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7KHhumid air barely moved, providing no relief from the K.L. heat, leaving Mica Brant sticky with
perspiration, wilting, wishing she was on the Oregon coast, or even in Spokane, where she grew up,
DQywhere but here, anywhere but Malaysia in the summer of 1997. 'So you wanted to see the world,'
she told herself as she made her way to the hotel entrance, 'but you forgot to take climate into account.'
The massive structure of the Hotel Equatorial only added to the sense of being smothered. 'Well, at
least it will be cool inside. Thank God for air conditioning.' Mica also realized that the moment she
stepped through the glass doors, the perspiration soaking her white blouse was going to turn to ice.
The moment she thought this, her priorities changed: nothing was more vital than a warm bath. This
thought made her smile. She was still smiling after entering the lobby and did not notice that she was
being followed.The man in the blue shirt moved casually, watched her through the plate glass, spokH
into a cell phone, then went through the revolving doors. Although she had not noticed the man in the
blue shirt, it didn't matter. Mica assumed she was being watched, all the time. She had a healthy level
of paranoia, given her vocation, and consequently she surprised her pursuer by taking the stairs instead
of the elevator. The man in the blue shirt realized immediately that if he followed her into the stairwell
he would be heard immediately. He got back on his cell phone. And, while he was busy explaining,
she was running up eight flights of stairs to her floor. Since this was customary, she was in very good
physical condition, and had little need for gyms. It had left many a pursuer frustrated. It also made the
bath all the more enjoyable. And later that evening, when she met her newly acquired asset in a small
out of the way restaurant in a section of K.L. not frequented by foreigners, she would do so both
thoroughly refreshed and just as stealthily, because it would have been difficult for the man in the
blue shirt or his compatriots to recognize the veiled figure accompanied by "her husband" (or, more
accurately, a man who had been hired to play her husband for this one night) who left the hotel in a
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more conventional fashion, having emerged from the elevator and met at the door by a suitably attired and
deferential driver. The man in the blue shirt hardly noticed and did not even pick up his cell phone.
Mica, on the other hand, did pick up her cell phone after the meeting. She spoke to Bernie Stifel via an
encrypted line.%HUQLH6WLIHOKDGJDLQHGKLVRZQQLFKHZLWKLQWKHC.I.A+HZDVDVRUWRIORUG
ZLWKLQWKHIHXGDOOLNHKLHUDUFK\RIWKH$JHQF\EDUHO\DQVZHUDEOHWRWKHRIILFLDORYHUORUGVDQGQRWHYHQ
RSHUDWLQJRXWRI/DQJOH\DVZDVWKHFXVWRP7KHOHJHQGKDGLWWKDW%HUQLHKDGKLVRZQLQWHOOLJHQFH
QHWZRUNDQGKDGJDWKHUHGLQWHORQNH\JRYHUQPHQWRIILFLDOVPDNLQJKLPLQYXOQHUDEOH%XWWKLVZDVMXVW
OHJHQGQRWKDUGIDFWDQGQRRQHVDLGLWLQPL[HGFRPSDQ\0LFDGLGQRWFDUHRQHZD\RUWKHRWKHU6KH
ORRNHGXSWR%HUQLH+HZDVKHUPHQWRU$QGKHVHHPHGWRWUXVWKHUDWOHDVWDVPXFKDV%HUQLHWUXVWHG
DQ\ERG\It therefore did not surprise Bernie to hear that Mica had successfully recruited a top member of
WKHruling party of Malaysia to cooperate with the Agency, including providing critical humint on top
party and government officials and the relationships some of these officials had forged with Islamist
groups outside of Malaysia, particularly in the Persian Gulf and North Africa. Malaysia was a key nexus
between the rapidly rising economies of Asia and resource rich nations of the Middle East and North
Africa.Bernie was keen to acquire QHZDVVHWVLQWKHJOREDOHFRQRPLFZDUDVLOHQWZDUWKDWKDGHVFDODWHG
the mRPHQWWKH6RYLHW8QLRQFROODSVHGDQGWKHODVWEDUULHUVWR$PHULFDQKHJHPRQLFSRZHUKDG
become rubble and fallen statues. Bernie considered Mica Brant tREHRQHRIKLVWRSZDUULRUV
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Prologue II
:KHQ0RQDZDVWKLUWHHQLQWKHPLGGOHRIWKHQLJKWKHUVWHSPRWKHU,]PHHQZRNHKHUDQGPDGHKHU
ZDWFKDVVKHYLROHQWO\WRUHXSWKHSDJHVRI0RQD VMRXUQDOV7KLVLVJDUEDJH,WLVQRWILWIRUDODG\WR
ZULWHVXFKJDUEDJH$IWHUZDUGVKHUPRWKHUEHDWKHU7KHSDLQRIWKHEHDWLQJZDVDQWLFOLPDWLF
2QHSRHPVXUYLYHGWKDWQLJKW
Dream Forgotten
by Mona binte Mohamed
the night is here the pane is black
the dream I dreamed will not come back
even if my head explodes
and all the stuff comes out
I am awake now I am awake
Yet why can I not make
my dream again
i do not exist i do not exist
in the suffocation of this room
in midnight
in no light
i do not exist

0RQDZDVQRWWKLUWHHQDQ\PRUH6KHZDONHGWKURXJKWKHFRUULGRUVRIWKH0LQLVWU\RI)LQDQFHWRKHUWLQ\
RIILFHZKHUHWKH Windows ORJRGDQFHGRQKHUFRPSXWHUVFUHHQ2WKHUSHRSOHGDUWHGDERXWLQWKH
FRUULGRUGLVDSSHDULQJLQWR WKHLURZQFDYHVRUPRYLQJIXUWKHUGRZQWKHWXQQHO1RLVH9RLFHV7KHKXP
RIPDFKLQHVWKHDLUFRQGLWLRQLQJ%XWWKLVZDVUHODWLYHO\TXLHWFRPSDUHGWRRXWVLGHWKHEXLOGLQJ.XDOD
/XPSXUZDVDQRLV\FLW\LWWHHPHGZLWKLQWHUQDOFRPEXVWLRQHQJLQHVDQGWKHPXVLFRIKXPDQYRLFHV
VRPHWLPHVVSHDNLQJ7DPLORU(QJOLVKRU0DQGDULQRU&DQWRQHVHRU3DQMDELEXWPRVWO\LQ%DKDVD0RQD
IHOWEOHVVHGWREH0DOD\VLDQWROLYHLQDVRFLHW\ZLWKVXFKULFKDQGLQWHUWZLQHGFXOWXUDOKLVWRULHV6RPH
PLJKWVD\LWZDVHDV\IRU0RQDWRIHHOWKLVZD\JLYHQKHUSULYLOHJHGSRVLWLRQDVGDXJKWHURIWKHFKDLUPDQ
RIWKHSRZHUIXOUXOLQJSDUW\DQGVSHHFKZULWHUWRWKH0LQLVWHURI)LQDQFH$OL-DPDOZKRZDVYLHZHGDV
KHLUDSSDUHQWWRWKHSULPHPLQLVWHU%XWORWVRI0DOD\VLDQVIDU OHVVSULYLOHJHGIHOWWKHVDPHQDWLRQDOLVW
SULGHWHVWLPRQ\WRWKHVXFFHVVRIWKHUXOLQJSDUW\DQGSDUWLFXODUO\RIWKHYLVLRQRI3ULPH0LQLVWHU$NLO
$EGXOODKWKHIRUPHUFROOHJHHFRQRPLFVSURIHVVRUZKRKDGEHHQERUQLQ%ULWLVKUXOHG0DOD\D
0RQDZDVRIPRGHVWKHLJKWOLNHKHUIDWKHU ZKRVHSROLWLFDOVWDWXUHPRUHWKDQPDGHXSIRUKDYLQJWRORRN
XSWRWKHSULPHPLQLVWHUDQGPDQ\RWKHURIKLVSROLWLFDOFRKRUWV 0RQDZDVDOVRKRZGR,SXWLWDELW
FKXEE\,GRQ WOLNHWKDWZRUGEXWVKHKDVXVHGLWDVDVHOIGHVFULSWLYHRQPRUHWKDQRQHRFFDVLRQVR
WKHUHLWLV0RQDWRRNDORWRISULGHLQKHUKDLUZKLFKZDVODFTXHUEODFNDQGYHOYHWVPRRWK6KHHYHQ
LPSRUWHGDIDYRULWHFRQGLWLRQHUIURP-DSDQ6KHFRXOGWDNHDOOVRUWVRIVSHQGLQJOLEHUWLHVJLYHQWKDWVKH
DOZD\VNQHZVKHFRXOGUHO\RQKHUIDWKHULIQHHGEH(YHQZKHQVKHKDGZRUNHGDW0RUJDQ6WDQOH\KHU
IDWKHUKDGFRQWLQXHGVHQGLQJKHUPRQH\6KHQHYHUWXUQHGLWDZD\RULQGLFDWHGDODFNRIQHHGIRULW
HLWKHU$QGGHVSLWHWKHVHIDYRUDEOHFRQGLWLRQV VKHKDGYLUWXDOO\QRVDYLQJVRQO\DYHU\ODUJHFROOHFWLRQ
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RIWKLQJVSXUFKDVHGIURPDURXQGWKHZRUOGSDUWLFXODUO\IURPWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVGXULQJKHU\HDUVDW0RXQW
+RO\RNH&ROOHJHZKHUHVKHKDGJUDGXDWHGZLWKDQHFRQRPLFVGHJUHHDQGWKHNHUQHORIDVWLOOGRUPDQW
GLVOLNHSHUKDSVHYHQKDWUHGIRUZKDWVKHZRXOGHYHQWXDOO\VHHDV$PHULFDQDUURJDQFHDQGGHFHLW
3HUKDSVIDUPRUHSUREOHPDWLFZDV0RQD VRFFDVLRQDOSDUWLFLSDWLRQLQDUDGLFDO,VODPLVWGLVFXVVLRQIRUXP
RYHUWKH1HWZKHUHRSHQO\KRVWLOHFRPPHQWVZHUHRIWHQPDGHUHJDUGLQJWKH0DOD\VLDQJRYHUQPHQW
ZKLFKVRPHRIWKHDQRQ\PRXVDXWKRUVFODLPHGZDVFRPSULVHGRIDJHQWVRI$PHULFDQLPSHULDOLVP
If I ever get caught, I'll be fired for certain. 0D\EHVKHZDVEHLQJQDLYH
:KDWKDSSHQVWRDPRWKOHIWLQWKHSUHVHQFHRIDIODPLQJFDQGOHDWQLJKW"
(YHU\WKLQJWKDWKDSSHQVLVVLJQLILFDQW(YHU\DFWFKDQJHVWKHZRUOG:KHQVKHZDVHOHYHQ\HDUVROG
0RQDZDVDEXVHGE\,]PHHQ VROGHUEURWKHU ,PXVWDSRORJL]HIRUQRWEHLQJDEOHWRVSHDNRIWKHVSHFLILFV
RIWKHDEXVHEXWVXIILFHLWWRVD\WKDWLWFKDQJHG0RQDDQGE\GRLQJVRFKDQJHGKHULQWHUDFWLRQVZLWK
RWKHUV7KHVHFKDQJHVFKDQJHGWKHZRUOGDOORIKLVWRU\IURPWKDWPRPHQWRQZDUG7KHVDPHFDQEHVDLG
IRUWKHZD\WKHDFWFKDQJHGWKHXQFOHLQFOXGLQJUHVKDSLQJWKHPRPHQWRIKLVGHDWK,QRWKHUZRUGVWKH
XQLYHUVHZHLQKDELWLV overdetermined0RQDGLGQRWUHFRJQL]HKHURYHUGHWHUPLQDWLRQXQWLOLWZDVDOPRVW
WRRODWHWRFKDQJHFRXUVH2QFHVKHZDVDZDUHVKHWRRNGHFLVLYHDFWLRQDQGOLNHVRPDQ\RWKHUVZKR
ZHUHVLPLODUO\DQRQ\PRXVLQWKHKLVWRU\WH[WVVKHZRXOGLPSDFWWKHOLYHVRIHYHU\KRPRVDSLHQ6KH
ZRXOGDOWHUWKHFXUUHQWRIKLVWRU\1HYHUPLQGWKDWWKHDFWLRQVVKHWRRNDQGWKHFRPSOH[UHDVRQVIRUWKH
WDNLQJRIWKHVHDFWLRQVZHUHFRPSOHWHO\XWWHUO\DWRGGVDFRQQHFWLRQWKDWZDVDWEHVWDEVXUG
,QGHHG0RQD VDFWLRQVVSDUNHGE\FKLOGKRRGWUDXPDVDQGEUDLQFKHPLVWU\SDUWO\UHVKDSHGE\WKHVH
WUDXPDVDQGGULYHQE\FORXGHGMXGJPHQWVDERXWZKRZDVWREODPHIRUWKHSDLQZRXOGEHYHU\FRVWO\
DQGVHQGVKRFNZDYHVDURXQGWKHJOREHDQGLQWRWKH KDOOZD\VRISRZHURIWKHZRUOG VORQHVXSHUSRZHU
On the other side of the planet, recently returned from Mona's Malaysia, 0LFD%UDQWVSHGGRZQWKH
George Washington Parkway, darting the ancient Toyota celica in and out of ODQHVOLNHDVWXQWZRPDQ
in an action movie. She made it to CIA headquarters without killing anyone or JHWWLQJDQRWKHUWLFNHW
She had been warned by Bernie Stifel to avoid getting any more tickets. "What SDUWRIORZSURILOHGRQ W
you understand, Mica?" He had asked her. But she just didn't know any other ZD\WRGULYHDFDU
7KHGLUHFWRULVRXUOLQNWRWKHSUHVLGHQW&,$GHSXW\GLUHFWRU*LOER\VDLG+HKDVPDGHLWFOHDUWKDW
WKH&KLQHVH6HFUHW,QWHOOLJHQFH6HUYLFHPXVWEHWUHDWHGDVRXUSULPDU\DGYHUVDU\IURPKHUHRQ
'RHVWKLVPHDQDQHZ&ROG:DUKDVEHHQGHFODUHG"0LFDDVNHG
*LOER\VPLOHG7KH&ROG:DULVMXVWDVWDWHRIPLQG0LFD,WQHYHUVWDUWHGDQGQHYHUHQGHG
%HUQLH6WLIHOZDVQRWVPLOLQJ',KDVFRQFOXGHGWKDWWKH3HUVLDQ*XOIDQG6RXWK(DVW$VLDDUHNH\
EDWWOHJURXQGVZLWKWKH&KLQHVH7KDWSXWVXV RQWKHIURQWOLQH0LFD+HKDQGHGKHUDWKLFNGRVVLHU
0LFDVWDUHGDWWKHDJHQF\VHDORQWKHFRYHUWKHQRSHQHGLW6KHVWDUWHGUHDGLQJDQGTXLFNO\UHDOL]HGWKH
LPSOLFDWLRQV Holy Mother of Jesus! :KHQVKHORRNHGXS%HUQLHZLQNHG
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&+$37(521(0HWDPRUSKRVLV

6SULQJ,The Era of Clinton
+Hwatched the professor come out of the building. Thompson Hall. University of Massachusetts, in the
town of Amherst, named after Lord Jeffrey Amherst, who was known for having ordered small pox
infected blankets given to the natives, as a way of ridding the Valley of the only obstacle to colonization.
This bit of history made him feel at home here, even if he was just visiting, a tourist, so to speak. He felt
Amherst had a past with special meaning, a noteworthy role in taming a continent for the superior race
and setting an example which he had spent his life following, even if he had previously been unaware of
Lord JeffreyIt was fitting that he was here for this heathen professor.He smiled. 6RRQWKHVLQIXOKRUGHV
who hDGIDLOHGWRHPEUDFHRXU/RUG-HVXVZRXOGEXUQLQ+HOO7KLVWKRXJKWJDYH&OD\WRQVRPHGHJUHHRI
FRPIRUWDQGpurpose in life. He watched the professor emerge from the elevator, then followed him.
The professor was unusually tall and walked slightly stooped, obviously trying to compensate for being too
tall for normal doorways or easy conversation with the little people. It made him look weak and awkward,
this ridiculous attempt to fit in. He should celebrate his superiority, his God-given superiority. But he was
a professor, a member of an academic FRPPXQLW\where multiculturalism and moral relativism had
replaced the %LEOLFDO7UXWK that the white man should rule over the heathens of the Earth, even in this
place named after Lord Jeffrey Amherst. So it was not so surprising that the professor would turn strength
into weakness+H smiled as he followed the professor along the pathway that led from Thompson Hall to
a parking garage, past throngs of muddle headed students and other professors, all clueless as children. He
wondered what they would do if they knew who he was, this man who passed within arms length of them,
close enough to slit their throats It would be so easy to slit their throats. They'd wet their pants if they
knew that he, Clayton Koch, was not only capable of doing this but equipped with the tools to do so. And
even those beyond arms length were well within reach of his Glock. But he was not interested in them
He was here for the professor and, so long as no one got in the way, the professor alone.
The professor appeared to be day GUHDPLQJ+HdidQRWnotice the students, even one of his own graduate
Weaching assistants who waved as he passed.He certainly did not notice Koch, who was making no
particular effort at concealment. He was thinking about a paper that he was working on, an extension of
research he had conducted in Thailand under a contract with the hedge fund, Hegemon Holdings, and then
pUesented in +RQJ.RQJ, which was in the last days of inclusion within a British Empire that was, for all
intents and purposes, dead. The professor had signed a non-disclosure agreement but such an agreement
was antithetical to the paper chase, to the life of the mind. Besides, how could an NDA be used to block
the onward march of human knowledge? He would not use any of the financial data that Hegemon had
provided, but there was ample data from other sources to make his argument and his friend, the journal
copyright © 2000 Satya J. Gabriel

Dreaming in Malaysia

editor, had promised to publish the work with minimal interference from outside referees.
The professor FKHFNHGKLVZDWFK as he disappeared through the open entrance to the ground floor of the
parking garage.+HJlanced down at his brown satchel, frowning at the thought of the ungraded papers
within.+Hchecked the side pocket of his tweed jacket for his keys, momentarily concerned he might
have absent mindedly laid them on his desk as he had done more than once. The keys were in the pocket
DQGhe was on time. All was right with the world, or as right as it could be with a potential financial cliff
looming in the near distance.
As the professor approached his blue Honda Accord, he noticed a reflection in the glass, someone else in
the otherwise empty or apparently empty parking garage. However, he took no particular notice of this
figure reflected in the glass, just another soul in search of his vehicle. The professor tapped the button to
release the lock on his door, but just as he reached for the handle to open it, he felt a sting in his rear.
He started to turn around, but was suddenly seized by a sharp pain that ran down his legs and up into his
chest. He gasped for air, dropping the keys. Clayton Koch caught the professor before he could fall. "Are
you all right, professor?" He asked, retrieving the dart was the professor's buttock. He then allowed the
professor to continue his descent, falling with a hard thud upon the concrete floor, his head hitting so
hard that it bounced up once before settling on the cold slab. The professor, who had for a brief moment
thought this person was there to help him, now felt a panic as he realized that he could not move or speak
and that the man standing above him was smiling, unconcerned. This did not make sense. What kind of
person was this? Doesn't he realize I'm in distress? The professor's mind turned seconds
into a highly condensed analysis that should have taken hours. He surmised that the man was responsible
for the pain he felt, for the paralysis, the inability to speak. This smiling man had been following him. He
was not some random criminal, seeking to rob him or car jack his Honda Accord. He ran through a series
of possible scenarios where someone might want to do him harm, a graduate student, perhaps, who had
been denied his degree because of Koch's objections to his dissertation or who had failed comprehensive
exams and been sent packing with only a master's degree as consolation prize; an applicant for one of the
recent department openings who had been grilled mercilessly by Koch and then denied the position; an
undergraduate who had failed one of his courses? If he could have flinched, he would have done so, the
pain had escalated within milliseconds and become unbearable, although he had no choice but to bear it.
Perhaps the boyfriend of some coed he had slept with years ago, having had no such opportunity recently
it would have to be ancient history by now. No, he was sure it was not that nor was it any of the other
possibilities he had run through in his mind in these rapid fire moments of contemplation and pain. It was
the research for Simon Rekker. It was the possibility that he would disclose the results of the work that
he had done for Rekker or, more to the point, the reason that Rekker had commissioned the research in
the first place. Rekker's plans were so transparent now. If the research were published, it would ruin
Rekker's plans. Could that be the reason for this pain, this paralysis, this man? Is he here to interrogate
me, to find out what my plans were? He has paralyzed me and will now take me somewhere and make me
talk about my plans to publish the research and then Rekker will take action, perhaps sue me, perhaps
find a way to get me fired from a tenured position, maybe even block my ever working in academia again.
7Kis was, the professor concluded, the only reasonable explanation. He watched as the man carefully put
away the dart in a small case and then into the pocket of his jacket. The professor knew the dart had been
the source of his distress and paralysis. The man rifled through the professor's satchel, then set it on the
floor next to the professor's head. The pain suddenly flared with such an intensity that the professor would
have screamed, if he had been able. Koch saw the life go out of the professor's eyes. He stood up, looked
around this post-modern paradise called a parking garage. "Goodbye, professor," he said with a tone of
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contempt. He walked away casually, as any professional would do after a job well done. No hurry. God's
will had been done. The substance of his work was removing all the vestiges of substance in the lives of
others, like an avenging angel. He was an avenging angel. Man was innately evil. He was cursed. He was
born this way. Born in sin, live in sin, die. Death was the escape. Koch was a liberator of men. He cut the
umbilical cord. It was the stuff of his work, the substance of it. The substance of his work was releasing
men or those who would pretend to be men. And he was very good at it. He hadn't needed the Glock or
the knife.He had used another of God's instruments. He nodded to himself. It was good.

7KHDLUZDVVWDOHWKHIXUQLWXUHDJHGDQGWKHJKRVWVRIJHQHUDWLRQV GHDGPHQ VERQHV OLQJHUHGDPRQJ
WKHVWXGHQWVLQWKH8QLYHUVLW\RI%LUPLQJKDPFODVVURRP3URIHVVRU6DPXHO7D\ORU0D[ZHOOVWRRGDWWKH
SRGLXPKLVQRWHVLQIURQWRIKLPORRNLQJDURXQGWKHURRPDWWKHVWXGHQWVLQKLVSKLORVRSK\FODVV
“An idealist reading of Marx leads one to believe that the central question in his explorations is the
DOLHQDWLRQRIKXPDQEHLQJVIURPHDFKRther and from the creations of their talent and exertions,”
Maxwell told his students. He moved from the podium and stood in front of them. “A materialist
UHDGLQJFRPLQJIURPWKHRSSRVLWHDQGHVVHQWLDOO\WKHVDPHGLUHFWLRQOHDGVRQHWRWKHVDPHFRQFOXVion.”
He smiled. “An overdeterminist reading leads one to no conclusion whatsoever. The absence of a
FRQFOXVLRQGRHVQRWKRZHYHUPHDQWKDWWKHRYHUGHWHUPLQLVWUHDGLQJLVDQHPSW\UHDGLQJ,WLVWKH
RSSRVLWH0DU[ZDVWU\LQJWRPDNHVHQVHRIDFRPSOH[UHDOLW\0DU[ZDVKLPVHOIFRPSOH[7KHWLPHLQ
ZKLFKKHZDVZULWLQJZDVILOOHGZLWKFRPSOH[FRQWUDGLFWLRQV$OORIWKLVLVLQKLVZULWLQJ+HZDVQRW
VLPSO\H[SORULQJKXPDQDOLHQDWLRQ0DU[ZDQWHGWRH[SRVHDOLHQDWLRQDVERWKDFDXVHDQGDFRQVHTXHQFH
RIDQRYHUGHWHUPLQHGV\VWHPRIRSSUHVVLRQV([SORLWDWLRQLVDFDXVHRIDOLHQDWLRQEXWLWLVDOVRD
SURGXFWRIDOLHQDWLRQ7KXVDPRQJWKHYDVWDUUD\RITXHVWLRQVKHH[SORUHGZDVWKHTXHVWLRQRIWKH
UHODWLRQVKLSRIH[SORLWDWLRQWRDOLHQDWLRQDQGYLFHYHrsa.” Maxwell returned to the podium. They
ZDWFKHGKLP2QH\RXQJZRPDQKHUSHQGDQJOLQJIURPKHUILQJHUVUHWXUQHGKLVVPLOH+HZDVD
SURIHVVRU\HVEXWKHZDVDOVRKLVVNLQZKLFKZDVEURZQ7KLVVNLQZDVQRWPHUHO\DFWLYHPHODQLQEXW
VRPHWKLQJVXSHUQDWXUDO1RWDPHUHSHEEOHLQWKHPRXQWDLQRIJHQHWLFV1RWDVLJQDORIVRPHORQJ
KLVWRU\RIVRFLDOFRQIOLFWVPLJUDWLRQVNLGQDSSLQJVH[XDODQGVRFLDOFRQTXHVWVDQGFRQVWUXFWLRQV,WZDV
metaSK\VLFDO VXSHUQDWXUDO$QGVKHZDVGUDZQWRWKHVXSHUQDWXUDO6KHUDLVHGKHUKDQG
“If Marx was dealing with the complex contradictions of his time, then why is there so little in his
writing about the relationship of racism to alienation and exploitation?” The woman pushed her glasses
XSRQKHUQRVHDQGSHHUHGDWWKHPDQZDLWLQJIRUKLVDQVZHU
Professor Maxwell sighed. “I believe it is in his writing,” he responded. “I challenge you to find it.” He
looked at the other students. “In fact, that is the assignment for the next class,” he said. “I waQWDOORI
\RXWRILQGWKHSODFHVWKHPRPHQWVZKHUH0DU[GHDOWZLWKWKLVTXHVWLRQRIWKHUHODWLRQVKLSRIUDFLVPWR
the rest of the social totality, including, but not limited to, alienation and exploitation.”
7KH\RXQJZRPDQJXOSHG2WKHUVWXGHQWVH[SUHVVHGPRUHYRFDOVXUSULVHDQGRUFRQVWHUQDWLRQ
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7KHUHLVRQO\RQHVHDVRQLQ0DOD\VLD WKHVHDVRQRIWKHPRVTXLWR
0RQDELQWH0RKDPHGW\SHGIXULRXVO\RQKHUFRPSXWHU6KHLJQRUHGWKHPRVTXLWRWKDWKDUDVVHGKHU
IO\LQJDFURVVKHUIDFHEX]]LQJKHUHDUDQGILQDOO\VHWWOLQJRQKHUQHFN,WDSSHDUHGWKDWVKHZDVWU\LQJ
GHVSHUDWHO\WRILQLVKVRPHWKLQJEHIRUHDUDSLGO\DSSURDFKLQJGHDGOLQH6KHZDVOHDQLQJIRUZDUGKHU
EURZQH\HVJOXHGWRWKHVFUHHQW\SLQJIXULRXVO\6KHQHYHU QRWLFHGWKHZD\SHRSOHLQWKHRIILFHVWDUHG
DWKHU6KHZDVWKHFKDLUPDQ VGDXJKWHU7KDWZDVZK\VKHKDGWKHMRE%RUQZLWKDVLOYHUVSRRQDQG
VXFK6KHKDGZRUNHGLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVDWWKHSUHVWLJLRXVLQYHVWPHQWEDQNLQJILUPRI0RUJDQ6WDQOH\
DQGWKH\ZHUHFHUWDLQWKDWDOVRKDGWREHIDPLO\FRQQHFWLRQV:KDWRWKHUH[SODQDWLRQFRXOGWKHUHEH"$OO
RQHKDGWRGRZDVORRNDWKHUWRNQRZWKHUHZDVQRWKLQJH[WUDRUGLQDU\DERXWKHU7KHSDUW\FKDLUPDQKHU
IDWKHUZDVEHVWIULHQGVZLWK$OL-DPDOWKHILQDQFH PLQLVWHUDQGKHLUDSSDUHQWWRWKHSULPHPLQLVWHU7KDW
ZDVZK\VKHKDGWKHMREDQGWKHIRUPHUVSHHFKZULWHUKDGEHHQVHQWSDFNLQJ$ORWRISHRSOHLQWKHRIILFH
OLNHGWKHIRUPHUVSHHFKZULWHU+HZDVROGHUVPLOHGDORWKDGNLQGH\HV0RQDZDVDQXSSLW\SULQFHVV
ZLWKWRRPXFKRIDQ$PHULFDQDFFHQW+RZFRXOGVRPHRQHEHWDSSHGWRZULWHVSHHFKHVRUDQ\WKLQJHOVH
ZLWKVROLWWOHNQRZOHGJHRIWKHZRUOGWKDWRUGLQDU\0DOD\VLDQVH[SHULHQFHG"
$QGWKHQWKHUHZDVWKHZHOONQRZQIDFWWKDWKHUHZDVDVLQJOH0DOD\VLDQZRPDQOLYLQJLQDGRZQWRZQ
DSDUWPHQWZLWKDULFK&KLQHVHJLUOLQVWHDGRIZLWKKHUIDWKHUGHVSLWHKLPEHLQJWKHSDUW\FKDLUPDQ:KDW
VRUWRIPLVFKLHIZHUHWKH\XSWR"$QGKRZFRXOGWKHSDUW\FKDLUPDQNQRZQWREHDVROLGO\FRQVHUYDWLYH
VWDOZDUWRIWKHUXOLQJFRDOLWLRQDOORZVXFKDVFDQGDO"7KHIODWZDVLQWKH&KLQHVHJLUO VQDPHEXWWKH
FRQVHQVXVRSLQLRQZDVWKDWWKLVZDVEHFDXVHWKH&KLQHVHGLGQRWKDYHPRUDOVDQGZHUHWKHULFKHVWSHRSOH
LQ0DOD\VLDE\IDU7KHORQJDQGVKRUWRILWZDVWKDWPDQ\RIWKHSHRSOHSDUWLFXODUO\WKHZRPHQLQWKH
)LQDQFH0LQLVWU\KDUERUHGVXVSLFLRQVDERXW0RQDELQWH0RKDPHG:K\LVQ WVKHPDUULHG":KDWZDVVKH
GRLQJDOOWKDWWLPHLQWKH86"$QGLQYDULDEO\WKLVTXHVWLRQZRXOGOHDGVRPHRQHWRSRLQWRXWWKDWWKH86
ZDVWKH ZRUOG VPRVWSUROLILFSXUYH\RURIVLQDQGVSRQVRURIWKHZRUOG VPRVWDERPLQDEOHQDWLRQ,VUDHO
,WZDVDPRVTXLWR0RQDVDLGDGMXVWLQJKHUVFDUIWRFRYHUPRUHRIKHUVOHHNEODFNKDLUDIWHU$OL-DPDO
KDGPDGHDVXUSULVHDSSHDUDQFHLQKHUGRRUZD\+HZDVVKRUWGDUNZLWKDWKLQPXVWDFKHDQGEODFN
ULPPHGVSHFWDFOHV, PDOPRVWILQLVKHGZLWKWKHVSHHFK6KHWXJJHGDWWKHFROODURIKHUEOXHGUHVV
+LVVPLOHZLGHQHG$K,FDQDOZD\VFRXQWRQ\RX0RQD6RSHUKDSV\RX OOEHGRQHLQDQKRXU"
6KHWXUQHGEDFNWRWKHVFUHHQIRUDPRPHQWWKDWZRUU\GLVHDVHFODZHGDWKHULQVLGHVWKHQVDLG0D\EH
OHVVWKDQWKDW6KHIHOWKLPPRYHFORVHUWRWKHGHVNWKHQVKHJODQFHGXSDQGLQWRKLVIDFH
-DPDOQRGGHG+HDGMXVWHGKLVJODVVHVDIWHUWKH\KDGVOLSSHGVOLJKWO\RQKLVQRVH*RRGHQRXJK%XW
0RQD\RXNQRZWKHUHDUHQRPRVTXLWRHVLQ./+HZDONHGRYHUWRKHUFKDLUDQGDGGHGLQDFRQILGHQWLDO
WRQH$V\RXNQRZWKHVHHFRQRPLFUHIRUPVDUHQRWXQLYHUVDOO\VXSSRUWHG6RPHRIRXUFRXQWU\PHQ
ZRXOGOLNHWRVHHWKHPIDLOLQFOXGLQJVRPHLQIOXHQWLDOPHPEHUVRIRXUSDUW\,KDYHIDLWKWKDW\RXUZRUGV
ZLOOVHUYHDVP\VKLHOGDJDLQVWWKHVHPHQ6KHIHOWKHUVNLQEHQHDWKWKHGUHVVWLQJOH<RXDUHWKHRQO\
RQHZKRFDQWXUQPXQGDQHSROLWLFVLQWRSRHWU\ $OOWKHPROHFXOHVDURXQG0RQDWXUQHGHOHFWULFDVKH
OHDQHGRYHUWRORRNDWKHUFRPSXWHUVFUHHQ 6KHFRXOGVPHOOKLVFRORJQHDQGVHQVHKLVEUHDWKQHDUKHU
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+HDGGHG%XWWKH\ZRQ WZLQ0RQD$WWKHHQGRIWKHGD\ZH OOKDYHRXUUHIRUPV
'RHVQ W:72UHTXLUHWKHVHUHIRUPV"0RQDDVNHGDOWKRXJKKHUH\HVFRPPXQLFDWHGVRPHWKLQJHOVH
3ROLWLFLDQVFDQDOZD\VFKDQJHWKHLUPLQGVDERXWDJUHHPHQWVHYHQDIWHUWKH\KDYHEHHQVLJQHG+HVDLG
WKLVZLWKDGLVPLVVLYHZDYHRIKLVKDQGWKHQWXUQHGDQGZDONHGRXW
0RQDZDWFKHGKLPZDONDZD\IURPWKHGRRUDQGWKHQGLVDSSHDUEH\RQGWKHZDOO6KHORRNHGDWWKH
HPSW\GRRUZD\IRUDORQJPRPHQWWKHQWXUQHGEDFNWRKHUFRPSXWHU
6KHWXUQHGEDFNWRWKHVSHHFKZKLFKZDVPRVWO\FRPSOHWHGDQGWKURXJKZKLFK$OL-DPDOZRXOGOLQN
0DOD\VLD VHFRQRPLFVXFFHVVHVWRWKHILQDQFLDOUHIRUPVRIWKHVDQGVVWDUWLQJZLWKWKH
GHFRQWURORILQWHUHVWUDWHVLQ$OWKRXJK0RQDPLJKWKDYHZULWWHQDJRRGVSHHFKIRUDQ\ERVVVKH
ZDVSDUWLFXODUO\FRQFHUQHGZLWKFUHDWLQJDVSHHFKWKDWZRXOGNHHS$OL-DPDOVPLOLQJ

