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mmmmoliolioliolilllldrdrdrdrbbbb====

At night you feel strange things stirring in the darkness. A sense 

of uncanny danger. The hope in peace-and-production is broken. The 

old flow ruptured. A still older flow has set in…to a savage 

polarity…away from the polarity of civilized Christian Europe. 

This, it seems to me, has already happened. And it is a happening 

of far more profound import than any actual event. It is the father of 

the next phase of events.  

 

D. H. Lawrence 

Letter from Germany 

(Reprinted in the New Statesman, London, 1924) 

 

 

“What do you think, Sergeant Major?” 

“Looks like a real goat-fuck, Chief. The bridge ain’t mined but anyone on it is in 

a crossfire from the buildings on either side. I say we bring up our armor and level 

them.” 

“Agree, but we’re ordered to avoid destruction of property. We can’t fire 

unless fired upon.” 

This was the Sergeant Major’s second war in twelve years on this very road. 

He grunted, spitting snuff perpetually carried between his cheek and gums. “Well 

why don’t we send the politicos who thought that one up across the bridge? Then 

we’ll see some firing,” he said, spitting again as the lieutenant snorted, scanning 

with binoculars. 

“That’s an outstanding tactical plan, Sergeant Major. Unfortunately those 

weenies won’t leave basecamp sixty miles behind us. Let’s get two fireteams with 

SAWs and M203s on either side of that bitch. Tell them to sight-in and remain in 

defilade, weapons-tight. The Recon team is supposed to be crossing over from that 

side in about ten minutes. I’m unsure what they’re wearing so no firing until pos-
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ID.”  

“Roger that, Chief.” The Sergeant Major raised his hand, flicking fingers 

forward. Two fireteams rose up, moving into the positions he had briefed them to 

occupy, straddling the bridge. The Sergeant Major was a combat veteran. It was his 

duty to tell the lieutenant this was a goat-fuck but knew it was now his goat-fuck 

and he wasn’t going to lose any of his men because of it so had planned 

accordingly on arrival. Twenty minutes later and the Special Operations team was 

still a no-show. He turned to his lieutenant, “Where the hell are they, Chief?” 

“I don’t know,” Lieutenant Paul Henry replied. “But I don’t like it. It’s too damn 

quiet over there. The ops team was inserted two days ago to secure the bridge and 

the Pentagon policy boys have assured the combat commands the Iraqis will 

surrender on our arrival. That’s why we’re restricted to engage or destroy 

property. The SecDef has awarded contracts to companies for the Iraqi 

reconstruction and the contractors want the infrastructure undamaged to avoid 

costs.” 

“Why don’t we send a couple of our hand-held drones over for a look-see?” 

“Wish I could, Sergeant Major but I was ordered to leave them home because 

they worked too well. The SecDef’s intel boys are trying to get Congress to fund 

more expensive systems only the Air Force can operate. It seems they don’t like 

the Army having a drone capability.” The Sergeant Major spit in response as Henry 

grunted. “Hold here and I’ll see what I can find out,” he said, easing off the knoll to 

his command Humvee. “Dirty-Three to Dirty-Actual.” 

“Go, Dirty-Three. This is Actual. Have you secured the bridge?” 

“Negative, Actual. No-joy on insertion team. No activity across bridge.” 

“You’re holding the parade up, Three. Get across the bridge and secure it.” 

“Request armor for a lead across. I’ve only scout vehicles up here.” 

“Negative, Three. Should be no opposition if insertion team hasn’t arrived.” 

The logic of that remark escaped him, but those were his orders. 

With his six Humvees deployed to engage their .50 calibers, Henry sent a 

squad over the bridge. Halfway across, windows flashed with machinegun fire. 

Three soldiers were down as the others dove for the deck hugging the stone wall. 

“Fire-Fire!” Henry heard himself scream over the Humvees’ .50 caliber 

machineguns now chopping chunks from the buildings across the river. 

He ran for his Humvee signaling two others to follow, dashing for the bridge 

with guns blazing. SSSuuuwhoosssee. By some miracle, the RPG ripped through the 

thin metal of the Humvee and right out the other side without exploding, but at a 

cost. Its passage ripped the gunner’s legs off below the knee, falling into Henry’s 

lap in bloody screams. KKKaaawammm. The rear Humvee engulfed his in a fireball, 

driving through it to cover his pinned downed troops. Henry stood up manning his 

top hatch gun, firing as two more Humvees raced across. The 40mm grenade 

launchers pummeled the buildings in smashing Kummpps as body parts flew from 

windows in dusty red spray. Iraqi 160mm mortars started dropping around the 
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bridge in deafening concussions. “Go-Gooo!” he screamed but his Humvee didn’t 

move. Ducking down, he saw the headless driver still grasping the wheel. He 

grabbed the still screaming legless man, pulling him out as another Humvee 

swooped in.  

