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CHAPTER EIGHT
New York City, starting in April 1978, after my four years’ duty in the Air Force
I got very lucky in 1978. After only two days of searching for an apartment, I found a great two bedroom, two bath apartment in Concord Village, near the Brooklyn Bridge, The apartment had a great view overlooking lower Manhattan from the 15th floor.  This was a nice Brooklyn Heights neighborhood. There was grass and trees in a nearby park and assigned off-street parking. My apartment was one subway stop away from Dewey Ballantine’s offices; my commute to work was 18 minutes long. This all added up to perfection, from a New York City perspective. Life was great for years.
Being back at Dewey Ballantine meant that I was back at doing the type of law I preferred – corporate law and finance, international law, business law issues. These were the areas that were completely absent during my practice in the Air Force. I practiced at Dewey Ballantine until 1983, and during that time I worked on business transactions valued at more than $13 billion. The transactions included the financing of $250 million for low-income housing in Memphis, Tennessee; this deal gave me the opportunity to be in the room during dramatic political posturing. I also worked on the multi-billion takeover of Conoco Oil Corporation by the huge chemical conglomerate Dupont de Nemours, Inc. in 1981. This transaction was at the time the largest dollar-value corporate transaction in history at $7.8 billion.
I did not make partner at Dewey Ballantine. That was not a surprise, considering the politics of the law firm and my personal politics. In 1979, there was chatter that I was the youngest person in the history of Wall Street to be considered for partnership, but even if that was true, that fact was little consolation, much like losing the Super Bowl.
Social life in New York City in the early to mid-1980s was a pleasure in every way. There were always so many things to do and see. There were so many women to befriend and pursue. I met Anna in 1979. She was a neighbor who lived in the condominium tower next to my building. She was my type. I like smart, talented women, who are pretty. Anna was a biology professor at Medgar Evers College in Brooklyn. We dated for years; however, our relationship was never exclusive from my perspective. New York City was filled with thousands of smart, talented, pretty women, and I wanted to befriend them all, if possible. I had a lot of girlfriends during the 1980s, and that was typical of a successful man in New York City at that point in time.
After seven years of work at the prestigious firm, I left Dewey Ballantine. I opened my own law office and practiced as a solo practitioner for more than two years. That experience, like the Air Force and Dewey Ballantine, was a valuable learning experience. As a part of that practice, I served as an administrative law judge for New York, my jurisdiction covered incarceration facilities. The practice was not lucrative, and the business issues involved were elementary compared to the level of sophistication that was commonplace at Dewey Ballantine. 
A fellow attorney gave me a piece of valuable advice in 1986, “Walter, what you are trying to do giving business advice to start-up businesses here in New York is very admirable. But you are 30 years before your time. That demand is just not there right now. You are before your time.” I knew he was right, and after a few more months in private practice, I took a position in the corporate law department of NYNEX Corporation, the multi-billion-dollar telephone company that was headquartered 30 miles away from my home in Brooklyn. 
It was good to once again practice law at a high level. I spent weeks in London when NYNEX acquired a British computer software company. It was in 1987 that I played a role when NYNEX forced South African banks to surrender its banking software that utilized the source code written by the British company we acquired. Without this banking software, South Africa was cut off from the usual channels of the international banking community. This alienation was very crippling to the racist regime that was in power. The South African government surrendered to the modern world within two years, released Nelson Mandela from prison, and moved towards a free society for the first time in decades.   
During the early to mid-1980s, I had a daily avocation. I was constantly attuned to information on heroin smuggling in the media. For years, there was virtually no such news in the media, even though New York City had thousands of heroin junkies. And then came the crack cocaine tidal wave. Regarding heroin, the media was an information desert from the late 1970’s.   
                                                          
Back to Book One, at the close of Chapter Three
In solitary confinement, in jail, on August 14, 1987
Officer Perham led me into the station house. We stopped for a minute at the sergeant’s desk, and then I was led down a short hallway to a cell; the door was locked shut behind me. I was in a holding cell; I was alone.
I think I lost track of time. It may have been around 30 minutes later when I heard footsteps coming down the hall. The cell’s door had a large, barred window. A man stepped up to the window. He appeared to be in his late 30's; he was well-dressed, wearing a suit, he was well-groomed. He spoke with a Midwestern accent, with perfect diction. He was not a New Yorker.
“Mr. Lewis, I want to commend you for what you tried to do at Westover. I don’t think I have ever known of a greater individual act of bravery in the history of our country. Look, we know about what’s going on up at that base, and we’re working hard to bring it to a halt. But we need more time.”
I was leaning against the wall of my cell, still handcuffed. He was speaking in such a hushed tone that I took a few steps forward in order to be closer to the window. I didn’t know what to say; I didn’t know whether I should say anything at all.
“I need you to swear,” the man continued, “That you will tell no one about what is happening at Westover. We need more time to pull an airtight case together. I need your silence. Will you do that? Will you swear to me that you will tell no one what you saw? Will you do that for the good of the country? I’m sure that you, more than anyone, understand the seriousness of this situation. Can we count on you?”
I stared at him in silence for a few moments, as I collected my thoughts: “In 1970, I took an oath to protect the United States of America from all enemies domestic and foreign. Yes, you can count on me. I won’t say another word.”
“Good. I've heard a lot about you over the years; I knew we could count on you. Now look, you broke a bunch of laws this evening. You’re going to be charged with several felonies. That gun was yours, right?’
“Yea, it’s mine. I’ve had it for years. Is that surprising?”
“No, not at all. Don’t worry at all about prosecution. All the felony charges against you will be dropped before trial. The only thing you’ll be convicted of is the minor misdemeanor of having an unregistered handgun in your home. You won’t have to do any jail time or pay bail to get out of here in a day or two.”
In retrospect, it’s ironic. Until that moment, I really hadn’t even considered the fact that I had committed crimes trying to save Anna.
“Now, this is important,’ he spoke at a very hushed volume. “When you get out of here, a person will come to you. That person will state a code word. That code word is “Swordfish”. Never write down that word; never tell anyone that code word. When the person approaches you with the code word tell him everything you know. Can we count on you?”
“Yes, I understand.”
“Good. I knew we could depend on you.  Sir, I just want to say that I am in awe of the courage you have displayed. I absolutely stand amazed in your presence. Don't take this the wrong way, but I am amazed you're still alive.”
"I hear you," was my answer. "I almost got killed two days ago at Westover."
"What -- by the Group?" he whispered.
"No, by a pack of wild dogs in the housing area. There were seven of them, but they may have been free-roaming guard dogs."
"How did you beat them?"
"Another miracle, although I didn't realize at the time that a miracle was happening." 
"That’s amazing. Were you alone at Westover?" he was whispering, as he smiled.

"Yea, I was by myself. I always work alone, especially when there is the prospect of danger. I know that the Group has so much manpower that the odds will always be stacked against me. So, I figure, there's no need for any friends to die along with me. Why have a mass casualty event when I could win, and that would be good. Or, if that's the end of the road, no need for anyone else to wind up dead, when it could just be me alone."