7KHOLPHVWRQHPDQVLRQZDVVHWIDUIURPDQ\VLJQVRIRWKHUKXPDQLW\DPLGOXVKJUHHQHU\EURNHQRQO\E\
KDQGODLGFREEOHVWRQHSDWKV,WZRXOGKDYHEHHQGLIILFXOWWRNQRZWKDW\RXZHUHRQO\ILIWHHQPLOHVIURP
DEXV\KLJKZD\WKDWOHGLQRQHGLUHFWLRQWRWKHSRZHUFHQWHURIWKH86&HQWUDO,QWHOOLJHQFH$JHQF\DQG
LQDQRWKHUGLUHFWLRQWRWKH'LVWULFWRI&ROXPELDDQGWKHPDOOZKHUHWKHV\PEROVRI$PHULFDQ
GHPRFUDF\ZHUHFDUHIXOO\DUUDQJHGIRUGLVSOD\WRWKHFLWL]HQU\DQGRWKHUWRXULVWV2QWKHEDFNVLGHRIWKH
LPSRVLQJPDQVLRQWKHFKDLUPDQRIWKHERDUGRI$PHULFD VPRVWSRZHUIXOFRQJORPHUDWH-RKQ
:KLWHKHDGZDVPHHWLQJZLWKWKHKHDGRIWKH'HIHQVH,QWHOOLJHQFH$JHQF\*HQHUDO.QR[*UDG\7KH
WZRPHQZKRZHUHIUHTXHQWFRPSDQLRQVRQWKHJROIFRXUVHVDURXQGVXEXUEDQ:DVKLQJWRQ'&VDWRXW
RQWKHFREEOHVWRQHSDWLRQHDUWKHSRROGULQNLQJPLQWMXOLSVDQGGLVFXVVLQJWKHIDWHRIWKHZRUOG
2IFRXUVHZHQHHGWREHSUXGHQWLQKRZZHH[HUFLVHRXUSRZHURYHUWKHUHVWRIWKHZRUOG:KLWHKHDG
VDLGLQWKHDFFHQWRIWKHROG9LUJLQLDJHQWU\%XWZHKDYHUHVSRQVLELOLWLHVKHDGGHGUHVSRQVLELOLWLHV
WRRXUVHOYHVDQGIXWXUHJHQHUDWLRQV7KHIDOORIWKHFRPPXQLVWVKDVOHIWXVZLWKDQRSSRUWXQLW\WRH[SDQG
RXUPDUNHWVWRH[SORLWQHZUHVRXUFHVWKDWZHUHFORVHGWRXVQRWVRORQJDJRDQGWREULQJWKHZKROHRI
KXPDQLW\XQGHUWKHUXOHRI$PHULFDQODZ:HFDQEULQJRUGHURXWRIFKDRV
*HQHUDO*UDG\QRGGHGLQDJUHHPHQW:HFDQ WGRLWZLWKRXWWKHPLOLWDU\FDSDELOLW\DQGWKHFLYLOLDQZLOO
WRFUXVKDQ\RQHZKRPLJKWFKDOOHQJHXV:HPD\EHWKHRQO\VXSHUSRZHUEXWWKDWGRHVQRWPHDQZH
KDYHDIUHHULGH
1RWDWDOO *HQHUDOZHDUHLQRQHRIWKRVHUDUHKLVWRULFDOWLPHVZKHQZHFDQGRDORWRIJRRG:HFDQ
VSUHDGWKH$PHULFDQZD\RIOLIHDEURDG:HFDQVHFXUHFKHDSRLODQGQDWXUDOUHVRXUFHVWRIXHOIXWXUH
SURVSHULW\:HFDQEULQJ$PHULFDQSURGXFWVDQGZD\VRIWKLQNLQJWRHYHU\FRUQHURIWKLVZRUOGRIRXUV
%XW, PDIUDLGWKDWWKHDSSURDFKRIRXUOLEHUDOFROOHDJXHVPXOWLODWHULDOLVPDQGUHOLDQFHRQWKH81DQG
VXFKLVWKHZURQJZD\WRJR:HGRQ WZDQWWRIULWWHUDZD\WKLVRSSRUWXQLW\
$JDLQ*HQHUDO*UDG\DJUHHG3UHVLGHQW&OLQWRQUHSUHVHQWVJRRGLQWHQWLRQV:H FDQ WILQDQFH3D[
$PHULFDQDZLWKRXWDVWURQJHFRQRP\WRSD\IRULWEXWKH VVKLIWHGWKLQJVWRRIDU:H UHHQWHULQJDQHZ
HUDGHPDQGLQJQHZPLOLWDU\WHFKQRORJ\DQGWLJKWHUFRQWUROVRYHUWKHIORZRILQIRUPDWLRQ
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7KLVWLPHLWZDV:KLWHKHDGQRGGLQJDJUHHPHQW<HVKHVDLGDEVROXWHO\)URPP\SRLQWRIYLHZDIWHU
&OLQWRQ VVHFRQGWHUPZHQHHGWRPDNHDVKDUSWXUQDZD\IURPWKHVHGRPHVWLFHFRQRPLFLVVXHVWR
VHFXULQJWKHFRQGLWLRQVIRUZKDW\RXMXVWFDOOHG3D[$PHULFDQD Pax Americana,OLNHWKDWSKUDVH WKH
$PHULFDQSHDFH7KDW VH[DFWO\ULJKW
*HQHUDO*UDG\GLGQRWVPLOHDOWKRXJKKHWRROLNHGWKHSKUDVH,SURYLGHGDGHWDLOHGUHSRUWWRWKH
&RPPLVVLRQRQVWUDWHJLFLQLWLDWLYHVLQ6RXWKHDVW$VLD(DVWHUQ(XURSHDQGWKH0LGGOH(DVW:HPXVW
H[SDQG1$72:HVKRXOGILQLVKZKDWZHVWDUWHGZLWK,UDT,UDTKDVPRUHRLOWKDQDQ\SODFHRWKHUWKDQ
6DXGL$UDELD$QGLIZHWDNH,UDTLWZLOOEHHDVLHUWRGHDOZLWK,UDQ$QGZHQHHGWRFRQWDLQ&KLQD 
WKDW VWKHELJRQH&KLQD VWKHRQO\UHDOWKUHDWWR3D[$PHULFDQD:HFDQ WYDFLOODWHRQ7DLZDQ&DQ WJLYH
&KLQDRQHPRUHLQFKRIWHUULWRU\,NQRZ\RXGRQ WDOZD\VDJUHHZLWKPHRQ&KLQD<RXUFRPSDQ\GRHV
DORWRIEXVLQHVVZLWKWKHFRPPLHV%XW\RXPDUNP\ZRUGLIZHGRQ WFRQWURO&KLQDZH UHGRRPHGDQG
ILIW\\HDUVIURPQRZZH OODOOEHUHDGLQJDQGZULWLQJ0DQGDULQDQGHDWLQJRXUQRRGOHVZLWKFKRSVWLFNV
,UHDGWKHUHSRUW\RXZURWHIRUWKH7ULODWHUDO&RPPLVVLRQ:KLWHKHDGOLHG+HKDGUHDGDVXPPDU\
RIWKHUHSRUW<RXPDGHVRPHVWURQJSRLQWVHVSHFLDOO\RQVWUDWHJ\,FRPSOHWHO\DJUHHZLWKWKHQHHGWR
UHFUXLWPRUHKXPDQDVVHWVIRULQWHOOLJHQFHJDWKHULQJHVSHFLDOO\LQ&KLQD7KDW VFRPSOHWHO\LQOLQHZLWK
ZKDWWKHER\VRYHUDW/DQJOH\KDYHEHHQVD\LQJIRUVRPHWLPHDWOHDVWVRPHRIWKHP,WZRXOGFHUWDLQO\
KHOSXVHFRQRPLFZDUULRUVLIZHKDGPRUHDFWLYHVXSSRUWIURPFRRSHUDWLYHDJHQWVRQWKHJURXQG
:HKDYHDKHOOXYDWLPHNHHSLQJWKH)UHQFKDQG,VUDHOLVDQG-DSDQHVH\RXQDPHLWIURPSLOIHULQJWUDGH
VHFUHWVRXWRI*UDQG8QLWHG$QGWKDW VMXVWRXUDOOLHVZKRDUHVS\LQJRQXV,GRQ WHYHQZDQWWRPHQWLRQ
ZKDWWKH&KLQHVHDUHXSWR6RWKDW VDQDUHDZKHUH,WKLQNZHUHDOO\QHHGWREHHIWKLQJVXS%XW\RXDOVR
UHFRPPHQGHGWKDWGHIHQVHVSHQGLQJVKLIWWRUDSLGGHSOR\PHQWIRUFHV*UDG\QRGGHG,DJUHHWKDWZH
QHHGWKHDELOLW\WRPRYHTXLFNO\DJDLQVWVPDOOVFDOHWKUHDWVWR86FRUSRUDWHLQWHUHVWVEXW , YHDOZD\V
EHOLHYHGWKDWLW VXOWLPDWHO\RXUDELOLW\WRSURMHFWRYHUZKHOPLQJIRUFHWKDWNHHSVSRWHQWLDOIRHVOLNH
&KLQDFRZHULQJLQWKHEXVKHV7KHUH VQREHWWHUZD\WRSURMHFWIRUFHWKDQZLWKDQDLUFUDIWFDUULHU
:HGRQ WQHHGPRUHDLUFUDIWFDUULHUV*HQHUDO*UDG\VDLGZLWKRXWKHVLWDWLRQ+HNQHZWKDWWKHDLUFUDIW
FDUULHUVDGGHGVLJQLILFDQWO\WR*UDQG8QLWHG VWRSDQGERWWRPOLQH *8VXSSOLHGVLJQLILFDQWDPRXQWV
RIKDUGZDUHERWKIRUWKHFDUULHUVDQGWKHSODQHVWKDWIOHZIURPWKHP,WPD\KDYHEHHQVRPHWKLQJWKDW
:KLWHKHDGKDGWRZRUU\DERXWEXWWKDWZDVMXVWQRWWKHSULPDU\LVVXHIRU.QR[*UDG\7KH\DUHYHU\
H[SHQVLYHDQGWDNHDORQJWLPHWREXLOG:HQHHGWRPDLQWDLQIOH[LELOLW\$QGZHDOUHDG\KDYHHQRXJK
DLUFUDIWFDUULHUVWRSURMHFWSRZHU ZKHUHLWLVQHHGHG*HQHUDO*UDG\ VRSLQLRQZDVVKDUHGE\DZLGH
UDQJHRIPLOLWDU\DQGLQWHOOLJHQFHVWUDWHJLVWVZKRUHFRJQL]HGWKDWWKHPLOLWDU\LQGXVWULDOFRPSOH[ DV
(LVHQKRZHUKDGFDOOHGLW ZDVRIWHQDQLPSHGLPHQWWRFUHDWLQJWKHPRVWHIIHFWLYH86 PLOLWDU\IRUFHIRU
WKHPRQH\VSHQW/DUJHLQGXVWULDOFRUSRUDWLRQVLQFOXGLQJ*UDQG8QLWHGW\SLFDOO\OREELHGIRUVSHQGLQJ
RQH[SHQVLYHDLUFUDIWIRUWKH$LU)RUFHVXUIDFHYHVVHOVDQGDLUFUDIWFDUULHUVIRUWKH1DY\DQGWDQNVDQG
KLJKWHFKJDGJHWU\IRUWKH $UP\$GGWRWKDWWKHKXJHOREELHVIRUFRVWO\EXWVWUDWHJLFDOO\XVHOHVVPLOLWDU\
EDVHVDQGLWZDVFOHDUDVWKHZHOOZDVKHGZLQGRZVRIWKHVWRQHPDQVLRQWKDWWKHPLOLWDU\ZDVWHGPRVWRI
WKHPRQH\DOORFDWHGWRLW7KHDOORFDWLRQRIIXQGVZDVVRJUHDWWKDWWKHWULFNOHRIHIIHFWLYHO\VSHQWPRQH\
ZDVHQRXJKWREX\WKHPRVWSRZHUIXOPLOLWDU\WKHZRUOGKDGHYHUNQRZQ1HYHUWKHOHVV*HQHUDO.QR[
*UDG\ZDQWHGWRPDNHEHWWHUXVHRIWKRVHIXQGVDQGFUHDWHDQHYHQPRUHSRZHUIXOPLOLWDU\+LVYLVLRQ
ZDVRID86PLOLWDU\VWURQJHQRXJKWRREOLWHUDWHDQ\RSSRVLWLRQDQGWKHUHIRUHWRRVWURQJWRFKDOOHQJH$
VLGHHIIHFWRIWKLVZRXOGEHWRJLYH86FRUSRUDWLRQVOLNH*UDQG8QLWHGWKHUXQRIWKHSODQHW7KLV
LQFUHDVHGHFRQRPLFUHDFKIRU86FRUSRUDWLRQVZRXOGPDNHWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVHYHQULFKHUSURYLGLQJD
VRXUFHRIHYHQJUHDWHUIXQGLQJIRUWKHPLOLWDU\7KLVZDVWKHYLUWXRXVFLUFOHWKDW*HQHUDO*UDG\GUHDPHG
RISODQQHGIRUDQGZRUNHGWREULQJWRIUXLWLRQ
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:KLWHKHDGVRUWRISRQGHUHGWKLVIRUDORQJPRPHQWWKHQVDLG,JXHVVZKDWZHORVHRQDLUFUDIWFDUULHUV
ZH OOJDLQHOVHZKHUH,W VWKHELJJHUSLFWXUHWKDWPDWWHUV:H UHORRNLQJWRDQHZVRFLDORUGHUERWK
DEURDGDQGDWKRPH,OLNHG\RXULGHDVDERXWFUHDWLQJDQHZLQWHUQDOVHFXULW\DUUDQJHPHQW :HQHHGWKH
WRROVIRUEHWWHUGRPHVWLFLQWHOOLJHQFHJDWKHULQJHVSHFLDOO\UHODWHGWRWKHLQWHUQHWDQGWHOHFRP7HFKQRORJ\
LVFKDQJLQJ,NQRZZHPDNHDORWRIWKDWWHFKQRORJ\+HVPLOHGEXW*HQHUDO*UDG\GLGQRW UHVSRQG
+HNQHZZKDW:KLWHKHDGKDGLQPLQG*8ZRXOGVXSSO\WKHLQWHOOLJHQFHKDUGZDUHIRUGRPHVWLFVS\LQJ
:KLWHKHDGQRGGHGKLVKHDGDJDLQ:HKDYHDJRRGGHDORIORQJUDQJHSODQQLQJWRGRKHVDLGDOWKRXJK
LWZDVQRWFRPSOHWHO\FOHDUZKHWKHUWKLVZDVDUHIHUHQFHWRLQWHUQDOVWUDWHJLFSODQQLQJDW*UDQG8QLWHG
JOREDOVWUDWHJLFSODQQLQJE\WKHLQWHOOHFWXDONQLJKWVZKRVXSSRUWHG3D[$PHULFDQDRUERWK
<HVVLUZHGR*HQHUDO*UDG\UHVSRQGHGDFFHSWLQJWKDW:KLWHKHDGZDVSUREDEO\VSHDNLQJPRUH
JOREDOO\
:KLWHKHDGVPLOHG2ND\WKHQ\RXFDQUHVWDVVXUHG, OOGRP\SDUW+HH[WHQGHGKLVKDQGWRWKH
JHQHUDOZKRUHDGLO\VKRRNLWVLJQLI\LQJDVLOHQWSDUWQHUVKLSWKDWZRXOGZRUNPRVWO\EHKLQGWKHVFHQHVWR
VKLIWWKHFXUUHQWRI86GRPHVWLFIRUHLJQDQGPLOLWDU\SRZHULQWKHFRPLQJSRVW&OLQWRQHUD