The Sergeant Major, first out, was hit in the thigh but continued firing his M-

16, covering the others as they threw the wounded into the two Humvees. Henry 

raced forward to rally those already across as bullets zipped from every direction. 

A grenade blew the door of a house and the troops dove for cover. From narrow 

alleyways pick-up trucks descended, spilling men, women and children armed with 

AK-47s shooting in every direction. A young boy, untrained, was torn apart from 

the grenade he had held too long. The impact concussion from an RPG smashed 

into the mud wall house, blinding all, now deaf from the explosion.  

Rumbling mumbles, panicked shock. What happened! What…integrity to 

responsibility takes control, You’re alive! Lead or die! Black smoke suffocating, fire! 

Primal fear of burning now adding to the terror of blinding void, “Out of the 

building” Henry screams, “Out! Now!” Stumbling over a soldier, unsure if alive or 

dead, he drags her out as sight and hearing returns in the chaos of the roaring gun 

battle outside. 

Another pickup dives around the corner, loaded with burka clad women 

carrying AKs. Henry empties his pistol into them as his soldiers stumble out, firing 

in every direction. A pickup truck is torn apart, its thin metal no match for the .50 

calibers, ripping it to shreds as bodies disintegrate in fleshy chunks. A sudden 

impact shocks him before realizing he is on the ground, his shoulder numb.  

The round went into his upper vest where the Kevlar body armor is supposed 

to be, but the Army hadn’t bought enough so he had given his inserts to one of his 

troop. Crawling to a body, he grabbed the AK-47, firing as its recoil activates 

shoulder nerves, shocking his being in blinding pain. Still firing, he screams…. 

 

“Paul…Paul, wake up.” Paul Henry flashed awake, sweat stinging eyes in 

confusion of the unfamiliar room, the bed sheets clammy in his sweat and 

adrenaline washing from his body. His mind easing in the warm comfort of Leila 

Freyan’s ice-blue eyes, bringing him back to this world. The nightmare, he thought, 

only the nightmare. Freyan, grabbed a handful of tissues, mopping his brow. “Iraq 

again,” she asked soothingly. 

“Yeah,” he replied, swinging his legs to the floor. “Always.” 

“Do you want to talk about it?” He shook his head as he went to the 

bathroom. Turning on the light, the pristine cleanliness of the Four Seasons Hotel 

with its neatly folded towels and little bottles of toiletries seemed alien, as if he 

had arrived from another world. “If I’m going to be awake at 3:00 am at least let 

me know how I can help,” Freyan softly called.    

With a splash of cold water, he returned to the bed, pulling her to him cradled 

in his arm. “It’s not a pretty tale, Le.” They had been sharing her bed for the last 
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few days and this was the first time he had responded to her probe. She knew 

she’d have to step carefully if he was going to open up. She gently cupped his face, 

forcing him to look at her.  

“It never is,” Freyan replied. “Just know I’m here for you.” He pulled her 

closer. 

“I lost half my platoon on a mission I shouldn’t have been on, in a country we 

should never have entered, in a war that should never have been.” 

“It wasn’t your fault. The…” Freyan saw the cold snap of his head, eyes 

merciless. 

“You think that matters! They were my responsibility. I failed them…” he said, 

voice breaking, turning away. Freyan remained still, absorbing his outburst, 

waiting. “The SecDef boys were passing the same bogus intel to us on the ground 

they passed to the American people about WMD,” he began. “They told the 

ground forces the Iraqis would surrender when we arrived. They were passing that 

bullshit so that they could award contracts to the private sector for the nation 

building program and make billions carving up Iraq after the invasion. My unit was 

the first in and we were directed to the Highway 1 Bridge over the Euphrates at 

Nasiriyah to pickup a special-ops team that had been dropped in two days before. 

Supposedly they would be leading the Iraqi forces to surrender to us. When they 

didn’t show, we were ordered to cross.” 

“What happened to them?”  