The man was expressionless as he nodded; he then started turning, as if to walk away. 
I blurted out when I realized he was leaving, "Wait a minute -- wait a minute. Who are you?"
He responded as he started down the hallway: “Don’t worry about that. When the person gives you the code word, all your questions will be answered. Don’t worry about anything, the Agency has you covered and protected.” And with that, he walked away from the window.
I stepped backwards and leaned against the cell wall. The handcuffs were beginning to hurt my wrists. I stood there for a few more minutes, and then I heard footsteps coming down the hall. A face appeared at the window. It was Officer Perham; he was unlocking the cell door.
“Okay, dude,” Perham motioned for me to come with him, “It’s time for your mugshot. Let’s go, guy. Start walking along that red line on the floor. Keep ahead of me.”
For the first time, I was learning how to walk like a criminal. The criminal must stay in front of the officer, so the cop can keep an eye on the criminal. That’s just common sense, but it is a first-time experience for those in the population who have never been arrested. I was taken to an area of the jail where other prisoners and officers were gathered. All the inmates were handcuffed by one arm to a horizontal rail along the wall.  My mugshot was taken; I smiled, and the photographer didn’t like smiling, but he was unwilling to redo the shot. I was then led to a cell. Another prisoner was in the cell, and he appeared to be asleep. As soon as the officer left the area, the prisoner turned towards me and said, “Hey, dude. What you in for?” I really did not know what to say, but after a few seconds, I responded, “I shot a gun a couple of times. Nobody got hurt.”
There was silence for a few minutes. I asked him, “What are you here for?” He grimaced in pain for a second and then said, “I robbed a guy, and he stabbed me bad. The cops don’t know I’m bleeding a lot. I don’t want the cops to know I’m bleeding because that is going to be a giveaway that I’m guilty.” I looked at him, almost in disbelief. He was using toilet tissue to apply pressure to the wound, and then he would flush away the blood-soaked tissue in the toilet. He was in a lot of pain, but he was determined to keep his wound a secret from the police.
After a few hours, the cops took the robber away and brought in another man. “Hey bro,” I said, sounding as street as I could. After a minute, I asked, “What they got ya’ for, bro?” He responded proudly, “I sell heroin downtown. I’m in a crew. I’ll be out of here in no time. A couple of stupid rookie, fuckin’ cops are wasting everybody’s time arresting me. It’s just a waste of everybody’s time.”
I was not overly alarmed about the fact that I was in a cell with a drug pusher, because he had no idea about my true feelings concerning his job. In fact, we talked casually and jovially for hours about a lot of things, including what it is like to be a heroin street pusher in New York City. After several hours, the cops took me out of the cell, and I was taken to an outdoors area where prisoners were gathered. We were to be transported by bus to another jail.
I was in handcuffs that bound both hands behind my back. I was very tired, so I immediately sat down on one of the several benches found on the loading dock. The area was outside, but it was walled in by a tall moving barrier. The loading dock was elevated by about five feet above the asphalt of a large, flat area where semi-trucks would back into the dock and make deliveries to the facility. The guards called out instructions. “You are going to be picked up by buses in a few minutes. Wait here on this dock until the buses arrive and we instruct you to walk down the stairs at the end of the platform.” 
I noticed that some of the prisoners weren’t wearing handcuffs; I thought that was strange and inappropriate. It seemed to me that we should all be cuffed or all without cuffs. There were around twenty prisoners and maybe eight guards. I was waiting comfortably when I noticed that two of the prisoners were communicating by hand signals, while at the same time they were pretending to not know each other. I pretended to not notice, but my eye caught sight of a flash of metal at the waist of one of the two men. I feigned ignorance, but I realized that the man had a knife. There was another signal a few minutes later, and the man with the knife came over and sat down on the bench a few feet away from me. He acted as if he was ignoring me. A minute later, the other man sat a few feet away, on my other side. All my bells and whistles blasted that I was in danger.
I immediately stood and pretended to nonchalantly stroll over to the edge of the loading dock, as if I was just stretching my legs. I glanced back at the bench. The two men acted as if they were strangers to each other, but I had watched them communicating surreptitiously. They were on a mission, and I was afraid their mission was my assassination. Common sense told me that if they were going to try a hit here in jail that could only happen if the guards are cooperating with the plot.
I stood on the edge of the dock and looked at the five-foot drop to the asphalt below. I needed to get away from this bunch. Right now. But how? I decided to fake an injury. I would slip and fall off the loading dock. A convincing injury might deliver me to friendly paramedics. Skinned knees would not be good enough; I needed to fall on my head to make a serious injury. I wouldn’t be able to use my hands to break the fall because my arms were handcuffed behind my back. I glanced again at the two men who were the center of my attention. They were both now staring at me. It was now or never for this strategy.
I was on the edge of the dock, feigning nonchalance. I let one foot dangle over the edge, and then I blurted out, “Agh, hell,” as I twisted my torso in an apparent attempt to regain my balance. Most all the guards and prisoners looked in my direction. It was too late to prevent the fall. I fell headfirst off the platform, plunged five feet to the asphalt, and smacked the surface below first with the top of my head and then with my crumpled body. There was a chorus of exclamations. “Damn, that dude’s dead.” Another person shouted out, “What the fuck, his head must’ve smashed.” Another person shouted, “Call the EMT, right now.”
I lay motionless on the ground. I heard the shouts around me because I was still alive; in fact, I was not unconscious. When I hit the pavement, I felt absolutely no pain. There was not even a slight jarring down my spine. I was not bleeding. There were no pulled muscles. I was fine and alert enough to realize that I should act like I was knocked out, so I lay in a crumpled pile that was mostly on my back.
Within a few seconds, one of the cops was hovering over me, and then a second cop was next to him. “Dammit, he’s getting away. We won’t get the money if he leaves here alive. They’re calling the paramedics. He’s costing us money.” One cop poked me in the neck, “Wake up, goddamit.” I groaned, as I faked regaining consciousness, and I tried to roll off my back because the asphalt was burning hot against my bare arms from the August sunlight. One of the cops sneered out an order at the volume of a whisper, “Don’t move, nigger, or I’ll put some lead in your head.” For the first time, I opened my eyes; my glasses had fallen off, so I could not see their faces clearly. “My arms are burning. I need to get off my arms.” The cop’s hand was on his pistol, but he did not draw the weapon. I lay on my back for a minute until the cop who threatened me walked away, then I rolled over so that all the parts of me that contacted the pavement were shielded by clothing. In a few minutes the paramedics arrived and took me to Kings Hospital ER.
The medics placed me in a chair in the waiting room. A cop quickly handcuffed my left arm to the chair and took a guard position to the right side of me. My plan had worked. I succeeded in getting away from the two men who had maneuvered too close in on me. Plus, by the remarks of the guards near me when they thought I was unconscious, the cops were in on the plan. Money was involved; enough money to murder someone in police custody. I looked at the guard on my right, he looked like one of the two cops involved in the “He’s costing us money” conversation, but my glasses were gone, so I could not see him clearly.
I wanted revenge, and I doubt that anything would be done to the plotters if I reported what I had seen and heard. If there was to be revenge, I needed to inflict it right now. I’m the judge. Do I have the nerve to impose sentences? Yes, I have the nerve. I visually measured the distance to the guard on my right side. He was within range, and he probably felt at ease because I slumped in the chair and complained of pains in my head. He was facing me, standing upright. I swung my right arm into a lightning-fast, devastating blow to his groin. I hit him as hard as I have ever struck multiple wooden boards when blasting the boards to pieces. He did not scream. He fell to the floor and immediately folded into the fetal position. His pain was probably excruciating.
Shouts went up across the waiting room. Within a minute, several cops ran into the waiting room and handcuffed my right arm to the chair. Other people carried the fetal-ball man out of the room.
 A minute later, another cop walked up to me and spit in my face. He glared at me up close and figured that I was defenseless as I sat handcuffed to the chair. Both arms were shackled. He loudly drew in a wad of phlegm, as he readied to spit a second time. Striking fast as a cobra, my right leg shot around in a semi-circle and blasted the cop on the side of his head with a massive roundhouse kick. The kick lifted him off the ground, and he careened backwards, before falling in an unconscious pile on the floor.
The waiting room went wild. Many people fled the room, but there were some cheers from those who remained. There was a Black man seated near me who did not flee. I said to the man, “Take this gold watch off my left arm. Now, take it! Take the watch! It’s yours to keep. Just do me this favor. Call Peter Sherwood, he knows me. Tell Peter you saw Walter Lewis here and I need help. Peter Sherwood is the New York Solicitor General. Look up his phone number. He won’t be hard to find; he is one of the top officials in state government.” The man took the watch off my arm, and said, “I’ll call that guy. You can count on me.”
I felt several people grab me from behind, and there was a jab of pain in my arm. It was a hypodermic needle. In less than a minute, everything went black. I had been sedated.
I don’t know how long I was unconscious, but when I awoke, I was sitting in a darkened room. The room was hot, and my throat was parched dry. It was a very warm August day. “Water. I need water.” Minutes went by, and I seemed to be alone. Suddenly, a paper cup appeared before me, and I drank. I looked to see who was holding the cup. The cup was held by my mother. For a few seconds I looked at her and then slumped down in the chair as I fell back into unconsciousness.
Later, I awoke again, and this time I was in a cell with three other men. I sat up, and one of the men spoke to me. “So, you are awake. What ya’ sleeping off? You been out for hours.” I looked around the cell. All these prisoners were new to me. Again, I was thirsty, and mumbled, “The doctors gave me something. I don’t know what.” I looked around for the water fountain. There was a toilet, but there was no water fountain.
“Where’s the water fountain?” I questioned aloud. A second man answered, “There is no water fountain. The guards ain’t givin’ us no water. If you want water, ya’ gotta drink from the toilet. Right over there.”  
I was incredulous. “Ya kiddin, right?” All three men chimed in, “Naw, that’s all the water we got to drink. When you get thirsty enough, you’ll drink it.”
I was sitting up on a bench-like bed. I realized that I could see. Someone had put my glasses back on my face. I was happy about that. I looked down at my left wrist. “Damn,” I said aloud. My watch was back on my arm. Some cop must have seen my conversation with the man in the emergency room and demanded the stranger give back my watch. I sighed and spoke, “Well, at least I got the watch back.” As corrupt as these cops were acting, I was reflecting on the probability that a jerk of a cop might have just kept the expensive watch.
Once again, my cellmates didn’t seem threatening, although one of the men was accused of manslaughter. All were Black. We talked about our thirst. One man drank from the toilet, and then a second man drank from the toilet. I felt like I was lost in the desert, and the other men shared that sentiment. Hours went by.
I lay back on my bench and thought about the stranger in the emergency room. It felt strange reflecting on our brief conversation. And then it hit me. Recently, I had dreamed that exact conversation with that exact man in a room that looked just like the emergency room. The memory was stunning and eerie. What had happened was clearly déjà vu. I remembered more of my dream. There was a scene where I was walking down a hallway with a group of men. I did not know the men. The hallway turned to the left, and I turned to the left, along with the crowd. After a few more strides in my dream, I walked past a beautiful woman, who was dressed in a uniform. She barked at a man who was walking behind me, “Stop looking at me. Keep walking, dammit. You’re slowing down the line.” 
I tried to nap, but my thirst dominated my head. I needed to drink, and I decided to do the unthinkable. Just as I reached my breaking point, a jailer came to our cell. “Lewis? Who is Lewis? Get up, your attorney is here for you. C’mon, now.” I was saved.
The guard took me to a room where a well-dressed man was seated. He stood as I entered the room. “Walter Lewis, my name is Steve Carlton. I’m a senior associate with Dewey Ballantine. NYNEX has retained us to represent you. Are you OK?” 
“I’m dying from thirst. Is there a soda machine nearby? Buy me three sodas, please. Seven-Ups or orange flavored. I need to drink something right away.” He was gone for a minute and reappeared with four cans of Seven-Up. I said “thank you” a dozen times. A drink never felt and tasted so good, to put it mildly. 
We talked for a few minutes. I was going before a judge within an hour, and the assistant district attorney assigned to my case had agreed that no bail would be required for my release. My uncle Thad was waiting to drive me home after the proceeding. After my time with the lawyer, the jailer took me back to the cell. My cellmates were happy to hear that I had something to drink, but I did not tell them that I was about to be released. Within the hour, the guards took me and one cellmate out of the cell for transport to the courthouse. A group of thirty men were herded off the transport bus and directed to walk down a long corridor in the courthouse basement. The corridor took a turn to the left, and I turned to the left along with the other prisoners. 
Suddenly, there was a stunningly beautiful policewoman, in her uniform, standing against the wall. She barked at a man who was walking behind me, “Stop looking at me. Keep walking, dammit. You’re slowing down the line.”  I looked over my shoulder at her but did not slow my pace. I shook my head. The scene duplicated exactly a portion of my dream that happened a week beforehand. In 1987, I could not offer a reasonable explanation for what had just happened.
Minutes later, the judge ordered my release. Uncle Thad was smiling as he gave me a hug and we walked towards the door. Sunlight and fresh air hit my face. I stopped in my tracks once we cleared the building. For a few seconds, tears streamed down my face. “Parts of that were pretty bad,” I said to Thad, “but I got through it.”  
I kept my promise of silence about Westover for years. The New York State Bar attacked my law license because of my arrest and ordered a two year suspension, but still I did not raise the Group or Westover as a defense, because I was afraid that doing so would compromise a law enforcement effort to destroy the Group. I felt that the Group’s destruction was far more important than my career as a lawyer. Several years would pass before it became certain that there had been trickery. When I was in solitary shortly after my August 1987 arrest, the visitor implied that there was law enforcement surveillance of the operation at Westover and an impending bust. Apparently, that was not true. It was a trick to keep me quiet. My law career was stolen.
In fact, no one ever appeared with the code name -- Swordfish. In most likelihood the man at my jail cell door was a Group member on a mission to stop me from talking about Westover to anyone, in order to give the Group enough time to figure out what they would do to silence me permanently. I am certain that he was a government official of some sort, because he was able to access the jail. Plus, his promise of dropped charges regarding all the serious offenses did happen, just as he said it would. The delivery on that promise of dropped charges was something that my defense attorney said was absolutely astounding.
During the brief court proceedings regarding my August 1987 arrest, there was never any mention by the prosecution of the fact that I had flattened two cops at the Kings Hospital ER – not a single word. In 1987, I felt that it would be a total waste of my time for me to complain to the authorities that there was an assassination attempt while I was in custody. I’m sure the cops would have hidden any evidence of an attempted murder, and the most convincing evidence was what I overheard when the cops thought I was knocked unconscious.
My future at NYNEX was ruined when I offered no explanation of the events that led to my August 1987 arrest. I decided to accelerate a plan that I had for my life. I never wanted to grow old in New York City. For years, I expected to return to California and grow old in the warmth and modern comforts of the West. I decided to move to the San Franisco Bay Area, and I did so in December 1988. I married Genevieve Randolph in December 1988 before I left New York, and she moved to California in the summer of 1989.
I studied for the California attorneys bar exam and took the exam in February 1989. I passed the examination, but the 1987 arrest created a substantial problem regarding admission to practice as an attorney in California. In fact, a host of roadblocks would cascade over the yeears, and many of these challenges would prove to be very expensive and time consuming. Some of the most burdensome were created by Genevieve, who I later discovered was in most likelihood being blackmailed by the Group. Genevieve made two attempts to block my admission to the California Bar with false claims that I had threatened to harm her. Both cliams were complete fabrications. However, I was never admitted to law practice in large part because I ran out of money to fight the procedural battles that were involved. Fortuneately, there was another career field that had always interested me – investments. I became a stockbroker, and pursued that area for many years. I later added mortgage financings. Starting these new practices was financially tough, so I also worked on a number of marketing campaigns to make ends meet, and I lectured at a business college in San Francisco for more than two years.
I was a very busy person, but I continued to watch the news for stories about drug smuggling. There were very few credible leads. But I did report what I observed at Westover to the Drug Enforcement Administration on four occasions in 1994.  My disclosures were prompted by stories in the media that the price of heroin had inexplicably plummeted and the potency had increased.  The agent’s indifference to the reported information was disgusting, and the responses of the agent who took my reports bordered on insulting. I tried my best, but nothing seemed to result from my reports.
 I filed a Freedom of Information Act request in 1995 asking for copies of the reports of my 1994 conversations with the DEA agent with whom I spoke. In 1995, the DEA delivered to me copies of the agent’s handwritten reports in compliance with my FOIA request. Many years later, in March 2021, I submitted a FOIA request for records regarding me, and to date, the DEA has not responded to my request. 
In 1995, the records of my information to the DEA seemed inconsequential to the DEA. However, after the 9/11 attacks on America, the importance of my 1994 information to the DEA exploded like a nuclear bomb. The information that I disclosed to the DEA in 1994 informed the DEA of the Group’s activities. And the DEA did nothing.
Here are salient facts: If the DEA had followed up on my 1994 disclosures to that agency, law enforcement would have busted the Group at Westover and thereby ended the heroin flow out of Afghanistan. The reason for al-Qaeda’s attack on America in 2001 was the operation of the Group’s heroin cultivation and smuggling out of Afghanistan. The heroin smuggling out of Afghanistan would have ended in 1994 with the bust of the supply line at Westover. In most likelihood, there would have been no al-Qaeda attack on September 11, 2001, because the Group’s operations, and their devastating impact on the Muslims in Afghanistan, would have been forcibly terminated years beforehand by American law enforcement. There was no such intervention by law enforcement, and al-Qaeda took revenge. As everyone in the World knows, nearly 3,000 people lost their lives. What is not widely known is this: Afghanistan was transformed by the Group’s smuggling into a narcotics empire ruled for decades by drug money, massive corruption, and deadly violence. If law enforcement had acted on my 1994 disclosures and shut down the Group, there probably would never have been the devastating attack on September 11, 2001. And I point out this fact: Discovering the informatiom about Westover almost cost me my life in the August 1987 assassination attempt while I was in police custody in Brooklyn.
Through the course of the 1980’s, there was nothing in the media connecting Afghanistan to heroin. There was nothing in the media relating a drought’s devastation of the Golden Triangle in Southeast Asia. At least nothing that I saw. Furthermore, through this period, I never encountered the name Frank Lucas or the role he had played until the mid-1970’s. In faact, it was not until 2007 that I learned the Frank Lucas role in the supply line that passed through Norton air base in the 1970’s. During the 1980’s and 1990’s, I spent a lot of effort tracking leads in South America searching for the Group. I found no trace of them, because their new opium plantations were in Afghanistan, continents away from South America.