0RQDZDWFKHGWKHEULHIDSSHDUDQFHRIKHUIDWKHU0RKDPHGELQ+DML%LODOFKDLUPDQ RIWKHUXOLQJ0DOD\
1DWLRQDO&RDOLWLRQDQGPHPEHURISDUOLDPHQWRQDPRUQLQJ5DGLR7HOHYLVLRQ0DOD\VLDQHZVFDVW+DML
%LODOZDVDQLPSRUWDQWILJXUHLQWKHSDUW\DEULGJHEHWZHHQWKRVHWKDW$OL-DPDOFDOOHGGLQRVDXUVDQG
WKHUHIRUPFRQWLQJHQWWKDW-DPDOOHG+HZDVDFORVHIULHQGRIERWK$NLO$EGXOODKDQG$OL-DPDO
7RDQVZHUWKLVTXHVWLRQZHQHHGWRNQRZZKDWWKHSRRUZDQWWKHJRYHUQPHQWWRGR,JUHZXSSRRULQD
UHPRWHNDPSXQJ,GRQRWWKLQNWKHSRRUZDQWDJRYHUQPHQWWKDWLVVRFLDOLVWRQHWKDW JLYHVWKHPWRR
PXFKDQGGRHVQRWDVNPXFKRIWKHPLQUHWXUQ:KDWZHKDYHVHHQLQWKHZRUOGLVWKDWKDUGZRUN
IUHHGRPIRUEXVLQHVVHVWRLQYHVWDQGH[SORLWWKHUHVRXUFHVWKH\SD\IRUDQGDFRRSHUDWLYHJRYHUQPHQWDUH
WKHLQJUHGLHQWVIRUVXFFHVV3ULPH0LQLVWHU$EGXOODKKDVIRXQGH[DFWO\WKHULJKWSDWKIRURXUFRXQWU\,W
LVDERXWEDODQFHDQGFRRSHUDWLRQUHIRUPDQGSURJUHVVMREVDQGRSSRUWXQLW\2QRFFDVLRQWKHFDPHUD
ZRXOGIODVKRQWKH\RXQJZRPDQUHSRUWHUQRGGLQJDJUHHPHQWDQGVPLOLQJ7KHVHJPHQWHQGHGZLWKWKH
UHSRUWHUQRWLQJWKDW+DML%LODOZDVRQHRIWKHPRVWLQIOXHQWLDOOHDGHUVLQWKHUXOLQJSDUW\
1RZWXUQHGDZD\IURPWKHWHOHYLVLRQ0RQDVPLOHGDVVKHZDWFKHGKHUIULHQGDQGURRPPDWH0HLSR
WU\LQJZLWKRXWPXFKVXFFHVVWRRSHQDMDURISOXPMDP,WUHPLQGHGKHURIWKHSOXPFRRNLHVKHU
VWHSPRWKHUORYHGWRPDNH7KH\WDVWHGYLOHEXW,]PHHQWRRNVXFKSOHDVXUHLQPDNLQJWKHP
<RXVKRXOGUXQKRWZDWHURYHULWILUVWVRWKHWRSZLOOH[SDQG0RQDVDLGDVVKHWXUQHGIURPWKHNLWFKHQ
HQWUDQFHDQGZHQW EDFNLQWRWKHOLYLQJURRPDQGVDWGRZQDWWKHVPDOOJODVVWRSGLQLQJWDEOHZKHUHKHU
QRWHERRNFRPSXWHUUHVWHGQHDUWZRFRORUIXOODUJHSRWWHU\ERZOVRQHZLWKVWHDPLQJKRWFRFRQXWEXQV
DQGWKHRWKHUZLWKIUHVKIUXLW$VVKHVDWGRZQDWWKHWDEOHVKHFRXOGKHDUWKHZDWHUUXQQLQJ6KHVZDWWHG
KHUORQJODTXHUEODFNKDLURXWRIKHUIDFHDQGRSHQHGWKHQRWHERRNFRPSXWHU
:K\GRHVHYHU\WKLQJLQ0DOD\VLDKDYHWREHGLIILFXOW"0HLSRDVNHGIURZQLQJ,VWLOOGRQ WWKLQNWKLVLV
JRQQDRSHQ6KHVWUXJJOHGZLWKWKHWRS+HUWKLQDUPVDQGZULVWVKDUGO\VHHPHGXSWRWKHWDVN
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0RUHKRWZDWHU0RQDVDLGLQZKDWFDQRQO\EHGHVFULEHGDVDPRWKHUO\WRQHRIYRLFH6KHRSHQHGWKH
:RUGILOHIRUKHUPDQXVFULSW Dreaming in Malaysia6KHORFDWHGWKHPRVWUHFHQWSDUDJUDSKWKHODVWWZR
VHQWHQFHVRIZKLFKUHDG She bit into the biscuit and watched the small opening in the far wall grow
larger, until it dominated the room, a deep, endless, dark well of an opening. She recognized the
blasphemy in the opening, the vulgarity of darkness, seductively refusing to reveal its secrets from afar.
)DWKHUVD\V,QHHGWRJHWPDUULHG0HLSRVDLG+HZDQWVPHWRPDUU\WKDWJUXEE\/HH)RRN:RR&DQ
\RXLPDJLQH"7KHRQHZD\,FDQJHWRXWRIWKLVZLWKRXWDELJILJKWLVWRJRWRJUDGXDWHVFKRRO
*RRG0RQDVDLGKDOIOLVWHQLQJ6KHZURWH She walked across the room to the black hole. She could
feel the energy emanating from the opening. She took a deep breath and began to move her hand . . .
<RXPHW/HH)RRN:RR\RXUHPHPEHU"+HWULHGWRWRXFK\RXUEUHDVWV7KRXJKWKHZDVEHLQJIXQQ\
+H VDQDVVKROH-XVWEHFDXVHKLVIDWKHUKDVPLOOLRQVP\IDWKHUWKLQNVKHZRXOGPDNHDJRRGKXVEDQG
$QG\RXUPRWKHUWRR0RQDDGGHG . . . began to move her hand towards the opening. Her fingers
reached, slowly, tentatively, trembling for the blackness that reflected no light.
0HLSREURXJKWWKHSOXPMDPLQWRWKHOLYLQJURRPDQGVDWGRZQDWWKHWDEOHZLWK0RQD
,UHPHPEHUWKRVH&$5(SDFNDJHVIURP\RXUPRWKHU6KHDOZD\VVHQWSOXPMDP
,WZDVDOZD\VVRORQHO\EDFNWKHQ0HLSRSXWGRZQWKHMDPDQGVLJKHG
:KDWGR\RXPHDQ"0RQD VDWWHQWLRQZDVVWLOORQWKHQRWHERRNFRPSXWHUVFUHHQ
$ORQJGULQNRIVLOHQFH0RQDVWRSSHGW\SLQJVDYHGKHUILOHFORVHGWKHFRPSXWHUDQGORRNHGDW0HLSR
0RXQW+RO\RNHZDVWKHILUVWWLPHLQP\OLIH,IHOWWRWDOO\LVRODWHGSDLQIXOO\LVRODWHG0HLSRVDLG
3HRSOHZHUHVRQHJDWLYHDOOWKHWLPH,UHDOO\DEVRUEHGDOOWKDW,WPDGHPHIHHOVWUDQJHDOOWKHWLPH
,VWLOOUHPHPEHUWKDWWLPHZKHQ\RXJRWDQJU\DQGVDLGVFKRROZDVDZDVWHRIWLPH
<RXKDYHQ WEHHQOLVWHQLQJ0HLSRVDLGDQG0RQDIURZQHGQRWXQGHUVWDQGLQJ
6RUU\0RQDDFFHSWHGWKHFULWLFLVPDOWKRXJKVKHVWLOOGLGQRWXQGHUVWDQG
7KHSHRSOHZHUHVRFROG0HLSRWULHGDJDLQ7KH\KDGDOOWKHVHLGHDVDERXWZKDW\RX UHVXSSRVHGWR
EHOLNHEHFDXVH\RX UH&KLQHVH6KHVWRSSHGIRUDPRPHQW,GRQ WWKLQNWKH\KDGDQ\LGHDZKHUH
0DOD\VLDLVRUZKDWLWLVPXFKOHVVZKR,DP7KHIXQQ\WKLQJLVWKDWWKH$PHULFDQVDOZD\V ZDQWHG\RX
WRDFFHSWWKHPDVLQGLYLGXDOVEXWWKHQWKH\ORRNHGDW\RXDVVRPHNLQGRIVWHUHRW\SHWKDWWKH\PDGHXSLQ
WKHLUIDQWDVLHVDERXWWKHUHVWRIWKHZRUOGDVLIZH UHDOOMXVW+ROO\ZRRGFUHDWLRQVRUVRPHWKLQJ
7KH\DOZD\VIHHOVXSHULRUWRHYHU\ERG\HOVH0RQDFKLPHGLQ
0HLSRWRRNRQHRIWKHFRFRQXWEXQVDQGVPHDUHGSOXPMDPRQLW$ORWRISHRSOHWKRXJKW\RXZHUHNLQG
RIDUURJDQW6KHORRNHGXSWRVHH0RQDIURZQLQJ<RXVLQJOHKDQGHGO\RUJDQL]HGWKH0XVOLPIHVWLYDO
WKRVHODVWWZR\HDUV5HPHPEHU"<HV0RQDGLGUHPHPEHUDOWKRXJKQRWTXLWHLQWKHZD\0HLSRKDG
MXVWSUHVHQWHGLW<RXZHUHDOZD\VVRVRFLDO%XWPH,NHSWWRP\VHOIPRVWRIWKHWLPH,MXVWGHFLGHGWR
SXWP\HQHUJ\LQWRVWXG\LQJDQGJHWWLQJJRRGJUDGHV
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<RXVXFFHHGHG0RQDVDLGUHDFKLQJIRUDFRFRQXWEXQ0HLSRSDVVHGKHUWKHSOXPMDP<RXKDYHQ W
FKDQJHG\RXUPLQGDERXW%HUNHOH\KDYH\RX"
0HLSRVPLOHG,KDYHQ WFKDQJHGP\PLQGDERXW%HUNHOH\,W VJUDGXDWHVFKRRORU/HH)RRN:RR*LYHQ
WKDWFKRLFH,WKLQN,FDQGHDOZLWKWKHLVRODWLRQVWHUHRW\SLQJDQGWKHDUURJDQFH%HVLGHVLI,GRQ WJRWR
JUDGXDWHVFKRROP\IDWKHUH[SHFWVPHWRJRLQWRWKHFRPSDQ\2OGHUEURWKHUKDVDOUHDG\SLFNHGRXWD
SRVLWLRQIRUKLVOLWWOHVLVWHU1HYHUPLQGWKDW, PQRWDWDOOLQWHUHVWHG0\IDWKHUMXVWPDGHDQRWKHUGHDO
ZLWK6XKDUWRDQGROGHUEURWKHULVJRLQJWREHLQ,QGRQHVLDIXOOWLPH+HZDQWVPHWRMRLQKLPWKHUH
0RQDUHDOL]HGWKDWHYHQLI0HLSRGLGQ WJRWRJUDGVFKRROVKHZRXOGEHOHDYLQJ2K,GLGQ WNQRZ
,WKRXJKW,WROG\RX0HLSRQRWLFHGWKHVDGQHVVLQ0RQD VH\HV$Q\ZD\,WKLQNSDSDZDQWVPHWRJHW
P\GRFWRUDWH,ZRXOGEHWKHILUVWLQWKHIDPLO\VRORQJDV,GRQ WPDUU\DQ$PHULFDQZKLOH, PDZD\
<RXUIDWKHUKDVWDNHQSDUDQRLDWRDQHZKHLJKW$QGZKDWPDNHVKLPWKLQN\RX GPDUU\DQ$PHULFDQ"
3UREDEO\EHFDXVHRIP\FRXVLQ)HQJ6KHPDUULHGDQ$PHULFDQVKHPHWDW&ROXPELDZKHQVKHZDVDW
EVFKRRO%XWHYHU\ERG\NQRZV)HQJORYHGHYHU\WKLQJ$PHULFDQ6KHZDVWKDWZD\HYHUVLQFHVKHZDV
DFKLOGRUWKDW VZKDW$XQWLH=LVDLG0RWKHUDQG)DWKHUWDONOLNH)HQJFDXJKWDGLVHDVH
,WZRXOGVRXQGGDIWLIQRWWKDWWKH\PLJKWKDYHDSRLQW
'RQ W\RXVWDUWQRZ0HLSRVDLG,W VQRWMXVWWKDW, PQRWLQWHUHVWHGLQ/HH)RRN:RR, PQRWWKHOLWWOH
ZLIHW\SH,GRQ WZDQWWKHEXUGHQRIKDYLQJWRZRUU\DERXWZKDWVRPHPDQZDQWV
2XWVLGHWKHZLQGRZRIWKHLUIODWWKHZLQGEOHZWKLFNGDUNFORXGVVZROOHQZLWKPRLVWXUHVPRNHDQG
GXVWRYHU.XDOD/XPSXU6RRQWKHGLUW\ODVKLQJUDLQZRXOGFRPHDQGGUHQFKWKHFLW\
,W VJRLQJWREHORQHO\KHUHZKHQ\RXOHDYH
,W VUDUHHQRXJKZKHQZH UHERWKKHUH0HLSRVDLG$QGGRQ WZRUU\, OOKDYHHPDLO
(PDLO"+RZH[DFWO\WKDWZDVVXSSRVHGWRPDNHKHUIHHODQ\EHWWHU0RQDGLGQRWNQRZEXWVKHDOVR
NQHZZLWK0HLSRJRQHVKHZRXOGEHYDFDWLQJWKHIODWDQGPRYLQJEDFNZLWKKHUIDWKHU DQGVWHSPRWKHU
, OOZULWH\RXHYHU\GD\0HLSRVDLGUHDFKLQJIRUDQRWKHUVWHDPHGEXQ
7KHUDLQFDPHVXGGHQO\DQGH[SORVLYHO\7KH\JODQFHGDWWKHZLQGRZDWWKHVDPHWLPH
,WKLQN, OOPDNHWHD0RQDVDLGJHWWLQJXSIURPWKHWDEOHDQGJRLQJWRWKHNLWFKHQDUHD
0HLSRSLFNHGXSWKHWHOHYLVLRQUHPRWHDQGVZLWFKHGLWRQ6KHVZLWFKHGFKDQQHOVXQWLOVKHFDPHWR
DQROGUHUXQRI Lost in Space([FLWHGO\VKHUDQWRWKHFRIIHHWDEOHWRJHWKHUJODVVHV:LOO5RELQVRQ
LVRQ6WDUVKHVDLGPDNLQJUHIHUHQFHWRWKHFKDQQHOFRQWUROOHGE\5XSHUW0XUGRFK VPHGLDHPSLUH
<RXUIDWKHUVKRXOGSUREDEO\H[SDQGLQWRWKHPHGLDEXVLQHVV0RQDVDLGIURPWKHNLWFKHQ+HFRXOG
SXW\RXLQFKDUJHDQG\RXFRXOGVFKHGXOHDOOWKHVKRZV\RXOLNH,WKLQNWKDWZRXOGEHDORWPRUHIXQ
WKDQFXWWLQJWLPEHULQ,QGRQHVLDDQGRSHUDWLQJSHWURFKHPLFDOSODQWVDQGKRWHOV
,WKLQNKHZRXOGQHHG\RXUIDWKHU VKHOS0HLSRVDLG5XSHUW0XUGRFKPXVWKDYHPDGHDORWRIIULHQGV
LQWKHJRYHUQPHQWWRJHW6WDUDOORZHGLQWRWKHFRXQWU\,FDQ WLPDJLQHWKDW$NLO$EGXOODKZRXOGKDYH
VDLG\HVZLWKRXWJHWWLQJORWVRIQLFHFRQFHVVLRQV'RQ WH[SHFWWRKHDUDQ\FULWLFLVPVRI$EGXOODKLQDQ\
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1RTXHVWLRQDERXWWKDW0RQDFDPHEDFNLQWRWKHOLYLQJURRPDQGJODQFHGDWWKHWHOHYLVLRQ6KHGLGQRW
NQRZZKDW0HLSRVDZLQ Lost in Space5XSHUW0XUGRFKZDVDOHDGHULQVSUHDGLQJ$PHULFDQFXOWXUH
DURXQGWKHZRUOGDQGKDGHYHQEHFRPHD86FLWL]HQ$ORWRISHRSOHLQ0DOD\VLDFRPSODLQHGDERXWWKH
QHJDWLYHLQIOXHQFHVRI$PHULFDQPHGLDEXWPDQ\ZHUHMXVWOLNH0HLSRDQGIORFNHGWRWKHVHLPSRUWV
ZKHWKHURQWHOHYLVLRQRULQSLUDWHGPXVLFRUYLGHRV$PHULFDQHQWHUWDLQHUVVHHPHGWRKDYHQRVKDPH\HW
ZHUHZLOGO\SRSXODUHVSHFLDOO\EXWQRWRQO\ZLWK\RXQJSHRSOH7KH\ZHUHDVRUWRIJOREDOUR\DOW\DQG
$OL-DPDOKDGQRWHGWKHFRQWUDGLFWLRQWKDWDWWKHVDPHWLPHPDQ\\RXQJSHRSOHZHUHLQFUHDVLQJO\
JUDYLWDWLQJWRUHOLJLRXVIXQGDPHQWDOLVPWKHSRSXODULW\RI$PHULFDQPHGLDSURGXFWVKDGQHYHUEHHQ
VWURQJHU$OL-DPDOKDGDVNHG0RQDWRKHOSKLPPDNHVHQVHRIWKLVSKHQRPHQDIRUSROLWLFDOUHDVRQV
/LRQHOLVLQWHUHVWHGLQWKHPHGLD
0RQDWXUQHGIURPWKHWHOHYLVLRQWRKHUIULHQG,WKRXJKW\RXUOLWWOHEURWKHUZDVJRLQJWRZRUNIRU
81'37KDW VZK\KH VPDMRULQJLQHFRQRPLFVDW$PKHUVWMXVWOLNH%HQJGLG
+H VILFNOH2QHGD\KHZDQWVWRVDYHWKHVWDUYLQJFKLOGUHQRI0R]DPELTXHDQGWKHQH[WKHZDQWVWR
PDNHPRYLHV+H VQRZWDONLQJDERXWJRLQJWR86& VILOPVFKRRO+H VQRWOLNH%HQJ2OGHUEURWKHUKDV
DOZD\VNQRZQZKDWKHZDQWHG
%HQJ/LP0RQDVDLGLPLWDWLQJDUDGLRDQQRXQFHUWKHKHLUDSSDUHQWWRWKH.HQJ/LPHPSLUH2UEDZ
,QWHUQDWLRQDO+ROGLQJV
'RQ WIRUJHWLILWZDVQ WIRU%HQJZHPLJKWQHYHUKDYHPHW0HLSRVDLGORRNLQJXSRQO\PRPHQWDULO\
IURP Lost in Space
<HV,NQRZ,I%HQJKDGQ WJRQHWR$PKHUVW\RXZRXOGQHYHUKDYHNQRZQDERXW0RXQW+RO\RNH
0RUHLPSRUWDQWO\KHFRQYLQFHG3DSDWKDW0RXQW+RO\RNHZRXOGEHDJRRGVFKRROIRUPH$QGKH
FRQYLQFHGPHRIWKHVDPHWKLQJEXWZLWKDYHU\GLIIHUHQWDUJXPHQW
,UHPHPEHU0RQDVDLG<RXZHUHUHDOO\H[FLWHGE\WKHILYHFROOHJHFRQVRUWLXP<RXWROGPHWKDW
\RXSODQQHGWRWDNHFRXUVHVRQDOOILYHFDPSXVHV<RXUDQ\RXUVHOIUDJJHGWU\LQJWRGRMXVWWKDW
$QGKHWROG3DSDWKDW0RXQW+RO\RNHZDVDQRQUHOLJLRXVZRPDQ VFROOHJH3DSDOLNHGWKDW+HVDLG,
ZRXOGQ WEHGLVWUDFWHGE\PHQDQG\HW,ZRXOGQ WEHDWRQHRIWKRVHUHOLJLRXVVFKRROVZKHUHWKH\WU\WR
WXUQ\RXLQWRD&KULVWLDQ
0RQDVPLOHG,JXHVV\RXUSDSDZDVQ WEHLQJYHU\FUHDWLYHLIKHWKRXJKW\RXZRXOGQ WILQGGLVWUDFWLRQV
DWDVLQJOHVH[VFKRRO
0HLSRJLJJOHGDVWKHURERWVWDUWHGIODLOLQJLWVDUPVDERXWDQGVD\LQJ'DQJHUGDQJHU6KHDOZD\VOLNHG
WKDWSDUW0RQDVKRRNKHUKHDGDQGWXUQHGEDFNWRZDUGVWKHNLWFKHQDVWKHWHDSRWVWDUWHGZKLVWOLQJ

0HWDPRUSKRVLVLVDQRUJDQLFPRYHPHQWRILQWHUDFWLRQZLWKLQDV\VWHPLQZKLFKTXDOLWLHV RFFDVLRQDOO\
DSSHDUDQFHVEXWXVXDOO\FRQGLWLRQVRUIXQFWLRQV RIRQHSDUWJHWWUDQVIHUUHGWRRWKHUSDUWVVRWKDWWKHODWWHU
FDQEHUHIHUUHGWRDVIRUPVRIWKHIRUPHU:KDWLVHVVHQWLDOLVWKDWWKLVSURFHVVRIPHWDPRUSKRVLVEHODUJH
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HQRXJKWRLQFOXGHERWKZKDWLVFKDQJLQJDQGZKDWLWLVFKDQJLQJLQWRVRWKDWWKHWUDQVIRUPDWLRQ
EHFRPHVDQLQWHUQDOPRYHPHQW%HUWHOO2OOPDQLQ Rethinking Marxism9ROXPHQR

6LWWLQJDWWKHFRPSXWHULQWKHOLEUDU\RI&KLQHVH8QLYHUVLW\RI+RQJ.RQJ6KL'DRORRNHGOLNHDQROG
SURIHVVRUQRWIDUIURPUHWLUHPHQWGUHVVHGLQDEDJJ\EOXHVXLWDQGZHDULQJEODFNVDQGDOVDQGZKLWH
VRFNV+HKDGLQVWDOOHGDSURJUDPRQWRWKHFRPSXWHUWKDWKDGEHHQZULWWHQE\D\RXQJPDQLQKLVHPSOR\
DPDQWKDW6KL'DRKDGIRXQGTXLWHWDOHQWHGLQPDQ\WKLQJVSDUWLFXODUO\WKRVHUHODWHGWRFRPSXWHUV,W
ZDVLQFUHDVLQJO\XVHIXONQRZOHGJHLQDZRUOGZKHUHZLUHGDQGZLUHOHVVFRQQHFWLRQVDOORZHGIRUIDVW DQG
almost XQPHGLDWHGPRYHPHQWRIPDVVHVRIGDWDIURPDQ\JLYHQSRLQWRQWKHSODQHWWRDQ\RWKHUSRLQW
6KL'DRQDYLJDWHGWKHFRPSXWHU VEURZVHUWRDQREVFXUHZHEVLWHDQGFOLFNHGDQHYHQPRUHREVFXUHOLQN
$Q$GREH3')ILOHDSSHDUHGRQWKHVFUHHQ,WZDVDKXJHWH[WEXW6KL'DRZDVRQO\LQWHUHVWHGLQWKH
FRQWHQWVRIDSDUWLFXODUSDJHGLDORJXHIURPDFKDUDFWHULQDZHEQRYHO
6KL'DRGLGQRWQHHGDFLSKHUWRGHFRGHWKHPHVVDJHLQWKHGLDORJXH+HZDVWKHFLSKHUVRWRVSHDN+H
KDGLQYHQWHGWKHFRGH +LVLQVWUXFWLRQVZHUHFOHDU$QRWKHUPHPEHURIWKHRUJDQL]DWLRQRIZKLFKKHZDV
DNH\ILJXUHKDGLQILOWUDWHGWKHILQDQFLDOHPSLUHRI6LPRQ5HNNHUGHVFULEHGLQWKHZHEQRYHODV+LOODULRXV
:LQNOHILQDQFLDOVSHFXODWRUDQGZUHFNHURIQDWLRQVDQGKDGEHFRPHDZDUHRI5HNNHU VSODQWRVHWLQ
PRWLRQWKHFROODSVHRIFXUUHQFLHVLQ6RXWKHDVW$VLDVWDUWLQJZLWKWKH7KDLEDKWEXWPRYLQJTXLFNO\WR
GHVWDELOL]HFXUUHQFLHVLQ0DOD\VLD6LQJDSRUH,QGRQHVLDWKH3KLOOLSLQHVDQGRWKHUQDWLRQV$FRPSXWHU
PRGHOZDVXQGHUGHYHORSPHQWWRFRRUGLQDWHDQGFRQWUROWKHHIIHFWVRIWKHDWWDFN
6KL'DRFORVHGWKHZHEEURZVHUNQRZLQJWKDWWKLVLQIRUPDWLRQZRXOGEHUHYLVHGZLWKLQWKHKRXU7KH
ZHEQRYHOZDVUHSHDWHGO\FKDQJHGWRFRQIXVHDQ\RQHZKRPLJKWVXVSHFWLWZDVUHDOO\D IRQWRIFRGHV
6KL'DRIRXQGLWLURQLFWKDWWKHZHEVLWHLQTXHVWLRQZDVKRVWHGLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVKRPHWRWKH&,$DQG
16$WKHSULPDU\RSSRQHQWVRIKLVRUJDQL]DWLRQLQWKHJOREDOFKHVVPDWFKWKDWZDVXQFHDVLQJO\EHLQJ
SOD\HGRXWLQYDULRXVVLWHVDERXW WKHSODQHWDQGLQFUHDVLQJO\RYHUWKH,QWHUQHW
We are engaged in a permanent revolution.
$QRWKHULURQ\ZDVWKDW6KL'DRKDGIRQGPHPRULHVRIKLVWLPHLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVLQWKHEHOO\RIWKH
EHDVW+HKDGPDGHPDQ\IULHQGVWUDYHOHGWRPDQ\SODFHVZDWFKHGPDQ\EDVHEDOOJDPHV +HVWLOO
RZQHGD<DQNHHVEDVHEDOOFDSWKDWKDGJLYHQWRKLPE\D 3DNLVWDQLFDEGULYHU6RPHRQHOHIWLWLQWKH
FDE7DNHLWEDFNWR&KLQDZLWK\RXWKHFDEGULYHUKDGVDLG6XFKJHQHURVLW\ZDVFRPPRQHVSHFLDOO\
LQWKH%URQ[%XWWKLVZDVQRWWKHFDVHZLWKWKH86JRYHUQPHQWRUWKHWUDQVQDWLRQDOFRUSRUDWLRQVZKR
FRQWUROOHGLW6KL'DREHOLHYHGWKDWWKHERXUJHRLV$PHULFDQVWDWHXQGHUWKHFRPPDQGRIFDSLWDOLVW
GLUHFWRUVVLWWLQJLQWKHLUFRUSRUDWHERDUGURRPVXVHGLWVPLOLWDU\WRFRHUFHDQGFRQTXHUIRUWKHSXUSRVHRI
IRUFLQJRWKHUJRYHUQPHQWVWRNRZWRZWRRSHQWKHLUHFRQRPLHVZLGHWRWKHUDSHRIWKHWUDQVQDWLRQDOVWR
PDNHWKHLUSHRSOHWKHFKHDSREHGLHQWODERUWKDWDOORZHGWKRVHWUDQVQDWLRQDOVWRUHDSKXJHZHDOWKDQGWR
GLUHFWWKDWZHDOWKWRWKHYDULRXVOD\HUVRIWKHWUDQVQDWLRQDOKLHUDUFK\IURP&(2VWRORZOHYHOPDQDJHUV
6KL'DRUDQWKHVPDOOXWLOLW\SURJUDPWKDWZRXOGHOLPLQDWHWUDFHVRIKLVDFWLYLW\RQWKHFRPSXWHU
The Long March needs Rekker's computer model.
6KL'DRURVHFDVXDOO\IURPWKHZRUNVWDWLRQDEDQGRQLQJWKHFRPSXWHUWRDQDWWUDFWLYH\RXQJZRPDQZKR
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ZDVNLQGHQRXJKWRVPLOHEHIRUHWDNLQJWKHVHDWLQIURQWRIWKHPRQLWRU
Rekker is one of capitalism's attack dogs. We must uncover his leash before he attacks China.
6KL'DRNQHZRIRQO\RQHSHUVRQZKRKHFRXOGWUXVWWRVXFFHHGDWVXFKDPLVVLRQ

-XVWDVWKHUHLVQRWDVLQJOHWKLQJLQWKHZRUOGZLWKRXWDGXDOQDWXUH WKLVLVWKHODZRIWKHXQLW\RI
RSSRVLWHV VRLPSHULDOLVPDQGDOOUHDFWLRQDULHVKDYHDGXDOQDWXUH WKH\DUHUHDOWLJHUVDQGSDSHUWLJHUV
DWWKHVDPHWLPH,QSDVWKLVWRU\EHIRUHWKH\ZRQVWDWHSRZHUDQGIRUVRPHWLPHDIWHUZDUGVWKH
VODYHRZQLQJFODVVWKHIHXGDOODQGORUGFODVVDQGWKHERXUJHRLVLHZHUHYLJRURXVUHYROXWLRQDU\DQG
SURJUHVVLYHWKH\ZHUHUHDOWLJHUV%XWZLWKWKHODSVHRIWLPHEHFDXVHWKHLURSSRVLWHV WKHVODYHFODVV
SHDVDQWFODVVDQGWKHSUROHWDULDW JUHZLQVWUHQJWKVWHSE\VWHSVWUXJJOHGDJDLQVWWKHPPRUHDQGPRUH
ILHUFHO\WKHVHUXOLQJFODVVHVFKDQJHGLQWRUHDFWLRQDULHVFKDQJHGLQWREDFNZDUGSHRSOHFKDQJHGLQWR
SDSHUWLJHUV$QGHYHQWXDOO\WKH\ZHUHRYHUWKURZQRUZLOOEHRYHUWKURZQE\WKHSHRSOH0DR=HGRQJ
IURPDVSHHFKJLYHQLQ:XKDQ

