of Florida. From there, after a five-hour wait, we finally made it 
to Miami. In Miami we were put on the twice a week VIASA flight to Caracas. And even this 
flight was delayed for four hours because of a needed repair for which no personnel had been 
on hand.
      As things were, we didn't get to Caracas until way after midnight. Then, not surprisingly, 
nobody could find our luggage for another whole hour. For a while it looked like our luggage 



had accidentally been routed back to New York. Eventually, someone found it in the 
designated area for the next day's processing. Fortunately a person from the conference staff 
was able to help us. The man's affectionate manner soothed more than a few frazzled nerves 
that day - an island of calm with a great generosity. Since we were on the last flight coming in, 
he offered us a ride to the hotel. The gesture took him two hours out of his way. He said it was 
his pleasure to help us since the last bus had already left.
      The road to the city is built into the side of a valley that cut deeply into the coastal 
mountain range. With the airport located at sea level and the city of Caracas being located at 
the high end of the valley, it took a forty-minute drive to get us to the hotel. The man said that 
the higher elevation would give us cooler air. He was right.
      We arrived at the end of a rainfall, in a modern city located between steeply rising slopes, 
between which the clouds form easily and get trapped there at night. The man of the 
conference staff told us that Caracas is strung out for many miles along the valley floor, like a 
sparkling jewel. None of that, of course, was apparent at the street level.

      The heat at the airport had quickly given way to the cool of the mountains on our way up 
to the city. We had passed through low clouds and patches of fog. By the time we reached the 
hotel the rain had stopped, the air was fresh and aromatic. The man even invited us to a beer. 
His name is Carlo, a well-dressed man in his thirties. Tony and I accepted his offer. The others 
did not. So, we chatted with him in the bar for nearly another hour until Tony fell asleep in his 
chair.
      I felt as tired when I finally got to bed, as if I hadn't slept for a month. The hotel had looked 
marvelous, then, my bed so inviting. Suddenly the noise started.
      It seemed to me that I had barely put my head down when I was roused by this noise to 
discover that our hotel room window was no more then twenty feet from the edge of the 
freeway pavement. Tony joked while he was still yawning, that we had the most sweeping 
view of rolling rubber that one could possibly hope for, all eight lanes deep.
      "Terrific!" grumbled Fred and tried to sleep again, which turned out be an impossible 
endeavor. It wasn't that we weren't tired enough. Apart from the noise, the place turned out to 
be rather uncomfortable. The six of us were cramped into a tiny double room suite. Fred, Ross, 
Heather, Tony and Sylvia had all come, and the hardest part was that the conference opened at 
noon. How could we participate in anything, in the shape we were in, or ever hope to 
accomplish anything that would shake the world? No one can imagine how agonizing it 
became that day just to stay awake for six hours listening to speeches.
      
      It took some fighting that night, pleading, bribing, hoping, and praying to get the six of us 
relocated to the top floor of the hotel, and as far away from the freeway as could be arranged. 
Fortunately this happened just in time before a part of the hotel was demolished by a terrorist 
blast in protest of the American participation at the conference. A bomb had gone off in the 
lobby below the very room that we had been in before. Thirty-five people were killed that day, 
thirty-three Venezuelans, a woman from India, and a boy from Columbia whose dad belonged 
to the FARC terrorist organization that claimed responsibility for the blast.
      Fred took the attack the hardest since we had evidently been the target. He was a nervous 