CHAPTER NINE
A brief history of modern Afghanistan
To better understand the fate of Afghanistan, it is important to be familiar with the country’s recent history. By 1979, the political landscape in Afghanistan was divided into factions, and each faction felt their politics was perfect for the country. Furthermore, each side constantly slandered its opponents with a torrent of negative propaganda.
King Mohammed Zahir Shah ascended to the throne of the Kingdom of Afghanistan in November 1933. He was a member of the Musahiban dynasty that had ruled Afghanistan since Dost Mohammad Khan’s ascendancy to Emir in 1825. During Zahir Khan’s reign, a constitution was introduced in 1964 that, on paper, transformed Afghanistan into a modern democratic state. There would be a parliament, free elections with universal suffrage, as well as civil rights for all, including women. At the same time, the constitution recognized the primacy of Islam. However, factionalism and political infighting were rife within the country, and many attempted advancements were thwarted by Afghan society’s divisiveness. 
On July 17, 1973, when the King was out of the country for medical care, a cousin who was also his brother-in-law, Prince Mohammed Daoud Khan, launched a bloodless coup d’etat and took control of the government. The long-lived Musahiban monarchy was abolished when Daoud established a new, republican form of government, and Daoud Khan became the first president of what was called the Republic of Afghanistan. 
Zahir Shah went into exile in Italy, and he formally abdicated the throne in August 1974 rather than risk an all-out civil war triggered by an effort to remove the Daoud government. He lived a life of leisure in an affluent neighborhood north of Rome for twenty-nine years, although there was an attempt on his life in 1991 by a man impersonating a Portuguese journalist. Zahir Shah did not return to Afghanistan until April 2002, which was after the fall of the Taliban. Zahir Shah was given the title Father of the Nation in 2002, which he held until his death in July 2007.
Prince Daoud, who himself was in fact a member of the Musahiban royal family, was born in Kabul, studied politics in France and received the rank of General in the Afghan army. He held two important military assignments in the Afghan armed forces, before his tenure as Prime Minister of the country from 1953 to 1963.
As Prime Minister, Daoud made a foreign policy turn towards the Soviet Union. The USSR became Afghanistan’s principal trading partner by 1961, and the Afghans purchased jet airplanes and other heavy armaments from the Soviet Union. 
Prime Minister Daoud supported a very nationalistic policy of reunification of the Pakistani Pashtun people with Afghanistan, even though such a policy caused a great deal of friction with Afghan minority groups, such as the Tajiks, as well as the new nation of Pakistan. His nationalistic policies and actions caused a diplomatic, military and economic crisis, which resulted in the border between Pakistan and Afghanistan being closed in 1961. During the border crisis years, Daoud waged a propaganda war with Pakistan and sent Afghan troops across the Durand Line, which marked the border, into Pakistan. These Afghan troops were repulsed by Pakistani tribal forces. The crisis was eventually resolved by Daoud’s forced resignation from his Prime Minister post in March 1963. The border between the two countries reopened in May of that year. 
When Daoud seized power from King Zahir in 1973, for the first time in Afghan history, he did not proclaim himself Shah. Instead, Daoud established a republic, and took immediate progressive steps for the improvement of civil rights, as well as two five-year modernization plans that proved to be moderately effective.
By 1974, Daoud was once again embroiled in military tensions with not only Pakistan but also Iran. He focused on an arms buildup to counter what he saw as military shortcomings vis a vis Afghanistan’s neighbor, Pakistan. Daoud openly supported several groups that fomented guerilla hostilities and sabotage inside Pakistan. These skirmishes resulted in the assassination of a very popular Pakistani official, Hayat Mohammad Khan Sherpao, in February 1975. Sherpao had been a close ally of Pakistani Prime Minister Zulfiqar Ali Bhutto.
During the tensions with the Daoud government, which were accented by the murder of Sherpao in 1975, Pakistani Prime Minister Bhutto, through Pakistan’s Inter-Services Intelligence agency, was stridently supporting a proxy war in Afghanistan. Bhutto’s people were training and supporting armed, Islamic fundamentalist groups in Afghanistan headed by Jalaluddin Haqqani, Gulbuddin Hekmatyar and Ahmad Shah Massoud. These three men, especially Hekmatyar, would be very influential for decades in Afghanistan. 
Ahmad Shah Massoud led the Jamiat-i Islami, and Gulbuddin Hekmatyar founded the Hezb-i Islami, the more radical of the two organizations. Haqqani was suspected of plotting against Daoud, and fled Afghanistan for the relative safety of Miranshah, Pakistan. From Pakistan, Haqqani organized rebellious forces against Daoud, and later joined the Hezb-i Islami of Mohammad Yunis Khalis.
The low-level conflict between Bhutto’s allies and the Daoud government continued for years and caused Daoud to spread the Afghan armed forces into the countryside fighting a guerilla war. The fact that significant forces loyal to Daoud were stationed away from Kabul may have played an important role during the decisive coup that toppled Daoud in April 1978.
Through the 1970’s, Daoud wanted to decrease his country’s dependence on the Soviet Union, by forging stronger ties with Egypt, India, Iran and Saudi Arabia. In April 1977, Soviet Prime Minister Leonid Brezhnev met privately with Daoud, and he expressed the Soviet concern that Afghanistan continue its friendly relationship with the Soviet Union. Brezhnev specifically warned Daoud about the presence of military advisers from NATO countries who were stationed in the northern parts of Afghanistan. 
Daoud’s reaction to Brezhnev was negative, and he replied that Afghanistan would never allow the Soviet Union to dictate how the Afghans should conduct their affairs. Despite the affinity that Daoud had showed to the Soviet Union earlier in his career, Afghanistan under Daoud diminished its relationship with the Soviets. By 1977, Afghanistan’s military and police forces were being trained by the Egyptian armed forces.
An additional point of friction was the fact that Brezhnev, in Daoud’s eyes, showed too much interest in uniting the Parcham and Khalq, the two factions of the Afghan communist movement.
Although Afghanistan for centuries had very strong Sunni Islamic roots that would not allow a secularist political movement, such as communism or socialism, the physical proximity of the country to the Soviet Union almost insured the accretion of secular political ideas into Afghan society. In January 1965, a small group of secularists led by Nur Mohammad Taraki and Babral Karmal established the Democratic People’s Party of Afghanistan (the “PDPA”), a party with a socialist ideology. Taraki was elected as the party’s first Secretary General and Karmal was elected Deputy Secretary. 
No avowed communist party had ever existed in Afghanistan as of the early 1960’s, and, in fact, the PDPA was not communist. However, the party quickly became identified as having strong ties with the Soviet Union, and this perception was certainly built upon the fact that Taraki was invited by Moscow to attend the Soviet Union’s International Department in 1965. As further evidence of its radical nature, the PDPA published Afghanistan’s first secularist newspaper, until that paper was banned in 1966.
Unity among the rank and file of the PDPA did not last very long. By 1967, the party had clearly splintered into several political factions, the largest sects being the Khalq and the Parcham, as well as two smaller groups. Most of the Khalq supporters came from ethnic Pashtuns living in the rural parts of Afghanistan. The Khalqis tended to have very radical beliefs, including advocacy of an immediate, violent toppling of the Afghan government and the implementation of a communist regime based on the Soviet model. 
The Parcham tended to be urban people, belonging to the middle and upper middle classes, who supported gradual social and economic reforms on the path to socialism, but without the violent urgency of the Khalqs. The Parchamis felt that Afghanistan was not sufficiently industrialized to support a proletarian revolution of the sort portrayed in Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels’ Communist Manifesto. The Parchamis, in the faction’s early days, were more closely allied with King Zahir Shah, although the Parchamis eventually supported the King’s ouster. 
Taraki and Hafizullah Amin were allied with the Khalq. Karmal identified with the Parchamis. The Parcham faction of the PDPA had fewer members than the Khalq, and Khalqis were far more common among the Afghan military. Due to the internal strife in the PDPA, the party’s popularity suffered in the 1969 parliamentary elections, when only one Khalqi member – Hafizullah Amin – was elected to the legislature. Both the Khalqs and the Parchams were consistently pro-Soviet, and Moscow played a pivotal role in attempts to reconcile the two groups, and, in most likelihood, gave aid to both groups over the years.
Daoud established a political party of his own – the National Revolutionary Party; he was not a part of any faction of the PDPA movement. In January 1977 a national assembly approved a constitution establishing a presidential one-party system of government that designated the National Revolutionary Party as the country’s officially sanctioned political party. Because of the festering rift, although the PDPA supported Daoud in the 1973 coup, during the years of Daoud’s regime mutual distrust grew to the point of open malignancy by April 1978.
On April 17, 1978, Mir Akbar Khyber, a leader of the Parcham faction of the PDPA, was assassinated outside his home in Kabul. The killers were not apprehended, and all political factions had their separate theories concerning who was responsible for the murder. At Khyber’s funeral, thousands of PDPA mourners gathered in Kabul, chanting slogans against the U.S. Central Intelligence Agency and the Shah of Iran’s secret police. President Daoud was alarmed by the size of the demonstrations, which he interpreted as a show of growing communist strength and unity. Daoud’s response was a crackdown on all factions of the PDPA, during which Daoud ordered the arrest of the PDPA leaders. Taraki was arrested and jailed, but Karmal managed to escape to the Soviet Union, and Amin was only placed under house arrest.
The failure to imprison Amin was a huge error. It was Amin who issued orders, from his home using family members as messengers, to Khalqi army officers to overthrow Daoud. The coup, which became known as the Saur Revolution, commenced on April 27, 1978. By the morning of April 28th, the coup had succeeded, and Daoud, as well as many members of his family, including women and children, were dead. Their bodies were buried in two separate mass graves on the east side of Kabul. In fact, Daoud’s body would not be positively identified until 2008, and he received a state funeral in March 2009.
Because of the Saur Revolution, the PDPA seized control of Afghanistan. The name “Saur” refers to the second month of the Persian calendar, which is when the coup took place. 
The PDPA was united for a moment in April 1978. A new government, named the Democratic Republic of Afghanistan, was formed under the leadership of Prime Minister Nur Mohammad Taraki and foreign minister Hafizullah Amin, from the Khalq faction. Parchamis were included in key positions in the new government, such as Karmal, who was named senior Deputy Prime Minister. 
However, the Parcham/Khalq unity was short-lived. In July 1978, Taraki and Amin removed most of the Parchamis from their government positions. In August, Taraki and Amin announced their discovery of a plot to overthrow the new government. In reaction, the government executed or imprisoned several cabinet members and military leaders. By September, Amin had become suspicious of Taraki’s intentions and succeeded, with the help of a squad of army officers, in arresting Taraki and removing him from his leadership positions. 
While in custody, Taraki was murdered by suffocation on September 14, 1979. At that point, Amin took charge of Afghanistan, but Amin’s rule would only last 104 days.
The PDPA did not have the support of the masses within Afghanistan. Nevertheless, the PDPA embarked upon a campaign of reforms along Marxist-Leninist lines. Land and agriculture reforms had devastating repercussions on the country and were met with strong resistance by the population. The resistance was countered by PDPA repression. A huge number of people – between 50,000 and 100,000 – were arrested and killed by troops loyal to the PDPA in the countryside. Within a year, unrest had spread to 24 of the 28 Afghan provinces, and over half the Afghan army had deserted or joined the insurrection. An uprising in March 1979 in Herat was particularly alarming to the government in Kabul because it was both a popular uprising and an army mutiny that managed to seize control of Herat for a week. 
Taraki appealed to the Soviets for military assistance; however, the Soviets declined Taraki’s request for Moscow’s military intervention. The Soviets did not have confidence in the ability of either Taraki or Amin to lead Afghanistan. When Amin seized power after the assassination of Taraki, he attempted to tack towards an Islamic appeal, in hopes of regaining favor among his people. He also tried briefly to curry favor with the United States and Pakistan. By December 1979, the Soviets interpreted the sum total of Amin’s actions as duplicitous, inept and far too repressive to be a long-term success. The Brezhnev government in Moscow decided that their best chances of maintaining a friendly government in Afghanistan was to remove Amin from power by military force and install Babrak Karmal as leader. 
The initial deployment of Soviet troops into Afghanistan began on December 24, 1979, when the Soviet’s 40th Army entered the country under the approval of Soviet General Secretary Leonid Brezhnev, and by December 27th, 700 Soviet troops dressed in Afghan uniforms occupied principal military, civil government and media buildings in Afghanistan’s capital city of Kabul. President Hafizullah Amin was quickly captured and killed. The Soviets claimed that Amin was tried for his crimes by the Afghan Revolutionary Central Committee. Once Amin was dead, the Revolutionary Central Committee then elected as head of government Babrak Karmal, the former Deputy Prime Minister. In a further vote, the committee acknowledged that it had requested Soviet military assistance.
In total, the initial Soviet force was around 1,800 tanks, 2,000 armored fighting vehicles and 80,000 ground troops. Subsequently, two additional divisions arrived by air transport, bringing the number of Soviet troops to over 100,000 military personnel. 
The Muslim world exploded with criticism of Russia. In January 1980, representatives of 34 nations of the Islamic Conference passed a resolution demanding the unconditional withdrawal of the Soviet troops from Afghanistan. The U.N. General Assembly protested the Soviet military actions by a vote of 104-18.
It is claimed in many sources that arms shipments to the mujahideen began almost immediately following the Soviet invasion in December 1979. In fact, weapons shipments to certain mujahideen groups started at least six months before the Soviet invasion. Covert American aid to the Afghan mujahedin began in mid-1979, after President Carter’s security adviser Zbigniew Brzezinski persuaded the White House National Security Council in April 1979 to provide support to groups inside Afghanistan that would be willing to resist the Soviet Union. On July 3, 1979, President Carter signed the first orders for covert support to the Afghan resistance. At that time, Mr. Brzezinski wrote the president that “in my opinion this aid was going to induce a Soviet military intervention.” 
Mr. Brzezinski also supported the CIA’s Operation Cyclone, which was a $600 million project designed to destabilize the Soviet Union by spreading militant Islam inside its central Asian republics. “We didn’t push the Russians to intervene, but we knowingly increased the probability that they would. That secret operation was an excellent idea. Its effect was to draw the Russians into the Afghan trap.” 
In May 1979, a CIA special envoy first met with leaders, selected by the Pakistani intelligence service (the “ISI”), of the Afghan resistance movement known as Hezb-i Islami   at Peshawar on the Afghan-Pakistan border, the ISI did not attempt to introduce the CIA to a broad spectrum of Afghan resistance movements. Instead, the ISI introduced its client movement the Hezb-i Islami led by Gulbuddin Hekmatyar. The CIA concurred in the ISI’s recommendation of Hekmatyar’s guerrilla group, and over the next decade the CIA gave more than half its covert support to Hekmatyar’s fighters.  
The estimated amount of American largess totals $600 million, according to Peter Bergen, in “Holy War, Inc.: Inside the Secret World of Osama bin Laden”, at page 69. Hekmatyar’s fighters had the dubious distinction of never winning a significant battle during the war against the Soviet Union, and, in fact, there were several allegations that Hekmatyar’s fighters attacked other mujahedin who challenged Hekmatyar’s supremacy.
Despite its shortcomings on the battlefield, Hekmatyar’s organization grew during the conflict with the Soviet Union and eventually became the largest guerrilla army. Hekmatyar did prove himself capable of at least one very notable feat. Namely, he became Afghanistan’s leading drug lord.  For the 10 years of the mujahedin’s fight against the Soviets, there was no mention of the involvement of the guerrilla groups in drug trafficking. It was not until after the Soviet withdrawal in February 1989 that the New York Times and Washington Post published exposes on opium cultivation and heroin processing in Afghanistan and Pakistan.
 Since the 16th century, when opium eating first began, the highlands of Afghanistan and Pakistan produced only small amounts of opium that were transported by caravan eastward to India or westward to Iran. For centuries, Central Asia had never been a factor in the world drug market. All that changed with the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan in 1979 and the involvement of the CIA in covert warfare against the Soviet invaders.   
Specifically, with the addition of American airlift power, for the first time, huge quantities of processed heroin could be securely transported to the lucrative Western drug markets. Instead of extremely dangerous land routes through countries hostile to drug smuggling, a very secure route to America was available by U.S. military transport airplanes. Plus, the West would provide enough demand to involve 16% of the Afghan economy in the cultivation and processing of narcotics. 
The World’s biggest narco-state had been created by the United States, and that status would continue until August 2021, when the availability of American air transportation ended. Without air transportation for the country’s main product, it is not surprising that the government of Afghanistan collapsed within a matter of days in August 2021. 
The collapse in 2021 would only come as a surprise to those who self-righteously supported the expenditure in Afghanistan of trillions of dollars in foreign and military aid over the decades. These were the same people who believed the mostly American spawned propaganda that Afghanistan was something other than a heroin-producing factory. These were the same people who constantly pointed to the advancements in the education of girls that were achieved under the American occupation. And these were the same people who ignored the 1,600,000 dead women and children in the 1980’s as America purposefully elongated the Soviet genocide in the country.
One thing should be very clear to any objective observer: The Group’s heroin production and smuggling activities since the 1979 enlistment of Gulbuddin Hekmatyar created the hellhole that is modern Afghanistan, and by the 1990s the mujahideen – including al-Qaeda – realized the vicious duplicity of the United States of America. One million, six hundred thousand Muslims died giving a smokescreen for the Group to fly its illegal product out of Afghanistan to America. Plus, during the 1990s, the Americans tried to kill off the enlightened Muslim leaders – such as Osama bin Ladin -- with clandestine ground attacks inside Afghanistan. There was a huge explosion of revenge on September 11, 2001. Nearly 3,000 human beings died horrible deaths as al-Qaeda punished America for the Group’s homicidal, sociopathic behavior over the course of three decades. 
As of July 2025, America has effectively hidden from World view the real reason why al-Qaeda attacked on September 11, 2001.The American people have been led to believe a bunch of nonsense reasons, and there is no one more blind than the person who does not want to see the truth.
During the 1990s, I approached the Drug Enforcement Administration on four occasions in my attempt to bust the Group’s illegal operations at Westover Air Reserve Base. It is rational to conclude that if American law enforcement had busted the Group and ended its drug smuggling out of Afghanistan in the 1990s or earlier, the attack of September 11, 2001, might not have happened. That date would just be remembered as a sunny Tuesday in New York City, Washington, and western Pennsylvania. If the DEA had acted on the information, I disclosed to the DEA in the 1990’s, nearly 3,000 lives would not have ended on that infamous day as the entire World watched. 
Immediately after the 9/11 attacks, America began hiding the reason why Muslims launched the infamous attack. The true reason reveals an immense wrongdoing by Americans. The American military drug cartel inflicted on humanity a deadly, addictive poison – heroin, the drug that makes slaves out of men. During the carnage, the Group masters scored billions of dollars in profits.