6DQMD\+DUULVFRROLQVXQJODVVHVEURQ]HVNLQDQGZLWKDORQJMHWEODFNSRQ\WDLOZDONHGGRZQ6WDXQWRQ
6WUHHWLQWKHGLUHFWLRQRI9LFWRULD3ULVRQ7KHWUDIILFZDVOLJKWDWWHQLQWKHPRUQLQJRQDZHHNGD\+H
ZDVWDNLQJWKH GD\RIIDQGHQMR\HGWKHVHQVHRIOLEHUDWLRQEHLQJIUHHWRGRDVKHSOHDVHGLQDFLW\ZKHUH
PRVWSHRSOHOLYHGWKHLUOLYHVLQUHJLPHQWHGIDVKLRQ+HQRWHGWKH\HOORZVWULSRIWDSHRQWKHVWUHHWVLJQ
RQWKHFRUQHUDQGSURFHHGHGWRWKHODXQGU\RQ2OG%DLOH\6WUHHW+HZHQWLQDQGSLFNHGXSWKUHHER[HV
RIVKLUWVIURP+DUU\&KDQWKHHOGHUO\PDQZKRZRUNHGWKHFRXQWHUGXULQJWKHGD\+HWKDQNHG+DUU\
ZKRJULQQHGWRRWKLO\ 6DQMD\KDGRQFHHQJDJHGWKHPDQLQEULHIFRQYHUVDWLRQLQ&DQWRQHVHDERXW
WKHOLIHRIEODFNVLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHV,WKDGODWHUWXUQHGRXWWKDW+DUU\ VFXULRXVLW\ZDVSUDJPDWLF
KLVJUDQGVRQKDGPDUULHGD3XHUWR5LFDQDFWUHVVDQGZDVQRZOLYLQJLQ/RV$QJHOHV&DOLIRUQLD+HKDG
WULHGH[SODLQLQJWR+DUU\WKHFRPSOH[LW\RIFXOWXUDOOLIHLQ WKH86DQGLQSDUWLFXODUWKHGLVWLQFWLYHQHVV
RI/RV$QJHOHVEXWKHZDVQRWVXUH+DUU\KDGTXLWHIDWKRPHGLW+RQJ.RQJZDVDIWHUDOODYHU\
FRQILQHGVSDFHDOEHLWRQHZLWKDGLYHUVHPL[RISHRSOH,QDQ\HYHQW+DUU\QRZFRQVLGHUHGKLPDOPRVW
DIULHQGDQGFKDUJHGKLPORFDOUDWHVIRUGU\FOHDQLQJUDWKHUWKDQWKHUDWHVXVXDOO\FKDUJHGWRH[SDWV
+HWRRNWKHER[HVEDFNWRKLVIODWDQGRSHQHGWKHPLQKLVOLYLQJURRPQH[WWRKLVSUL]HGWUDLQVHW
,QVLGHZHUHWKHVKLUWVDQGLQRQHER[DVLQJOHEHDUHUERQGLVVXHGE\D-DSDQHVHEDQNLQWKHDPRXQWRI
7KLVZDVRQO\KLVWKLUGSD\PHQWVLQFHKHKDGEHJXQKLVSDUWWLPHZRUNIRUDOLWWOHNQRZQ
&KLQHVHRUJDQL]DWLRQ,WVXSSOHPHQWHGKLVGD\MREDWWKH+RQJ.RQJ7UDGHDQG'HYHORSPHQW&RXQFLO
2YHUWKHZHHNHQGKHSODQQHGWRGHSRVLWWKHERQGLQDVDIHW\GHSRVLWER[LQD3RUWXJHVHEDQNLQ0DFDX
/DWHU6DQMD\PHW+HOHQ)XQJZKRZRUNHGLQDQDGPLQLVWUDWLYHSRVLWLRQDWWKH+RQJ.RQJ0RQHWDU\
$XWKRULW\DQGKDGDFFHVVWRSULYLOHJHGLQIRUPDWLRQDERXWWKHRSHUDWLRQVRIWKHFXUUHQF\ERDUGFKDUJHG
ZLWKPDLQWDLQLQJWKHSHJJHGUHODWLRQVKLSEHWZHHQWKH+RQJ.RQJGROODUDQGWKH86GROODUDWDQ
$PHULFDQVW\OHVDQGZLFKVKRSLQ&DXVHZD\%D\+HKDGNQRZQ+HOHQIRUDOLWWOHRYHUDPRQWKDQGWKH
WZR KDGGHYHORSHGVRPHWKLQJDELWVWURQJHUWKDQDIULHQGVKLS1HYHUWKHOHVVLWZDVVWLOOUDUHIRUWKHWZRRI
WKHPWREHVHHQWRJHWKHULQSXEOLF$OWKRXJKWKLVZDVVRPHZKDWDQQR\LQJWR+HOHQ-D\KDGQRWOHIWKHU
PXFKFKRLFH
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:K\FDQ W\RXFRPHWRWKHSDUW\WKLVZHHNHQG"-D\\RXPDUULHG",VWKDWWKHELJVHFUHW\RX UHNHHSLQJ"
+HFOHDUHGKLVWKURDWEHIRUHDQVZHULQJ1RVHFUHWRVSURPLWRKHVDLG,MXVWFDQ WFRPH+HORRNHGDW
KHUIRUDEULHISHULRGRIVLOHQFHWKHQDGGHG7KHWUXWKLV,VLPSO\GRQ WOLNHSDUWLHV, YHQHYHUOLNHG
SDUWLHV,WKDVQDGDWRGRZLWK\RX1RWKLQJ
<RXGLVVLQ PH"6KHEOLQNHG<RXGRQ WZDQWWREHVHHQZLWKPH FDXVH, P&KLQHVH
7KDW VGXPEKHVDLGUHDFKLQJEDFNDQGDGMXVWLQJWKHEOXHEDQGKROGLQJKLVSRQ\WDLO(VRHVULGtFXOR
6SHDN(QJOLVK-D\6KHVKRRNKHUKHDGDQGIROGHGKHUDUPV:K\GRQ W\RXPDNHDQ\VHQVH"
0DQZULWHVDVXLFLGHQRWH, PQRWPDGDWDQ\RQH 7KLVLVMXVWVRPHWKLQJ,KDGWRGRIRUP\VHOI
:KDWGRHVWKDWPHDQ"6KHIURZQHGDQGVKRRNKHUKHDG,GRQ WXQGHUVWDQG\RX
,W VMXVWDMRNH,VWROHIURPVRPHRQH+HWRRNDELWHIURPKLVVDQGZLFK<RXUIRRG VJRQQDJHWFROG
6KHIURZQHG,GRQ WVHHKRZVXLFLGHLVDMRNH+LVH\HEURZVZHQWXS6KHVLJKHG,GRQ WXQGHUVWDQG
ZK\\RXFDQ WWDNHDQ\WKLQJVHULRXVO\<RX UHIUXVWUDWLQJ
+HJULQQHG, OOFRPHDQGVHH\RXWRQLJKWPD\EHZHFDQGRVRPHWKLQJDERXWWKHIUXVWUDWLRQ
6KHWULHGQRWVPLOLQJEXWLWGLGQ WZRUN%ULQJ0DOFROPVRPHWKLQJVKHVDLGDQGJDYHKLPDVWUDLJKW
ORRN+HOLNHV\RX
+HQRGGHG
-D\DEDFNSDFNRYHURQHVKRXOGHUZDONHGRQWRWKHIHUU\DQGZHQWWRWKHIURQW+HVDWGRZQQH[WWRDQ
HOGHUO\&KLQHVHPDQZHDULQJDEODFNIHGRUDDQGDIDGHGEOXHVXLWWKDWVHHPHGRQHVL]HWRRODUJH
:KDWGR\RXWKLQNRI7LDQDQPHQ"WKHPDQQDPHG6KL'DRDVNHGZLWKRXWORRNLQJDW-D\
,ZDVMXVWWZR\HDUVRXWRIFROOHJHLQKHVDLG7KHZKROHZRUOGVHHPHGLQWXUPRLO-D\WKRXJKW
IRUDORQJPRPHQWWKHQXQGHUVWRRGZKDWZDVEHLQJDVNHG,WKLQNWKHOHDGHUVKLSLQ%HLMLQJFRXOG
OHDUQDWKLQJRUWZRIURPWKHZD\SROLWLFDOGLVVLGHQWVDUHKDQGOHGLQWKH86-D\ORRNHGRXWEH\RQGWKH
IHUU\WRWKHJUD\EODFNVN\DQGWKHZDWHUVRI9LFWRULD+DUERXU
6KL'DRQRGGHG$EVRUE\RXUHQHPLHVGRQ WFUXVKWKHP
6RPHWKLQJOLNHWKDW%XWLW VDELWRIDVWUHWFKFRXQWLQJWKRVHVWXGHQWVDV enemies of the state." -D\
SDXVHG,QDQ\FDVHVRPHWLPHVWKHHOLWHLQWKH6WDWHVSUHIHUVFUXVKLQJWRDEVRUELQJ
7KHVKRRWLQJVRI%ODFN3DQWKHUOHDGHUVIRUH[DPSOH"7KHIHUU\EHJDQSXOOLQJDZD\IURPWKHGRFN
6KRRWLQJVPXUGHUVXVHRIWKH)%,WKH,56&2,17(/352GLVVLGHQWVDUUHVWHGRQWUXPSHGXSFKDUJHV
FUDFNGRZQVRQ3XHUWR5LFDQQDWLRQDOLVWVOHDGHUVRIWKH$PHULFDQ,QGLDQ0RYHPHQWFRPPXQLVWV
WKHUH VDKLVWRU\ RIYLROHQWVXSSUHVVLRQ6RPHVWLOOUHPDLQLQSULVRQ0DQ\ORVWWKHLUIUHHGRPRUWKHLU
OLIH ,PDJHVRIXQLIRUPHGPHQRIWKHFDUMDFNEHLQJGLVORGJHGDQGWKHFDUIDOOLQJRQKLVIDWKHU VIDFH
7KH8QLWHG6WDWHVLVDYLROHQWFRXQWU\IXOORISV\FKRWLFUDFLVWV,KDYHUHDGDERXWWKHKRUULEOHDFWVRI
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YLROHQFHDJDLQVWWKH,QGLDQSHRSOHVDQGWKH$IULFDQ$PHULFDQVDERXWWKH.X.OX[.ODQDQGWKHSROLFHLQ
WKH6RXWKHUQVWDWHVHYHQLQWKH1RUWKHUQFLWLHVWKHUHLVVXFKYLROHQFH,VDZWKHYLGHRWDSHRIWKDW\RXQJ
PDQEHLQJEHDWHQE\WKHSROLFH,WZDVLQKXPDQH
5RGQH\.LQJ Can't we all just get along?
6KHQPD"
-D\UHSHDWHG5RGQH\.LQJDQG6KL'DRQRGGHGLQUHFRJQLWLRQ
-D\NQHZWKDWWKH&KLQHVHDXWKRULWLHVZHUHFDSDEOHRIEHKDYLQJMXVWDVEUXWDOO\DVDQ\$PHULFDQ
QHDQWKHUWKDOFRSZKHWKHULWZDVWKH%XOO&RQQRU5L]]RRUWKHPRUHGDSSHU0DUN)XKUPDQQYDULHW\+H
FRXOGQ WKHOSEXWEHDZDUHRIWKHVXSSUHVVLRQRI7LEHWDQUHOLJLRXVOHDGHUV7XUNVDQGRWKHUVZKRVH
LGHQWLW\DQGRUEHOLHIVFRQIOLFWHGZLWKWKHGRPLQDQW=KRQJQDQKDLSRLQWRIYLHZZKLFKKDGOLWWOHWRGR
ZLWKFRPPXQLVP GHILQHGDVDQRQH[SORLWDWLYHHFRQRPLFV\VWHP RURSSRVLWLRQWRRSSUHVVLRQEXWZDV
QDWLRQDOLVWHOLWLVWDQGQRWDOOWKDWGLIIHUHQWIURPWKHIRXQGDWLRQDOEHOLHIVRIWKHROG*XRPLQGDQJWKDWKDG
EHHQGHIHDWHGLQDQGGULYHQWR7DLZDQ-D\NQHZDOOWKLVDQGIRUWKHPRVWSDUWNHSWLWGHHSLQWKH
IXUWKHVWFRUQHUVRIKLVFRQVFLRXVQHVVSUHIHUULQJWRIRFXVRQWKRVHHYHQWVLQ WKH8QLWHG6WDWHVWKDWKDG
GULYHQKLPWRVHHNH[LOHLQ+RQJ.RQJDQGZKLFKKDGIRVWHUHGLQKLPDGHHSDQJHUDWWKHHVWDEOLVKPHQW
LQKLVFRXQWU\RIELUWK,WZDVRIFRXUVHDVHOHFWLYHZD\RIFRQVLGHULQJHYLOEXWQRWXQFRPPRQ,WLV
RIWHQGLIILFXOWWRUHYHUVHFRXUVHDQG-D\KDGFKRVHQDYHU\GLIILFXOWFRXUVHWRUHYHUVH,QWKLVKHZDVQR
GLIIHUHQWWKDQFRXQWOHVVRWKHUV:KDWGR\RXGRZKHQ\RXULGHDOVKDYHEHHQVKDWWHUHGEH\RQGUHSDLU"$W
RQHWLPH-D\KDGEHOLHYHGLQSUHVHUYDWLRQRI$PHULFDQKHJHPRQ\DEURDG HYHQLIWKHPHDQVPLJKW
LQFOXGHWKHRFFDVLRQDODFWRIRIILFLDOWHUURULVP ERPELQJLQQRFHQWFLYLOLDQVIRULQVWDQFHRUXVLQJGHDWK
VTXDGV DQGPDWHULDOLQHTXDOLWLHVDWKRPH SRYHUW\ZDVDIWHUDOOVLPSO\DUHIOHFWLRQRISURIOLJDF\DQG
OD]LQHVV DVQHFHVVDU\FRQGLWLRQVIRUWKHEHVWRIDOOSRVVLEOHZRUOGV+HKDGEHOLHYHGWKLVXSXQWLOWKH
PRPHQWRIDGUDPDWLFVHDFKDQJHLQVSLUHGE\RQHRIWKRVHOLWWOHDFWVRIRIILFLDOWHUURULVPLQZKLFKKLV
IDWKHUDQH[PDULQHDQGHPLJUDQWIURP%HOL]HFDPHIDFHWRIDFHZLWKWKHUHDOWH[WRI$PHULFDQKLVWRU\
RIWKHZRUOG VVHULDONLOOHUVDUH$PHULFDQ-D\VDLGZLWKDVRUWRIWZLVWHGVPLOH
6KL'DRIURZQHG,VWKDWFRUUHFW"
-D\QRGGHG$Q\ZD\KHFRQWLQXHGWKH86LVQ WDOOEDG<RXFRXOGSUREDEO\WKURZDURFNLQWRD
FURZGZLWKRXWKLWWLQJDSV\FKRWLFUDFLVW:KDWERWKHUHG-D\PRVWDERXWWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVZDVQRWWKH
YLROHQFHEXWWKHZD\PRVW$PHULFDQVVHHPHGWREHDVOHHSXQDEOHWRZDNHXSIURPWKHGUHDPVWKH\
ERUURZHGIURPWKHWHOHYLVLRQVHWVDQGWKHPRYLQJSLFWXUHV7KH\GLGQRW see WKHLURZQOLYHV ZKLFKZHUH
WRRRIWHQILOOHGZLWKGHVSHUDWLRQDQGORQHOLQHVV EXWOLYHGYLFDULRXVO\LQVLGHWKHGUHDPVWDWHRIWHOHYLVLRQ
ZKHUHDOOSUREOHPVFDQEHUHVROYHGZLWKVHYHUDOPDQLFFRPPHUFLDOLQWHUUXSWLRQVLQDQKRXURUWZR 
<RXFRXOGZRUN$PHULFDQVWRGHDWKDQGWKH\ZRXOGQ WHYHQQRWLFH7KH\ZRXOGSUREDEO\JRWRWKH*UHDW
%H\RQGKXPPLQJWKHWKHPHVRQJWRRQHRIWKHLUIDYRULWHWHOHYLVLRQVKRZV0RVW$PHULFDQVOLNHPRVW
&KLQHVHDUHMXVWJRRGSHRSOHWU\LQJWRPDNHDOLIHIRUWKHPVHOYHVKHVDLG
<RXUIDWKHUZDVQRWDOORZHGWRPDNHDOLIHIRUKLPVHOI6KL'DRVDLGLPPHGLDWHO\UDLVLQJWKH
HPRWLRQDOVWDNHVRIWKHFRQYHUVDWLRQ$QGWKLVWLPHWKHUHZDVQRVDUFDVWLFUHWRUWIURP-D\,WZDVDVLIWKH
ROGPDQKDGUHDGKLVWKRXJKWVDQGZDVQRZHQMR\LQJKLVPRPHQWRIRPQLVFLHQFH$QGLWZDVDORQJ
PRPHQWEHFDXVH-D\WRRNKLVWLPHUHVSRQGLQJDOORZLQJWKHVRXQGRIWKHIHUU\FXWWLQJWKURXJKWKHZDWHU
DQGWKHVRXQGVRIWKHEDEEOHRIWKHSDVVHQJHUVWRILOOWKHYRLG
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,JXHVV\RX UHWDONLQJDERXWP\IDWKHUJRLQJWRSULVRQ-D\ILQDOO\VDLGKDYLQJFDUHIXOO\UHVWUDLQHGKLV
XUJHWROHWWKHDQJHUVKRZUHIXVLQJWRVKRZDQ\RXWZDUGHPRWLRQ+HGHVSDLUHGRIWKHDQJHU6RPHWLPHV
LWFRQWUROOHGKLPOLNHDGUXJWKDWZDVFRQVWDQWO\IORZLQJLQKLVEORRG%HIRUHPRYLQJWR+RQJ.RQJKH
KDGVSHQWHOHYHQPRQWKVLQVHFOXVLRQVWXG\LQJ gung fu DQGWHDFKLQJ(QJOLVKDWDUHOLJLRXVUHWUHDWLQ
'RQJIH&KLQDWU\LQJWRH[RUFLVHWKHDQJHU,WGLGQ WZRUN+HOHIWWKH6KL6KLQJ+DQ6FKRROZLWKWKH
GHPRQLQWDFW,WZDVVLWWLQJRQLWVKDXQFKVLQWKHSRVWHULRURIKLVFRQVFLRXVQHVVZKHQKHKDGEHHQ
DSSURDFKHGE\6KL'DR6KL'DRWRRNFRQWURORIWKHGHPRQDQGIRFXVHGLW,ZDVQ WWKHUHZKHQP\
IDWKHUZHQWWRSULVRQ,ZDV OLYLQJZLWKP\JUDQGPRWKHULQ3XQWD*RUGD%HOL]HIRUDIHZPRQWKV+H
KHVLWDWHGDQGIRUDPRPHQW6KL'DRWKRXJKW-D\PLJKWVLPSO\VWRSEHIRUHDOORZLQJWKHGHPRQWRURDU
%XWWKHVWRU\ZDV-D\FRQWLQXHGWKDWP\IDWKHUZDVDUUHVWHGIRUEHDWLQJXSWKHVRQRIDQ$UNDQVDV
FRXQW\VKHULII$VOLJKWVPLOH,WFRXOGKDYHEHHQFRQIXVHGZLWKDJULPDFH%LJUXVW\EXWWGXGH 
IRONVFDOO HPFUDFNHUVGRZQWKHUH WKH\FDOO HPUHGQHFNVMXVWDERXWHYHU\ZKHUH7KH6RXWKKDVD
VXUSOXVRI HP7KH\JURZ HPOLNHZDWHUPHORQV7KHGHPRQZDVZLGHDZDNH$Q\ZD\WKLVVRFDOOHG
DVVDXOWKDSSHQHGZKHQP\IDWKHUFDPHWRWKHGHIHQVHRID\RXQJJLUOWKHVKHULII VVRQZDVWU\LQJWRUDSH
,WZDVQ WWKHILUVWWLPHWKHVKHULII VVRQKDGLQGXOJHGKLVIDQWDVLHVZLWK\RXQJJLUOV7KHUXOHZDV DV
ORQJDVWKH\ZHUHEODFNLWZDVRND\,WZDVFOHDUKHGLGQ WOLNHVD\LQJWKHFRORUEODFNLQWKLVFRQWH[W
,W VSDUWRIWKHWUDGLWLRQRI6RXWKHUQJHQWLOLW\DQGFKDUP6KL'DRZDWFKHGWKHSRNHUIDFHHURGHDQGWKH
HGJHVRIDQJHUEHFRPHDZDOORIULJLGPXVFOHVLQ-D\ VIDFH$Q\ZD\, YHEHHQWROGWKDWEHIRUHWKH
VKHULIIDQGKLVGHSXWLHVWRRNP\IDWKHUWRMDLOWKH\GHFLGHGWRWUHDWKLPWRVRPHPRUHRIWKDWOHJHQGDU\
6RXWKHUQJHQWLOLW\7KH\KDQGFXIIHGKLPDQGSXWKLPXQGHUDFDUWKDWZDVXSRQDMDFNLQWKHSDUNLQJORW
RIWKHPRWHOP\IDWKHUZDVPDQDJLQJ7KHQWKH\\DQNHGWKHMDFNRXW
6KL'DRJULPDFHG,W VVXUSULVLQJ\RXUIDWKHUFRXOGVWLOOEHDOLYH
-D\VKUXJJHGDQGVKRRNKLVKHDG/LNH,VDLG,ZDVQ WWKHUH
$QGWKH\ VWLOOSXW\RXUIDWKHURQWULDO"7KHROGPDQ VIURZQDQGORRNRIFRQFHUQGHHSHQHG7KH
$PHULFDQV\VWHPRIFULPLQDOMXVWLFHKDGEHHQWKRURXJKO\P\WKRORJL]HGLQ$PHULFDQWHOHYLVLRQVKRZV
DQGILOPV0DQ\SHRSOHERWKLQDQGRXWVLGHRIWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVEHOLHYHGWKHP\WKDFFHSWHGWKDW
VRPHKRZGHVSLWHRFFDVLRQDOSUREOHPVIDLUQHVVSUHYDLOHG6KL'DRKDGQHYHUDFFHSWHGWKHP\WKDQG
ZKHQKHZDVOLYLQJLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVKHVDZDPSOHHYLGHQFHWKDWLWZDVMXVWWKDW DP\WK7KH
FULPLQDOMXVWLFHV\VWHPLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVZDVVKDSHGE\WKHVDPHVRUWVRIG\QDPLFSURFHVVHVDVWKH
FULPLQDOMXVWLFHV\VWHPLQ&KLQDSULYLOHJHDQGSRZHUDOPRVWDOZD\VSUHYDLOHGQRPDWWHUZKDWWKHIDFWV
$QGLQGHHGWKHIDFWVWKHPVHOYHVZHUHDOZD\VEHLQJVKDSHGE\SULYLOHJHDQGSRZHUZKHWKHULQWKH
EHKDYLRURIWKRVHFROOHFWLQJWKHHYLGHQFHWKRVHLQWHUSUHWLQJWKHHYLGHQFHRULQWKRVHDUELWUDWLQJWKH
HYLGHQFH3URVHFXWRUVZHUHDOZD\VNHHQO\DZDUHRIZKDWWKH\QHHGHGWRGRWRNHHSWKHLUMREVDQGLIWKH\
ZHUHSDUWLFXODUO\JRRGDWVDWLVI\LQJWKRVHZLWKWKHNH\VWRSRZHULQPRYLQJXSWKHODGGHURIVXFFHVV
$QGMXGJHVZKRKDGDOUHDG\SURYHQWKHPVHOYHVUHOLDEOHRUWKH\ZRXOGQRWEHMXGJHVDOZD\VSURYLGHGD
VRUWRIODVWOLQHRIGHIHQVHRIWKHVWDWXVTXRDEDVWLRQKROGLQJEDFNWKHEDUEDULDQVZKRPLJKWXQGHUPLQH
WKHH[LVWLQJKLHUDUFK\RISRZHUDQGSULYLOHJH7KXV6KL'DR VTXHVWLRQZDVUKHWRULFDO
0\IDWKHUZDVFRQYLFWHGRIDVVDXOWUHVLVWLQJDUUHVWDQGVRPHRWKHUWUXPSHGXSFKDUJH:KHQ,JRWEDFN
WR$UNDQVDVKHZDVDOUHDG\LQSULVRQ And I never went to see him6DQMD\WKRXJKWEXWGLGQRWVD\
$PHULFDQMXVWLFH6KL'DRVDLGZLWKDQDLURIDXWKRULW\DVLIKHZDVH[SHUWLQWKLVILHOG
$ORWRISHRSOHKDYHORVWWKHLUOLYHVDQGWKHLUIUHHGRPWR$PHULFDQMXVWLFHRYHUWKH\HDUV-D\KDGVDLG
WKLVZLWKRXWPXFKWKRXJKW$EOXQWVWDWHPHQWRIEHOLHIXQPHGLDWHGE\KLVXVXDO gallow's humor+H
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VWRSSHGKLPVHOIEHIRUHVD\LQJPRUHIHHOLQJWKHGHPRQFURVVLQJKLVOLQHRIYLVLRQ
3DUWLFXODUO\EODFNSHRSOH6KL'DR VIURZQWXUQHGWRDORRNRIUHJUHWDVKHWULHGWRNHHSWKHGHPRQLQ
WKHIRUHIURQW
<RXOLYHGLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHV-D\VDLG\RXNQRZZKDWWKHJDPHLV,I\RXJHWODEHOHGDQRXWVLGHU
ZKHWKHUWKH\UHIHUWR\RXDV black RU Indian RU Mexican RU illegal alien RUZKDWHYHUWKHQ\RXDUHVXEMHFW
WRWKHVKDUSHQGRIWKHSRZHUVWUXFWXUH,V LWDQ\GLIIHUHQWLQ&KLQD"+HZDQWHGWRDVN6KL'DRWKLVMXVW
WRJHWKLVUHVSRQVHEXWGHFLGHGQRWWR:KDWZDVWKHSRLQW"7KHMXGJHVDQGSURVHFXWRUVDQGMXURUVFRXOG
QRWEHDEVROYHGVLPSO\EHFDXVHWKHLUEHKDYLRUZDVUHSOLFDWHGLQDORQJODXQGU\OLVWRIFRXQWULHVDOORYHU
WKHSODQHW,QPRVWRIWKRVHRWKHUFRXQWULHVWKHUHZDVQRSUHWHQVH(YHU\ERG\NQHZWKDWMXVWLFHZDVMXVW
DQRWKHUFRPPRGLW\RZQHGE\DSULYLOHJHGIHZDQGDOZD\VIRUVDOH7KH8QLWHG6WDWHVZDVVXSSRVHGWR
EHEHWWHUWKDQWKDW7KHP\WKRORJ\VDLGLWZDVEHWWHUWKDQWKDW0RVWEHOLHYHGWKHP\WKRORJ\DQGZKHQ
FRQIURQWHGZLWKWKHWUXWKWKH\UDWLRQDOL]HGLWDZD\RUDWWDFNHGWKHEHDUHURIWKHXQSOHDVDQWQHVV
<RXUIDWKHUGLHGLQSULVRQ"6KL'DRZDVQRWTXLWHUHDG\WRJHQHUDOL]HWKHWRSLF
-D\ORRNHGDW6KL'DRIRUDPRPHQW+HZDVTXLWHVXUHWKDW6KL'DRNQHZDJRRGGHDODERXWZKDW
KDSSHQHGWRKLVIDWKHU3HUKDSVKHNQHZWKDW-D\KDGLJQRUHGKLVIDWKHU VOHWWHUVUHTXHVWLQJWKDWKHYLVLW
DQGWKHJXLOWWKDWOLQJHUHGIURPWKDWGHFLVLRQ$VPXFKDVKHQRZDGPLUHGKLVIDWKHU VGHILDQFHDQG
ODPHQWHGWKHELWWHUOLIHWKDWKDGFRPHZLWKWKDWGHILDQFHZKHQKLVIDWKHUZDVDOLYHLWZDVGLIIHUHQW+H
KDGUHVHQWHGKLVIDWKHUSHUKDSVKDWHGKLP-D\UHSOLHG1R+HKDGKRUULEOHKHDGDFKHVHYHU\GD\KH
ZDV LQSULVRQ+HZRXOGVFUHDPLQSDLQ$WOHDVWWKDWZDVZKDW,ZDVWROG-D\WKRXJKWDQGIURZQHG
%XWVRPHKRZKHVXUYLYHGORQJHQRXJKWRJHWRXW+HGLHGWZR\HDUVDIWHUEHLQJUHOHDVHG
:KDWDERXW\RXUPRWKHU"
0\PRWKHUGLHGLQFKLOGELUWK,ZDVUDLVHGE\UHODWLYHVPRVWO\DJUHDWDXQWLQ$UNDQVDVEXWDOVRP\
JUDQGPRWKHULQ%HOL]HDQGDQXQFOHRQWKHVRXWKVLGHRI&KLFDJR,QHYHUOLYHGZLWKP\IDWKHU$VDER\
-D\KDGRQFHFRQFOXGHGWKDWLWZRXOGKDYHEHHQEHWWHUWRQRWKDYHDIDWKHUWKDQWRKDYHDIDWKHUZKRGLG
QRWZDQW\RXZKRQHYHUFDPHWRVHH\RXZKRGLGQ WHYHQVHQGPRQH\RUJLIWVDWKROLGD\VRUELUWKGD\V
6KL'DRVDLGNQRZLQJO\7KH8QLWHG6WDWHVLVDYHU\YLROHQWFRXQWU\+HZDVWU\LQJWRUHDG-D\
7KHZD\,VHHLWVRPHWLPHVYLROHQFHVHUYHVDODUJHUSXUSRVHDQGLVWROHUDWHG9LROHQFHFDQEHXVHGWR
SUHVHUYHWKHVWDWXVTXR$JDLQ-D\WULHGSXOOLQJWKHFRQYHUVDWLRQRXWRIWKLVER[DURXQGKLVIDPLO\
KLVWRU\+HVXVSHFWHGWKDW6KL'DRNQHZWKDWUDFLVPDQGLQSDUWLFXODUWKHZD\KLVIDWKHUKDGEHHQ
GHVWUR\HGZHUHLPSRUWDQWPRWLYDWLRQVIRUKLVVHOILPSRVHGH[LOHDQGPRUHWRWKHSRLQWIRUKLVDJUHHLQJ
WRZRUNIRU6KL'DR-D\ VQHJDWLYHDQGXQUHVROYHGIHHOLQJVDERXWKLVIDWKHUKDGPRUSHGLQWRVRPHVRUWRI
KDWUHGIRUWKHFRXQWU\ZKHUHKHZDVERUQ7KHRGGWKLQJZDVQRZKHZDVQ WVRVXUH+HKDGEHFRPH
DJQRVWLFQRWDVUHDG\WRODEHODQHQWLUHFRXQWU\RQWKHDFWVRIVRPHRILWVFLWL]HQV
2QFHZKHQ,OLYHGLQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHV6KL'DRVDLGQRZUHDG\ WRDOORZWKHFRQYHUVDWLRQRXWRIWKH
ER[,KDGDEULHIFRQYHUVDWLRQZLWKDSURIHVVRURIHFRQRPLFV,DVNHGKLPDERXWWKLVYLROHQFHLQ
$PHULFDQKLVWRU\,DVNHGKLPKRZKHFRXOGWHDFKDERXWHFRQRPLFVDQGQHYHURQFHPHQWLRQWKHUROHRI
YLROHQFHDQGIHDULQWKHGLVWULEXWLRQRIUHVRXUFHVLQWKHGHWHUPLQDWLRQRIFKRLFHV+HKDGYHU\OLWWOHWR
VD\, PDIUDLGKHKDGWRROLWWOHNQRZOHGJHRIKLVFRXQWU\ VKLVWRU\RUSHUKDSVDQ\FRXQWU\ VKLVWRU\
(FRQRPLVWVGRQ WVWXG\KLVWRU\-D\VDLGDGMXVWLQJKLVVXQJODVVHVDQGIHHOLQJUHOLHYHGDWWKHVKLIWIURP
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WKHSHUVRQDOWRWKHPRUHEURDGO\SKLORVRSKLFDODQGSROLWLFDO2UFRHUFLRQKHDGGHG
6KL'DRQRGGHG7KDWLVFOHDUHQRXJKKHVDLG
'DUNVZROOHQFORXGVGULIWHGRYHUKHDGPLUURULQJWKHGDUNZDWHUVFKXUQLQJDORQJVLGHWKHIHUU\LQ9LFWRULD
+DUERXU
<RXVKRXOGQ WEHVXUSULVHGLIPRVWHFRQRPLVWVLJQRUHUHDOLW\LQWKHLUH[SODQDWLRQV-D\VDLG,W V
GDQJHURXVWRGLJWRRGHHSO\LQWRWKHVRFLDOUHODWLRQVKLSVWKDWGHWHUPLQHWKHGLVWULEXWLRQRIZHDOWKDQG
LQFRPH,WLVPRUHXVHIXOWRSUHWHQGWKDWWKHZRUOGLVDXWRSLDFRPSULVHGRIHTXDOO\SRZHUOHVVHFRQRPLF
DJHQWV(YHQPRUHWKDQSUVSHFLDOLVWVHFRQRPLVWVZHUHWKHJUHDWHVWRIDOOWKHSURIHVVLRQDOUDWLRQDOL]HUV
%XW0DU[PDGHQRVXFKDVVXPSWLRQ+LVZULWLQJVH[SRVHGWKHZD\SRYHUW\LVFUHDWHGWKURXJKYLROHQFH
0D\EHWKDW VZK\\RXZRQ WILQGPDQ\SHRSOHUHDGLQJ0DU[LQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHV
6KL'DRVPLOHG2ULQ&KLQD
-D\UHWXUQHGWKH VPLOH
6KL'DRORRNHGRXWDWWKHZDWHUVIRUDORQJPRPHQW-D\ZDWFKHGKLPWKLQNLQJ:KHQWKHPDLQODQG
WDNHVRYHU\RXUZRUNLQ+RQJ.RQJZLOOEHGRQH:HZLOOH[SHFW\RXWRFRQWLQXHDWWKH7UDGH
'HYHORSPHQW&RXQFLOIRUDVKRUWWLPHWKHQZHZRXOGOLNH\RXWRUHORFDWH
:KHUHGR\RXKDYHLQPLQG"-D\KDGQHYHUFRQVLGHUHGWKDWKHPLJKWEHDVNHGWROHDYH+RQJ.RQJ
<RXKDYHLPSRUWDQWFRQWDFWVLQ0DOD\VLD6KL'DRNQHZWKDW-D\ZDVWKHSULPDU\0DOD\VLDDQDO\VWIRU
WKH7UDGH'HYHORSPHQW&RXQFLODQGWKDWZKHQKHYLVLWHG.XDOD/XPSXUKHRFFDVLRQDOO\SUDFWLFHG
VDQVKRXWDHNZRQGRDQGDLNLGRZLWK)DGLO+DP]DKDWDJ\PSRSXODUZLWKORFDO,QWHUQDO6HFXULW\DJHQWV
,WZDVDSUDFWLFHWKHWZRKDGILUVWEHJXQZKHQ-D\ZDVLQJUDGXDWHVFKRRO$PXWXDOORYHIRUFKHVVDQG
PDUWLDODUWVDQG-D\ VDELOLW\WRWKURZ)DGLOZLWKLQILYHPLQXWHVRIWKHLUILUVWVSDUULQJPDWFKKDGEHHQ
WKHOLQNWKDWKDGFRQQHFWHGWKHP
,WZDVPRVWIRUWXQDWHWKDW\RXEHIULHQGHG+DP]DKZKHQ\RXZHUHDW0,76KL'DRGHFLGHGWREHPRUH
H[SOLFLW7RGD\KHLVGHSXW\ILQDQFHPLQLVWHU,I$OL-DPDOEHFRPHVSULPHPLQLVWHUKHPD\EHFRPHWKH
ILQDQFHPLQLVWHU,I$OL-DPDOGRHVQRWEHFRPHSULPHPLQLVWHUKHPD\VWLOOEHFRPHILQDQFHPLQLVWHU
)DGLO+DP]DKKDVFORVHWLHVWR$NLO$EGXOODKDQGWR0DOD\VLDQ,QWHOOLJHQFH+HKDVTXLHWO\FUHDWHGKLV
RZQSRZHUFHQWHUDQGKDVGRQHWKLVXQGHU$OL-DPDO VQRVHDQGZLWKRXW$OL-DPDOQRWLFLQJ,QRWKHU
ZRUGVKHLVDYHU\LPSRUWDQWPDQRQHZKRPD\EHXVHIXOLQIXWXUH
-D\QRGGHGEXWUHPDLQHGVLOHQW
:KDWGR\RXWKLQNRIWKLVLGHD"
,W VVRUWRIKRWLQ./%HIRUH6KL'DRFRXOGUHVSRQG-D\DGGHGEXWQRWKLQJDLUFRQGLWLRQLQJFDQ WWDNH
FDUHRI+RZVRRQGR,PRYH"7KHFORXGVSDUWHGDQGVXQOLJKWSRXUHGGRZQRQWKHFKXUQLQJZDWHUV
6KL'DRVPLOHGDVLIWKHZD\WKHVXQUHIOHFWHGRQWKHZDYHVZDVWKHPRVWSOHDVLQJVLJKWKHKDGHYHUVHHQ
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The sky breaks open and weeps. The night is a lonely child thundering cries over a black blanket. I am
the voice that cannot pierce the thunderbreak. I am the silence broken.
,WZDVQ WUDLQLQJWKHQLJKW6DPXHO7D\ORU0D[ZHOOPHW$QJHOD%DJOH\LQDQLFHFUHDPVKRSLQ%ODFNSRRO
6KHZDVVHUYLQJWDEOHVDQGFROOHFWLQJWLSV+HKDGFRPHWR%ODFNSRROZLWKKLVEURWKHU0LFKDHODQGKLV
EURWKHU VJLUOIULHQG7UXG\WRFHOHEUDWH6DPXHO VVXFFHVVIXOWKHVLVGHIHQVH0LFKDHOKDGFHOHEUDWHGKLV
RZQVXFFHVVIXOGRFWRUDOGHIHQVHWKUHH\HDUVHDUOLHULQWKHVDPHFRDVWDOHQWHUWDLQPHQWPHFFD(QJODQG V
DQVZHUWR$WODQWLF&LW\6DPXHOKDGQRWEHHQLQYLWHGWRWKDWHDUOLHUFHOHEUDWLRQDQGSHUKDSVWKLVZDV
0LFKDHO VZD\RIVD\LQJVRUU\DOWKRXJKKHKDGPDGHQRH[SOLFLWFRQQHFWLRQEHWZHHQWKHHYHQWV
0LFKDHODQG7UXG\OHIW6DPXHOLQWKHLFHFUHDPVKRSVD\LQJVRPHWKLQJDERXWPHHWLQJODWHUDWWKHFDU
:H UHJRLQJWRWKHEHDFK0LFKDHOVDLGZDYLQJ7UXG\LQKHUVXQGUHVVMXVWODXJKHGDQGZLQNHG
6DPXHOKDGWDNHQDVHDWDQG$QJHODFDPHULJKWRYHUWRKLP+H\VKHVDLG+H\EDFNKHVDLG6KH
VPLOHG+HVPLOHG6KHORRNHGGLUHFWO\LQKLVH\HV DGDUNEURZQRFHDQLQJOLVWHQLQJPDUEOHV+H
ORRNHGGLUHFWO\LQWRKHUH\HV ELJDQG EODFNDQGP\VWHULRXV6KHKDGDFHUWDLQZD\RIOHDQLQJWRZDUG
KLPWKDWZDVSURYRFDWLYH,QWKHDIWHUPDWKRIKLVWKHVLVGHIHQVHKHZDVRSHQWRDELWRIDGYHQWXUH
, PRIIZRUNLQDIHZPLQXWHV$QJHODWROG6DPXHODVWKHVWHDG\VWUHDPRIFRPLQJDQGJRLQJFXVWRPHUV
SDVVHGWKLVZD\DQGWKDWLQWKHVPDOOVSDFH<RXZDQWWREX\PHGLQQHURUVRPHWKLQJ", PUHDOO\
VWDUYLQJ,WKDSSHQHGMXVWOLNHWKDW1RSUHWH[W1RVPDOOWDON1RWHYHQWLPHWRRUGHULFHFUHDP
+HERXJKWKHUDVSDJKHWWLGLQQHUDWDUHVWDXUDQWFURZGHGZLWKWRXULVWV,PDNHPRUHPRQH\VHUYLQJLFH
FUHDPWKDQVKHGRHVZRUNLQJLQWKLVIDQF\UHVWDXUDQWVKHKDGVDLGQRGGLQJLQWKHGLUHFWLRQRIWKH
ZDLWUHVVDWWKHDGMDFHQWWDEOH6KHFDQQXUVHRQHWDEOHDOOQLJKWZKLOH, PVHUYLQJILIW\FXVWRPHUV
$IWHUGLQQHU6DPXHOZHQWKRPHZLWK$QJHODUDWKHUWKDQPHHWLQJ0LFKDHODQG7UXG\DWWKHFDU+H
PDGHDGHFLVLRQXQGHUWKHLQIOXHQFHRIZLQHDQGXQUHFRJQL]HGGHSUHVVLRQGHHSHQHGE\KLVOLIHDVDJUDG
VWXGHQW2QHGHFLVLRQ7XUQWKLVZD\LQVWHDGRIWKDWZD\$QGOLIHFKDQJHVIRUHYHU:KHQ0LFKDHOOHIW
%ODFNSRROWKHQH[WGD\KHGLGQRWH[SHFWWRVHH$QJHODDJDLQ/LNHDRQHWLPHPDJLFDOPHPRU\
+HZDVLQ/HHGVZRUNLQJDVDSDUWWLPHOHFWXUHUMREZKHQKHJRWWKHSKRQHFDOOIURP$QJHOD+HKDGQ W
TXLWHJRWWHQRYHUWKHZDUPWKRIWKHPHPRU\UHVWRUHGZKHQVKHVDLG, PSUHJQDQW
7KHHYHQWVWKDWWUDQVSLUHGDIWHUWKDWZHUHUDSLGFKDRWLFDQGPHWDPRUSKLF+HWROGKLVIDWKHUDERXW
$QJHODDQGKLVIDWKHUWROGKLPWKDWKHKDGWRGRWKHKRQRUDEOHWKLQJDQGPDUU\KHU$FKLOGVKRXOG
KDYHDIDWKHUKHKDGVDLGWRKLVDGRSWHGVRQ,WZDVFOHDUHQRXJKWKDW$QJHODZDQWHGWKHPDUULDJH
6DPXHOPDGHVRPHVRUWRIGHFLVLRQWRJRDORQJZLWKWKHVHSUHVVXUHV+LVPRWKHUGLVDJUHHGEXWNHSW
VLOHQWMXVWORQJHQRXJK,QKLVGD]H6DPXHOPHW$QJHODLQ/LYHUSRROZKHUHVKHKDGPRYHGDIWHUORVLQJ
WKH%ODFNSRROMRE7KH\ZHUHPDUULHGLQDTXLFNFLYLOFHUHPRQ\ZLWKRXWUHODWLYHVSUHVHQW 6KHPRYHG
ZLWKKLPWR/HHGV+HZDLWHGIRUDEDE\WRFRPH6KHODWHU FODLPHGWRKDYHPLVFDUULHG%XWWKHUHZDV
SUHFLRXVOLWWOHHYLGHQFHWKDWVKHKDGHYHQEHHQSUHJQDQW,QDQ\HYHQWWKHUHZDVQREDE\