“The military geniuses in the Pentagon gave us the wrong time. They tried 

running the war from the Pentagon instead of giving control to their field 

commanders. The military uses Greenwich Meridian Time, Zulu-time, for 

coordinating operations. They gave the Special Forces local time. We were three 

hours late. They waited until it got too hot then moved back out into the desert to 

wait for us to break through.” 

“So the Iraqis didn’t give up.” 

“The Iraqi senior officers were cutting deals with the Pentagon for afterwards. 

But the soldiers gave weapons to ignorant peasants, stripped off their uniforms 

and joined the Syrians.” 

“The Syrians? They were in Iraq?” 

“They were cadres funded by Iran. That’s who they called al Qaeda before 

they became ISIS. It’s all the same out there. The region is inundated with tribal 

warlords who’ve been fighting each other for the last 2,000 years. Religious 

fundamentalism is just the excuse, like the wars between the Protestants and 

Catholics in 15th Century Europe. Now the Iranian backed Shia factions in the 

predominantly Sunni Iraqi government we created work for the Iranians against 

the US as we pour billions into the pockets of corrupt Iraqi officials. No wonder the 

Iraqi Sunni and Kurds are fighting the central government.”  

“Is that why you left the Army?” Freyan asked. Henry snorted.  

“Not quite,” he said. “After the bridge, I was medevac’d to base camp. I was 
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standing next to the body bags of my troops coming in and a couple of contractors 

started asking me about the comm. When I told them the Pentagon hadn’t given 

us any way to contact the SOF team and we didn’t have the frequency spectrum, 

they started laughing and said ‘We’re sure to get the Defense Appropriations for 

our electronic network now. Congress can’t say no after this snafu.’ 

“You can’t be serious. What did you do?”        

“I gave one of them a concussion and the other a broken jaw. My commanding 

officer had to pull me off them. I’d have killed them if I hadn’t had an arm in a 

sling.” 

“Oh my God. What did they do?” 

“I was lucky Mary Nuwang was nearby. She got me out of there or they would 

have court-martialed me so…” 

“Mary was there? What was she doing in Iraq during the invasion?” Leila 

Freyan had been in Washington, DC for a month, assigned there from New York by 

her boss, James Vauner, CEO of the ‘Green Man Group’ investment bank. She had 

quickly learned that in Washington there was a world beyond the world she knew. 

It was a world her fellow Americans knew nothing about. A world the media and 

politicians pretend doesn’t exist. She caught Henry’s eye-shift, knowing she had 

reached a doorway to that secret world.   

“Uh, I guess she was on an inspection tour or something,” he replied. “She left 

the Pentagon after Iraq and Dave Hollis hired her right after she left.” Freyan knew 

he was hiding something and her probe had closed the door. “The Army brass 

covered the whole thing up but the contractors and the Pentagon boys blackballed 

my career,” he said. 

Freyan had been working with Nuwang for a month and knew there was more 

to the story, probing in another direction. “How long was Mary at the Pentagon?” 

“I don’t know. But she was the one who got me the staff job over in the 

House. She and Pam Dugent are real patriots, some of the last of their kind.” 

Freyan, a recognized math genius with three years on Wall Street knew deception 

when she heard it but realized Henry wasn’t going to say anything else so she let it 

slide, having learned that real keepers of secrets never say ‘I can’t talk about it,’ 

they just don’t talk. She probed in another direction. 

“Pam’s the sharpest lawyer I’ve ever worked with. She could make a mint on 

Wall Street.” 

“Not her deal, Le. Pam was the Counsel for the Senate Republicans for almost 

twenty years. Money isn’t what she’s about. Like I said, she’s a patriot.” 

“Oh here we go,” she said. “Now I’m going to get bullshit for working on Wall 

Street.” 

“It isn’t about where you work, Leila, it’s about who you are. It’s not how 

much money you make or your complexion, gender or who you sleep with. It’s all 

about how you live your life. Pam’s exactly where she should be, just like Mary and 

you are.”  
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“Well, I wish I could say that for most of the crowd running things down here 

in DC. Some of the people I’ve dealt with are the most dysfunctional arrogant 

blockheads I’ve ever met. No wonder the country is so screwed up.” Henry 

chuckled and drew her closer. 

“Most of the people you’ve dealt with or read about in the Congress or the 

Federal Departments are just petty egos with the money or connections to get into 

positions of power. They’re parasites who live off the patriots like Dugent and 

Nuwang. Trouble is that parasites don’t know what power is for and only want 

more regardless of the harm done to the government or the nation.” 