CHAPTER TEN
July 2025
                                  Where are they now?	

Frank Lucas – Harlem heroin czar from 1969 to 1975
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The real Frank Lucas in 2008
Daily Mail: The notorious Harlem heroin kingpin Frank Lucas has died of natural causes at the age of 88 on May 30, 2019.  Lucas’ location over most of the last 18 years has been a closely-guarded secret of the U.S. government. Lucas spent most of the last two decades of his life in hiding, under the care of the Federal Witness Protection Program.
Life for Frank Lucas began in North Carolina in 1930, where the middle-school dropout pursued petty crimes through the length of his youth, until he fled the state after assaulting a White former employer and stealing $400 from his victim. Lucas went to New York City, and once again took up a life of petty crime and pool sharking. At some point while in New York, he met Bumpy Johnson, a multi-racket gangster who was well-known in Harlem. Bumpy became Frank’s mentor over the course of their relationship, and, when Bumpy died in July 1968, Frank seized Bumpy’s heroin pushing racket as the business he wanted to pursue. 
Bumpy’s source for the heroin that he sold in Harlem was the Italian Mafia, but Lucas had the enlightened idea that he could develop his own source of heroin in Southeast Asia. Lucas proved himself to be a man of nerve and determination. He travelled to Bangkok, Thailand to personally connect with the husband of one of his cousins – that person’s name was Leslie “Ike” Atkinson, a former U.S. Army sergeant who was well-connected among the troops in Southeast Asia. Atkinson eventually earned the nickname “Sergeant Smack” – a nickname given to him years later by agents of the U.S. Drug Enforcement Administration.
Legend says that Atkinson took Lucas to the man he needed to meet for the Harlem heroin market to disconnect from the control of the Italian Mafia. Supposedly, Atkinson took Lucas on the very dangerous trek up the Mekong River to the plantation-scale, fortified opium-growing region of Myanmar that was under the control of a man named Khun Sa. This former general in the Nationalist Chinese army had a force of 20,000 heavily armed, trigger-happy sociopathic men. All his troops had a license to kill any unwanted intruders foolish enough to approach one of Khun Sa’s opium plantations in the Golden Triangle region of Myanmar. The dangerous trek to Khun Sa was no pleasure cruise – two of the travelers in Lucas’ entourage allegedly died from snake bites before arrival at Khun Sa’s jungle fortress.
Khun Sa agreed to supply Lucas, and he would deliver the heroin to locations in Southeast Asia specified by Lucas. That still left Lucas with an enormous problem: How to get the heroin to America.  In  “American Gangster” the apparent solution was hiding the heroin in the caskets of dead soldiers being shipped back home to America.   And in Jonathan Kwitny’s “The Crimes of Patriots – A True Tale of Dope, Dirty Money, and the CIA”, that same casket-method is described on page 58, as a part of a mammoth heroin smuggling scheme that flowed through my air base – namely, Norton Air Force Base, which was located near San Bernardino, in Southern California – about 60 miles east of Los Angeles. 
Also aiding the smuggling enterprise, was the abundance of drug profits that were available for the payment of bribes, if any problems arose.
However, Sergeant Harold Buford, the 1975 eyewitness to the smuggling operation at Norton air base, clearly stated to me in confidence in January 1976, that the actual method did not involve caskets or dead bodies. The actual method was to place a fifty pound, flexible, canvas bag of heroin in small, secure, locked compartments on the C-141 transport aircraft – in an area that normally would not be used for storing cargo or accessed at random by anyone. The secret compartment method was so simple and far less risky than getting access to the remains of the fallen in Asia and then again accessing the casket in America. Plus, after 1972, there were few caskets being transported home for burial. In 1973, there were 68 American deaths in the Vietnam War, and in 1974 there was only one American death. Obviously, caskets were not being used in the smuggling enterprise – the casket story is a misleading myth, although the Group might have used that method a couple of times in 1969 during the height of the Vietnam War.
Frank Lucas was interviewed by Korey Rowe in September 2011
There are several very significant revelations regarding Frank Lucas being raised during the Korey Rowe interview. The interview was done during a time when Lucas was in the Federal witness protection program and living somewhere on the Eastern seaboard – probably in New Jersey.
First, the interview demonstrates the fact that Lucas was no fool. He declines to say where he lives, and refuses on several instances to closely describe his crimes, depending on whether the statute of limitations has run. He implies that he has murdered many people but will not go into the details, because there is no statute of limitations on a murder rap. He cheerfully admits that he robbed a Busch jewelry store in New York City, netting $30,000. The reason why the gangster admits to the jewelry heist is because the statute of limitations has run; consequently, he could not be prosecuted for the robbery, so he jokingly admits doing the crime.
Second, Lucas states that there was never any interception of his heroin shipments – not one time. That indicates that the shipment method was very secure; not one bust of the supply line in six years is an amazing achievement.
Third, in that same interview, Lucas referred to a James Bond-like man who played a major role in arranging the Khun Sa connection, starting at 15:25 in the recording. The man wheeling the white Rolls Royce with red interior was almost undoubtedly from the Group. At 18:09 – 20:04, Lucas declares that a mystery man approached him,” He looked like Sean Connery” and worked for the government in some sort of way. Lucas stated that he never knew the man’s name, but further states that he would not say the name even if he knew it. Arrangements were made to have the heroin shipped in military aircraft. And “The rest is history,” according to Lucas.
Just for laughs, look around 21:20, as well as 29:25, and watch Lucas nervously looking over his shoulder, off into the distance, after hearing a sudden noise. That is an anxious man, as one would expect regarding an informant who put over a hundred criminals in prison. He realizes that he has plenty of enemies.
Fourth, Lucas totally endorses the coffin story as true. He also narrates a long tale about travelling to Khun Sa’s encampment, starting at 25:55. In fact, both stories are probably self-indulgent fantasies, according to Ike Atkinson. At 30:05, Lucas restates the military’s involvement in his smuggling network. Lucas states at 30:05 that the closest DEA ever came to busting a dope flight, failed to find dope, and the Joint Chiefs were irate about the DEA’s efforts to interdict.
Fifth, at around 32:50, Lucas gives a long soliloquy in which he proclaims that no one should try to follow in his footsteps, because there is so much intelligence nowadays that a gangster would certainly get caught. An interesting position for the man to take, when one considers that his statement is dead wrong. The flights out of Afghanistan belie the ironic inaccuracy of Lucas’ soliloquy.

”The Ironies of American Gangster” A literary review by Matthew Massie

In the first 1:50 of Massie’s “Ironies”, the video link above, he lays out a very good summary of Lucas’ position, pointing out the fact that for years no one had any idea of how Lucas was doing what he was doing: Namely, selling high potency heroin in New York City at a price so cheap that he completely undersold the selling price of the Italian and Corsican Mafias in the United States east of the Mississippi River. For a substantial period, Lucas’ operation was suppling 97% of the country’s heroin sales in the eastern United States, and for years the authorities were at a lost to answer how the dangerous drugs were entering America.