6DPXHOKDGUHFHLYHGIXQGLQJWRWHDFKSKLORVRSK\DW1DQMLQJ8QLYHUVLW\LQ&KLQDGXULQJWKH
DFDGHPLF\HDU0D[ZHOOKDGZULWWHQKLVGRFWRUDOGLVVHUWDWLRQRQWKHUHODWLRQVKLSEHWZHHQ7DRLVW
3KLORVRSK\0DR7VH7XQJDQG0DU[+HZDVIOXHQWLQ0DQGDULQDOWKRXJKKHZDVPXFKEHWWHUDW
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UHDGLQJ&ODVVLFDO&KLQHVHWKDQKHZDVDWVSHDNLQJFRQWHPSRUDU\3XWRQJKZD1HYHUWKHOHVVKHZRXOG
WHDFKFRXUVHVLQ:HVWHUQ3KLORVRSK\LQ0DQGDULQ+HZDVLQWKHILQDOVWDJHVRIFRPSOHWLQJWKHFXUUHQW
VHPHVWHUDWWKH8QLYHUVLW\RI%LUPLQJKDPDQGSUHSDULQJIRUKLVHQGRIVHPHVWHUGHSDUWXUH
,QKLVRIILFH6DPXHOILQLVKHGDEULHIHPHVVDJHIURPKLVEURWKHULWSURYLGHGWKHDGGUHVVRIWKH+RQJ
.RQJIODWZKHUH0LFKDHOZDVVWD\LQJDQGWKDWZRXOGEH6DPXHO VDERGHIRUWKHVKRUWWLPHKHZDV
H[SHFWLQJWREHLQWKH&URZQ&RORQ\EHIRUHPRYLQJRQWR1DQMLQJ&KLQD+LVEURWKHUIDLOHGWRVD\ZK\
KHZDVLQ+RQJ.RQJDOWKRXJK6DPXHOVXVSHFWHGLWZDVUHODWHGWR,0)EXVLQHVV7KLVLGHDZDV
UHLQIRUFHGE\WKHIDFWWKDW0LFKDHOLQFOXGHGDPHVVDJHDVNLQJ6DPXHOWRVDYHDQDWWDFKPHQWLQDVDIH
SODFH6DPXHODVVXPHGLWKDGVRPHWKLQJWRGRZLWKWKH,0)$VIRUWKHFORDNDQGGDJJHUVRXQGWRVDIH
SODFHKHMXVWDVVXPHGLWZDVVLPSO\DUHIOHFWLRQRI0LFKDHO VZHLUGVHQVHRIKXPRU+HPDQDJHGWRVDYH
WKHDWWDFKPHQWDOWKRXJKWKLVZDVDUHFHQWO\DFTXLUHGVNLOODQGRQHWKDWUHTXLUHGDELWPRUHWLPHWR
DFFRPSOLVKWKDQVKRXOGKDYHEHHQWKHFDVH+HVWRUHGWKH]LSLQWKHILOHGUDZHURIKLVGHVN
$PRQJWKHELWVDQGSDSHUVRQ6DPXHO VGHVNFRXOGEHIRXQGDIHZFOXHVWRKLVOLIHDQGWRKLVGHFLVLRQWR
JRWR&KLQDXQGHUQHDWKDVPDOOJUHHQXPEUHOODWKDWVRPHVWXGHQWKDGOHIWLQKLVRIILFHZDVDQRWHERRN
WKDWFRQWDLQHGRQDQRGGSDJHXQSODQQHGORFDWLRQDSKRWRRI$QJHODVRPHWKLQJWKDW6DPXHOKDG
IRUJRWWHQDPRQJWKHIORWVDPDQGMHWVDPDUHOLFRIWKHLUILUVW\HDUWRJHWKHUDPRPHQWZKHQKHKDGWULHG
WRLPDJLQHWKHLUUHODWLRQVKLSDVQRUPDODQGWDNHQWKHSKRWRJUDSKDVQDSVKRWRIKHUVWDQGLQJLQIURQWRI
DQRSHQFORVHWDQRGGWZLVWHGVRUWRIJULQRQKHUIDFH ZHDULQJDORQJJUD\FRDWVRPHWKLQJWKDWSUHGDWHG
WKHLUPDUULDJH+RZZDVWKLVSKRWRDFOXH":DVLWEHFDXVHJRLQJWR&KLQDZDV6DPXHO VHVFDSHIURP
$QJHODDQGDOOWKHSDLQDVVRFLDWHGZLWKWKHLUPDUULDJH"3DUWO\EXWLWZDVDOVRVRPHWKLQJHOVHVRPHWKLQJ
QRWUHDOO\YLVLEOHLQWKHSKRWREXWMXVWDVLPSRUWDQWLQLWVRZQZD\DV$QJHOD+LGGHQLQWKLVSDUWLFXODU
FORVHWZDVDIRUPRIPROGWKDWSURGXFHVP\FRWR[LQVWKDWSURGXFHGDVXEWOHDOOHUJLFUHDFWLRQLQ6DPXHO
:KHQH[SRVHGWRWKLVSDUWLFXODUP\FRWR[LQKLVPRRGZRXOGFKDQJHWHQGLQJWRZDUGVGHSUHVVLRQ
QHUYRXVQHVVDQGPLOGSDUDQRLD6DPXHOZRXOGDOVREHFRPHFRQJHVWHG8QIRUWXQDWHO\KHZDVQRWDZDUH
RIWKHPROGLWVP\FRWR[LQVRUWKHHIIHFWLWKDGRQKLP+HZRXOGDWWULEXWHWKHVHHIIHFWVWRRWKHUWKLQJV
7KLVZDVSDUWLFXODUO\WUXHRIWKHGHSUHVVLRQVLWWULJJHUHG+HKDGFRPHWREHOLHYHJLYHQWKHIUHTXHQF\RI
RIWKHVHHSLVRGHVWKDWWKHUHZDVVRPHWKLQJIXQGDPHQWDOO\DPLVVZLWKKLVLQWHUQDOZLULQJDQGWKDWGHVSLWH
DORQJKLVWRU\RIFUXHOEHKDYLRUDQGGLVKRQHVW\E\$QJHODWKDWKLVPRVWUHFHQWGHSUHVVLRQVZHUHKLV
LQDELOLW\WRDGMXVWWRKHUDEVHQFH,QUHDOLW\WKHVDPHPROGZDVSUHVHQWLQVLGHWKHFHLOLQJRIKLVRIILFHDW
WKHXQLYHUVLW\,QDQ\HYHQW6DPXHO VGHFLVLRQWRJRWR&KLQDZDVLQSDUWDQDWWHPSWWRGHDOZLWKWKHVH
LQQHUGHPRQVDOWKRXJKKHPLJKWQRWKDYHSUHFLVHO\LGHQWLILHGWKHP1HYHUWKHOHVVJRLQJWR&KLQDZRXOG
JHWKLPDZD\IURPWKHPROGLQKLVRIILFHDQGUHPRYHDWOHDVWRQHRIWKHGHPRQVIURPKLVERG\HYHQLI
RQO\WHPSRUDULO\,QGHHG6DPXHOZDVJRLQJWREHFRPHDQHZPDQDIWHUKHOHIW(QJODQGWKHGHSUHVVLRQ
ZRXOGEHVXEGXHGDQGKHZRXOGIHHOSUHWW\JRRGDWOHDVWXQWLOVRPHFRPSOHWHO\QHZGHPRQVDSSHDUHG
7KDWQLJKW6DPXHOGUHDPHGKHZDVLQDILHOGDWQLJKWXQGHUDVN\IXOORIYLYLGVWDUVEHLQJFKDVHGE\D
SDFNRIZLOGYLFLRXVGRJV+HUDQWKURXJKWKHKLJKJUDVVGRGJLQJWUHHVDQGJDVSLQJIRUEUHDWK+HFRXOG
KHDUWKHGRJVJDLQLQJRQKLPEXWKHFRXOGQRWUXQDQ\IDVWHU:KHQKHWXUQHGDQGVDZWKHUHGEOD]LQJ
H\HVRIWKHGRJVKHSDQLFNHGDQGWKHVXGGHQIHDUZRNHKLP+HWXUQHGDQGORRNHGDWWKHHPSW\VSDFH
ZKHUH$QJHODKDGVOHSW7KH\DOZD\VVOHSWRQWKHVDPHVLGHRIWKHEHG+HZDVDOZD\VOHHZDUG+HZDV
EUHDWKLQJKHDYLO\DQGKLVKHDUWZDVUDFLQJ+HFRXOGIHHOWKHYHLQVLQKLVKHDGSXOVLQJ$QGWKHQKHIHOW
WKHWHDUVZHOOXSLQKLVH\HVDQGVLJKHG
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-D\VWRRGDWWKHFRXQWHURIWKHIDVWIRRGVWDOODERZORIQRRGOHVLQIURQWRIKLPFKRSVWLFNVLQRQHKDQG
+HFKHFNHGKLVZDWFK7KHZRPDQKHZDVZDLWLQJIRUZDVODWH+HKDGH[SHFWHGKHUWREHODWH,WZDV
RQHRIWKRVHOLWWOHDVSHFWVRIKHUSHUVRQDOLW\WKDWKHKDGQRWHG-D\NHSWH[WHQVLYHQRWHVRQDZLGHUDQJH
RISHRSOHHVSHFLDOO\WKRVHZKRKDGVRPHWKLQJKHZDQWHG-D\KDGDVSHFLDOVNLOODWVHHLQJWKURXJKWKH
VXUIDFHQRLVHWKDWPDGHWKHLQQHUVHOILQYLVLEOH+HDWHVRPHRIWKHQRRGOHVDQGZDLWHG
$SHQQ\IRU\RXUWKRXJKWVVKHVDLGDIWHUILQDOO\DUULYLQJWU\LQJWRZDONXSWRKLPTXLHWO\HQRXJKWR
VXUSULVHKLPZKLFKKHGHFLGHGKHZRXOGPDNHKHUWKLQNZDVDVXFFHVV6KHZDVLQKHUODWHWZHQWLHV
IRXULQFKHVVKRUWHUWKDQ-D\UHGKHDGHGDQGZRUHYHU\XQIDVKLRQDEOHJODVVHV+HUIDFHZDVZKDWSHRSOH
LQWKH6WDWHVOLNHGWRUHIHUWRDVSODLQH[FHSWIRUKHUUDWKHUQRWLFHDEOHDQGQRWDWDOOSODLQIUHFNOHV
$IWHUIHLJQLQJVXUSULVHKHVDLG,ZDVWKLQNLQJDERXWWDNLQJDWULSWR0DFDX<RXZDQWWRMRLQPH"
6KHVPLOHG,VWKDWDQRIIHU"
+HVKUXJJHG&RXOGEH
7KHVKRUWKDLUHGZRPDQZRUNLQJWKHQRRGOHVWDOOIURZQHGDVVKHZLSHGDZD\VR\VDXFHIURPWKH
FRXQWHU
,GRQ WNQRZLI, YHDGMXVWHGWR+RQJ.RQJ\HWVKHVDLG, YHKHDUG0DFDXLVTXLWH DVHDFKDQJHIURP
WKLVSODFH
$JDLQKHVKUXJJHG0DFDXLVTXLHWHUPRUHODLGEDFN,W VDQLFHEUHDNIURP+RQJ.RQJEHVWZD\WRJHW
IDUDZD\IURPWKHFXOWXUHRI+RQJ.RQJLQDVKRUWERDWULGH
, OOWKLQNDERXWLWVKHVDLG
<RXGRWKDWKHVDLGWKLQNLQJWKDWLIKHSOD\HGWKLQJVFRUUHFWO\WKHRIIHUZRXOGVRRQEHPRRW7KHUH
ZDVRQO\RQHWKLQJKHZDQWHGIURP&HOLD:HDWKHUVWUHHWDFFHVVWRDVSHFLDOHQFU\SWLRQSURJUDPWKDW
6XQVKLQH6\VWHPVKDGUHFHQWO\GHYHORSHG,WZDVSRZHUIXOHQRXJKWKDWWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVJRYHUQPHQW
KDGUHVWULFWHGH[SRUWRIWKHSURJUDP1HYHUWKHOHVV-D\NQHZWKDW&HOLDKDGDFFHVVWRLWDQGKHKRSHG
FRXOGSURYLGHKLPHYHQLIXQFRQVFLRXVO\ZLWKVXFKDFFHVV+HKDGEHHQZRUNLQJRQJHWWLQJFORVH
HQRXJKWR &HOLDWKDWKHPLJKWJHWLQWRKHUKRPHFRPSXWHUKRSLQJWRILQGWKHHQFU\SWLRQSURJUDPWKHUH
GHVSLWHWKHIDFWWKDWEULQJLQJWKHSURJUDPWR+RQJ.RQJYLRODWHGQRWRQO\6XQVKLQHSROLFLHVEXW86ODZ
DVZHOO+HNQHZHQRXJKDERXW&HOLDWRIHHOIDLUO\FHUWDLQWKDWVKHNHSWDOOKHUFUHDWLRQVFORVHDWKDQGWKH
ODZEHGDPQHG$IWHUDOO&HOLDOLYHGLQWKHVDPHF\EHUXQGHUJURXQGDV-D\DSODFHZLWKOLWWOHUHVSHFWIRU
VWUXFWXUHVRIDXWKRULW\HYHQWKRXJKKHUGD\OLJKWH[LVWHQFHZDVWKDWRIDYHU\UHVSHFWDEOHDQG YDOXHG
HPSOR\HHRIDWUDQVQDWLRQDOILUP,QDQ\HYHQWVKHKDGQRWHYHQFRPHFORVHWRLQYLWLQJ-D\KRPH+HU
LQWURYHUVLRQKDGQRWJLYHQKLPDQRSSRUWXQLW\WRWHVWKLVWKHRU\1HYHUWKHOHVVKHZDVSHUVLVWHQW+H
ZDQWHGWKHHQFU\SWLRQSURJUDP,IKHZDVVXFFHVVIXOKHFRXOGVKDUHLWZLWK6KL'DRDQXQH[SHFWHGJLIW
0RUHLPSRUWDQWO\KHZRXOGXVHWKHSURJUDPIRUKLVRZQSXUSRVHV
:KDW"6KHOHDQHGWRZDUGVKLP
,GRQ WNQRZZK\, PWDONLQJDERXWWULSVWR0DFDXDQ\ZD\KHVDLG,KDYHWRQVRIZRUNWRGR, YH
EHHQWU\LQJWRJHWWKLVUHSRUWZULWWHQDQG, PVWXFN
:ULWHU VEORFN"
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+HQRGGHG
7KHNH\WRJHWWLQJRYHUZULWHU VEORFNRUSURJUDPPHU VEORFNIRUWKDWPDWWHULVWRMXVWZULWH'RQ W
WKLQNDERXWLW-XVWJHWVRPHWKLQJGRZQRQSDSHU%UDLQVWRUP7KHQ\RXFDQDOZD\VJREDFNDQGUHYLVH
2QFH\RXKDYHVRPHWKLQJZULWWHQUHYLVLQJLVHDV\$QGLI\RXUHYLVHDQ\WKLQJHQRXJKLW VERXQGWR
HYHQWXDOO\EHJRRGHQRXJK
You KDYHGLIILFXOW\ZULWLQJ"+HVDLGZLWKWKHMXVWWKHULJKWKLQWRIVNHSWLFLVP
6KHQRGGHGDQGFRXOGQRWTXLWHKROGEDFNDVPLOH6KHHQMR\HGWDONLQJWR-D\$QGLWGLGQRWWDNH-D\ V
VNLOOVRISHUFHSWLRQWRNQRZLW$QG, YHKDGORWVRIH[SHULHQFHKHOSLQJRWKHUSHRSOHJHWRYHUWKHLU
SURJUDPPHU VEORFNVKHVDLG,JXHVVLWVWDUWHGZLWKP\EURWKHUDQGKLVZULWHU VEORFN<RXVHHRQHRI
P\EURWKHUV7LPLVDSOD\ZULJKW7LPDQG,KDGORWVRIODWHQLJKWFRXQVHOLQJVHVVLRQVWU\LQJWRH[RUFLVH
KLVZULWLQJ GHPRQV7KDW VZKDW7LPOLNHVWRFDOOLWH[RUFLVLQJKLVZULWLQJGHPRQV
+HVPLOHGNQRZLQJO\+H VOXFN\KDYLQJDV\PSDWKHWLFVLVWHU
<RXEHWKHLVVKHDJUHHG$ORRNRIVDGQHVVFDPHRYHU-D\VXGGHQO\:KDW VZURQJ"
+HVKRRNLWRII1RWKLQJ
6KHJDYHKLPDORRN<RXFDQ WIRROPH,VDZWKDW6KHSRLQWHGDWKLVIDFHWKHZD\DVFKRROWHDFKHU
PLJKWSRLQWDWDZD\ZDUGSXSLO
,ZDVMXVWWKLQNLQJKRZQLFHLWZRXOGEHWRKDYHDVLVWHUOLNH\RX+HSDXVHGIRUDPRPHQW, PDQ
RQO\FKLOG1RVLVWHUVRUEURWKHUV,WJHWVORQHO\
6KHJDYHKLPDV\PSDWKHWLFORRN,ZLVK,FRXOGVD\,XQGHUVWDQGEXWZLWKIRXUEURWKHUV
+HQRGGHG<HDK,JXHVVZKHQ\RXZHUHDNLG\RXSUREDEO\KDGDKDUGWLPHHYHQILQGLQJWLPHWREH
DORQH
6KHDJUHHG<RXJHWXVHGWRLWVKHVDLG7KDWORRNRIVDGQHVVVZHSWDFURVVKLVIDFHDJDLQ,WZDVEULHI
EXWVKHQRWLFHGLW+HZDQWHGKHUWRQRWLFHLW,JXHVV\RXQHYHUJHWXVHGWREHLQJDORQHVKHDGGHG
1RWUHDOO\KHDJUHHG%XWWKDW VZKDWIULHQGVDUHIRUKHVDLGKLVVSLULWVVHHPLQJWROLIWMXVWDV
VXGGHQO\DVWKH\KDGVHHPHGWRIDOWHUDPRPHQWEHIRUH
6KHWRXFKHGKLVDUPWHQGHUO\DQGQRGGHGLQDJUHHPHQW
<RX UHJUHDWKHVDLG<RXNQRZWKDW
<RX UHMXVWVD\LQJWKDW
)LUVW\RXPDQDJHWRWHOOPHMXVWZKDW,QHHGWRKHDUWRJHWP\EXWWLQJHDUWRJHWWKDWUHSRUWZULWWHQWKHQ
\RXILQGDZD\WRPDNHPHIHHOOLNH,GRQ WNQRZOLNHWKHRQO\WKLQJWKDWUHDOO\PDWWHUVLV\RXDQG
PHVLWWLQJDQGWDONLQJDWWKLVQRRGOHVWDQG+RZGR\RXGRWKDW"
7KHVKRUWKDLUHGZRPDQGHFLGHGWRFOHDQDVSRWQHDU&HOLD VHOERZZKLFKZDVSODQWHGRQWKHFRXQWHUWRS
DVVKHVSRNHZLWK-D\7KHZRPDQZLSHGVRDJUHVVLYHO\WKDWLWORRNHGDVLIVKHZDVWU\LQJ WRZHDUDKROH
LQWKHFRXQWHUWRS:KHQVKHILQLVKHGVKHJDYH&HOLDWKHHYLOH\HEHIRUHPRYLQJRQWRRWKHUFKRUHV
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&HOLD VSXSLOVZHUHGLODWHG6KHZDVEOXVKLQJ,GLGQ WUHDOO\GRDQ\WKLQJVKHVDLGZLWKDVKUXJ
+HWKRXJKWDERXWWRXFKLQJKHUKDQGEXWGHFLGHGDJDLQVWLW,WZDVEHWWHUWROHWKHUGRDOOWKHWRXFKLQJ
0D\EHWKDW VWKHWULFNKHVDLG6KHORRNHG SHUSOH[HG<RXVD\MXVWWKHULJKWWKLQJZLWKRXWWU\LQJ,W V
MXVW\RXEHLQJ\RX,JXHVVWKDW VZK\LWPDNHVPHIHHOJRRG&HOLDVPLOHG6R, YHWROG\RXDERXWP\
WURXEOHVDWZRUN:KDWDERXW\RX"
$VXVXDO,KDYHWRQVRIZRUNWRGRVKHVDLG
:RUNLQJRQVRPHWKLQJQHZ"
1RVKHVDLG, PVWLOOVXSHUYLVLQJWKLVWHDPWKDW VWU\LQJWRZULWHDQHZSURJUDPIRUPDQDJLQJWKHIORZ
RIWUDIILFRYHU5HG)ORZHUFRP
+HIURZQHG&RPHRQ-D\,WROG\RXDERXWLW5HG)ORZHUFRPLVWKHZHEKRVWLQJFRPSDQ\WKDWMXVW
VLJQHGDGHDOZLWK6XQVKLQH:HVXSSO\DOOWKHVHUYHUVURXWHUVKXEVWKHZRUNVLQFOXGLQJWKHVRIWZDUH
WRPDNHWKHV\VWHPKXP7KDW VZK\, PKHUH7KLVLVDYHU\LPSRUWDQWFRQWUDFWIRU6XQVKLQH,W VD
GRRUZD\LQWR&KLQD5HG)ORZHUFRPKDVVRPHVHULRXVFRQQHFWLRQVDFURVVWKHERUGHU:HPDNHWKLV
ZRUNLWFDQPHDQVHULRXVIXWXUHUHYHQXHV$Q\ZD\ZKHQ,JHWWKLVSURJUDPGRQHWKHQ, PEDFNWRWKH
6WDWHV 6KHPDGHWKHPRWLRQRIDELUGWDNLQJRIIZLWKKHUKDQGV
+HORRNHGGLVDSSRLQWHG7KHQ,JXHVV,VKRXOGKRSHLWWDNHVIRUHYHU
+HUVPLOHEURDGHQHG7KDW VDVZHHWWKLQJWRVD\,PHDQLWKHVDLGDQGORRNHGGRZQDWKLVQRRGOHV
OLNHDOLWWOHER\ZKRKDGMXVWIRXQGRXWKHZRXOGQ WJHWWKDWSXSS\DIWHUDOO
6KHWRXFKHGKLVDUP:HOOHYHQLI, PQRWLQWHUHVWHGLQ0DFDX,WKLQNZHFRXOGSUREDEO\GRVRPHWKLQJ
WKLVZHHNHQGLI\RXKDYHWLPH
+HORRNHGXSDQGVWDUHGLQWRKHUH\HV<RXQDPHWKHSODFH DQGWLPHLVDOO\RXUV
,ZDVWKLQNLQJDERXWVRPHWKLQJZHOOVRPHWKLQJSULYDWH+LVH\HEURZVUDLVHG, GOLNHWRPDNH\RX
GLQQHUVKHFRQWLQXHG
'LQQHU"
<HV<RXFRXOGFRPHWRP\SODFH,W VVPDOOEXW,WKLQNLW VEHWWHUWKDQVRPHFURZGHG+RQJ.RQJ
UHVWDXUDQW
, PVXUHRIWKDWKHVDLGEXW, OODJUHHRQRQHFRQGLWLRQ
7KLVWLPHKHUH\HEURZVZHQWXS:KDW VWKDW"
:HPDNHWKHFRRNLQJDMRLQWYHQWXUHKHVDLG,SOD\DPHDQZRN
6KHDEVROXWHO\EHDPHGDQGVRGLGKH
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,QWKHPDLQVDORRQRIDWULGHFNIRRW\DFKWLQDUHODWLYHO\SULYDWHDUHDVHSDUDWHGE\DIDX[ZRRG
SDLQWHGGLYLGHUDQGJROGULQJHGFROXPQVIURPWKHODUJHIRUPDOGLQLQJDUHDDQGLWV,WDOLDQFKDQGHOLHU
6LPRQ5HNNHUVDWEDFNLQDQEODFNODTXHUHPSHURUKDWFKDLU-DFN'HJHQKDUGWOHDQHGKLVVL[WZR
SRXQGIUDPHIRUZDUGRQWKHGHHSFXVKLRQHGVRID,QEHWZHHQWKHPZDVDQWKFHQWXU\DQWLTXH
PDKRJDQ\WDEOHPDGHRIZRRGKDUYHVWHGRQZKDWZDVWKHQ6DLQW'RPLQLTXH DQGLVWRGD\+DLWL XSRQ
ZKLFKVDWDVWXIIHGPDQLODIROGHU'HJHQKDUGWKDGEHHQWHOOLQJWKHPXFKVPDOOHU6LPRQ5HNNHUDERXWD
EDQNHU&KDWX<HHVZKRVHHPHGWRILW5HNNHU VSODQVDQGPLJKWVRRQEHRQWKHSD\UROO
+HKDVDUHSXWDWLRQIRUFRPLQJ XSZLWKQHZILQDQFLDOJLPPLFNV'HJHQKDUGWVDLG<RXNQRZWKHVRUW
RIVWXIIWKDWDOORZV\RXWRVKLIW\RXUPDUNHWULVNRQWRVRPHERG\HOVH+HDOVRFDPHXSZLWKVHYHUDO
VFKHPHVIRUUHGXFLQJWD[HVZLWKIDQF\VPDQF\GHULYDWLYHV6HHPVWRNQRZKLVDFFRXQWLQJ
6RZK\WKHKHOOGLGKHORVHKLVMRELQ+RQJ.RQJ"
'HJHQKDUGWVPLOHG8QDXWKRUL]HGWUDGHV
8QDXWKRUL]HGWUDGHV"6LPRQ5HNNHUDVNHGORRNLQJRYHUWKHWKLFNILOHRQWKHPDKRJDQ\WDEOHWRS
7KDW VULJKW'HJHQKDUGWVDLGFUDPPLQJKLVKDQGVLQWRKLVSRFNHWV+HZDVFRQYLFWHGE\+RQJ.RQJ V
+LJK&RXUWRI-XVWLFH+HEULEHGDQRIILFLDOLQWKHDSSHDOVFRXUWDQGJRWWKHZKROHWKLQJRYHUWXUQHG6R
PXFKIRU+RQJ.RQJ VLQFRUUXSWLELOLW\
5HNNHU VPLOHG7KLVLVRQHRIWKHFOHDQHVWFLWLHVLQWKHZRUOG-DFN'RQ WIRUJHWWKDW"
'HJHQKDUGWFKXFNOHG,WZDVDQLQVLGHMRNH5LJKW$Q\ZD\&KDWX<HHVOHIW+RQJ.RQJDQGZRUNHG
DVDFRQVXOWDQWIRU6LDP2YHUVHDV%DQNLQ%DQJNRN7KDWZDVLQ1RZKH VWKHWRSGRJ
,OLNHDPDQZKRFDQERXQFHEDFNIURPDGYHUVLW\
$O/DXWHUVWDQGLQJQHDUWKHGRRUGLGQRWODXJKDWWKHVHMRNHVRUHYHQVPLOH$VXVXDOKLVIDFHVKRZHG
QRHPRWLRQZKDWVRHYHU
+H VFRQWLQXHGKLVLQYHQWLYHQHVVWRR'HJHQKDUGWVDLG6LQFHKHWRRNWKHFRQWUROVRI6LDP2YHUVHDV
WKH\ YHLVVXHGDORQJODXQGU\OLVWRIGHULYDWLYHVPDWXULW\WUDQVIRUPDWLRQLQVWUXPHQWVKHUPDSKURGLWH
VHFXULWLHVWKDWFRQYHUWEDKWDQG\HQORDQVLQWRGROODUORDQVDQGVWXIIOLNHWKDWDQGDEXQFKRIRWKHU
LQVWUXPHQWV,FDQ WHYHQUHPHPEHUPXFKOHVVH[SODLQ,W VDOOLQWKHILOH
$QG\RXWKLQNKH OOFRRSHUDWH"
,NQRZKHZLOO/RRNDWWKHUHVWRIWKHVWXIILQWKDWILOHDQG\RX OOVHHZK\0RVWRIWKRVHGDPQHG
GHULYDWLYHVKDYHDOUHDG\EORZQXSLQKLVIDFH+H VIORDWLQJRQKRWDLUDWWKLVSRLQWVPRRWKWDONLQJWKH
7KDLUHJXODWRUVDQGWKHIRUHLJQFUHGLWRUV$QGLIWKDWLVQ WHQRXJKZHKDYHVRPHYHU\LQWHUHVWLQJ
SKRWRJUDSKVRI0U<HHV'HJHQKDUGWUHDFKHGRYHUDQGWRRNDODUJHJORVV\SKRWRIURPWKHILOHDQG
KDQGHGLWWR5HNNHU
5HNNHUVDWEDFNLQWKHHPSHURUKDWFKDLUFURVVHGKLVOHJVDQGSHUXVHGWKHSKRWRJUDSKFDUHIXOO\+RZ
ROGLVVKH"
$WWKHWLPHRIWKHSKRWRJUDSKVKHZDVIRXUWHHQ'HJHQKDUGWUHSOLHG
5HNNHUVKUXJJHG:H UHWDONLQJDERXWEORRG\7KDLODQG-DFN-DSDQHVHEXVLQHVVPHQHDWWKHVH\RXQJ
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JLUOVOLNHVXVKL<RXWKLQNWKDW OOFDUU\DQ\ZHLJKWZLWK<HHV"
'HJHQKDUGWVPLOHG,WGRHVZKHQWKH\RXQJZRPDQLQTXHVWLRQLVWKHGDXJKWHURID7KDLPLOLWDU\RIILFHU
DIULHQGRI<HHVVXSSRVHGO\,QDQ\HYHQWWKHRIILFHULV&RORQHO.UDNSDLWKHDUP\ VWRSGUXJ
HQIRUFHPHQWRIILFHU+HVSHQGVDORWRIWLPHLQ1RUWKHUQ7KDLODQG+LVIDPLO\ VLQ%DQJNRN
%ORRG\KHOOLI<HHVZDQWHGWRGLGGOHRQHRI.UDNSDL VIHPDOHVZK\GLGQ WKHFKRRVHWKHZLIH"
<RXWKLQNLWZRXOGPDNHDQ\GLIIHUHQFHWRWKHILQDOUHVXOWLI.UDNSDLIRXQGRXW"
5HNNHUVPLOHG,VXVSHFW.UDNSDLLVDPDQZLWKDELWRIDWHPSHU
,KHDUKHRQFHFDSSHGDJX\IRULQVXOWLQJKLVZLIH0LOLWDU\FRYHUHGLWXS
5HNNHUQRGGHG7KHQ,VXSSRVHRXU0U<HHVPLJKWEHDPHQDEOHWRDOLIHVDYLQJGHDO
'HJHQKDUGWQRGGHG,VXVSHFWVR
%ORRG\KHOO-DFN\RX YHDOZD\VEHHQDILUVWUDWHUHFUXLWHU
'HJHQKDUGW VVPLOHZLGHQHG, OOKDYHKLVVLJQDWXUHLQEORRGE\WKHHQGRIWKHZHHN
7KH\ERWKODXJKHG
1(;7&+$37(5
&RS\ULJKW6DW\D-*DEULHO$OOULJKWVUHVHUYHG
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&+$37(57:26WUDQJHULQD6WUDQJH/DQG