wreck for two days. Eventually he made a speech about it that shook the assembly. He 
presented hard evidence that he had gathered earlier, linking international terrorist activity 
with London and elsewhere. He spoke of organized networks financed from the West, 
operating out of centers in Syria, Iran, Libya, Italy, Cuba, Chile, Columbia, out of central Asia, 
out of the Caucuses, out of the Balkans, and he said that all of them had one thing in common, 
that their lines of communication converged at London. Their headquarters were all based in 
London. Their financing came through London. He emphasized again and again in his speech 
that London had been the world capital for organized terrorism. He charged that London had 
traditionally been creating wars through the bureaus of its institutions, and that this had 
evidently not changed.
      Actually, Fred didn't present anything new. He merely said out loud and clear what most 
of the delegates already knew. Many of the terrorist organizations had made no bones about 
their linkage to London, or to Moscow in earlier times. Many were even proud of the fact that 
they had the royal stamp of approval, whatever royalty they might have meant. Some had 
even advertised their London and Moscow affiliation, like the Italian Red Army, the West 
German Red Army, or the Japanese Red Army, etc. London, of course, has always defended its 
role in harboring terrorism, by telling the world that one man's terrorist is another man's 
freedom fighter. The officials said it was all a matter of perception. They should have added 
that the whole slew of terrorist organizations was financed out of essentially the same coffers, 
anyway.
      While Fred's accusations caused some uproar among the delegates, Fred insisted that the 
royals, or the fondi, or whoever they were, where in a position that made a lot of sense from 
their standpoint. Terrorism is the most efficient means of waging a low cost war that is rarely 
ever classified as a war. In most cases the weapons, the financial resources, and the logistics 
had been provided by the narcotics enterprises through the worldwide Weapons For Drugs 
exchange-networks. Fred said that terrorism also serves another goal. It helps to illustrate to 
the world's people the extreme vulnerability of their security. This strategy had gained the 
terrorists enormous political concessions in the past, even vast territorial concessions as in the 
case of Colombia.
      Fred suggested that terrorism was efficient because of its low casualty rate, compared to 
other types of combat. He told the assembly; "You must look at terrorism as a military 
operation, because that's what it is. It operates on the same level as many military operations 
that utilize terror as a strategy. The world's financial oligarchy is using terror as a tool for 
fighting its private wars in a bit to keep its empires in power. The wars, of course, are never 
declared. The terror which terrorism evokes is designed to be destructive to a people's morale; 
to a people's humanity; and to a people's loyalty to their nation. Terrorism softens the ground 
for the real wars that invariably follow."
      Fred warned that this would continue until somebody puts a stop to it. He also said that his 
warning was linked to the agenda of the conference that was to rubber stamp a legal 
foundation that was designed to perpetuate the rotten system.
      He then presented an item of the historic background of terrorism, the so-called 'New 
Yalta' deals that been arranged years earlier, which had been aimed even then at destroying 
the Palestinian state and dividing its territory up between Israel and Syria, and to split up Iraq 



and Iran. He also talked about the more recent strategies of the same two hundred-year-old 
games. He had brought a transcript along, of the tape from my meeting with "the spiritual 
advisor to the empire of the fondi," as he had put it. He even played sections of the tape over 
the audio system.
      "The main thrust is without question, aimed at breaking up Russia, Indonesia, and other so-
called empires," Fred read from his transcript paper. He explained that the phrase, other 
empires, referred to the world's largest nations, like Russia, China, India, Iran, Brazil, the USA, 
Canada, and so forth. He said the modern game plans had been centered on creating ethnic or 
religious isolation and division, or whatever other isolation can be created. Fred pointed put 
that the ultimate goal for staging division and terrorist demands, is the breakup of the nations, 
and the isolation of the fragments from each other and from the world. Fred said that this 
game had been far advanced and may continue to change the world in a vicious spiral of death.
      He read from the transcript again: "The current global political situation can only be 
likened to the movements of continental plates, in a geological sense. We are experiencing 
tectonic changes. We are now seeing the final denouement of the processes unleashed in 1914. 
It is a process of the break-up of huge empires. The fact is, Indonesia has no logic for existence. 
It is an empire that was formed in the process of combat against another empire. We are seeing 
the collapse of empires, like the Soviet Empire was, that were formed in fights against other 
empires."
      Fred put the transcript paper down. He said that the officially advertised goal of the still 
existing British Empire, is to break up the world into impotent little microstates to be ruled 
over by the British Empire itself, globally. Fred said that this had been the policy two hundred 
years ago, that it was restarted twelve years ago, and that he saw no reason to believe that this 
objective has changed. He pointed out that micro sized nations couldn't exist economically in 
the modern world where large economic infrastructures are required to support the 
populations. Thus the people of those microstates become invariably drawn back into slave 
labor colonization by which a large portion of them will simply die, silently, in the misery of 
artificially created starvation.
      "This is the goal," said Fred, "and here is how a leading member of the empire's elite 
explains it." He took his paper up again and continued to read from the transcript: "It is 
absolutely fundamental to British policy, to encourage the process of the 'break-up of empires.' 
British foreign policy, for the last 200 years, has been based on one central idea, the break-up of 
other empires. The idea of sowing divisions among the Arab states is axiomatic to the British 
Foreign Office. The Foreign Office is obsessed with breaking up the hold that Russia has on 
Central Asia. Look at the popularity of the books of Peter Hopkirk, such as the Great Game. 
There is a deep fascination with these matters in Britain. Regard any encroachment toward 
India or Turkey as antithetical to British interests."
      At this point Fred played from the tape itself, beginning at the point where Mr. Palmerston 
remarked with a chuckle: "Perfidious Albion is alive and kicking. The British Foreign Office 
has a certain agenda, which is continued divide and rule."
      The playing of the tape caused an uproar, but it also caused many of the delegates to start 
thinking about what terrorism is really all about.
      Near the end of Fred's presentation, a lady in the seat next me burst into tears. I could sense 