However, Massie does not put any focus on the several parts of American Gangster that were Hollywood fiction. For example, the movie spends a lot of time presenting a storyline of Richie Roberts’ custody battle with his wife. In real life, Roberts did not even have any children. 

At 6:58 of Massie’s video, there is a summary of how the cops caught Lucas’ operation, almost by accident, after struggling for months to get to the bottom of the heroin problem in upper Manhattan. Lucas was arrested at his Teaneck, New Jersey home in January 1975. I am always proud to say that I independently uncovered the outline of Lucas’ smuggling operation after just five days of investigation. Five days.

But there is something very important that is also very misleading in “American Gangster”, as well as Massie’s review of the movie. At around 9:38, Massie refers to Lucas’ bust when he attempts a last haul of heroin into the United States as the Vietnam War is coming to an end. The implication is the following: The war has ended and there will be no more caskets where the heroin can be hidden. Therefore, the smuggling method has reached its final day.

However, the fact is this: The smuggling continued because the heroin was not actually being hidden in caskets or furniture, or anything similar. In fact, about 50 pounds of heroin per shipment was being brought into the United States by American military aircraft and personnel, but the heroin was hidden in locked compartments that were in out-of-the-way areas on the giant transport planes. And the shipments were hermetically wrapped in a cautious way that would escape detection, even by drug sensitive dogs. Without a doubt, the whole casket narrative was a diversionary sham.

Biography Channel: Frank Lucas – Drug Dealer
This biopic totally buys into the cadaver/coffin narrative. At this point it is obvious that the coffin narrative is false. Furthermore, this biopic gives the impression that Lucas informed on corrupt cops; in reality, Lucas did not testify against any corrupt cops or judges. The only people Lucas put into prison with the information he gave to the police were other drug dealers, including his own family members. At the end of the short bio, it points out that Lucas now is working tirelessly to help kids say no to drugs.
Real Life Documentary: Frank Lucas
This documentary states that Lucas arrived in New York City from the South in 1964, but the actual year was 1946. The date in the documentary is an obvious error. At around 2:05 of the tape, the voiceover says that Lucas developed one of the most lucrative crime organizations of the Twentieth Century, and although that statement is somewhat hyperbolic, the essence of the allegation is true. However, any such claim must admit that the accumulated assets of any cartel are very difficult to calculate.
********************************
There are several striking problems with the Hollywood version of how Lucas became connected with Khun Sa and the Southeast Asian airborne pipeline. Namely: Ike Atkinson has said that he never took Lucas to Khun Sa and that Lucas’ heroin was bought from the Italian Mafia. Author Ron Chepesiuk in “Sergeant Smack – The Legendary Lives and Times of Ike Atkinson, Kingpin, and His Band of Brothers”, pages 29 -33, refers specifically to an interview he had with Atkinson that took place at Butner Federal Penitentiary in 2006. According to Atkinson, when Lucas visited Thailand, he never left the capital city of Bangkok, and his most adventurous journey was to the snake house at the city zoo. In other words, Lucas may have invented the perilous trek into the jungle story to enhance his bravery image. 
Nevertheless, during the time of Lucas’ control of the heroin market in Harlem, he was getting his drugs very cheaply and presumptively very securely. The proof is in the bottom line: He could significantly undersell the Mafia with a product that had a much higher level of potency. Obviously, Lucas’s supplier was not the Mafia. Lucas’ supplier was the Group, even though, in most likelihood, Lucas did not know the Group by that name, nor did he know that his supply line was being protected by high ranking officers. The Harlem gangster just knew that his dope was being delivered from the Golden Triangle by the military’s aircraft.
Following his arrest in January 1975, he was convicted of drug violations and sentenced to 70 years in prison. While in prison, Lucas sang like a canary and provided evidence that led to the convictions of more than 100 other gangsters. However, Lucas did not provide evidence against a single Federal agent, cop or judge who had assisted his cartel over the years. In 1977, Lucas and his entire family were placed in the witness protection program. In 1981, after serving five years of his 70-year term, Lucas was released from confinement after his sentence was reduced to time served. He was placed on lifetime parole. In 1984, Lucas attempted to trade one ounce of heroin and $13,000 for an ounce of cocaine. This conviction resulted in a seven-year sentence. He was released from prison in 1991 and immediately disappeared into the witness protection program.
Frank Lucas lived a long life. He died from old age in 2019 under the watchful care of the U.S. government’s Federal Witness Protection Program.

Jonathan Kwitny, Author
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March 23, 1941 – November 28, 1998
Kwitny published “The Crimes of Patriots – A True Story of Dope, Dirty Money and the CIA” in 1987, and although the book was generally focused on the Nugan Hand Bank scandal, there was a specific reference, on page 52 of the paperback edition, regarding Norton Air Force Base, in Southern California as a principal entry point for heroin flown into the country from the Golden Triangle by military airplanes:
“Another former officer from the army Criminal Investigation Division recalls a mammoth heroin scheme he and his colleagues uncovered by accident. He says he and four others from his unit were investigating corruption in the sale of supplies to commissioned- and noncommissioned- officers’ clubs. The corrupt U.S. and Vietnamese officers they caught tried to bargain away jail terms by describing the heroin traffic involving Vietnamese politicians and senior U.S. officers. The reports checked out, the investigator says.
“The investigator, now a stockbroker, says that his investigation group filed reports to the Pentagon revealing that G.I. bodies being flown back to the United States were cut open, gutted, and filled with heroin. Witnesses were prepared to testify that the heroin-stuffed soldiers bore coded body numbers, allowing conspiring officers on the other end, at Norton Air Force Base in California, to remove the booty – up to fifty pounds of heroin per dead G.I.
“The army acted on these reports – not by coming down on the dope traffickers, but by disbanding the investigative team and sending them to combat duty,” the former investigator says. Other reports corroborate the use of G.I. bodies to ship dope back to the United States via military channels.”
However, Kwitny never revealed to me the source of the above information that he reported in 1987, although I begged him for years, beginning in 1989, to do so. At one point I subpoenaed him into deposition, but he refused to comply with the subpoena and risked being held in contempt of court. Jonathan took that extremely valuable information to his grave when he died from stomach cancer in 1998.


General Khun Sa – Asian Heroin Drug Lord
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1934 – 2007
Khun Sa was the former commander of a heroin cartel army numbering 20,000 men. Khun Sa was the Group’s man on the ground in the Golden Triangle of Southeast Asia during the Vietnam War.
Khun Sa was the son of a Chinese father and an ethnic Shan mother; he was raised in the Northern Shan State of Burma, an area that is now part of Myanmar.  For his first 40 years, he was known by his Chinese name – Zhang Qifu. As a young man, Khun Sa received military equipment and training from the Kuomintang, which was the failed Nationalist government of Mainland China that fought unsuccessfully against the Chinese Communists until May 20, 1948. He also received equipment from the Burmese Army, before proclaiming his intention to fight Burma for the independence of Shan State. Khun Sa intended to establish his own independent territory inside Burma. 
Khun Sa proved himself to be a natural leader of men, even though he had virtually no formal education. He was a lifelong illiterate.
He was given the name of “Opium King” in Myanmar due to his huge opium smuggling operations in an area that became known as the Golden Triangle. He was the dominant opium warlord from approximately 1976 through 1996, although his tenure as a neophyte drug lord began much earlier than 1976. In fact, Khun Sa’s men played a crucial role in the Opium War of 1967.
The Golden Triangle is an area where the borders of Thailand, Laos, and Myanmar meet at the juncture of the Ruak and Mekong Rivers.  The name Golden Triangle was coined by the CIA and is commonly used to refer to an area of approximately 367,000 square miles, which overlaps large swaths of generally mountainous and jungle regions within the three countries. 
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The Mekong River is on the right and the Ruak River is on the left
In the series of battles that became known as the Opium War of 1967, Khun Sa attempted to demonstrate the growing power of his 2,000-man army in a direct move intended to dominate the Kuomintang drug cartels in the region. 
Khun Sa had contracted with General Quane Rattikone, a corrupt leader of the Royal Laotian Army in that region, to produce a bumper crop of 16 tons of opium and then deliver that product to Quane’s drug labs in Burma. Khun Sa intended to make this delivery without paying the local Kuomintang cartels any of the usual extortion fees that would always be assessed for any shipment passing through Kuomintang territory. 
Khun Sa figured that his men could defeat any attempt by the Kuomintang to attack his mile-long caravan of dope-carrying mules. But Khun Sa misjudged his power dramatically in 1967. The Kuomintang attacked the caravan and exacted huge fatalities on Kuhn Sa’s army. Plus, Quane then totally double-crossed Khun Sa. Quane’s ground troops and air force also attacked Khun Sa’s caravan, as well as the soldiers of the Kuomintang in the vicinity, and then Quane’s men outright stole all Khun Sa’s opium, as the remnants of his caravan tried in vain to retreat to defensible positions. 
Quane seized the huge quantity of opium from the battlefield and used his plundered treasure to expand Quane’s own operation of heroin refining laboratories. Expert chemists from China, under Quane’s regime, developed a new form of pure heroin that was ideal for the American market because its potency facilitated injection of the drug, as well as smoking the drug. 
Quane’s high potency heroin became known as Number 4 heroin by law enforcement authorities around the globe. And Number 4 heroin became a favorite of the disaffected U.S. troops fighting in Vietnam, as well as the American heroin consumer at home in the United States of America. Number 4 heroin was particularly popular in the biggest heroin market on the planet: New York City. Specifically, Number 4 heroin became the drug of choice on the mean streets of a Black ghetto of New York City called Harlem and spread from there to cities across America to the Mississippi River.
Khun Sa was not one to hold grudges against powerful players in the region where he operated, so he soon forgave Quane and utilized his techniques and chemists to supply the Group. Plus, over the years he repeatedly fell in and out of favor with the Kuomintang, Myanmar, the Royal Laotian Army, as well as drug enforcement authorities in Thailand. His life as a drug lord was always very exciting and fast paced, as he maintained what amounted to his own country located in the verdant, treacherous jungles of the Golden Triangle.
At some point, the size of Khun Sa’s army swelled to 20,000 heavily armed men who controlled a huge swath of the Golden Triangle. His weaponry included the best of modern technology, including guided surface-to-air missiles, battle tanks and heavy artillery. Khun Sa was a stronger military power than most recognized nation states on Earth.
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A small part of Khun Sa’s 20,000-man army in 1990
In the 1990’s, Khun Sa’s power began to decline, in large part because of the growth of Afghanistan as the planet’s major producer. He eventually surrendered to the Myanmar government in January 1996.  But he was allowed to retain his fortune, and he moved to Rangoon, along with his four attractive, young Shan mistresses. In Rangoon, he became a respected businessman who lived under the protection of the Burmese government until his death from natural causes in August 1997. He was 73 at the time of his death.
                            Myanmar made a spectacle of its apprehension of Khun Sa in January 1996
In Hollywood’s “American Gangster”, the role of Khun Sa is played by Ric Young, a British character actor.  The film depicts Frank Lucas travelling to Khun Sa’s encampment in the Golden Triangle to arrange the Harlem gangster’s long-term source for the very rare, pure Number 4 heroin. However, in reality, Lucas probably never made that dangerous trip, as he relied on Group contacts he met in Bangkok.

      Nicky Barnes – New York City’s Mr. Untouchable in “American Gangster”
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Nicky Barnes in 1977
New York Times:  Nicky Barnes was known as the “Mr. Untouchable” of New York City heroin dealers in the 1960’s and 1970’s. Barnes was the head of a drug cartel in New York City that rivaled Lucas’ operation. Barnes died from cancer in early 2019; he was 78 at the time of his death
Mr. Barnes was living in anonymity at the time of his death in 2019, after entering the Federal Witness Protection Program in 1997. His face was surgically altered to change his appearance. Apparently, at the time of his death, he was living quietly, and happily, as a Walmart employee somewhere in Middle America.