" . . . there can be no time without change. If we seek to treat a period of time as a collection of events,
we could not have a temporal vacuum." W. H. Newton-Smith
6DPXHOVWRRGDWWKHQHZVWDQGGD\GUHDPLQJ+LVWXWRULDORQSRVWPRGHUQLVPZDVLQDERXWDQKRXU+H
VKRXOGEHDWKLVGHVNJRLQJRYHUKLVQRWHV%XWKHIRXQGKLPVHOIVWDQGLQJLQIURQWRIWKHURZVRI
QHZVSDSHUVDQGPDJD]LQHVWKLQNLQJDERXWKLVIDWKHUVWDQGLQJLQIURQWRIURZVRIQHZVSDSHUVDQG
PDJD]LQHVDWDQHZVWDQGVLPLODUWRWKLVRQH1RZZKDWPDGHWKLVSDUWLFXODUO\QRWHZRUWK\ZDVWKDWKLV
IDWKHUZDVGHDG%XWQRWLQWKLVGD\GUHDP6DPXHOZDVDERXWQLQH\HDUVROGLQWKHUHVXUUHFWHGPHPRU\
+HFRXOGKHDUKLVIDWKHUWHOOLQJKLPDERXWUHPRGHOLQJDQROGPDQVLRQZKLOHWKXPELQJWKURXJKWKLV
QHZVSDSHURUPDJD]LQHDQGWKHQDQRWKHU,WZDVKDXQWHGKLVIDWKHUKDGWROGKLP,WKDGJKRVWV
6DPXHOKDGORRNHGXSDWKLVIDWKHUDQGVDLG7KHUH VQRVXFKWKLQJDVJKRVWV$QGKLVIDWKHUKDG
QRGGHG7KDW VULJKW6DPXHO%XWSHRSOHWKRXJKWWKHUHZHUHJKRVWVLQWKDWSODFH,KDGWRSD\WKH
FDUSHQWHUVGRXEOHWKHXVXDOUDWH
&DQ,KHOS\RXZLWKVRPHWKLQ SURIHVVRU"7KHHOGHUO\PDQZKRUDQWKHQHZVWDQGKDGZKLWHVWXEEOH
DQGDORRNRIFRQFHUQRQKLVIDFH
3XOOHGRXWRIKLVGD\GUHDP6DPXHOORRNHGDWWKHPDQDQGWKHQUHDFKHGIRUDFRS\RI the Guardian-XVW
WKLVKHVDLGDQGWKHQILVKHGDURXQGLQKLVSRFNHWIRUWKHSURSHUFRLQV
0XVWEHWRXJKWKHPDQVDLG
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6RUU\"
0XVWEHWRXJKWU\LQ WRWHDFKWKHVHNLGVWKHPDQVDWEDFNGRZQRQKLVVWRRO%RUQZLWKWKHLUH\HV
IL[HGRQWKHWHOHKHDGGHG'RQ WNQRZKRZWRWKLQNIRUWKHPVHOYHV
6DPXHOVPLOHGSROLWHO\:HOOWKH\ UHDGXOWVQRWNLGVUHDOO\0XFKDVVRPHRIWKHPGRQ WDFWWKHLUDJH
$Q\ZD\, PWKDQNIXOIRUWKHJRRGVWXGHQWV7KHROGPDQQRGGHG
6DPXHOFDPHDIHPDOHYRLFHIURPEHKLQGKLP6DPXHOWXUQHGWRVHH)UHGD3HDUOVDFORVHIULHQG
DSSURDFKLQJ+RZDUH\RX",KDYHQ WVHHQ\RXLQWKUHHZHHNV
2KKL)UHGD6RUU\DERXWWKDW,VKRXOGKDYHWHOHSKRQHG\RX
:HOOWKDWZRUNVERWKZD\VVRGRQ WIHHOJXLOW\
, YHEHHQEXV\SUHSDULQJIRUWKLVWULSWR&KLQDKHVDLG+HWXFNHGWKHQHZVSDSHUXQGHUKLVDUPWXUQHG
DQGWKDQNHGWKHQHZVSDSHUVWDQGDWWHQGHQWZKRUHFLSURFDWHG, YHJRWDWXWRULDOLQOHVVWKDQDQKRXU
KHVDLGWR)UHGD+HZDVREYLRXVO\XQFRPIRUWDEOH
, OOZDONZLWK\RXVKHVDLG7KH\VWDUWHGZDONLQJWRZDUGVWKHFDPSXV,KHDUGDERXW$QJHOD6KHFXW
WRWKHFKDVHDQGWKHVRXUFHRIKLVGLVFRPIRUW
+HVLJKHG<RXNQRZ$QJLHFDQ WUHDOO\SUHGLFWZKDWVKH OOGRIURPRQHGD\WRWKHQH[W
,GRNQRZ$QJLHVKHVDLG3UREDEO\EHWWHUWKDQ\RXGR, YHFHUWDLQO\NQRZQKHUDJRRGGHDOORQJHU
:HOOVKHZDV\RXUSDWLHQW7KDWGRHVJLYHRQHDFHUWDLQLQVLJKW,VXSSRVH
, was KHUSV\FKRORJLVW6DPXHO%XW, P\RXUIULHQG,GRUHDOL]HKRZSDLQIXOWKLVPXVWEHIRU\RX
'LGQ W\RXRQFHWHOOPHWKDWWRVRPHH[WHQWHYHU\RQHLVLQVRPHVRUWRISDLQ",MXVWZLVK,NQHZZKHUH
VKHZDVWKDWVKHLVVDIH+HIURZQHGWXUQHGWRKHU+DYH\RXKHDUGIURPKHU"
6KHVKRRNKHUKHDG,KDYHQ WVSRNHQWR$QJLHLQZHHNV
,I\RXGRKHDUIURPKHU+HKHVLWDWHG6KHPD\QHHGKHOS, OOEHLQ&KLQD
<RX UHQRWUHVSRQVLEOHIRU$QJLHVKHVDLG%XW\RXDUHUHVSRQVLEOHIRU\RXUVHOI+RZDUH you GRLQJ"
, P GRLQJILQHKHOLHG6WLOOZRUNLQJRQP\ERRN$YUDPVD\V, PDSHUIHFWLRQLVW6R, OOSUREDEO\
QHYHUILQLVKLWMXVWNHHSUHYLVLQJLWIRUWKHUHVWRIP\OLIH+HWULHGWRVPLOHDWKLVRZQDWWHPSWDWKXPRU
,I\RXQHHGVRPHRQHWRWDONWR6DPXHO\RXVKRXOGQ WKHVLWDWHWRFDOOPH
<HVRIFRXUVH+HFKHFNHGKLVZDWFK, YHUHDOO\JRWWREHRIIWRWKHWXWRULDO+HVDZDFOHDURSHQLQJ
WRHVFDSHDQ\IXUWKHUSURELQJ0D\EHZHVKRXOGWDONODWHU%HIRUHVKHFRXOGUHVSRQGKHZDYHGDQG
SLFNHGXSKLV SDFH6RUU\WRUXVKRIIEXWZH OOKDYHWRWDONODWHU
6KHVWRSSHGZDYHGEDFNDQGZDWFKHGKLPVSHHGDZD\+HQHYHUFDOOHG

Copyright © 1999-2000, Satyananda J. Gabriel

Dreaming in Malaysia

6XUSULVLQJO\KHZDVQRWWKDWFRPIRUWDEOHLQWKHILHOG\HWEHIRUHKHWUDGHGKLVFORDNDQGGDJJHUIRUDGHVN
%HUQLH6WLIOHKDGDUHSXWDWLRQDVRQHRIWKHPRVWFXQQLQJILHOGRSHUDWLYHVLQWKHKLVWRU\RIWKHJDPH+H
WXUQHGWKHGDUNHQHGFRUQHUDQGPDGHKLVZD\XSWKHVWDLUVRIWKHEURZQVWRQH+LVKDQGZDVVOLJKWO\
TXLYHULQJDVKHFOXWFKHGWKHGRRUKDQGOHDQGSXOOHGLWRSHQ7KHQHUYRXVQHVVZDVRQO\SDUWO\DUHVXOWRI
EHLQJRXWRISUDFWLFHLQWKHILHOG,WKDGDJRRGGHDOPRUHWRGRZLWKQRWHDWLQJK\SRJO\FHPLDDQGWKH
H[WUDRUGLQDU\ULVNRIDIDFHWRIDFH%XWWKHPDQKDGLQVLVWHGDQG%HUQLHZDVLQQRSRVLWLRQWRUHIXVH
7KLVRQHPDQKDGWKHSRZHUWRVHHWRLWWKDW%HUQLHPRYHGWKDWPXFKFORVHUWRKLVXOWLPDWHJRDORUVHH
KLVGUHDPVIDGHLQWKHWKLFNIRJRYHUWKHPRUQLQJ'HODZDUH6WHSSLQJDFURVVWKHWKUHVKROG%HUQLHZDV
SOHDVHGWRILQGWKHIR\HUGDUN7KHRQO\OLJKWZDVWKHIDLQWJORZVSLOOLQJIURPXQGHUQHDWKSRFNHWGRRUV
+HFORVHGWKHIURQWGRRUWRRNKROGRIWKHGDUNEURQ]HSRFNHWGRRUSXOOVOLGLWRSHQDQGHQWHUHGWKH
GLPO\OLWSDUORU7KHURRPVPHOOHGRIROGFDUSHWDQGPROGVSRUHV7KHPDQKHZDVWKHUHWRPHHWVDWLQWKH
VKDGRZVKLVIDFHDVLOKRXHWWH3OHDVHFRPHDQGVLWWKHPDQVSRNHLQDORZUDVS\YRLFHZLWKWKHVOLJKW
KLQWRI0DQGDULQVRQJ<RX UHODWH%HUQLH<RX UHQHYHUODWH
7KHGHSXW\GLUHFWRUGLGQ WUHDOL]HWKDW,KDGDPRUHLPSRUWDQWPHHWLQJ%HUQLHVDLGZLWKDKLQWRIVDU
FDVP+HZDVFRPSHQVDWLQJIRUWKHK\SRJO\FHPLD,ZDVVXUSULVHG\RXZDQWHGWRPHHWLQSHUVRQ
6RPHLQIRUPDWLRQVKRXOGEHFRPPXQLFDWHGGLUHFWO\ZLWKQRLQWHUPHGLDU\DQGQRUHVLGXHRIDQ\NLQG
WKHPDQLQWKHVKDGRZVVDLG+HSDXVHGIRUDORQJWLPHWKHQFRQWLQXHG7KLVQHZSURMHFW6LPRQ6D\V
UHTXLUHG VRPHFKDQJHVWRRXUPDVWHUSODQ, PVXUH\RXDQWLFLSDWHGWKLV%HUQLHQRGGHGEXWUHPDLQHG
VLOHQWZDLWLQJWRKHDUZKDWWKHPDQKDGWRVD\$GHWHUPLQDWLRQKDVEHHQPDGHWKDWWKHWLPHWDEOHFDQEH
DFFHOHUDWHG:HEHOLHYHWKDWWKHQH[WSUHVLGHQWFDQEHSHUVXDGHGWRQDPH\RXDVGHSXW\GLUHFWRU
%HUQLHIURZQHG+HGLGQRWZDQWWREHGHSXW\GLUHFWRUDQGKDGPDGHWKLVFOHDU+HZDQWHGDFRPSOHWH
RYHUDOORIWKHLQWHOOLJHQFHFRPPXQLW\+HZDQWHGWREUHDNGRZQWKHZDOOVWKDWNHSWWKH)%,EH\RQGKLV
ILHOGRIFRQWURORUDWOHDVWLQIOXHQFH%HVLGHVKHZDVDOUHDG\PRUHSRZHUIXOWKDQWKHGDPQHGGHSXW\
GLUHFWRUGHVSLWHKDYLQJWRVLWLQKLVGDPQHGPHHWLQJV,QZKDWZD\GRHVP\EHFRPLQJGHSXW\GLUHFWRU
JHWXVZKDWZHZDQW"
%HUQLHFRXOGMXVWEDUHO\GHWHFWWKHVPLOHRQWKHPDQ VIDFH7KHFKDRVSURGXFHGE\6LPRQ6D\VSURYLGHV
DQH[FHOOHQWFDWDO\VWDQGVPRNHVFUHHQIRUVHYHUDORSHUDWLRQVWKDWDUHYLWDOHOHPHQWVLQEULQJLQJGRZQWKH
UHPDLQLQJREVWDFOHVWRRXUSODQVIRU$VLD<RXKDYH\RXUPHQLQSODFHDQGVRGRZH<RXUSRZHUZLOO
PXOWLSO\H[SRQHQWLDOO\DVZLOORXUV,IZHZRUNLQFRQFHUW\RXZLOOJHWZKDW\RXZDQW%HUQLH<RXZLOO
EHLQDQXQSDUDOOHOHGSRVLWLRQWRGLFWDWHLQWHOOLJHQFHSROLFLHVLQWKLVFRXQWU\DQGZHZLOOKDYHILQDOO\ULG
WKH$VLDQUHJLRQRIVHYHUDOLPSHGLPHQWVWRRXUORQJWHUPSODQV(YHU\RQHJHWVZKDWWKH\ZDQW7KHPDQ
ZDLWHGIRUDORQJPRPHQWDQGZKHQ%HUQLHGLGQRWVD\DQ\WKLQJKHDGGHG,PXVWDOVRDVN\RXWRGR
VRPHWKLQJIRUPHEXW,FDQQRWDWSUHVHQWWHOO\RXZK\%HUQLHQRGGHGDJUHHPHQW,QHHG\RXWRKLUH
DFRQWUDFWDJHQW+LVQDPHZLOOEHVHQW\RXODWHU+HLVFXUUHQWO\ZRUNLQJLQ+RQJ.RQJEXWZLOOVRRQEH
UHORFDWHGWR.XDOD/XPSXU:HKDYHDYLWDOWKRXJKUDWKHUVKRUWOLYHGUROHIRUKLPLQRXUSODQV<RXZLOO
VHHWRLWWKDW KHGRHVQRWVXUYLYHORQJDIWHURXUREMHFWLYHVKDYHEHHQDFKLHYHG$JDLQ%HUQLHQRGGHG
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,QGHHGLQWKH:HVWHYHU\WKLQJLVDERXWPRQH\)DGLO+DP]DKVKUXJJHGIL[LQJ$OL-DPDOZLWKDVWDUH
'RZHZDQWWREHFRPHOLNH$PHULFDQVVODYHVWRWKRVHZKRFRQWUROWKHIORZRIPRQH\VSLULWXDOO\HPSW\
DQGZLWKRXUVRXOVVWDPSHGZLWKGROODUVLJQV",VWKDWZKDW you ZDQWIRU0DOD\VLD"
,GRQ WZDQWWRGHEDWH\RX)DGLO$OL-DPDOVDLGZDONLQJRXWIURPEHKLQGKLVGHVN%HVLGHV,WKRXJKW
\RXDQG,ZHUHLQDJUHHPHQWWKDWWKHRQO\SDWKWRJHQXLQHLQGHSHQGHQFHIRU0DOD\VLDDQGWKHZHOIDUHRI
WKH0DOD\VLDQSHRSOHLVHFRQRPLFGHYHORSPHQWWKHDFFXPXODWLRQRIZHDOWK
%XWZKDWDERXWRXUVSLULWXDOOLIH")DGLOKHOGKLVJURXQG,VLWIRUVDOHWRWKH$PHULFDQFRUSRUDWLRQV"
$OL-DPDOVKRRNKLVKHDG7KLVLVQRWDERXWUHOLJLRQ)DGLO<RXNQRZ,KDYHDOZD\VEHHQDEHOLHYHU
(YHU\WKLQJZDVDERXWUHOLJLRQ)DGLO+DP]HKKDGFRPHWRXQGHUVWDQGWKHZRUOGLQWKLVZD\IURPDQHDUO\
DJH+LVDFDGHPLFWUDLQLQJDQGH[SHULHQFHVLQWKH:HVWHVSHFLDOO\LQWKH8QLWHG6WDWHVKDGRQO\
UHLQIRUFHGWKLVSRLQWRIYLHZ(YHU\WKLQJZDVDERXWUHOLJLRQ7KH$PHULFDQVGRPLQDWHGWKHZRUOGE\
VSUHDGLQJDIDOVHIDLWKGLVSODFLQJWKHRQHWUXHIDLWK0RQH\ZDVWKHLU*RG&KULVWLDQLW\KDGEHHQERXJKW
DQGWDNHQDVDVODYHWRPRQH\DORQJWLPHDJR7KHLUPXFKWDONHGDERXWGHPRFUDF\ZDVDOVRDVODYHWR
PRQH\DQGWKHUHIRUHD OLHGUHVVHGLQHODERUDWHFORWKLQJOLNHVRPXFKRIWKHDUFKLWHFWXUHRIWKHLUVRFDOOHG
FLYLOL]DWLRQ)DGLOGLGLQGHHGVKDUHWKHGHVLUHIRU0DOD\VLDQLQGHSHQGHQFHEXWLWZDVQRWDQHQGLQDQG
RILWVHOIEXWDWRRO7KHJRDOZDVVRPHWKLQJKLJKHUWRVHUYHWKHIDLWKWRVHUYH$OODK0DOD\VLDZDVMXVWD
FRXQWU\DQDWLRQVWDWH,VODPZDVVRPHWKLQJIDUPRUHWUDQVFHQGHQW,DPQRWTXHVWLRQLQJ\RXUIDLWK
)DGLOVDLG,NQRZWKDW\RXVHHNWRVHUYH$OODKDVGR,
7KHQ,FDQH[SHFW\RXUIXOOVXSSRUWIRUWKHVHUHIRUPV$OL-DPDOVDLGFURVVLQJKLVDUPV+HVPLOHG,W
ZDVQRWDQH[SUHVVLRQRISOHDVXUHEXWDVRUWRIIXQFWLRQDOVPLOHGHVLJQHGWRH[SUHVVDUHOD[DWLRQLQWKH
WHQVLRQEHWZHHQWKHWZRPHQ7KHUHLVQRUHDVRQIRUXVWREHDWRGGV:HFDQDFFRPSOLVKVRPXFK
<HV+DP]HKLQWHUUXSWHGDJUHHLQJWRWKHXQILQLVKHGWKRXJKW+HQRGGHGKLVKHDG<RXDUHTXLWHULJKW
)RUWKHJRRGRIWKHQDWLRQKHVDLGIROORZHGE\PRUHQRGGLQJRIWKHKHDG<RXDQG,DUHERWKPHPEHUV
RIWKHSDUW\+HGLGQRWDGGWKDWWKH\UHSUHVHQWHGGLIIHUHQWFRQVWLWXHQFLHVZLWKLQWKHSDUW\FHUWDLQO\
GLIIHUHQWSKLORVRSKLHVHYHQLIVRPHWLPHVWKHVDPHREMHFWLYHV:HKDYHDFRPPRQJRDO$QG,DP\RXU
GHSXW\,UHFRJQL]HP\UHVSRQVLELOLWLHVLQWKDWUHJDUG<RXFDQFRXQWRQP\IXOOFRRSHUDWLRQ
/DWHUWKDWVDPHGD\)DGLO+DP]HKZDWFKHGIURPKLVZLQGRZDV0RKDPHGELQ+DML%LODOH[LWHGDEODFN
PHUFHGHVLQIURQWRIWKHPLQLVWU\7KDWPDQLVWKHUHDVRQ$OL-DPDOLVILQDQFHPLQLVWHULQVWHDGRIPH
2XUSDUW\FKDLUPDQLVQRWKLQJLIQRWOR\DO:LQJ.LP:HHDOVRDWWKHZLQGRZQRGGHGDJUHHPHQW
)DGLOORRNHGDWWKHFKDLUPDQRIWKH&KLQHVHIDFWLRQRIWKHUXOLQJFRDOLWLRQDQGVPLOHG<HVKHDJUHHG
:LQJVWHSSHGDZD\IURPWKHZLQGRZDQGOLJKWHGDFLJDUHWWH3HUKDSVZHQHHGDQHZ SDUW\FKDLUPDQ
VRPHRQHZLWKGLIIHUHQWOR\DOWLHV\HV"
)DGLOQRGGHG3HUKDSVKHVDLG7KHSDUW\OHDGHUVKLSVKRXOGEHOR\DOWRRXUFDXVHUDWKHUWKDQWR
VSHFLILFLQGLYLGXDOV:LQJSXIIHGWKHFLJDUHWWHDQGVPLOHG
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%HQMDPLQ3RZHOO-UZDVWDOOWKLQDQGZRUHWKLFNEODFNULPPHGJODVVHV+HGLGQ WORRNLWEXWKHZDVDQ
DFFRPSOLVKHG&,$ILHOGRSHUDWLYH+RZHYHUEHFDXVHKHZDVSURQHWRLQVXERUGLQDWLRQKHKDGEHHQ
WUDQVIHUUHGWRDQXQGHVLUDEOHSRVWLQJ+DUDUH=LPEDEZH,WZDVQRWKLQJOHVVWKDQDEDQLVKPHQW
7KH\RIIHUHGPHDGHVNMRE3RZHOOVDLGWR0LFD%UDQWDVVKHSHUXVHGWKHELQGHURIGRFXPHQWVWKDW
3RZHOOKDGJLYHQKHU0LFD V/DQJOH\RIILFHZDVUHODWLYHO\VPDOOZLQGRZOHVVDQGXQLPSUHVVLYHILWWLQJ
IRUVRPHRQHZKRZDVDOPRVWDOZD\VRQWKHURDG
,WZRXOGNLOO\RXWREHORFNHGXSLQWKLVSODFHGD\DIWHUGD\VKHVDLGJODQFLQJXSWRVHH3RZHOOVPLOLQJ
,GLGQ WVD\,ZDVJRLQJWRWDNHLWKHVDLG6RZKDW G\RXWKLQN"
0LFDFORVHGWKHELQGHUUHYHDOLQJWKH&,$ORJRDQGWKHZRUGV&ODVVLILHG'RFXPHQWV6KHVKUXJJHG,
GRQ WNQRZ%HQ*LOER\DOUHDG\VDLGQR,W VDOLWWOHULVN\WU\LQJWRE\SDVVKLPE\WDNLQJWKLVGLUHFWO\WR
%HUQLH9LRODWHVSURWRFRO%HQVLJKHGDQGVWDUWHGVKDNLQJKLVKHDG%HVLGHVKRZGR\RXNQRZ\RXU
VRXUFHLQ+DUDUHLVUHOLDEOH"+RZGR\RXNQRZWKHVHGRFXPHQWVDUHJHQXLQH"
, YHEHHQZRUNLQJWKLVDJHQWIRUWKHSDVWIRXU\HDUVZLWKRXWHYHQDKLFFXS3RZHOOVDLG6KHLVWKHEHVW
VRXUFHRILQIRUPDWLRQLQDQ\&KLQHVHHPEDVV\DQ\ZKHUHLQWKHZRUOG, GVWDNHP\UHSRQWKDW7UXVWPH
VKH VUHOLDEOHDQGYHU\ZHOOFRQQHFWHG+HUHDFKHGRYHUDQGWDSSHGWKHELQGHUZLWKKLVILQJHU&6,6LV
ZRUULHGWKDWWKH\KDYHEHHQSHQHWUDWHGE\WKH/RQJ0DUFK7KH\ YHJRWDQLQWHUQDOLQYHVWLJDWLRQJRLQJ
7KLVLVELJ,WJRHVDOOWKHZD\XSWR3UHVLGHQW-LDQJDQGWRSOHYHOVRIWKH&HQWUDO0LOLWDU\&RPPLVVLRQ
0LFDVWLOOGLGQ WEX\LW5XPRUVDERXWWKH/RQJ0DUFKZHUHSDUWRILQWHOOLJHQFHORUH,WKDGVWDUWHGZLWK
WKH%ULWVDQGVSUHDG%XWWKHUHZDVQRHYLGHQFHQRQHWKDWWKH/RQJ0DUFKDFWXDOO\H[LVWHG:K\ZRXOG
WKH&6,6VWDWLRQFKLHILQ+DUDUHEHLQYROYHG"'RHVQ WPDNHDQ\VHQVH7KDW VOLNHEHLQJRQWKHPRRQ
0D\EHQRW3RZHOOVDLGDQGSDXVHG&6,6KDVVHQWVRPHRIWKHLUWRSVWUDWHJLVWVWRFRPPDQGSRVLWLRQV
LQ$IULFDQHPEDVVLHV7KH&KLQHVHJRYHUQPHQWLVYHU\IRFXVHGRQWKHFRQWLQHQW
1DWXUDOUHVRXUFHV0LFDVDLGQRGGLQJ7KDWPDNHVVHQVH&KLQDLVJURZLQJWRRIDVWWRPHHWLWVQDWXUDO
UHVRXUFHQHHGVGRPHVWLFDOO\6WLOOWKLVLVSUHWW\WKLQVKHVDLGORRNLQJDWWKHELQGHUDJDLQ
,W VZRUWKIROORZLQJXS3RZHOOIURZQHG,WSRLQWVWRDQRSHUDWLRQLQ+RQJ.RQJ0LFD<RXUWXUI
%HUQLH VWXUIVKHFRUUHFWHG, PMXVW%HUQLH VHUUDQGER\VKHVDLGWKLVZLWKDVOLJKWVPLOH6RZKDW
DERXWWKLVFUD]\VWRU\WKDWWKH%ULWVKDGDFWXDOO\FDSWXUHGD/RQJ0DUFKRSHUDWLYHQDPHG<DQLQ "
,GRQ WNQRZLIWKHVWRU\LVWUXHEXW<DQFRXOGKDYHSURYHGWKDWWKH/RQJ0DUFKZDVWKHUHDOGHDO
5HDOO\"6RZKDWKDSSHQHGWR&RPUDGH<DQ"
+HQHYHUJRWWRWHOOKLVVWRU\<DQDQGWKHHQWLUHWHDPWKDWZDVDVVLJQHGWRKLPLQFOXGLQJRQHRI0, V
WRSILHOGRSHUDWLYHVDOOGLVDSSHDUHG,WZDVRQHRIWKH%ULW VELJJHVWDQGPRVWVHFUHWGLVDVWHUV
0LFDFRQWHPSODWHGWKLVIRUDPRPHQWWKHQQRGGHG7KHVWRU\ZDVWKH%ULWVKDGEXULHGWKHIDLOXUH,IWUXH
WKHQWKH\KDGDOVRREOLWHUDWHGHYLGHQFHWKDWWKH/RQJ 0DUFKZDVUHDO If WKH/RQJ0DUFKZDVUHDO