the pain that evidently came from a deep personal tragedy caused by terrorism. I leaned over 
and embraced her, which seemed to stem the flow of tears somewhat. "I know this type of 
pain," I said to her when her tears had stopped. "I am the person who met with the man of the 
fondi's empire. His arrogance had caused me immense pain. The pain had stayed with me to 
some degree for twelve years. I saw before me the multitude of people who would be falling 
victim to his empire's game of terrorism that has since been unleashed in order to divide and 
rule humanity. Even now, whenever I read about the terrible things that go on, the pain 
returns because I have not been able to stop them. This pain may never go away."
      I felt very close to the woman as we left the hall. It was a kinship based on the unity of 
struggles and agony, though I didn't even know her name.
      I told Fred afterwards that the speech fell far short of what it should have accomplished. I 
told him that everything considered, it was nothing more than a gripe session. "It was a string 
of complaints, even valid complaints, but you didn't offer any help to people that could 
transform their thinking to lift them to a higher plateau where they find themselves 
empowered to do something towards actually changing the world. You presented nothing in 
terms of a higher fundamental principle. You brought out your whipping boy and you flogged 
him in public."
      Fred was shocked, but agreed that it was so. He said that he merely wanted to bring into 
the open that the conference agenda was set up to be counterproductive. He wanted people to 
question the agenda, ruminate over it, turn it down in their own mind, and so prepare the 
stage for the next step, whatever that might be. Fred said that his goal was to prevent any 
serious discussion from breaking out in support of property rights. "Once you get trapped into 
focusing on emotional issues that are not supported by any fundamental principle, you 
become trapped into a loop that you can't get out of."
      In this regard he was right, I had to agree. In any case, Fred was by far the most talked 
about person at the conference after his speech; that is, until Tony took that honor from him. 
Except for this to happen, something else had to happen first, and remarkably, Antonovna 
who wasn't even present at the conference started that.
      
      I knew that Antonovna hadn't come. A gentleman from the Russian delegation, who still 
recognized me after all those years, gave me a letter from her right after the conference had 
opened.
      "Dear Peter," Anton wrote, "I think it is unwise for me to come to the conference at the 
present time. Please forgive me; you were probably looking forward to meeting me there. The 
subject I'm working on isn't fully developed yet. It is still too new for me to expound it in a 
lecture. It could be misinterpreted and then become counter productive.
      "Also, there is another problem, Pete. I have this question in my mind, of whether an 
institution like the UN can ever be a fit sponsor for a conference on peace and development. 
Until now, the UN has sponsored only death and destruction. The UN probably murdered 
many times more people than Adolf Hitler had murdered. It has done it in Bosnia, Iraq, and in 
many places in Africa and Central America. It has done it economically, as in the case of 
Russia, through the IMF, setting the stage for large-scale genocide. The UN policies have 
almost always protected the murderers, not the people who were desperate to find a way out. 