Aaron M. Page has joined the many thousands gone
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August 16, 1971 –February 10, 2022
My nephew Aaron’s lifeless body was found by his brother on Thursday evening, February 10, 2022, in Union City, Georgia. Within a couple of hours, the Fulton County chief medical examiner, Dr. Karen E. Sullivan, MD, declared that his death was due to natural causes. No autopsy was performed; no blood sample was drawn, or screenings made of his kidneys or liver. The body was quickly cremated the following day by a local private funeral home.
Aaron was my sister Sandra’s first-born child with her husband, Maurice Page. He was 50 years old. 
It was a Friday morning and I had just pulled into a parking space at Walmart; my car’s engine was still running. My cell phone rang, and I answered the telephone without looking at the caller ID. “Hello,” I said flatly; I half expected there to be a telemarketer on the other end. It was one of my cousins, and she was calling to tell me that Aaron was dead.
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Aaron and Sandra in 1978
It is my suspicion that Aaron was murdered by the Group. I suspect that the murder weapon was poison. This sociopath drug cartel killed my nephew thinking the progress of Destiny would be slowed by my grief. They also probably hoped that I might be scared off their trail by the homicide. I also suspect that the Group was amused by the opportunity to kill someone close to me, because Aaron’s death has no strategic value regarding “Destiny’s” project to expose these homicidal maniacs. Aaron was in no way working on Destiny at the time of his death. However, in a text message that Aaron sent to me on February 1, 2022, he indicated that he was interested in reading about the Group in Destiny. He and I spoke by telephone, and I assured him that he could have a job working on the project if he moved to California. That might have been all it took for him to become a target, because these cartel members are sociopaths. They will kill for the fun of it; there does not need to be some logical strategy.
Dr. Karen E. Sullivan, MD, the medical examiner sent to Aaron’s home when his body was discovered, reached the conclusion that Aaron’s death was due to natural causes. There was no autopsy made; and no blood tests or tissue samples were taken. Dr. Sullivan’s conclusion was based on my nephew’s medical history, which contained preexisting medical conditions.      
Dr. Sullivan graduated from Morehouse School of Medicine in 1997. She is the Chief Medical Examiner in Fulton County. After four decades on the Group’s trail, it is not surprising to me that Dr. Sullivan is Black; nor is it surprising that she is the chief medical examiner. From the Group’s standpoint, Dr. Sullivan would be the perfect person to bribe to get away with Aaron’s murder. An immediate set of questions are these: Does Dr. Sullivan have money problems? Is she deeply in debt? Are there some expensive toys that she yearns to buy? Does she have something in her past that she wants to keep hidden? In fact, everyone who touched upon this incident should be evaluated with the foregoing questions in mind.
Since 1992, I have observed three Group homicides, including Aaron. The assassins in the first two homicides – the deaths of Manuel de Dios Unanue and Harold H. Buford – were convicted for their crimes. Manuel’s hired killer is doing life in prison in New York; he will never be eligible for parole. Harold’s killer beat the murder allegations but served time in prison for manslaughter. The conspirators who killed Aaron, and covered up the crime, will be brought to justice. There is no statute of limitations on murder. Those involved should worry anytime a telephone rings or there is a knock on their door. All those involved in this crime will be punished to the full extent of the law. Specifically: Life in prison with no possibility of parole for the crime of contract murder and its cover-up.  
                                                                       
The Dark Alliance Series
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                                               Gary S. Webb – He was an apparent suicide in 2004
The Sacramento County coroner’s office says Gary Webb committed suicide on December 10, 2004, by twice shooting himself in the head – he shot himself in the head two times.
Gary S. Webb was an award-winning investigative journalist who came to national attention in 1996 when the San Jose Mercury News published a series of articles written by Webb that examined the origins of the crack cocaine trade in Southern California. 
Webb claimed that members of the anti-communist Contra rebels in Nicaragua had played a major role in creating the crack cocaine trade, and that the rebels had used the profits from those illegal drugs to support the Contras struggle against the Nicaraguan  government.  The articles also suggested that the Contras may have acted with the knowledge and protection of the Central Intelligence Agency. 
The three-part August 1996 series of reports in the San Jose Mercury News became known as the “Dark Alliance” series, and prompted a negative outcry across America, and most of all among African Americans living in Los Angeles. 
The main thesis of “Dark Alliance” was summarized as follows in the first article of the San Jose Mercury News series, published on August 18, 1996: 
“For the better part of a decade, a San Francisco Bay Area drug ring sold tons of cocaine to the Crips and Bloods street gangs of Los Angeles and then funneled millions in drug profits to a Latin American guerrilla army run by the U.S. Central Intelligence Agency. This opened the first pipeline between Colombia’s cocaine cartels and the black neighborhoods  of Los Angeles. The cocaine that flooded into America helped spark a crack cocaine explosion in cities around the Nation.” 
Webb’s reporting centered on three men. Namely: Rick “Freeway” Ross, Oscar Danilo Blandon and Norwin Meneses.  Ross was a major cocaine dealer in many areas of the United States. Blandon and Meneses were Nicaraguans who smuggled the drugs into the United States, to supply Ross and his large network of cocaine and crack street dealers.
Mike Sager, reported in the September 2013 edition of Esquire magazine, that between 1982 and 1989, Federal prosecutors estimated, Ross bought and resold several metric tons of cocaine. In 1980, his gross sales were said to be in excess of $900 million, with a profit of nearly $300 million.  Converted roughly to present-day dollars, that would be a gross of $2.5 billion and $850 million in profit. Ross’ distribution empire grew to include 42 cities, the price he paid per kilogram of powder cocaine dropped from as much a $60,000 to as low as $10,000. 
Alexander Cockburn reported in his 1999 book “Whiteout:The CIA, Drugs and the Press”, that with a connection to Blandón, and Blandón’s supplier Norwin Meneses Cantarero, Ross was able to purchase Nicaraguan cocaine at significantly reduced rates. Ross began distributing cocaine at $10,000 per kilo less than the average street price, distributing it to the Bloods and Crips street gangs. By 1982, Ross had received his moniker of “Freeway Ricky” and claimed to have sold up to $3 million worth of cocaine per day. At that time, he was buying 1,000 pounds of cocaine each week.
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Freeway Ricky Ross
With thousands of street-level pushers, Ross has said he operated drug sales not only in Los Angeles but in many cities across the country, including Baltimore, Cincinnati, Cleveland, Dayton, Indianapolis, Kansas City, New Orleans, New York, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, St. Louis, Seattle, as well as parts of Indiana, Oklahoma, and North and South Carolina, according to the PBS evening news on January 3, 2011.
There were three major Federal investigations of the allegations raised by Webb, as well as a flurry of reporting activity in major newspapers. The Department of Justice, CIA and the House Intelligence Committee held investigations and issued reports. The majority share of such reports was to rebut the charges made by Webb, particularly attacked as inaccurate was Webb’s allegation that CIA assets were involved in cocaine smuggling. Each of the Federal investigations concluded that neither Ross, nor Blandon, nor Meneses were associated in any way with the CIA; therefore, Webb’s central thesis was deemed to be inaccurate and in collapse.
In November 1997, Webb resigned his position with the San Jose Mercury News.  He never regained his earlier stature as an investigative reporter.  In 2004, Webb apparently took his own life when he placed a gun to his head and pulled the trigger. The first shot did not kill him, so he shot himself in the head a second time and died.
The results of Webb’s investigation were published in an expanded form in his 1998 book “Dark Alliance – The CIA, The Contras, and the Crack Cocaine Explosion”. In 2014, Hollywood released the motion picture  “Kill the Messenger”,  which is based on this subject.
My nights as a telemarketer, during the 1990’s, were always long and tedious, but from time to time an interesting conversation would break out with a co-worker. For example, there was a time in August, 1996.
“Walt, did you hear about that crack thing in LA?” Rob asked me in between phone calls. I shook my head sideways indicating that my answer was negative.
“Yea, it’s all in the newspaper in San Jose.  This guy who was running crack big time in Los Angeles says he was getting his supply from the government. He says he was getting the cocaine from guys working for the CIA.” That caught my attention, since I always remained attentive during that time period to the rare occasions when there was some credible information concerning international drug smuggling – especially heroin trafficking.
“Where did you hear this?” my forehead was furrowed. “Where did you hear this?” I repeated.
“It was in the San Jose Mercury News yesterday. But that’s nothing new,” said Rob in between the sentences of his telemarketing pitch. 
“That’s right. Everybody knows that the drugs are coming from the government,” Teddy pitched in from the telemarketing booth on my other side.
“I would like to read that article,” I said, thinking that I would get a copy of the Mercury News on my way home at the 24-hour newsstand over on Broadway in Oakland. I lucked out and got a copy of the first article and the second article was also on the stand. The two articles were interesting reading. But there was a problem, because there was a lot of conjecture but a shortage of evidence other than the statements of the crack dealers who were talking to the press.
There was at least one aspect to the smuggling operation that went almost completely unaddressed by Webb. The specific question was: How were the drugs being brought into the country? 
There is a one sentence reference – near the end of the first article – to an air base in Texas as the point of entry, but the report also claimed that the aircraft used for cocaine transport were from the El Salvador air force. Plus, the U.S. Air Force base was not named. There was no mention of C-5’s, and certainly nothing about the use of stealth technology. 
Even when the third article hit the stands, there was still no time spent on the logistics of how the supplies of cocaine were being introduced to the American market in such quantities and with such security that the price of the illegal product offered for sale by Ross had fallen to such a low level that other dealers found it impossible to compete on price with Ross’ syndicate.
In the second article, the following statement addressed means of importation: “It arrived in all kinds of containers: false-bottomed shoes, Colombian freighters, cars with hidden compartments, luggage from Miami. Once here, it disappeared into a series of houses and nondescript storefront businesses scattered from Hayward to San Jose, Pacifica to Burlingame, Daly City to Oakland.” 
Later in the second article, there was the following: “Ross said he never discovered how Blandon was able to get cocaine so cheaply. ‘’I just figured he knew the people; you know what I’m saying? He was plugged.”
But Freeway Rick had no idea just how ‘’plugged’’ his cocaine broker was. He didn’t know about Norwin Meneses, or the CIA, or the Salvadoran air force planes that allegedly were flying the cocaine into an air base in Texas. And he wouldn’t find out about those details for another 10 years.

The Butcher of Kabul
Gulbuddin Hekmatyar placed third, out of eighteen candidates, in the 2019 Afghan presidential election. Hekmatyar returned to Afghanistan in 2018 after a lengthy apparent exile, during which he was living abroad – in luxury, while ordinary Afghans went through almost twenty years of American military occupation and Taliban resistance.
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Gulbuddin Hekmatyar in 2019
Human civilization’s biggest-ever and most dangerous heroin kingpin.
Starting in 1979, Hekmatyar became the Central Intelligence Agency’s man on the ground in Afghanistan, and the CIA has kept this relationship shrouded in secrecy for decades. 
In May 1979, at a meeting among Afghan guerilla leaders and an envoy from the U.S. Central Intelligence Agency, which took place in Peshawar, Pakistan, the United States government entered into an agreement with Gulbuddin Hekmatyar, the leader of the Hezb-i Islami, an Afghan group of guerilla fighters. Under this agreement, the Central Intelligence Agency funneled to Hekmatyar through the Pakistani intelligence service more than $600 million in cash and weapons in order for Hekmatyar to form and fully-equip an army numbering thousands of men. His men were armed with the very best, modern weapons and military equipment. Hekmatyar was supposed to fight against the Soviet invaders of Afghanistan.

It is curious that the surprise Soviet invasion of Afghan istan did not actually take place until seven months after the CIA enlisted Hekmatyar’s alliance and rapidly began building his “fighting force.” Specifically, the Soviet Union’s surprise invasion of Afghanistan began in December 1979, but Hekmatyar’s alliance with the CIA was made in May 1979.
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Hekmatyar’s army never won a single battle against the Soviets during the decade long war in Afghanistan. The Hekmatyar fighters were a totally ineffective resistance force against the Soviet military’s long-running, brutal, abject genocide in the country. Plus, from time to time, Hekmatyar’s Hezb-i Islami fighters would attack and kill other factions of the Muslim guerillas fighting the Soviets inside Afghanistan. The guerilla fighters were generically known by their Arabic name – the Mujahideen – the spiritual Muslim warriors.

However, there were several things at which Hekmatyar’s men truly did excel. To name them: First, seizing property for opium growing fields. Second, cultivating opium on a massive, plantation scale. Third, guarding the huge opium plantations. Fourth, transporting the raw opium to a network of heroin processing laboratories. Fifth, then delivering the high-potency heroin to remote airfields for transportation to the United States of America in C-5 Galaxy aircraft flown by American military pilots who were always fully aware of the nature of the cargo that they transported.