“Are they the Deep State everyone is always talking about?”  

“No. Most of them are nothing but paid lackeys of the Deep State.  If it wasn’t 

for them the real Deep State wouldn’t have any power in DC.” 

“So you’re telling me the Deep State isn’t just some whacked-out conspiracy 

theory?” 

“The conspiracy is that it’s called Deep, Leila,” he replied, suddenly tense. “It’s 

all out in the open and has been since 1996 when they got rid of the old guard in 

the Congress. Think about it. The President tells Americans we must invade Iraq 

because they have WMD and the Congress just shrugs when we learn it was a lie. 

The bankers borrow money from the Federal Reserve Bank at .01% interest rate 

then loans it back to the Government at 1.26%. Congress was paid off to repeal the 

Glass-Steagall regulations then allowed the banks to use depositor’s money to 

speculate until the whole thing collapsed in unregulated greed in ’08. Then the 

Congress bailed them out with taxpayer’s money, an action Congress was 

prohibited to do by the Constitution. They had no right to use our money that way. 

People talk about Russia hacking our elections while private companies are 

allowed to track our movement, purchases and the most intimate details of our 

families’ lives from school grades to health information and sell it to other private 

companies. Our defense costs are higher than the next five nations combined, yet 

wars in Afghanistan and Iraq have been ongoing over a decade. Then we’re told we 

must deploy more troops to Iraq as our Ambassador publicly states they lost over 

$15 billion dollars there and the Pentagon admits it can’t account for over $3 

trillion during Congressional testimony. The Senators nod and increase the Defense 

budget. The Congress passes the most unconstitutional legislation in our history, 

the Patriot Act and then creates The Department of Homeland Security’s spying 

apparatus which they immediately turn on Americans. What part of that seems 

fucking deep to you?” Henry caught himself, turning to Freyan calmly analyzing his 

premise without judgment. 

“Is the problem in our military or the bureaucracies?” 

“It’s the political process, Leila. It’s the ones in charge, lost in their drive for 

power and wealth. Our system is being used to siphon billions of taxpayers’ money 

which don’t add a sliver to national security. It’s not the Americans in our military. 

We have brilliant scientists working at places like NASA and the EPA. We have 
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analysts at the CIA and the FBI who have the information and expertise to provide 

viable solutions to any issue we face today, domestically or internationally. We’ve 

subject matter experts at the State and Treasury Departments who have studied 

the issues for decades. The issue to the problem is the politicians running the 

program. It’s the people in control and the politics of wealth and power.” 

Henry eased. “Sorry,” he said. “It just gets me that people are so gullible, 

worrying about gender-neutral toilets while Americans are dying all over the 

world, our debt is exceeding our GNP and our Republic is collapsing. They listen to 

the media telling them to focus on the war on Christmas or baking cakes for gay 

weddings as our Constitution, the most revolutionary political testament in history 

dissolves. We’re falling into the same tyrannical corruption that ruined every 

civilization before us, the rise of Empire. If Americans don’t wake up soon it will be 

too late.” 

“Seventy years is nigh at hand,” Freyan hushed. Henry turned, “What?” 

“Something Kirk wrote before he left. Do you know what it means?” Paul 

stilled, the comment evoking a message from an unexpected direction.  

“Maybe you should ask Dave Hollis. Danner is…uh…out there.”  

 “What do you mean?” she asked. She had her own concerns about Danner 

and Paul was being hesitant again. What is it about Kirk everyone is so…what, 

about? she thought. 

“Ever read any Goethe?” Henry asked. “Danner is…a force of nature.” 

“How long have you known him?” 

“I just met him with you last week, but that was enough. I’ve seen his type 

before but not in Washington, DC,” he said, then laughed. “They must have hated 

him when he was on the Hill.” 

“Why would they have hated him?” 

“Danner’s kind scares the shit out of bureaucrats and politicos because they 

fear what they can’t control and when Danner looks into your eyes, you only see 

what you are.” 

I don’t get it. I’ve worked with him for over a month. I never felt afraid of 

him.” 

“Of course not, Le. You know who you are and what you are doing. Most of 

the people in our upper echelons of business and politics got there on a lie; 

daddy’s connections, kissing ass and political treachery along the way. In the 

politically correct world of today, merit and hard work no longer matter. It’s all 

about political manipulation or inherited wealth. Our nation is in the same 

decaying cycle of civilizations you read about in 18th Century France.” 