Also, can you remember the Cairo Conference on Population? It was a blatant attempt to 
impose population reduction on the world under the pain of severe sanctions should a nation 
not reduce its population to meet the set targets. Fortunately for humanity the US President 
had the wisdom and the courage to shut the whole madness down that came out of this UN 
conference. He said that the UN target should be seen as nothing more than a voluntary 
guideline that every nation should be free to take or leave, and that no sanctions should be 
imposed against human populations.
      "Peter, I must also consider the many other environmental movements the UN has 
sponsored, which have taken away, one by one, essential items from the support structures of 
humanity. The first to go were the PCBs, then DDT, then the CFCs. They have taken away the 
best in crop protection for purely political reasons, and the most efficient refrigerants for 
purely political reasons. Except when you do this, you take away food from people's plate. 
This is the stuff that the UN supports, Pete. How many people the UN has killed, then? Their 
number may be in the hundreds of millions. Be careful, Pete, the UN isn't an organization that 
wants peace and human development. You should sign out and leave Caracas.
      "I feel the answer to the problem of war is contained within the problem itself," she 
continued. "You can't fight it by picking away at a few of the symptoms. One has to go deeper. 
We should have the courage to face the reality of war as it exists now and let its naked image 
stare in our faces that it may reveal the answers we are looking for. But I don't think this will 
happen in Caracas. Most UN organized conferences are designed in such a manner that the 
assembly will be induced to approve a predetermined conclusion. The agendas are specifically 
designed to achieve that. So why should I come? I will not take part in a process that is 
designed to rubber-stamp someone's objective for humanity. I respect myself too much to 
allow myself to become an instrument in a destructive process that these veiled manipulations 
are designed to support. I am sorry for having to disappoint you. You may have been hoping 
that we would meet again after all those years. I would love nothing better, but this can't be. 
Not on this platform.
      "Also, Peter, I like to thank you for your help in mobilizing the world to come to our aid 
when we badly needed it, which resulted in food being donated to Russia at our most 
desperate hour, and to North Korea also. I saw your name mentioned on some of the 
manifests. We needed 12 million tones, as you know, but the people of the world gave us 14. 
Much of it came from China that can't afford giving such aid. I am deeply involved now; to 
assure that these needs will never arise again. The reality is that we have the capacity to help 
feed the world instead of being dependent on it. The UN and its financial policy arm, the 
International Monetary Fund, have created the dependence on aid that we now suffer. This is 
what I am concerned about these days.
      "I'm truly sorry, Pete, for not being there with you, (signed) Antonovna Valentina Lisitov."
      I showed the letter to Sylvia on the very day it arrived, in the evening when we were 
watching the sunset from the top of the golden faced office tower next to the civic center.
      She took the letter, read it, "Can I borrow this for a day?" she asked.
      What resulted from this on the next day was the first courageous act of involvement by 
someone who was beginning to recognize her potential to become a giant. She took the letter 
to the podium the next morning, before the first speaker for the day was called. She read the 