After the war with the Soviets ended in February 1989, Hekmatyar fought against the Taliban and other mujahideen groups to control the entire country. He used his American-supplied artillery to bombard Kabul, killing tens of thousands of women and children. However, he was defeated, but not before he acquired the moniker “Butcher of Kabul”. 
When the CIA is questioned regarding Hekmatyar, such as within a Freedom of Information Act request, the CIA will refuse to respond, such as in the CIA’s answer to my FOIA request, which is set forth below.
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According to Peter Tomlin, the U.S. Special Envoy to Afghanistan in 1989–1992, Hekmatyar was hired in 1990 by the Pakistani intelligence service to conquer and rule Afghanistan for the benefit of Pakistani interests. But America objected to Pakistan’s plan, and for that reason the scheme was delayed until 1992.
In April 1992, the post-war creation known as the Democratic Republic of Afghanistan began to falter and collapse, as government officials joined the mujahideen, choosing different parties according to their ethnic and political connections. For the most part, the members of the Khalq faction of the former government, who were predominantly Pashtuns, joined with Hekmatyar. With Pashtun help, Hekmatyar began on April 24, 1992, to infiltrate troops into Kabul. He announced that he had seized the city, and that should any other leaders try to fly into Kabul, Hekmatyar’s men would shoot down their aircraft.
The new leader of the “Islamic Interim Government of Afghanistan”, named Sibghatullah Mojaddedi, appointed Ahmad Shah Massoud as defense minister, and urged Massoud to commence hostilities against Hekmatyar. Massoud took the offensive on April 25, 1992, and after two days of heavy fighting Gulbuddin’s Hezb-i Islami and its allies were expelled from Kabul. Hekmatyar signed a peace agreement with Massoud in May 1992, and this agreement made Hekmatyar the country’s prime minister. However, the agreement quickly fell apart when Hekmatyar was blamed for a May 29, 1992, rocket attack on President Mojaddedi’s plane as it approached Kabul’s airport.
Fighting resumed in 1992 between Burhanuddin Rabbani, Abdul Rashid Dostum, Massoud and Hekmatyar’s Hezb-i Islami forces. From 1992 to 1996, the warring factions destroyed most of Kabul and killed as many as 50,000 Afghans, many of them women, children, and old men, during the civil war. All the different parties participated in the destruction; however, Hekmatyar’s group was responsible for most of the damage, because of his practice of deliberately targeting civilian areas with the modern weaponry provided to him by the Americans during the 1980’s.
Hekmatyar is thought to have bombarded Kabul in retaliation for what he considered its inhabitants’ collaboration with the Soviets during the 1980’s and out of extremist religious convictions. His attacks had a clear political objective: To undermine the Rabbani government by proving that Rabbani and Massoud were unable to protect the population.
In 1994, Hekmatyar shifted alliances, and he joined Dostum and the Shi’a party, forming the Council of Coordination. Together they imposed a siege on the capital city of Kabul. The forces unleashed frequent, massive barrages of artillery and rockets on Kabul, which led to the evacuation of United Nations personnel from Kabul. The death and destruction caused several Afghan government members to abandon their posts. 
Nevertheless, the new alliance did not spell victory for Hekmatyar and his forces, and by June 1994, Massoud had driven Dostum’s troops from the capital.
The Pakistani military supported Hekmatyar until June 1994, as Pakistan hoped that by installing a Pashtun-dominated government in Kabul, it would be friendly to Pakistani interests. By 1994, it had become clear that Hekmatyar would never achieve this, and that his extremism had antagonized most Pashtuns, so the Pakistanis began turning towards a second predominantly Pashtun group. This Pashtun militia was called the Taliban.
After capturing Kandahar in November 1994, the Taliban made rapid progress towards Kabul, making inroads into Hezb-i Islami positions. The Taliban captured towns on February 2 and February 10, 1995. Very soon thereafter, Hekmatyar found himself caught between the advancing Taliban and the government’s forces. Furthermore, the morale of his men was shattered. On February 14, 1995, Gulbuddin was forced to abandon his headquarters at Charasiab, a town from where rockets were fired at neighboring Kabul. Gulbuddin then fled in disorder to a more distant location
Nonetheless, in May 1996, Rabbani and Hekmatyar finally formed a power-sharing government in which Hekmatyar was made prime minister. Hekmatyar took office on June 26, 1996, and immediately started issuing severe decrees on women’s dress, that struck a sharp contrast with the relatively liberal policy that Massoud had followed until then. 
Rabbani was anxious to enhance the legitimacy of his government by enlisting the support of Pashtun leaders. However, the so-called Mahipar agreement did not bring any such benefits to Hekmatyar because he had little grassroots support, but the agreement did have many adverse effects. It caused outrage among Rabbani’s supporters and among the population of Kabul, who had endured Hekmatyar’s attacks for the preceding four years. 
Moreover, the agreement was clearly not what the Pakistanis wanted, and it convinced them of Hekmatyar’s weakness. The Pakistanis realized that they should shift their aid entirely over to the Taliban. The Taliban responded to the Mahipar agreement with a further spate of rocket attacks on the capital.
The Rabbani/Hekmatyar regime lasted only a few months before the Taliban took control of Kabul in September 1996. Many of the local commanders joined the Taliban out of ideological sympathy and for reasons of tribal affinity. Those that did not were expelled by the Taliban. In Pakistan, Hezb-i-Islami training camps were taken over by the Taliban.
Hekmatyar then fled to Massoud’s stronghold in Panjshir Province. Massoud, despite Hekmatyar’s history of animosity towards him, helped Hekmatyar flee to neighboring Iran in 1997 where Hekmatyar is believed to have resided for almost six years. Isolated from Afghanistan, he lost his power base back home to defections or the inactivity of former Hezb-i Islami members. Hekmatyar was distrusted by the Iranian Government who found him to be an unnecessary liability, in view of Iran’s tense relations at the time with the Taliban and the Pakistani government.
After September 11, 2001, Hekmatyar pledged his opposition to the U.S. campaign in Afghanistan, and he criticized Pakistan for assisting the United States. 
After the American troops toppled the Taliban, Hekmatyar rejected the accord brokered by the United Nations in December 2001. As a result of pressure by America and the Karzai administration, in February 2002, all the offices of Hezb-i Islami in Iran were closed, and Hekmatyar was expelled from the country by his Iranian hosts.
Hekmatyar went into exile, and for long periods of time, he dropped off the grid and his whereabouts were unknown. 
After Hekmatyar’s departure from Afghanistan, the opium growing operations in Afghanistan fractured into what it is today. Namely, Afghanistan is a country where almost all political, as well as religious factions, are growing huge amounts of opium poppies.   
Afghanistan is an opium producing narco-state, on a larger scale than anything ever witnessed before in human history, although the Western news media seldom mentions this fact in reports about the country.
On September 22, 2016, Hekmatyar was pardoned by the Afghan government as part of a peace deal between Hezb-i-Islami and the government. The deal also allowed for the release of Hezb-i-Islami prisoners and the return of Hekmatyar to public life. Hezb-i-Islami agreed to cease hostilities, cut ties to extremist groups and respect the new Afghan constitution in exchange for government recognition of Hekmatyar’s followers and support for the removal of all United Nations and American sanctions against Hekmatyar. The Butcher of Kabul was also promised in 2016 that he would get an honorary post in the government.
The agreement was formalized on September 29, 2016, with both Afghan President Ashraf Ghani and Hekmatyar, who appeared via a video link in the presidential palace, signing the agreement. United Nations sanctions on him were formally lifted on February 3, 2017. On May 4, 2017, the Butcher of Kabul returned to the capitol city, along with a group of his fighters, to meet President Ashraf Ghani after spending two decades in hiding.
As everyone knows, the Afghan government collapsed with very little fighting on the part of the Afghan government’s military in August 2021. 
President Ghani fled the country in his private jet on August 15, 2021, and landed first in Uzbekistan and then flew on to the United Arab Emirates where he received political asylum. Most commentators consider Ghani to be a coward because of his hasty exit from the country. According to Afghanistan’s ambassador to Tajikistan, Mohammad Zahir Aghbar, Ghani allegedly stole $169 million in cash from the country’s treasury and carried the cash with him on his private jet at the time of his speedy getaway to Abu Dhabi. However, on August 18, 2021, Ghani denied allegations that he had fled with a fortune in cash. 
Unlike President Ghani, Hekmatyar did not run from the Taliban in August 2021.
In fact, Hekmatyar has assumed a high governmental position inside the new Taliban regime. In August 2021, Gulbuddin became a negotiator in Doha, Qatar, as was reported by Reuters and Al Jazeera, helping to establish the laws for a new Afghanistan under the rule of the Taliban.
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The above photo shows a U.S. Marine patrol walking by an opium plantation in Afghanistan. The date of the above photo is unknown, and the exact location is also unknown.

Over the last decade, I have personally interviewed two American Marines and specifically asked them whether they saw opium poppy fields in Afghanistan. Both replied that such fields were common. One stated that he once saw an opium plantation in Helmand province that was huge. He said that the field of opium poppies extended to the horizon in all directions, “It was like an Iowa corn field. It was that big.” I asked whether the troops were ever ordered to destroy the plants. His answer was, “No, never. We were told to always ignore the poppy fields. At first, I didn’t even know what the plant was called.” 