Copyright © 2000, Satyananda J. Gabriel. All rights reserved.

"Our passion is to help the poor and oppressed of this world, to make them examples of what is possible,
to make them the inheritors of the fruits of this world." Qur'an (28:5)
The duck pond was covered in algae, situated next to a dilapidated shack and overgrown weeded field. Ali
Jamal stood outside the shack looking in the direction of the pond.
"It stinks," said the squat middle aged Brit in a white silk suit who stood next to Jamal.
Jamal agreed. The finance minister wore a white songkok and matching baju melayu. He looked up at the
Brit and smiled. Nearby four Malay soldiers with automatic weapons guarded a jeep and blue Land Rover.
"The land is cheap. My party can arrange the labor. Is this not what you were hoping for?"
The Brit thought about it for a moment, then nodded. If all went according to plan, this development would
be mutually beneficial: a boon to Jamal's standing in his party and very profitable to his clients.
"Jobs for Malays," Jamal said. "That's what Prime Minister Abdullah has promised."
The Brit nodded his head. "Glad to be able to do my part," he said and started walking toward the pond.
"You don't want to go too close," Jamal warned. "We'll need to drain the pond."
The Brit stopped in his tracks. He frowned. "This has to be ready for construction in one month."
Jamal nodded. "This is Malaysia," he said, "not India. It will get done on time."
The Brit, who was a veteran of doing business in India, smiled.
"In short order, this area will be mostly concrete and roads."
"I appreciate that," the Brit responded. "And my clients will, as well."
"Time is money."
The Brit walked away from the duck pond, followed by Jamal. He looked around, thinking about how the
area would soon be transformed into a large industrial compound, complete with its own generators and
worker's dormitories. He had worked directly with Jamal, rather than an underling, because that is what
Sir Alex Paisley had wanted. "I want you to get to know the man," Sir Paisley had ordered. Sir Paisley was
the top boss at Uniglobal Limited, the British conglomerate, and chief competitor (in most of its markets)
with Grand United, the world's wealthiest conglomerate. Sir Paisley wanted to make sure that the Yanks
did not encroach upon this traditional outpost of British multinational operations, although such encroachment was well underway. "If we have the next Malaysian p.m.'s ear," Sir Paisley had said, "then I can stick
it to that bastard Whitehead." He was referring to his golfing buddy, John Whitehead, top man at G.U. and
and a man with a well-deserved reputation of playing hard ball in his business battles. It was quite clear,
from recent business moves, that Whitehead had targeted Malaysia for aggressive expansion.

Dreaming in Malaysia

The giant sleek bird of a 747 landed at KL International Airport while Fadil Hamzah watched from the
backseat of a black Mercedes-Benz S500 Sedan. As soon as the 747 had taxied to a stop, the Mercedes,
flanked by an airport security vehicle, moved to meet it.
Fadil's bodyguard, sitting next to the driver, picked up the receiver of the carphone.
"Make sure he is the first to deplane," Fadil reminded the man, and sat slightly forward in his seat. He
watched as the landing crew moved the stairs into place. Behind them, the mostly glass airport transport
buses were making their way to the vehicle. The bodyguard acknowledged that their guest was making
his way to the door. Fadil relaxed a bit and watched as the heavy exit door was opened.
"Shall I get out?" The bodyguard asked.
"No," Fadil said, shaking her head. "Wait for them to bring him to the car."
The airport police detail positioned itself at the base of the stairs.
The man who appeared at the top of the stairs, next to the stewardess, had short dark hair, pale brown
skin, wore black sunglasses, and dressed in a black suit, white shirt, and black bow tie. He looked down
at the Mercedes first, then at the security detail, and began down the stairs. He had only found out after
the plane touched down that he would be met at the airport by Fadil Hamzah himself. He was pleased.
Someday he hoped to travel on his own private jet, but to be met in such style was almost as good. The
other passengers on the flight from Hong Kong would just have to wait, he thought as he reached the
bottom of the stairs. The stewardess waited as the man was escorted to the waiting Mercedes by two of
the four airport police, and only after he was safely inside the car did she allow the other passengers to
begin deplanning. The bodyguard closed the door of the Mercedes, got back in the front, and they drove
away as the first of the airport buses arrived.
"It is good to see you again, Axel. Welcome to KL," Fadil said, shaking hands with his guest.
"My pleasure, Fadil," Axel Muhammad said, smiling. "It's been how long, three years?"
"More like four," Fadil corrected. "It was at the conference in New Orleans, if I recall correctly."
Axel nodded agreement. "Yes," he said, "the American Economics Association meetings. You gave an
excellent speech."
"But a bit too long," Fadil said, then paused. "Tell me what I want to hear, Axel."
"I did exactly what you asked me to do," he said. "I made the arrangements for several top ministers of
the Nation of Islam to visit KL and meet personally with Ali Jamal and Prime Minister Abdullah. As you
requested, I personally presented the gift and note from Ali Jamal to the Honorable Louis Farrakhan. He
was very pleased." Axel smiled. He did not see anything he had done as a betrayal. After all, if Fadil's
plan succeeded, then perhaps the Nation of Islam would, indeed, benefit. And, if not, well . . .
"You will be richly rewarded, Axel," Fadil said, "if we are successful. I am certain that the Honorable
Louis Farrakhan will broadcast this new relationship with Ali Jamal to all the world, or at least to those
who are listening." Fadil knew exactly who would be listening and how they would likely respond.
"You really think that the CIA would try to bring down Ali Jamal because of this?"
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Fadil's smile widened. "Of course not," he said. "What do you take me for, a conspiracy theorist? I am
quite certain your authorities would never meddle in the internal affairs of a sovereign nation, nor do they
have anything to fear from a religious organization, such as the Nation of Islam."
Axel knew that the reality was precisely the opposite, as did Fadil. Indeed, Axel had witnessed the harsh
reaction of the "authorities" to the relationship between the Nation of Islam and the Libyan government.
They had blocked the Libyan donation of over a billion U.S. dollars to help the cause of Islam in America
and to strengthen the independence of those who had been historically marginalized in American society.
The Nation had always been feared, but since that time the surveillance and sabotage had grown.
Fadil shifted so that he could look more directly at Axel. "We have an advantage, Axel, that is so strong
that even the CIA cannot defeat us. We have faith and brotherhood. It has no boundaries, no nation can
contain the force of our solidarity and our will to serve the cause. They have no loyalty. This is why we
can manipulate them, use their strength against them. You will see. They will do exactly what we expect
them to do. They are brutes. Their power is their weakness. They lack subtlety. They suffer hubris." He
nodded, a look of pleasure on his face. Rest assured, they will act exactly as expected.
Axel believed Fadil. He could imagine Fadil rising to power with the help of the CIA. And he could just
as easily imagine himself as the head of a new corporation, working with the Malaysian government.
"Tell me again about your dream for Axel Enterprises," Fadil said, showing great interest.
Axel gladly complied, once again talking about his idea for tapping into the talents of educated American
Muslims: computer programmers, MBAs, economists, accountants, and others who would come together
inside Axel Enterprises to create business projects linking America to Muslim nations around the world.
"Globalization for Islam," Fadil said, nodding. "Excellent."
Axel smiled. Globalization for Islam. Nice. "So," he said, "when do I get to meet your boss?"
Fadil checked his watch. "Very shortly," he replied, "and be assured the meeting will be well publicized.
Our newspaper people were quite eager to meet a representative of the Honorable Louis Farrakhan. I've
also arranged for our national television network to cover the event. I hope you are not too shy."
Axel shook his head. "I'm cool," he said. "I've been looking forward to this."

Jay met Graham Carville at Popeyes in Wanchai. It was a notorious Japanese-style bar and nightclub,
frequented by U.S. military personnel looking for a good time with one of the slim, attractive hostesses.
It was with some hesitation that Jay agreed to the venue for his meeting with Graham, who did not seem
the type for Popeyes, but the young IBM hardware specialist had information that Jay very much needed.
"Sorry about this," Graham said, looking over Jay and smiling. He focused on Jay's chest, which was
exposed both by the low cut and transparency of the black silk shirt he was wearing.
"No es problema," Jay said.
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"My boss insisted that I meet him down here for a few drinks," Graham continued his mea culpa. "Can't
say no to the boss, can you?"
"Guess not," Jay said, not showing his impatience. "So where's your boss?"
"Oh, the meeting ended almost an hour ago. I've been getting slushed. You've got to join me." Before Jay
could say anything, Graham was waving at one of the hostesses. The long-legged woman wore a heavy
black and red silk dress with a cut that was so high that her thigh was visible. "You want beer or
something real?" He asked Jay.
"I better stick to beer," Jay said. "I get kindda stupid if I drink too much."
"Oh," Graham said, and made an exaggerated gesture with his hand. "Then you better have the drunken
fist."
"What's that?"
"Something new," he said, and told the hostess to bring Jay the drink. "You've just got to try it. You only
live once." Graham had the stupidest grin on his face.
Jay noticed that Graham was drinking Tsingtao. "Why aren't you having it?"
"No, no, too strong for me. Besides, after the number of beers I've had, if I drank that they'd either have
to carry me out of here or get a lot of mops out, if you get my drift." Unfortunately, Jay did get his drift.
The woman brought the drink. It was sort of rose red and smelled of lavender and gin. "Salud," Jay said,
holding up his glass. Graham smiled and held up his tsingtao. Jay drank the sweet concoction to humor
Graham. For almost an hour they drank and talked trivia. Jay had three drunken fists, not realizing that
he had crossed a line and was drunk, a state that was rare for him. It was for the cause, so to speak, and
his chummyness with Graham had worked wonders. Graham told Jay the names of key personnel who
were installing IBM computers in the British consulate. This information would allow Jay to get access
to those computers and the valuable information they contained, information that would be useful
both before and after the coming handover that would end 150 years of British rule in Hong Kong.
Just as Jay was trying to extricate himself from Graham, who was becoming increasingly amorous, a
U.S. marine broke from his buddies and sort of stumbled over to their table. The dark-skinned marine
seemed annoyed. "What's wrong with you two fairies?" He asked. "You get lost?"
"What?"
"This ain't no fag bar," the marine said. He was quite obviously drunk. That pretty much described the
state of both Graham and Jay, as well.
The marine's comrades were on their way, hoping to intercept him before any damage was done, but it
was too late. The marine was obviously incensed by something deeper than just the sight of Graham and
Jay, but he was quite willing to let the two of them suffice as the font of his anger. "I'm gonna kick some
fairy butt tonight," the marine said boldly, catching the attention of others in the bar, most of whom
seemed entertained by this outburst.
"How dare you," Graham said, angered, standing up suddenly, which was a mistake. The marine leveled
him with a hard right to the jaw. The blow sent Graham backwards onto the floor with a heavy thud.
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How he remained conscious was one of those mysteries that could stand alongside the Bermuda Triangle.
But he did remain conscious and he watched as the marine turned his ire on Jay.
Jay's father had been a marine. And although he did not have the privilege of growing up with his father,
he knew enough to respect the training that marines received. He also suspected that the training brought
a certain self-confidence, particularly when facing civilians. And despite the Popeye muscles, this over
confidence could be a disadvantage, verdad? This thought made Jay smile, which seemed just a bit too
much for the marine, who firm mouthed and frowning, muscles tightening, hauled back to send Jay's grin
to the nether reaches. For Jay, time slowed and he decided, for better or worse, and under the influence of
alcohol and martial arts training, to take the man out with a single, swift and unexpected blow. Not to
knock him out, mind you, but to kill him. Jay had decided, with a sense of drunken humor, to drive a
single upward blow to the solar plexus, in just the right spot to stop the man's heart. Fortunately, the blow
which hit the marine well before his own blow could connect with Jay, was significantly off target. The
marine fell backwards onto the floor, out of breath. Jay was suddenly surrounded by marines. He smiled
a drunken smile. He was ready to fight them all and get his butt royally kicked. But that was not to be. A
marine lieutenant stepped into the middle of it all and told his men to call it a night and to take their
fallen comrade with them. The lieutenant had stopped briefly to stare into Jay's eyes. He said in a low
tone of voice, "Stranger in a strange land," then smiled, turned and followed his men.

A storm of smoke and clouds came from the Southeast. The Symposium on Islamic Finance was held at
National University in Kuala Lumpur. Malaysia's Finance Minister, Ali Jamal, spoke on the need for an
alternative set of financial arrangements in the Islamic world that would allow countries to avoid the
structural adjustment programs of the IMF during periods of current account crisis. Jamal suggested that
Islamic nations might establish a sort of super Central Bank, perhaps based in Kuala Lumpur.
After the meeting, a Saudi businessman asked Ali Jamal if he really believed there was any possibility for
Islamic nations to agree on the framework for creating an alternative to the IMF so long as the U.S.A.
remained the only real superpower in the world. Ali Jamal tried to sound optimistic, but the businessman
then insisted that the U.S. would block any effort to unify the Islamic world, even calling the Americans
the new "holy crusader against Islam." A reporter who happened to overhear this would later falsely
attribute the holy crusader comment to Ali Jamal, rather than the unnamed Saudi businessman.

Orbaw International Holdings was named in a document published by a leading environmentalist group
as one of the corporations most reponsible for destroying rain forests on the planet. One of the leading
spokespersons on environmentalism, Teddy Fraser, charged, in a press conference, that many
multinational companies were ignoring both local laws and international agreements on the rain forests
and the environment. Later, Fraser criticized both Orbaw and the U.S. based conglomerate Grand United.
"American companies like Grand United buy the raw materials from companies like Malaysia's Orbaw
and encourage them to use slash and burn on the rain forests of the world," Fraser said.
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Samuel fell asleep at his desk. His head rested in the cradle of his folded arms that rested atop a stack of
books and papers. Outside a window the sky could be seen with clouds massing and blocking the
sunlight.
Samuel drifted on waves of light and darkness and color. Dimensionality shifted, shattering boundaries:
three dimensions became four. Shadows took on substance. He saw ghostly images that gradually took
shape and life. He saw himself out of time and in a different sort of space. He crossed barriers of solid
walls and rock. And then three dimensionality returned. He found himself walking across a cobblestone
path towards a church. The stairs of the church were stone and some parts where chipped away. He took
one step and a large chunk broke free and he nearly fell. He grabbed for the banister and held on, but it
moved in his grip. It had come loose. He saw Angela's long black hair as she walked into the church. He
did not see her face, but he knew it was her. He wanted to climb the stairs, but they crumbled underfoot,
like nothing more than salt.
He fell through another dark cloud and found himself watching a round faced little girl picking flowers.
"Who are you?" He asked.
She turned and smiled, but did not speak. Peter O'Toole standing nearby seemed to morph out of the
trunk of a tree and walked up to Samuel. Samuel saw himself through O'Toole's eyes and he saw the
elderly actor through his own eyes. "Individuals are impulsive," O'Toole said, in his lyrical voice.
"They do not possess a transitive scale of preferences along which they can arrange all their hopes and
dreams in a single plane, and for this reason they are incapable of consistently rational behavior."
Samuel shook his head. "I never said they could. Avram . . ."
"Do not speak of Avram," O'Toole said. "I am speaking to you, Samuel Taylor Maxwell, you and you
alone. Why do you insist on shifting responsibility?" O'Toole seemed to straighten his spine.
Samuel shrugged. "I don't know what you mean."
"Why did you marry Angela? Was she the utility maximizing choice?"
"She was pregnant," he insisted. "Or at least she said she was . . ."
"Pregnant?" O'Toole smiled broadly. "Every action we take is pregnant."
"My father told me to marry her," he said, as if protesting innocence.
The little girl offered Samuel flowers. He reached down and took them.
"This is Marx," O'Toole said, pointing at the little girl. Samuel frowned, not understanding. Inside the
old man's eyes, Samuel could see himself frowning "Capitalism is not the end of history, nor is it a
source of rationality," O'Toole said. "Is it any more rational for a person to sell his soul in pieces than
to have it sold for him in total?"
"I don't understand."
"Try using the dialectical method," O'Toole said. His eyes were shiny, as if on the verge of tears. He
seemed a bit off-balance, as if he would fall. The little girl looked at O'Toole and then took hold of
his hand. O'Toole became steadier. The little girl smiled. Samuel could see himself smiling back
through the little girl's eyes. He saw himself holding the bundle of flowers. "Everything is significant,"
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O'Toole continued. "Every event, every process is pregnant with new ideas. You have the power to
change your life."
"Why would I want to change my life?"
"Because you are unhappy. No, you are worse than unhappy."
Samuel shook his head. He was aware he was dreaming and even aware that he could intervene in his
own dream, yet he felt unable to do so, as if this dream came from outside of himself. It was a
contradiction. "I'm not unhappy," he said. "I'm just having a run of bad luck."
"What is the logic in luck?"
Samuel frowned again. "What?"
A butterfly flew near the little girl and she ran after it. The sky was red-orange.
"There is no such thing as bad luck. There is no such thing as luck. Where did Sartre go?"
"Who are you?" He knew the man looked like Peter O'Toole, but this meant little in a dream.
"I am Godelier," Peter O'Toole said, taking pearls from inside the flowers and counting them.
"God?" He thought perhaps . . .
"Godelier," the man said emphatically, frowning. "Go-del-ier." He handed the pearls to Samuel.
Samuel looked at the pearls. They were glowing. "I was hoping . . ."
"Sorry to disappoint you."
Samuel shrugged. "That's okay. If you were God, it would have posed a bit of a philosophical dilemma
for me."
"Well," Godelier said, "I guess I wouldn't want to do something like that."
In the distance came the sound of someone playing a horn. It grew louder. Samuel felt himself being
pulled through the dense fog of light and dark towards consciousness, but then the horn stopped and he
fell back again. He saw a rapid progression of images: buildings, the ocean, horses, a large dog's head,
people's faces, flowers, books. Words took on substance: overdetermination in a swirl of multicolored
pearls that coaslesced into trees and earth and mountains and waterfalls and people and then a bolus of all
things in one: dialectics in children playing jump rope: rationality in the form of a giant snail. He would
have entered another dream but for the sudden flash as his eyes opened. He blinked and sat up, rubbing
his eyes. A stream of sunlight was coming through a window and illuminating the top of his desk. He
shook his head in disgust that he would have fallen asleep. It had been unplanned. He did not like feeling
such lack of control. He stretched and tried forcing the sleepiness from his body. It still held sway in his
muscles and his mind. Nevertheless, he would not give in and decided to go for a walk outside in the
fresh air, as fresh as the air in Birmingham, in any event, and then return to his work later.
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Jay walked down the white walled corridor, soundlessly on carpeted floor. Celia had only just put on a
sleeveless blouse and matching lavender skirt and was kneeling on the floor picking up magazines when
the knock came. She went to the door and peeked out the keyhole. She smiled and opened the door.
She was happy to see Jay, but also puzzled. "How'd you get into the building without buzzing me?" She
asked, as he stepped across the threshold and looked around the living room.
"Your neighbor, tall, blonde woman," Jay held one hand up to about his eye level. In the other arm he
was holding a bag of groceries from a Wellcome Market. "She let me in."
"Wendy," she said. "She's an Aussie. Works for Citibank."
"Nice looking," he said and smiled mischievously.
She slapped him on the arm playfully. "You better watch yourself. She has a boyfriend." She gave him a
straight look, then added, "I was just tidying up. I don't really get much time to take care of this place."
He shook his head. "You should see my apartment."
She showed him into her small kitchen, where he set the bag of groceries on a counter. They talked and
began preparing dinner.
"Why'd you choose to become a computer programmer?" Jay asked as he cut a plump Asian eggplant
into diagonal slices.
"I think I just did it to piss my old man off," she said, starting rice in a Japanese made rice cooker.
He frowned. "Your father?"
"Right."
"Why would you becoming a programmer piss him off?"
"He's very much the male chauvenist or that's what I thought when I was younger. He seemed to put all
his energy into my four brothers and acted as if I was just some little princess with no brains."
"If you really wanted to show him, you should have become a fireman." He brushed both sides of the
eggplant slices with sesame oil.
She laughed. "Yeah, that probably would have worked. As it was, he thought it was great that I became a
programmer. Bragged about it to all his friends."
"Best laid plans." She nodded agreement.
Later, when they were sitting at the table eating, Celia asked Jay if he ever felt homesick for the States.
He replied, "No matter where I am I feel like a stranger in a strange land."
She smiled. "I think I feel like that sometimes, like I don't really belong. Sometimes I think I was meant
to be born somewhere else, maybe in a different time."
"Future or past?"
She shrugged. "Probably the future," she said after a moment's thought. "At least I hope so. I mean, I
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don't know if there'd be much need for programmers in the 16th century or sometime like that."
"Probably not," he agreed. "On the other hand, somebody with your genius would probably find a way to
express it."
"You think so?"
He nodded. He really meant this. "Me, on the other hand, well, I still can't figure out the Windows
operating system." Now he was lying.
Her smile broadened. "Windows is one of the most inelegant works of programming that has ever
reached mass circulation."
He frowned. "I don't get it."
"It's the product of a monopoly. Microsoft owns the Universe and can make every Alice and Bob use its
system. They don't have to be elegant in programming it."
"Is your work elegant, Celia?"
She stopped smiling and looked down. "I don't know," she said. She looked up again. "A lot of my work
is just pragmatic problem solving. Doing stuff that makes the Sunshine hardware more efficient."
"That's nothing to sneeze at."
She smiled again. "I guess."
"What really turns you on?"
"You mean about programming?" He nodded. She sighed. "For the last two years I've been working on
something called public-key encryption," she said. "It's not a priority project at Sunshine, but I'm in
charge of it and it's something I love."
"Tell me about it," he said, then added, "I mean, I probably won't understand most of it but I'm really
curious about what you do."
Her smile turned shy and her eyes sparkled. "Well, it's not all that complicated," she said. "Encryption
programs are pretty common. The one I'm working on is pretty powerful, I'll admit, but . . ." She noticed
that he was looking sort of glassy eyed. "We could talk about something else."
"Sorry," he said. "I was just thinking about you creating the next big thing in software. I could just see
your face on the cover of Newsweek."
Her smile regained its confidence. "Anyway," she said, "this program has a public encoding key, but the
decryption method remains secret. Imagine that Alice and Bob want to send each other a message and
they live on opposite sides of the world and can't visit each other."
"Like one of my friends back in the States?"
"Right. Well, they don't have any mutual friends who can carry messages back and forth and regular
methods of communication are insecure. They could use a public-key encryption system by looking up
each other's encryption code in a public directory and using it to write to each other. A hacker, Oscar,
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couldn't decrypt the message though the encryption code is public and available to him, because the
plaintext and the ciphertext are independent of each other. Public-key encryption is fairly new really but
there's a pretty famous algorithm called the RSA cryptosystem which is widely used and as difficult to
decrypt as it is to factor large composites into primes, of finding the prime factors, p and q, of n. Just try
and factor 349,963,466 in any reasonable amount of time."
"I know what you mean," he said. "I always have trouble with that."
"The thing is you'd have to do it before the message I'd sent became irrelevant. Mathematicians have
devoted years of work to this problem of factorization. I really didn't expect that we'd solve the problem
at Sunshine. Many have tried before us and we didn't expect any concrete results. In fact, we were quite
satisfied with the intermediate theorems we had developed. We proved, for example, that for Oscar the
hacker to be able to decrypt individual RSA cipher-texts, he would have to be able to efficiently factor n
into primes, p and q. Sunshine proved that five years ago but we still were not certain that factoring was
in truth difficult. Well, Sunshine has spent years working on this and it turns out that it isn't that difficult
after all. My team was able to do a proof by contradiction so to speak."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, of course it wasn't simple either but we did it. We have developed a factoring algorithm."
She didn't realize it, but Jay's pulse had quickened. This was unexpected. He was hoping to get his hand
on a new encryption program. What Celia was talking about was far more valuable. "I'm afraid," he said,
"that I'm still a little fuzzy on what this all means."
"Well, finding a factoring algorithm is, in and of itself, exciting for mathematics or would be if we could
publish our work, which at the moment we can't. It belongs to Sunshine, afterall. Anyway, it opens up
enormous possibilities, but it also means that major encryption systems such as RSA have been rendered
essentially insecure. That's why we can't really publish our results."
"Sounds pretty damn exciting," Jay said, looking dumb. "But, Celia, I have to admit that it's a bit over my
head. I'm kind of a show and tell type, when it comes to this high tech stuff."
"I could show you an example," she said.
He frowned. "How?"
"I could show you how the program can be used to break an encryption code."
"How?"
"Easy," she said. "Let's go in my bedroom." He smiled. "No," she said, "not that. My computer's on my
desk in my bedroom."
He looked disappointed. "Okay," he said. Deep inside he was the winner of the biggest lottery in spy
history and, if not for being in such great physical condition, would probably have burst a few blood
vessels with excitement. It was far more exciting than model trains. "Let's do it," he said.
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Mahatma Gandhi was once asked his opinion of Western civilization.
He replied that it would be a good idea.