letter as it was.
      "I admire the woman who wrote this," she said at the end. "I admire her for her adherence 
to principle. The letter doesn't reveal anything that I didn't already know, but I came to this 
conference anyway, even knowing that the agenda is probably rigged to assure that 
predetermined conclusions will be reached. This woman, however, couldn't allow herself to 
play this kind of game, neither can I any longer. Still, I am here, and I will remain here. I am 
not going to go back home and hide in a closet. Instead, I am going to make certain that during 
this conference the face of UN will be an honorable one. In other words, there will be no 
predetermined agenda. We are here to explore, to discover, and to build on the discoveries of 
the day before. This means, we will have to make a new agenda each day, for that day. There 
is no point in us being here, is there, if the outcome is already established for us?" Then Sylvia 
took the published agenda that had been handed out to each participant on the first day. She 
took it in both hands and held it high, then ripped it up. She had pulled the sheet off for the 
current day, the rest she handed in pieces to the moderator of the panel. "I suggest you do the 
same," she said to him.
      With this done, she returned to the podium and brought out a statistical account that 
detailed the donated food which Anton had referred to. She said she had obtained the list 
though the UN's own information service. China topped the list by a long way. Other 
donations' were modest. "But the greatest and longest running empire on the planet, on which 
the sun never sets," Sylvia emphasized, "donated nothing. And the UN," Sylvia added, "where 
do we find the UN in this huge humanitarian crisis? The UN is tied for last place with the 
USA. Both have donated so little that it is shameful to mention the amount."
      She calmly folded her papers up, then left amidst a standing ovation.
      She handed the letter back to me. "You've got remarkable friends, Pete," she said.
      "Eh," I said, "and much more than that. I've got, you!" I stood up and hugged her.
      Since Sylvia had torn up the conference agenda, I decided to add to this trend. Quickly, 
before the applause subsided I made my way to the stage and up onto the speaker's platform.
      "The time has come to tear up also another agenda," I addressed the assembly. "The time 
has come to tear up the royal agenda for depopulating the world."
      I expected protests, but there were none. There was a great silence instead.
      "It is being said by the royals of this world that the Earth is over-populated," I said, "and 
that the human herd must be culled as cattle are culled to manage the size of the herd. Is there 
any truth to it?"
      I paused. "Well, the answer depends on from which standpoint one looks at the world. If 
one looks at the world from the standpoint of its development potential, and what is required 
to realize that potential, the world is vastly under-populated. Just look at Africa, for instance. 
This is a huge continent. It is an area so large that you can fit into its physical dimension all of 
China, the USA, and a half dozen other countries together, with room to spare. Compared to 
that, Africa's population amounts to but a small fraction of what could be put into its space, 
and what is needed to properly develop the continent. The reason why there is starvation in 
Africa is not because too many people are living there, but because the royals of this world 
have disallowed its development for centuries. Whenever progressive and development 
minded leaders emerged in Africa, death by assassination followed. Fortunately this doesn't 



change the potential of this land. The continent has the best climate in the world, and the 
world's richest water resources. In fact, the food producing potential of Africa is so great that 
this continent could feed the entire world all by itself."
      I told them that I had seen that potential with my own eyes on my five weeks long Africa-
tour of exploration.
      "Then, there is China," I said. "China has 25% of the world's people, but it has only 18% of 
the world's arable land. Still it supports itself and supplies food aid to other countries. In spite 
of all that, China's real potential is vastly greater than that. With its presently planned water 
diversion projects, China has the potential to transform the vast dry regions in the north of the 
country into a modern Garden of Eden. This covers an area greater than the size of Germany, 
without even including the Gobi dessert. Nor is this the only development potential that exists 
in the world. There are enough resources available elsewhere in the world to triple the world's 
food supply, and to go far beyond that.
      "Ultimately, we are not even dependent on the present methods of primitive outdoor 
agriculture. Much more can be achieved in indoor facilities that can be stacked up fifty stories 
high. The resources exist to do this. In other words, the world's food production potential is 
virtually infinite. Equally infinite are the world's material and energy resources that are 
required to develop our world to such an advanced level. Modern technologies in nuclear 
fission can give us access to an energy resource with supplies that won't be exhausted during 
the expected life span of our planet, estimated to be a few billion years in duration. Nor does 
this include those vastly greater energy resources that we will have if we begin to harvest the 
energy of nuclear fusion. As for materials for building infrastructures and industries, these 
exist in a near infinite quantity, too. The entire planet is made up to a large degree of metals 
that are locked up in the silicates of rocks. The technology for breaking the molecular bond, to 
reclaim the metals, is only a developmental step away.
      "And what about the world's living spaces? Is the world really getting too full in terms of 
its space for living? The answer is a resounding, no! A recent study shows that the entire 
population of the planet could be comfortably housed in the lower half of the state of Texas. 
Therefore one must ask the question again, why are the royals of the world harping this tune 
that the world is over-populated, and that humanity must be murdered back to a smaller size?
      "The answer is actually quite simple," I said. I took a zip of water. There was a pitcher and 
glasses provided on the podium. "The answer is that there is no room for a feudal empire in a 
rapidly developing world. Feudalism and development cannot coexist. For this reason, the 
royals of this world are committed to fight the process of human development with all means 
at their disposal. Right now, China is their worst enemy, and this not only because of this 
nation's development potential, but also because this nation has commitment itself to realize 
its potential. This is a commitment that can inspire all the nations of the world to do the same. 
For this reason China is being set up for annihilation by a nuclear war, and Russia is set up to 
be drawn into a conflict with the USA in order that both may unleash the fire in which China, 
Russia, and the USA can be eradicated.
      "In very real terms, mankind is in a life and death showdown that it cannot win unless it 
tears up the 'royal' agenda and takes control over its existence.
      "We have no choice but to create a human agenda, an agenda that is based on a 