“Thank you for the history lesson, but the subject was Danner,” she replied 

smiling. 

“That’s what I’m talking about,” he said smiling back. “The politicos fear him 

because they know either consciously or unconsciously he sees right through 

them. They try to dominate him and quickly learn they can’t, so they work to 
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destroy him before the lie of their life is exposed. But that’s when they really get 

scared because they realize his secret.” 

“What secret?” 

“Those like Danner don’t care about their psychoses or lies. They’re focused 

on their mission. In his world, they don’t matter because they are nothing but 

parasites who survive by the political manipulation of the true creators in business 

or politics. To Danner, they are irrelevant and that exposure is their greatest fear.” 

“I know the feeling,” she hushed. “I never care about their games.” She hadn’t 

even realized her slip. Henry pulled her to him, kissing her. 

“I’m sure you don’t. Your kind never does.” She smiled in realization, kissing 

him back. 

“What happened to him on the Hill?”  

 “Before my time but Pam worked on the Hill with him. They go back a long 

way.” 

“Pam and Vanessa in the Hollis office are the only ones who aren’t nervous 

about him.” 

“Like I said, your kind never is.” She smiled taking the comment in the way it 

was meant. 

“So are you frightened of me?” 

“Terrified,” he said smiling. “What the hell happened to Kirk over there at 

Barnold?”  

“Talk about whacked. One minute he was fine, listening to those assholes 

trying to bribe us to walk from Senator Jackson’s Financial Reform Bill and 

suddenly Kirk just collapses, knocked out cold. It was like he was electrocuted or 

something. He only woke up night before last.” 

“What happened?” Henry repeated. Freyan saw his instant focus confirming 

another lesson learned in Washington; no information is inconsequential and every 

question has a reason. But now it was Freyan’s turn to dance. She had her own 

secrets to conceal.    

“James Vauner had him flown to Bavaria to see some specialist. He left 

yesterday morning.”  

“Bavaria? Why Bavaria?” 

“I don’t know. The GMG majority shareholders live there, that’s all I know 

about the place. I saw him before he left. He…seems recovered.” He caught the 

message she hadn’t meant to pass. 

“Seems recovered? What’s wrong?” 

“Oh, uh, nothing…nothing. Still in a lot of pain I guess.” Henry confirmed she 

was a novice at keeping secrets but respected her too much to push it, probing in 

another direction. 

“Well those assholes over at Barnold International Lobbyists are the poster-

children for everything wrong in this city. Big money, big corruption. Nobody 

knows who or what they represent but I wouldn’t put anything past those guys.” 



COPYRIGHTED MATERIAL 

 

ix 

COPYRIGHTED MATERIAL 

 

 

“That seems to be the opinion of everybody over at the Hollis Company.” 

“Dave Hollis has been fighting assholes like those guys at Barnold since the 

Eisenhower Administration. He’s a legend in the National Security Community. 

He’s the one who rescued Pam and Mary when the politicos threw them out.” 

“Why did they get thrown out of politics, they’re some of the most ethical, 

smartest people I’ve ever worked around?” 

“That’s why. Empires don’t want integrity around because it gets in the way.” 

“Gets in the way of what?” She felt his slight shudder as he tensed. 

“What’s coming,” he whispered, catching himself. “So Vauner and GMG are 

still supporting Jackson’s financial reform legislation? I’m glad. She’ll need every bit 

of help she can get. There’s some powerful voodoo against her.” 

“That’s why I’m still here,” she replied. “But, what’s coming, Paul?” He tensed, 

readying another evasion but suddenly eased, wanting to share his emotional 

turmoil. 

“I…I don’t know, Le. That’s the issue but I can feel it in the air. Something has 

gone terribly wrong in our country. And it’s…its coming. The system is broken and 

the President, the Democrats or the Republicans can’t fix it. We’re reaching the 

point of critical mass. I’ve been feeling it since Governor Martel was attacked and 

DHS put him into protective custody, right after he had publicly supported Senator 

Jackson’s banking reforms for the Midwest states.”  

“But wasn’t that a terrorist incident? I thought the DHS took him under 

protective custody under their authorities mandated by the Patriot Act?” He 

looked away shaking his head, the message passed clearly. A door to that world 

beyond her world opened in revelation. Henry continued, the door slowly opening 

wider.    

“Senator Jackson lost her Chair on the Finance Committee because she was 

fighting for needed reforms and when she wouldn’t back down her own party 

attacked her with that lawsuit.” 