The lashing rainwind seemed like it would never end, soaking the ground, darkening the building façade,
blurring windows. Outside a girl of perhaps seven helped her mother carry several large bundles through
the storm. The man standing in the window of the hotel watched this show, although he could hardly
have cared less about the plight of the mother and child. "I hate these little bottles," another man said,
causing Frank Hyde to turn from the rainstreaked window. Frank's eyes were red and teary. He was
deep in the throes of jet lag and the heartburn of darkness, both were maladies he had little success in
overcoming. "Then don't drink it then," Frank said in a less than sympathetic tone of voice.
Jack Degenhardt, dressed in a tailored blue silk suit, smiled. He closed the door of the hotel refrigerator
and then poured the tiny bottle of scotch into a glass. "It'll just have to do," Jack said. "Why don't you
have any ice, Frank?"
"I don't drink," Frank replied. My body is a temple of God.
"Not even ice water, huh?"
Frank was never sure what to think of Jack Degenhardt. Here was a man of good German-American stock
but he appeared weak, lacking in ambition. How long had he worked as errand boy for Simon Rekker? At
no point, in all his interactions with Degenhardt, had the man ever given an opinion that was not Rekker's.
And Rekker kept his distance from Frank Hyde, as would be expected. Degenhardt took all the exposure.
He's a fool. Frank would have understood if Rekker was a genuine ubermensch, but he was just a filthy
manipulator of money, a Shylock. "I've done a lot of jobs for you and your master," Frank said. "Don't you
think it's time that I met with Rekker in person?" Rekker is afraid of me, as he should be.
"For Christ's sake, Frank," Jack shook his head and sat on the edge of the king size bed. The bed's
mattress depressed considerably under his weight. "You just can't relax, can you?" The burley one-time
construction worker looked at Frank with a sort of pity. "Why don't you have a drink, Frank. It might
do you some good." Degenhardt gulped down the last of the scotch. He looked lovingly at the empty
glass. "You only go around once." Frank frowned at this weak, cliched bit of philosophizing. No, he did
like Degenhardt one bit, but had to tolerate the man. Rekker had guaranteed Frank a steady and rather
attractive cash flow. "You're here," Degenhardt said, "because Rekker has bigger fish to fry."
"What does that mean?" Bigger fish to fry, what an idiot phrase. And he's not even using it right.
Degenhardt got up and went back to the little refrigerator, where he found a second tiny bottle of scotch.
"These things don't go very far," he said, twisting off the top and pouring the liquid into his glass. "And
they charge an arm and a leg. Everything's a rip off these days. Good for you that it's all on Simon
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Rekker's tab, huh?"
Frank frowned. "What do you mean Rekker has bigger fish to fry? I'm not exactly a fry cook, am I? What
exactly does he need me here for? I do have other clients, you know."
Degenhardt returned to the edge of the bed. He crossed his legs and took a big swallow from the glass.
"Frank, you really need to chill out. Rekker has some important plans and he needs your help. In fact, you
will get to meet him, just like you want, and he plans to pay you a helluva lot of money for your time."
"What is a helluva lot of money? How many zeroes is a helluva lot." Despite the nausea and the headache
and the lack of specificity in "a helluva lot of money" this did make Frank feel a bit better.
"Well, I'll let Rekker give the specifics this time. I'm no professor, " Degenhardt said this with a sly grin,
"but I think he is talking about a lot of zeroes, enough that you could retire to your own island."
Frank wondered how Degenhardt could know that his dream was to own a secluded island.
Degenhardt's smile widened as he noticed the new expression on Frank's face. "I like working with you,
Frank, you always get the job done. Anyway, I really just wanted to stop by and make sure you were
comfy and give you this." Degenhardt reached in one of the side pockets of his suit jacket and pulled
out a computer disk.
Frank walked over and took the disk. He looked at it as if it were a bug. "What's this?"
"Don't worry, it doesn't have one of those viruses on it. It's from Rekker."
"Okay," Hyde said, not expecting anything more from Degenhardt.
"He'll send a car for you tonight, about nine o'clock."
"I'm tired. I'd prefer to get some sleep."
Degenhardt shrugged. "This is Hong Kong, Frank. Life doesn't start until nine o'clock." Degenhardt
smiled, stood up and put the empty glass on a counter above the refrigerator. "If you weren't a teetotaling
tight-ass you' could solve that jetlag problem. You need anything, don't call me." Degenhardt stopped
at the door, turned and added. "Unless you loosen up a bit and want some advice on where to have a
good time in the fragrant city."
"Fragrant Harbor," Frank corrected.
Degenhardt laughed. "You gotta learn to be a little less serious, Frank. You're gonna blow a gasket one
of these days." The big man opened the door and walked out.
Frank watched the door for a moment, then smiled, thinking about the reference to buying an island, but
then he turned his attention to the disk and went to his notebook computer on the round table in a corner
near the window. He decided that it was best if he found out what or who was on the disk.

The evening that Angela left, as she had put it, for good, Samuel sat at the kitchen table of what had been
their flat, wearing a sweater that had seen better days, writing a note in the margins of a textbook on how
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Gramsci had supported the notion of cultural subjectivity. His mind was as blank as that margin had been
before he had started writing. He wrote from memory of thoughts that had formed many days before. In
that moment, he could not have begged a creative thought from his mind. He stopped writing, put down
the pen, and collapsed with a sigh into his hands. His mind tottered around like a drunk: another of those
old ideas was stumbled over --- humanity shares the solidarity of physical and intellectual decay. He sat
there, head in hands, this same thought tripping him time and time again, until he heard a knock at the
door. He pushed back the chair, causing it to scream in protest on the wood floor, and went to the front
entrance. When he opened the door he faced the pale skin and blue eyes of his mother, Joy Maxwell,
whose weak smile told him that she already knew.
"Are you going to ask me in?" She asked.
He took a deep breath and ushered her into the apartment. She did not wait to be asked to have a seat.
She went to the same place she always did, the far corner of the big green sofa that Angela had bought at
an estate sale. She sat down with a sigh, embracing the softness of the sofa, and folded her arms. "I
warned you about her," she said. "Didn't I tell you, Samuel, that that woman would not make a good
wife. She is too self-centered." She had said no such thing and they both knew this.
"Can I get you anything, mother?"
"Maybe now you can finish that book."
The book. It had become something of an albatross. Everyone knew he was writing it. It was unfinished,
like a half-dressed man walking about the commons, an embarrassment. "I'm going to Nanjing," he said.
"Perhaps I'll finish it while I'm there."
"They now have a name for your problem, Samuel. Attention deficit."
He shrugged. "I suppose you think that's why Angie left, because I'm out of focus."
"You always think everything is complicated. Angela left because you had nothing left for her to steal."
"Yes, mother," he said, not wanting to have this conversation. "Can I get you anything?"
Still she did not answer his question. "I mean," she went on, folding her arms even more tightly across
her chest, "I know you love Angela and I'm sorry that you have to go through this." He started to
interrupt, to correct her, but stopped himself. "Maybe it will be good for you to be in China for a year."
He nodded. "I think so. And I'll get to spend some time with Michael."
She smiled. "You tell your brother for me that I'm still not happy that he couldn't make it home for
Christmas."
He started to remind her that Michael was militant when it came to anything religious, but decided he did
not want to have that conversation again. "I'll remind him," he said. "Now, can I get you anything?"
She thought for a moment, then asked for a glass of brandy. He knew what she wanted all along, but it
was a little ritual. Although he didn't drink the stuff, he had always kept a bottle of brandy for her visits.
And the reward was that as soon as his mother had a glass of brandy in her hand, her mood changed
considerably and always for the better.
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It was another day of smoke clouds over Kuala Lumpur. Automobiles, trucks, and motorcycles added
their gaseous filth into the mix. The sun had gone into exile.
Fadil Hamzah walked out of a Central District restaurant and into the back of a black mercedes, the door
held for him by the driver. The car pulled away from the sidewalk and into the traffic. Hamzah sat back
in the leather seat and looked out the window. Even inside the air conditioned car, he could taste the dirty
air. Reformasi, he thought. Reform the skies. Reform the people.
Month after month, week after week, day after day, Fadil watched the transformation in Kuala Lumpur,
KL. He saw the same in other cities and in the countryside. One could make the mistake of thinking that
he was an environmentalist, in that he seemed so concerned about the way the machinery of
Western-style capitalism, and in particular the commercial relationships with American and Japanese
multi/transnationals, had changed the natural environment in Malaysia, but that would not quite be
correct. He had a way of interpreting the environmental changes in such a way that if it seemed to be the
effect of the so-called Western transnationals expanding their reach, then the changes were vulgar, but
this was not the case if local people were engaging in slash and burn to "develop" their local economy. In
other words, he didn't see anything wrong with environmental transformation/destruction per se. He
accepted the idea that fitrah involved more than recognizing that all of Nature, including Man, are the
handiwork of Allah . Man must control Nature. He simply believed that control of the outside, absent
some form of spiritual control of the inside, the spiritual core, was the ultimate in perversion.
Fadil was even more a contradiction when one considered that he openly supported Prime Minister Akil
Abdullah's controversial and very expensive Tech Island Project, a plan to attract investment from the top
high-technology firms in the United States, Japan, and the European Community, providing a
sophisticated infrastructure paid for by the Malaysian people, tax breaks for the foreign transnationals,
and other incentives. In other words, it was not easy to derive a one-to-one correlation between Fadil
Hamzah's generally negative opinion of Western capitalists or his interpretation of the Qu'ran and his
specific position on public policies. Maybe it was that Fadil disliked the U.S. government a lot more than
he disliked U.S. transnationals. Afterall, it was the U.S. government that was financing Israel and
propping up corrupt clientelist regimes in certain very important Islamic countries. The U.S. government
had its spies scattered all over the world, including in his Malaysia. And they threw their weight around
with very little sense of honor and no sense of humility. At least that's how Fadil saw it. And, in addition,
the Americans had no morals. They produced glossy and vulgar propaganda, in the form of Hollywood
films, and spread this filth around the world. Anyone in KL could easily obtain video compact disks with
the most vile displays and language. Fadil looked upon the American media as simultaneously eroding
morals in the U.S. and the rest of the world and spreading anti-Muslim vitriol, sometimes in subtle ways
and sometimes with very explicit and stereotypical presentations of Muslims. In this he perceived a
conspiracy that united Zionists, Hollywood and CNN, the White House and Wall Street. Fadil did not
dislike Americans. He had made many friends during his years teaching at M.I.T. He simply dreamed of
a day when the center of global economic and political power would be torn away from the United States.

Copyright © 2000, Satyananda J. Gabriel. All rights reserved.

Dreaming in Malaysia

John Whitehead lay naked on the white massage table as the muscular masseur worked his body, his head
tilted to one side staring at Alan Sebastian, head of Grand United's Legal Department. Sebastian was a
weasel of a man, loved expensive suits, shoes and hairstyles (currently wavy, medium length), but was
known to dress down on that rare occasion when he had to face a jury, had a Hollywood casting jaw (the
product of genetics, not the plastic surgeon who had provided him with an "improved" nose), and served
John Whitehead and G.U. with the appearance of unwavering logic. "Prince Nayan wants us to sign onto
a joint venture with Saudi Electronics and Security," Sebastian said, standing with his hands folded in
front of him and holding a dossier. "It's penny-ante, but could mean new contracts for G.U. electronic
hardware with the Saudi government and Nayan and his buddies may pump up G.U. stock prices."
"You trying to enrich yourself, Sebastian? Your G.U. options under water?" Whitehead moved his
head slightly as a response to the masseur applying pressure to his shoulders. "What's the downside?"
"The contract that Saudi Electronics provided would grant them access to some proprietary technology
that I'm not so sure we want in their hands."
"So draw up a better contract. Make sure you protect our interests in this."
Sebastian shifted his weight slightly, then straightened up again. "It might not be that easy, John," his
eyes narrowed somewhat. "Prince Nayan explicitly said that we should sign the Saudi contract as is."
A slight smile came to Whitehead's face. "Nayan has always been a bastard."
"But he's our bastard," Sebastian said, finishing the inside joke, but without a smile.
Whitehead nodded to the masseur, who stopped and stepped back from the table. He got up to a sitting
position and accepted a white towel from the masseur and slung it across his lap. "I'm not about to give
another damn thing to the Saudis and I don't give a shit what Nayan thinks. Call his bluff."
"I might have a more . . . diplomatic solution," Sebastian suggested. Whitehead gestured for him to
continue. "Prince Nayan desperately wants a larger stake in Sunshine Systems, but the government has
blocked his efforts thus far. Perhaps in exchange for some concessions in this contract, we might able
to help him. We have a large block of Sunshine shares and no small amount of clout in Washington."
"And we get our price for the stock," Whitehead added. His eyes sparkled. Sebastian nodded. "It's a
win-win situation. I'm assuming Nayan would accept this gesture of friendship from us."
Again, Sebastian nodded. "There's a high probability he'll say yes."
Whitehead got up from the table, whipped the towel around his waist, and took Sebastian by the arm.
"Good enough, then. You get on this right away and get back to me if there are any problems."
Sebastian agreed and the two men shook hands. Whitehead had been pretty confident that Sebastian
would come up with some way to avoid a confrontation with Nayan. But if he didn't, Whitehead was
more than willing to call the prince's bluff. He knew as well as the prince that the Saudis needed G.U.
at least as much, if not more, than G.U. needed them, and not simply because of their business ties. G.U.
had some very good friends in D.C. and without those folks in D.C. the Saudis would be in deep creeks.
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"The golden sunshine that sobs for joy
The laughing mist and rain." E-su Zen

Samuel could hear the sound of papers rustling and then the smack, smack of heavy books being tossed
down on a wooden desk. He walked rather tentatively into the office of Avram Olshewski. The sixty six
year old Olshewski was muscular, tall and had a stern face. But his smile was warm and inviting. He
smiled at Samuel, standing at his book shelf about to remove yet another volume and toss it onto the
desk next to the others. After the hesitation, he pushed the book back into place and nodded.
"You're serious about retiring, Avram?"
"Why wouldn't I be serious?" He said with a thick accent that hinted of Yiddish.
"What about your graduate students?"
He brushed the sleeve of his tweed coat and motioned for Samuel to sit. "They'll survive."
"I"m going to China," Samuel said and sat down in the arm chair in front of Avram's desk.
"Yes, I know," Olshewski said. "You should have gone a long time ago. You should have gone
somewhere, anywhere. Why not China? It is as good as any place to renew the soul."
"This isn't an easy time for me," Samuel said and sighed. "I need to finish my book . . . and Angela has
left me." He shook his head. "I feel disoriented."
"Angela has left? And where has she gone? Is this serious? Is it permanent?"
Samuel shook his head. "I don't know," he said. "It is hard to tell with Angela."
"Hard to tell?" Avram looked at him for a long moment. "Will you be all right?"
"Yes, I think so. And even if I'm not going to be all right, there is nothing I can do about it."
"True," Avram nodded his head and sat down in his own high backed chair. "So, what about your book?"
"I'm still struggling to finish it."
"I've read your notes, Samuel. You have no less than three books there. What are you doing? You can't
go on being a perfectionist and hope to ever produce anything. You must realize that there comes a time
when you must stop struggling and simply let the poor animals out of their cage. Otherwise you will
wake up one day only to find that it is time for you to pack up your books and your notes and your this
and your that, and walk out from these walls and into your twilight. As I am doing now."
"As Thoreau said, there's always more day to dawn. This is hardly your twilight, Avram."
"Well, as far as I can tell, Thoreau is dead. And, despite a career preaching the true religion of capitalism:
neoclassical utopian theory, I am faced with a harsh reality. Time has left me with nothing more to say."
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"I think what you just said is worth saying."
Avram laughed. "Baloney."
"We could write together."
Avram shook his head. "You don't need me or my name to publish your work."
"I've learned so much from you," Samuel said. "Is this really what you want, Avram? You are still
young. You have insights into the philosophy of economics that are valuable for others to hear."
A cuckoo clock on the wall of the office popped out and did its thing.
"I don't want them to have to carry me out of here on a gurney," Avram said. "And, as much as I love
teaching about utility maximization, there comes a time when one must face up to the fact that the core
concept of this dogma is impenetrable. It can't be refuted or tested. Every act can be defined as utility
maximizing. This being so, the concept describes everything and nothing. I'm tired of teaching theology
and pretending that it is something else. No, Samuel, I think I'm done. I've turned cynical."
"You could always become a Marxist and have a second career."
Avram laughed again. "Then I would have to learn about the real world. No, sorry, but I think I'll pass."
"So, what do you plan to do?"
"The wonderful thing about retirement is that I don't have to plan what I am going to do next. Perhaps,
like you, I will go to China or maybe I will go visit my brother, Joseph, in New York City."
"Avram, you don't like flying. How are you planning to get to China or New York City? I don't think
there's a train just yet. And you once told me you get sick on ships, even the big ones."
Avram smiled. "I'm afraid I can't argue with you on this point. So, tell me what will you do in China?"
"I'm supposed to teach Western philosophy."
"I know that," Avram said, shaking his head. "You told me. I'm not going senile. I mean, how are you
going to take advantage of this wonderful opportunity? Besides the teaching, what will you do there?"
Samuel wasn't sure what Avram was asking. "Finish my book?"
Again, Avram shook his head. "Yes, I hope you do. But is that all this journey means to you?"
"I don't know," he said. "I suppose it means I'll have an opportunity to reevaluate my life."
"Ah," Avram said. "That would be well worth the plane ticket, yes? We all need to reevaluate our lives."
"Is that what retirement means to you, a chance to reevaluate your life?"
"No, no, no, I don't need retirement to do that. I've found a good bottle of Scotch works quite well."
Samuel smiled. "I don't drink, but perhaps China will be my bottle of Scotch."
Avram laughed. "If it works as well, what the hell."
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Her fingers penetrated the darkness and began to tingle. Her hand followed and became electric. She felt
something tugging her towards the darkness. She panicked as her wrist began to tingle. She began to
resist the attraction. She pulled against the pull. All the power in her body and spirit were marshalled
against the Black Hole and she could hear herself screaming as the power grew more intense.

After his chi gung practice, Jay walked in the late evening darkness from the recreation center at one end
of Kowloon Park to the Chinese Garden. He sat down on the bench and focused his attention on a single
leaf on a nearby tree illuminated by lamplight. The leaf moved in a dance of light and shadow. He further
slowed his breathing and was aware of his heart rate slowing as well. An infinity of moments: rays of
light streaming endlessly: molecules leaping about in the chaos of the moment: life and death and death
and life: each moment a death and a birth: it was better than drugs in keeping the blood pressure down.
He remained this way until his meditation was broken by the presence of Shi Dao. The old man, now
wearing a Brooklyn Dodgers baseball cap, instead of a fedora, sat down on the bench next to Jay.
"The park is quieter these days," Shi Dao said.
"The rats are fleeing," Jay said. "There's lots of tourists, though. But they stay out of the park."
Shi Dao nodded. "Many people have come to watch the handover," he said, then, after a pause, added,
"The information on the Hong Kong reserves was invaluable in the negotiations with the British."
"Well, I think it would be a shame to let the Brits rip off the people of Hong Kong."
"Nevertheless, your most recent success is even more valuable. It exceeds my expectations."
"The decryption algorithm?" Jay turned and looked at Shi Dao. "Yeah, that was pretty cool."
"In my life, I have not encountered many such treasures." He meant this with all sincerity.
"I'm sure the C.I.A. and the N.S.A. are already using it in all sorts of interesting ways. The way I see it,
this just makes the playing field a bit more equal. What are you gonna do with it?"
"It is not for me to decide," Shi Dao replied.
Jay smiled. "I hope you guys don't expect me to come up with something like that every day."
"No member of this cell has ever acquired so valuable a resource in support of the Revolution."
The look on Shi Dao's face left no doubt that he was being sincere. Shi Dao was proud of Jay and pleased
with himself for choosing Jay, a stroke of genius, or so it now appeared. "Thanks," Jay said.
"I do not say this to compliment you," Shi Dao said. "I say this because it is true. You have a special
gift for gathering information." The decryption algorithm alone would have made this axiomatic truth.
Jay thought about saying, "Maybe I should be asking for a raise," but this was one of those rare times he
thought before speaking and kept those words to himself. Instead, he decided to raise another issue that
Copyright © 2000, Satyananda J. Gabriel. All rights reserved.

Dreaming in Malaysia

was eating at him. "You think maybe it's time to slow down on getting information from Helen Fung?"
Instead of answering this question, Shi Dao asked Jay about his progress with Michael Maxwell. Jay was
accustomed to this tactic, although he found it rude. He assumed it was Shi Dao's way of saying that the
question was either stupid or inappropriate. Shi Dao, on the other hand, saw this evasion of Jay's question
as a way of avoiding a dialogue frought with the possibility of misunderstanding and loss of face. He did
not want to encourage any friction between them, unless it could easily be directed at mutual enemies.
Keep the barbarian under a tight leash.
Jay explained what he knew about Michael Maxwell's activities, particularly those involving Simon
Rekker. Maxwell was clearly working for Rekker, who was paying all of Maxwell's expenses, including
the lease on his South Horizon's apartment. However, Jay had been unable to speak directly to Maxwell,
except for one brief conversation when they had "accidentally" run into each other near one of the
entrances to South Horizons. The conversation only confirmed what Jay already knew: Maxwell was
very busy working on some project.
Shi Dao seemed to mull over this for a long moment, then said, "It would be very helpful if you could
find out details of this project." It was Shi Dao's way of saying, you need to work a bit faster.
Jay fixed Shi Dao with that martial artists gaze that others often found disarming, but not Shi Dao. "I'll
do what I can, but I don't think Maxwell is just going to blurt it out."
Shi Dao did not respond.
"I'll think of something." The decryption program didn't buy me much slack, Jay thought.
Shi Dao nodded. Yes, you will think of something. You always do.

"F.B.I., as in the United States Federal Bureau of Investigation? The house that J. Edgar Hoover built."
"Yes." Jay sat back and drank more of his beer, half-smiling at Michael Maxwell.
"Did you know that Hoover was a pervert? He used to dress up in women's clothing and had a boyfriend
on the Bureau's payroll. That's why they named a building after him." Michael Maxwell reached for his
beer mug and Jay was smiling. A kindred spirit.
Jay explained that the FBI had placed him on a watch list after he resigned from a leadership position in
the rightwing, Young Americans for Freedom, and became an unrelenting critic of the status quo in the
United States. He had participated in protests against police brutality, U.S. government support of
repressive regimes in Central America, the Cuba embargo, and other causes. He had written in favor of
reparations for the families of victims of the American ante-bellum slave concentration camps.
"And that got you into the F.B.I. files?" Maxwell's smile indicated he was being rhetorical.
Jay had been analyzing Maxwell's every word, every gesture, every eye movement, even the timing of his
swigs of beer. This was a man who felt conflicted, who was disappointed in himself, who wanted to be
liked, but was not so sure he liked himself. "How long are you planning to be in Hong Kong, Mike?"
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"Not sure yet," he replied. "I have some work to do here anDdreaIm'm
t asluayrseiahow long it will take." Jay
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watched Maxwell's eyes carefully. His eyes lost some of the playfulness. He blinked, looked down at
the table. He picked up his beer mug and took a bigger swallow than usual.
Jay looked at Maxwell for a long moment. "Well, if you're going to be stuck working someplace, you
could certainly do worse than Hong Kong. And it doesn't hurt to have a girl friend here."
Maxwell smiled. "You should know, Jay," he said. It was a not so subtle reference to Jay's relationship
with Helen, a relationship that Michael Maxwell was one of the few in Hong Kong to know about.
Jay continued to stare at Maxwell. The connection between Maxwell, his girlfriend, Helen, and Jay was
less than casual. This was the first time he had actually met with Maxwell and had only said hello to
Faith. Nevertheless, Jay didn't like the existence of any connection. He liked being invisible, even more
so keeping his relationship with Helen invisible. "Helen's a very special woman," he said finally.
Maxwell nodded. "It's never easy being a single parent." Michael Maxwell grimaced inside at saying
something that sounded so transparently empty. "I would think it would be all the more so here."
"After 150 years of British colonial rule, Hong Kong has become a paradise of selfishness."
"Yes, we Brits do a fairly good job of reproducing and expanding the boundaries of global capitalism."
Jay had read Maxwell's papers, mostly technical mumbo jumbo for the IMF, but also a few papers
influenced by post-structuralist versions of Marxian theory. "Global capitalism?"
"Hong Kong is just an outpost," Maxwell replied, "a node in a complex system of wealth redistribution."
"You don't sound like an IMF economist," Jay said, referring back to their first introductions.
"Jay, you don't exactly sound like the stereotype of an HKTDC economist." They both smiled. "People
need steady income. It's either join a bureaucracy or teach. I don't like academic pay."
"I'll drink to that," Jay raised his glass and Maxwell followed suit. They clinked.
Jay felt certain that Maxwell was working with Rekker on something important. It made Maxwell very
nervous, very self-conscious. This was not a secretive person, but he was being very secretive. You know
too much and I know too little of what you know. Jay chatted with Mike long enough to get one crucial
piece of information. Mike said that he had been working long hours at home and that it was annoying
Faith. "She threatened to unplug my computer." The computer in the South Horizons flat. If Maxwell
worked at home on his computer, then all Jay needed was to access that computer. Unless Maxwell knew
to erase his work and to do so with a military-grade shredding program, it would contain evidence. Puzzle
pieces. Jay excused himself. "I have a lot of work to do," he said. Maxwell watched Jay depart the pub.
He waved to him. Jay waved back and was already reanalyzing their conversation. He realized that he
would have to get access to Maxwell's home computer. Certainly that would be easier than gaining
access to Rekker's Hong Kong operations, although through his contacts at IBM, he would make every
effort to do that, as well. He knew that Rekker's Hegemon Holdings was leasing IBM mainframes.
Jay made his way to the MTR, walked down the stairs and waited for the train.
Maxwell knows too much. What do you know, Michael Maxwell? What do you know? He has the
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look of death about him, Jay thought, like a man waiting for the gallows.
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