commitment to each other, to enrich each other's life, to aid one-another's development, to 
respect one-another's autonomy. Unless this agenda is implemented, there won't be any life 
left on this planet except a type of life that exists in absolute poverty and in an environment of 
perpetual fear. This is what the royal agenda has in store for humanity. Indeed, this is what we 
see already being played out in Africa, to some degree, which has been the royals' playground 
for a long, long time. They are raping this continent. Their vast mining cartels simply take 
what they want, and if governments stand in their way, they bring in their mercenary armies 
and eradicate those governments; and if populations stand in the way of their commercial 
plans, they create a pretext to eradicate those populations in the same manner. Millions of 
people have been murdered in these processes, and many more millions will still be 
slaughtered if the process isn't halted.
      "Of course, our ripping up of the royals' agenda must also go hand in hand with a clear 
definition of the royals' crime, which must be defined as contempt of humanity. In their 
contemptuous way, the royals of this world are ironically right about the world being over-
populated. In a world that is being slowly destroyed, in which no economic and technological 
development is allowed, and existing infrastructures are being torn down, fewer and fewer 
resources remain to support the present world population. In this regression the threshold will 
inevitably be reached when too many people exist for the resources that are being produced. 
So, the royals are not lying in this regard. Indeed, their 'royal' agenda has no room for the 
world's people. It never had. This condition has not changed since the days when millions of 
people were starved to death by royal hands in Ireland, or since the days of the Poor Laws 
when people were slaved to death in work houses, just as they had been murdered again in 
modern times in the maliquadoras in Mexico or in the sweatshops all over the third world. 
Contempt for humanity must be declared a crime if humanity is to survive this war against its 
existence, because the criminality is the same that starves a child to death in the royal play 
grounds of the world, than that which sets the world on fire with nuclear war.
      "This means we must rip up that 'royal' agenda, because of the contempt of humanity that 
has created it, and replace that agenda with a human agenda that becomes a commitment to 
one-another to enrich one-another's existence, to aid the development of one-another's 
potential, and to honor one-another with an outflow of love. Nothing less will do. We must 
also make this commitment individually, to one-another, because we are all children of one 
common humanity. We must make a commitment to uphold our humanity, and start today, 
beginning in our private life, and this to the largest extent possible. We can do this. History 
tells us that far greater goals have been achieved than this."
      
      With my speech concluded. I didn't care about any applause, or the standing ovation that 
followed. I just left. I was totally satisfied that this speech, all by itself, had enriched the self-
respect of everyone present and had instilled a sense of compassion towards those who are 
suffering unspeakable tragedies because of mankind's lack of commitment to itself.
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face to create a new foundation for living when the 
coming Ice Age climate shuts down most of the world’s 
agriculture. The resumption of the Ice Age could happen 
possibly 100 to 150 years from now. It may take that long 
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Pedagogicals 
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editorial notes and research into Mary Baker Eddy's 
pedagogical structure for what she hinted may be termed 
Divine Science.
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