“I thought that was the ‘Christian Decency Society’ attacking her chief of staff, 

Cliff Tolmes for being gay?” 

“Only Senator Meadit, the majority leader, could have allowed it to happen.” 

“Well that CDS lawsuit got thrown out of court. Dave Hollis brought in a 

former judge who quashed it. How can that stop Jackson’s reforms for the financial 

sector?” 

“That’s what I’m talking about. Americans are focused on scandals not the 

issues. It will suck all the air out of what Jackson is trying to do and hurt her 

reelection chances in 2014. You outside the beltway people have no idea how the 

system works. It doesn’t matter what party is in control. I feel like we’re arranging 

the deckchairs on the Titanic. Its…coming, Le.” 

“What?!” 

“We’re watching the twilight of our Republic and the rise of the imperial 

empire.” 
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It wasn’t so much the words, as his tone. His raw emotions triggering a 

frightening revelation in Freyan. But she hid it, knowing he needed reassurance 

and now was not the time. “You certainly know how to wake a person up in the 

morning,” she said smiling. Henry eased back down on to the bed now back in 

emotional control. 

“Sorry, it just…comes rushing up. I better go. I’ve got to be at work early this 

morning.” Henry jumped up and started dressing. “You know, you could stay at my 

place.” 

“Uh, I don’t know. I like the room service here.” 

“Hey, I’m not trying to hem you in or get you to commit. I’m just saying…” 

“I know. It just a little too early for the….” 

“Domestic scene?” Freyan smiled, shrugging. Henry reached out and kissed 

her. “Okay I get it but you know the trains run to New York every day, so you might 

find it hard to get rid of me after you’ve had your way with me and return to the 

big city.” 

She kissed him. “I’m unsure if that’s a promise or a threat. Either way, you 

best be careful cuz’ I might hold you to it.” They both laughed and he was gone. 

It took her a moment to adjust to the silence of both the room and her mind, 

going to the window overlooking Rock Creek Park, the coming dawn casting dark 

shadows on the forested hill, challenging brain to make sense of the void her eyes 

perceived. Nothing is as it seems in DC, Freyan thought. 

Like most Americans, Freyan usually ignored the bickering of Washington, DC. 

The political dysfunction and arrogant stupidities that media focuses on never 

seemed to have relevance to their daily lives or their world. But since coming here, 

Freyan had become aware of a world beyond the world Americans were taught 

was their reality. It was a treacherous, dangerous place, holding immense power. A 

power so immense it could change human destiny for good or, she shuddered, evil. 

Evil not in a religious or moral sense, as such terms were meaningless in that 

world, but in…what, she thought. 

After three years on Wall Street, she knew about power. But the power in this 

secret world was far beyond arrogant greed or accumulating wealth which most 

Americans considered the be-all of their reality. The power in this secret world was 

so great it could destroy everything she had ever known. The frightening revelation 

that had whispered as she listened to Henry returned, Life against the anti-life.   

Freyan realized this secret world was in a death struggle for the forces of 

evolution against the forces of tyranny, the rise of empire–Life against anti-life. 

What else made sense? The bickering and partisan divides were a sham to keep 

the masses blind to the real struggle. But if that was true, who was on which side? 

Paul’s litany of the last twenty years of American political history replayed in her 

mind as she analyzed the premise. 

Both Parties were equally guilty. A Democratic Administration had repealed 

Glass-Steagall and a Republican Administration allowed the banks to collapse the 
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economy and then a Democratic Congress bailed them out. Both Parties had 

allowed the war in Iraq knowing the lie of WMD. Both parties had voted for the 

Patriot Act and now both parties were allowing it to destroy the Constitution. Both 

parties declared they would end the elite’s pillaging of the American system, yet 

the corporations only became richer while the rate of poverty for Americans kept 

accelerating. The past three Presidents had said they would curtail the endless 

wars and ‘Foreign entanglements’ yet once in power, intervened in Africa, Asia, the 

Balkans and the Mideast; just as the current Democratic Administration promised 

to end the wars in Iraq and Afghanistan only to increase troops in both places once 

elected. It’s not about party, she realized, it’s about individuals. It’s not about 

systems, it’s about integrity! 

Her view of the dark void changed in the dawning light, the trees becoming 

distinct. It’s about individuals, she thought. James Vauner, an American of 

Jamaican descent was a Republican CEO of a Wall Street bank and he was 

supporting Democratic Senator Andrea Jackson’s financial reforms against Wall 

Street interests. Pam Dugent a black woman from the inner city and Mary Nuwang, 

a white daughter of a cop, both Republicans, were fighting the corporate 

corruption with Dave Hollis, an 80-year old charter member of the so-called 

military-industrial complex for over fifty years. It’s not about politics, complexion or 

party affiliation! It’s about evolving the system. Paul’s right, Freyan analyzed, 

Americans must awaken. Something is wrong and…and only those aware of the 

realities of this world can confront it.  

Thesis, antithesis and synthesis, the ancient path of logic which for those like 

Freyan, trained in math, comes naturally–Collate, analyze and solve. In the still of 

that moment her decision was made. The fight is now and the time has come. Leila 

Freyan was on her own mission now. 

And she knew she had powerful allies. She trusted Paul Henry and might even, 

she smiled, be falling in love with him. Those around her like Vauner, Hollis, 

Dugent and Nuwang were patriots, allied with a vast network of other patriots. 

Patriots who moved in the world beyond the world she knew with the integrity and 

experience to confront whatever it was they were…. A whisper from the abyss 

stilled her, Between heaven and hell, there are worlds, unimaginable. 

She had heard Dave Hollis say it often, usually in a half-jest, but now the 

ancient saying had surfaced in her mind with another insight: Worlds 

unimaginable. Could there be something else? Could there be something more 

than the greed of primitive egos driving the world back into empire for the old 

delusions of wealth and power? Was evolution a product of civilization or…a force 

of nature? Her thought flashed with a razor’s edge, Danner!  

The twenty-seven year old Freyan had been working with Danner, fifty-eight, 

for weeks now. She had been attracted to him from the first, not so much in a 

sexual sense or in some father-figure bullshit but in…what? she thought, 

remembering Paul’s description of him–‘When Danner looks into your eyes, you 
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only see what you are.’ That’s what it was! He had never acted any other way 

toward her but as an equal, without the politically correct hypocrisy of gender 

equality. Danner didn’t care about your gender, political persuasion, philosophy or 

lifestyle. He didn’t care if you agreed with him or not. He readily acquiesced if you 

proved him wrong and respected only one thing in any person he met–Integrity. 

Was a force of nature moral, she thought? No, but it is precise, she answered 

herself smiling, now understanding Paul’s comment about why politicians and 

bureaucrats hated him. 

But Freyan knew Danner had changed after his collapse at the Barnold office, 

remembering their meeting before he left for Bavaria. His eyes, she remembered, 

Relentless–Merciless. She wondered if it was always there or something inside him 

had snapped. And the notes he had passed to her had been even more shocking. 

He had created a stand-alone company which would siphon billions of dollars from 

the GMG plan to stop the coming financial collapse someone was planning. 

Correction, she thought, it wasn’t GMG’s plan. Danner had created the plan for 

GMG. 

Has he gone insane? Why had he told her? What was he planning? Could he 

be trusted with that much power? Could anyone? The unknown variables cascaded 

in a torrent of concern and frustration as she felt a strange compulsion, going to 

her briefcase and pulling the notes Danner had left her, reading the last page: 

Leila, 

Our accidental empire started in 1945.  

Eisenhower warned us in 1960. 

Our brothers have been killed.   

Seventy years is nigh at hand. 

Burn the myths! I don’t ask you to trust me. 

I ask only that you trust yourself.  

“Worlds, unimaginable,” Freyan hushed to herself as her ancient teacher, 

networked into the DNA archives of over 200 million years of evolution, whispered 

from the depths. Worlds–Unimaginable. Roll with it, child. Roll with it. The sudden 

burst of strident ringing made her jump as she reached for the phone, “Hello.” 

“Hey girlfriend. Best throw that boy out of the room. Mary and I will be over to 

pick you up in about a half-hour. There’s been a change in plans.” Freyan smiled. 

“What’s up, Pammy?’ 

“Your boys from London arrived at Dulles about an hour ago. They’re goin’ to 

Dave’s farm in Fredericksburg. He stayed the weekend there with that bunch from 

LA who got in yesterday.” 

“I’ll meet you in the lobby.” 

“Talk to you soon, Le.” Freyan pressed the room service button, instantly 

answered. 

“I’d like a small bowl of cashew nuts, two apples and a coffee, black, please.” 

“On the way ma’am.” 
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