Jose Santacruz Londono
1943 – 1996
Londono was one of the heads of a cocaine cartel based in Cali, Colombia in the 1980’s
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José Santacruz Londono was also known by the name “Crepe Santacruz”. Santacruz and the two Rodriguez Orejuela brothers were the heads of the Cali cartel, which they formed in the 1970’s. They were primarily involved in marijuana trafficking during the 1970’s.  
However, in the 1980’s they expanded into cocaine trafficking. At times during the 1980’s, the Cali cartel supplied 80% of the cocaine in the United States and 90% of the European cocaine market.  
The Cali cartel was less violent than its primary rival, the Medellín cartel, and this aided the growth of the Cali cartel during a period when the Medellín cartel was involved in a homicidal campaign of violence against the Colombian government, and thereby was attracting more law enforcement attention.  
Santacruz was much more inclined toward bribery as a solution to its perceived problems. The Cali cartel’s strategy of bribery was markedly different from the penchant for murder that was the trademark of the Medellín drug cartel, which was headed by one powerful kingpin –the infamous Pablo Escobar. 
The Medellín cartel operated from 1972 to 1993 in Bolivia, Canada, Central America, Colombia, Mexico, Peru, and several United States cities, including Los Angeles and Miami. Although the Medellín cartel started out as a smuggling network in the early 1970’s, it was not until 1976 that the organization turned to trafficking cocaine.  At the height of its operations the Medellín cartel smuggled multiple tons of cocaine each week into countries around the world and brought in up to $60 million daily in drug profits, from the sale of 300 kilos of cocaine every day.
At its height, the Medellín cartel was arguably the largest drug cartel in the world. It smuggled three times as much cocaine as their main competitors, which was the Cali cartel. At its zenith, the Medellín cartel was generating over $20 billion annually. By 1982, cocaine had surpassed coffee to become Colombia’s biggest export.
The Medellín cartel evolved into more than just a drug syndicate.  Particularly in its later years, the cartel was also widely recognized for its use of violence in pursuit of political aims as it waged asymmetric warfare against the Colombian government. The cartel’s attacks were primarily in the form of bombings, kidnappings, indiscriminate murders of law enforcement officials and political assassinations, all launched by well-equipped and highly trained paramilitary organizations that were financed from the proceeds of cocaine sales.  
Consequently, the Colombian government focused hundreds of millions of dollars on the elimination of the Medellín cartel, before turning its attention to the Cali organization after the 1993 death of Escobar and the eventual eradication of the infamous Medellín cartel.  
Escobar died in a shootout – a bullet to the head that was possibly delivered by the Colombian National Police. In the alternative, it is possible that Escobar committed suicide when he realized that the police had him trapped on a rooftop. There were over 25,000 attendees at his funeral, a clear reflection of the Robin Hood image that Escobar cultivated during his years in Medellin.
At the time of his death in December 1993, Escobar’s net worth was estimated at $59 billion – in terms of 2019 dollar valuations. That dollar figure would mean that Escobar was probably the richest criminal in human history at the time of his death. However, that claim to fame is not provable, because the Group may in fact be much richer than $59 billion.
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The scene at Escobar’s rooftop death in Medellin on December 2, 1993
The attention of the DEA and the Colombian authorities first focused on the Cali cartel during the summer of 1995, when the three leaders of the Cali cartel were arrested in separate incidents.  However, Santacruz escaped from custody at La Picota prison in Bogotá on January 11, 1996. 
His escape hastened the date of his death.  The police had tracked him to Medellín, when they received an anonymous phone call on March 5, 1996, informing them that Santacruz was in a Medellin shopping mall.  The police descended upon the mall, and when Santacruz attempted to make a run for it in a vehicle, he was shot dead in a hail of bullets.  
Javier Antonio Calle Serna, a leader of the Los Rastrojos drug syndicate, has stated that Santacruz’s death was probably a setup that was orchestrated by paramilitary groups under the control of Danilo Gonzalez, a Colombian police colonel who originally fought against Pablo Escobar before he became a corrupt associate of a faction of the Cali cartel.
What does all this have to do with the Group?
Manuel de Dios Unanue, a true American hero and the editor-in-chief of El Diario La Prensa, Cambio XXI and Crimen, was murdered in Queens, New York on March 11, 1992, by Alejandro Wilson Mejia-Velez, a man who allegedly acted on orders given by Jose Santacruz Londono, head of the Cali cartel.  
Manuel was sitting at the bar in the Meson Asturias restaurant in Queens when Mejia-Velez approached him from behind, pulled out a pistol and shot him twice in the head.  Manuel died instantly, and Mejia-Velez fled the scene, but was apprehended with the help of several informants, convicted in 1994 and sentenced to life in prison for contract murder.
In 1992, about a week before Manuel’s murder, I was sitting at my desk in my San Leandro condo, east of San Francisco.
The telephone rang and it was my sweet girlfriend, Debbie Greene. The phone call was a short one.  Debbie was at her office, and she had just called to let me know that she would probably be a little bit late reaching our home that evening.  
It was no big thing. “I’m not doing anything,” was my response to the standard question. “I was just listening to this story on TV about this guy in New York who apparently knows a lot about drug trafficking.  His name is Manuel Unanue.  I’m gonna call him up and see what he’s got to say about the Group.” 
“Do you really think he’ll know anything much?” Debbie asked.
“Who knows, but it’s probably worth a phone call. He works at a newspaper I used to see all the time when I lived in New York City. I’ll call him next week at the end of the workday. Yea, I’ll call him on Wednesday. I’ll be home about the time his day ends in New York.” 
That call was slated for Wednesday, March 11, 1992, on my calendar. As it turned out, some things came up and I never made the planned call that day. As it turned out, more than two weeks went by before I had a chance to make a phone call to Manuel. That’s when I was told he had been murdered and when the murder took place – on the very day I was supposed to speak with him.
The news hit me immediately with a feeling of emptiness.  I did not know Manuel personally; nor had I heard of him over a long period of time, but I did know enough to realize that his murder was almost undoubtedly related to his efforts against drug trafficking. 
What I did not know in 1992 was the probability that Manuel would have been able to tell me about Frank Lucas if we had talked on March 11, 1992. Manuel’s interest in the subject matter would probably have made him knowledgeable about the details of the Lucas prosecution – specifically, he would have known that Lucas had used military aircraft as his method of smuggling.  At that point in 1992, I had never heard Frank Lucas’ name, consequently, I was unaware of the role he had played in the New York City drug market. In fact, I was not to learn this information until 2007 – fifteen years later – when Hollywood released the movie “American Gangster” and made it clear that the World’s biggest heroin marketplace in the 1970’s was being supplied by U.S. military transport aircraft.
My ignorance in the 1980’s and 1990’s and into the 2000’s regarding Lucas was not due to a lack of looking; my ignorance was because there was, apparently, no such information available in the media or the library, even though Lucas had a public trial, and presumably that relevant information had been presented in the courtroom. Plus, when I reported my suspicions to General Clifford at the Inspector General’s office in January 1976, apparently no one had bothered to tell the Air Force that its aircraft were playing a central role in a mammoth smuggling enterprise for years.  General Clifford did not know, one would presume, from the obnoxious, hostile way the General acted towards the information that I reported to him.  In the alternative, General Clifford chose to act like he knew nothing of any such operation. Whichever was the case, Clifford told at least one of my suspects that I had reported the crime to Air Force authorities, or at the very least, Clifford disclosed that information to someone who passed it along to the suspect.
I had not known Manuel personally, so I cannot say that what I felt when told of his death was grief. I knew nothing about his family; empathy was not triggered. But what I did feel was the loss of a fellow traveler. Manuel’s murder eliminated a dedicated fighter, in an arena where there are not a lot of true fighters, even though when one considers the number of cops working in anti-narcotics roles, there are plenty of paid participants going through the motions of a fight.
Something else to note here: In 1992, the Cali cartel was not known as an organization that resorted to homicide as its typical solution for problems. Particularly, as here, where a journalist was to be killed inside the United States; such a drug-related murder of a journalist had never occurred on American soil before Manuel.  
I hereby raise a proposition that will probably never be proven. Namely, this contract hit was not ordered by the Cali cartel. Manuel’s murder was ordered and arranged by the Group and executed in such a fashion that the Cali cartel would be blamed. In most likelihood, not even the hitman knew which drug syndicate was paying for his services, or why. Manuel needed to die before the end of the day on March 11, 1992 – and someone paid the assassin $5,000 to make it happen.
My day was ruined after hearing of Manuel’s death. It was time to get some comfort food and realign my schedule. I went to the kitchen and camped in front of the refrigerator. Luckily, Debbie kept food in the house, even snacks, so I would not starve the way I did when I was alone.
It was hard to focus on anything for the next few hours. Then the thought hit me: Call up Harold Buford and touch base. Harold was the eyewitness back in 1976 at Norton airfield, who had been willing to testify against the Group. 
I had not spoken with him for a few months; perhaps he had some news. Hopefully, it will be some good news. I pulled his phone number out of the files and dialed; it was early evening in Missouri, near St Louis.
“Hello,” said a woman’s voice in a very low volume.
“Hi, can I speak with Harold?” There was a long pause. “Hello, can I speak with Harold Buford?” I repeated it in a slightly louder tone.
“Who’s callin’, please say? Who’m I talkin’ to?” the woman asked with a Southern drawl.
“My name is Walter Lewis. I’m a friend of Harold’s. Is he at home?” I tried to make my voice sound light and cheerful, because the tone of her voice implied that she was hesitant to speak with me, for some reason.
There was a period of silence that lasted a few seconds before she spoke again; you could hear her dry lips part as she began to speak: “Harold is dead. He died a week ago in an accident driving his truck.” I almost fell on the floor.
“Oh, no – that’s terrible news. I’m so sorry to hear that,” I muttered, trying to give condolences without stammering. “I’m so sorry.” There was a long period of silence, other than me saying “I’m sorry,” again and again. The lady indicated that she was a relative, and the whole family was in mourning because of his sudden loss.
“What happened?” I stammered, realizing that question might cause pain to the woman on the phone, but she had said a driving accident, and that struck an alarm bell in my head. My eyewitness against the Group had died in a car accident within just a few days of Manuel’s murder in New York City.
“Well, he was driving home late that night in his truck, and he wasn’t very far away from the house. Some fool guy had parked another truck out in the middle of the street. That guy’s lights were all out. Harold didn’t see the other truck and rammed right into it at full speed. Harold lived for two days before he was gone. There was no hope. He was crushed badly by the impact.”
“That’s horrible to hear,” my voice was breaking, and my nose started running, as my mind flashed to the first time, when I interviewed Harold back in 1975.  I had another thought: That sounds like vehicular homicide – at the very least it would be gross negligence to leave a truck in the middle of the street at night with no lights.
She almost read my mind, because a moment later she blurted out “The cops say the driver of that truck is gonna do some time in the pen ‘cause the way he left that truck out in the road was almost bound to kill someone coming down the street. He’s gonna be in jail for that for years. He’s in jail now. There’s gonna be a trial to make sure he stays locked up. That’s where he belongs. Look at the way Harold suffered. Not even morphine would ease his pain.”
I did not raise the possibility that the accident was no accident, because I felt that would only add to the pain the family was enduring. Plus, I had no proof that the incident had been an intentional drug trafficking homicide that was staged to look like an accident. My brain was racing: Another car accident – the Group really likes car accidents. I speculated how much an assassin would be paid to do a couple of years in prison for negligent manslaughter to mask the Group’s contract murder. 
I never called the Buford family again.  I did confirm that a conviction for manslaughter resulted from Harold’s death, but there was no way that the grieving would be lessened by raising the possibility that his death was intentional rather than the result of stupid-as-all-hell negligence.  How could I tell them that Harold was probably the victim of a conspiracy where he was spied on, where the fact that he was driving down the street was transmitted to the driver of the other truck, who knew when to pull out into the roadway and park? How could I tell them that there were probably Group people who thought every minute of searing pain in Harold’s crushed body was a hilarious relief of a long-term headache?
After the trauma of what had happened to Harold, I was more convinced than ever that I did not need any partners in this investigation. I was never again going to ask anyone to do something so crucial to the investigation of the Group that it could trigger the cartel’s homicidal reaction. I would never solicit that sort of help again, I figured. And I would not accept any volunteers no matter how determined they were to play a role. Those prospective volunteers may not realize the danger involved – they simply may not believe that there is a violent adversary until it is too late.  I kept that policy until 2016 – the year I needed substantial outside financing, in the millions of dollars, to complete this investigation and publish this e-book. At that point, my effort to publish Destiny would need a hero. And this hero must have deep pockets, in order to provide the millions of dollars needed, and bodyguards to insure his or her personal safety and the safety of their loved ones.
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On September 13, 1990, there was a near-collision of an Air Force C-5 Galaxy and a Qantas Airlines Boeing 747 that occurred near the Golden Triangle, off the coast of Thailand.
The two airplanes came within 50 feet of colliding into each other at an altitude of 37,000 feet. There would have been 382 deaths on the Qantas aircraft.   No investigation has ever explained how it happened that two of the world’s largest airplanes flew through the same postage-stamp of air space at the same instant.
The answer might be simple: The Group’s C-5 Galaxy was flying in stealth mode rendering the airplane invisible to radar. The C-5 was not on the 747’s radar.  Air traffic control on the ground was completely unaware of the C-5’s presence because of stealth. The two jet aircraft were on a crash course, missing collision by just 50 feet. 
In the C-5 Galaxy, a couple of lazy government employees were probably half asleep at the controls while flying through an area that was not usually crowded with civilian or military air traffic at 37,000 feet.

CODE WORD: SWORDFISH
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A true story of ambition, savagery and betrayal amidst the Drug Enforcement Administration’s battle against South American cocaine during the 1980’s
606 pages of the book “Swordfish” summarized into 2 pages
I will never forget the code name – Swordfish – that was given to me in confidence by the mysterious visitor at the door of my solitary confinement holding cell in a New York City jail on the night of my arrest in August 1987.  I was arrested for twice firing an unregistered handgun – my Smith &Wesson 38 caliber revolver. I fired the gun to attract police attention to the scene of what I thought was a kidnapping in progress.
When I received the code name Swordfish, I promised that I would keep confidential the things I had seen at Westover and await contact by a person who would recite “Swordfish” before I spoke freely about what I had witnessed. For days after my release from jail, I expected that conversation would take place very quickly. But days turned into weeks, and then weeks became months. 
I kept my promise of silence about Westover for years. The New York State Bar attacked my law license because of my arrest and ordered a two year suspension, but still I did not raise the Group or Westover as a defense, because I was afraid that doing so would compromise a law enforcement effort to destroy the Group. I felt that the Group’s destruction was far more important than my career as a lawyer. Several years would pass before it became certain that the Group’s trickery, when the visitor implied that there was law enforcement surveillance of the operation at Westover and an impending bust, had stolen my law career.
In fact, no one ever appeared with the code name. In most likelihood the man at my jail cell door was a Group member on a mission to stop me from talking about Westover to anyone, in order to give the Group enough time to figure out what they would do to silence me permanently. I am certain that he was a government official of some sort, because he was able to access the jail. Plus, his promise of dropped charges regarding all the serious offenses did happen, just as he said it would. The delivery on that promise of dropped charges was something that my defense attorney said was absolutely astounding.  
I had my suspicions about the anonymous visitor that began during our brief conversation. He was so flowery in his praise of my visit to Westover that it caused an alarm to go off within me almost immediately. He seemed to go overboard in an effort to befriend me, but that phony effort on his part was undermined by something he did only seconds later. Since he was speaking at such a low volume, I decided to move closer to him, so that I could be sure to hear every word. When I suddenly moved towards him, he recoiled away from me for a brief instant, before recovering his composure. 
I noticed his response, because it struck me as a sign that he was afraid of me. Why would he be afraid of a person who he was praising as an admired ally? I was no ally; I was his enemy stretching back into the 1970’s. 
From the perspective of the anonymous visitor, I had done things that were enormously threatening. I had entered Westover, the Group’s base, unarmed and alone; I went to the flightline and photographed their stealth aircraft. And then, somehow, I managed to evade their interrogation and leave without showing any apparent fear and only a slightly elevated heart rate at the suggestion that I might miss my appointment in Boston. Plus, minutes before my arrest in Brooklyn, the visitor’s Group buddy, who was monitoring the illegal wiretap of my home phone, burst into flames as he was electrocuted while sitting in a van parked in my neighborhood. And the visitor was fully aware of what the Group would do to me if they had caught me, and probably thought that I was also aware of the consequences of aprehension by the Group. I would be intensely tortured in order to drain out all available information from my brain. Then I would be killed in some hideous, slow, painful manner.
The visitor claimed that he knew of me over the years, and that was also very odd, because at that time my only report to law enforcement was the 1976 report to the Air Force inspector general. Only the Group had been watching me over the years between 1976 and 1987, and I would not doubt that the Group had extensive notes on their failed attempts to eliminate me. And, yes, in that context, he probably was shocked that I was still alive, and he did not know how to respond when I told him that a miracle saved me from the dogs at Westover. Instead, he quickly exited the conversation.
I did not hear the word “Swordfish” in any relevant context until November 28, 1993, when a report on CBS-TV’s 60 Minutes focused on a DEA sting known as Operation Swordfish, which targeted a Colombian cocaine cartel in South Florida during the early 1980’s. After researching this sting operation, I concluded that there appeared to be no Group connection at all to the DEA sting. However, that coincidence of the same name was part of the reason why I focused on the South American drug cartels for more than a decade and completely overlooked Afghanistan until September 11, 2001.
 Hollywood during this period, and for decades, was of no help. Movies and TV shows were very entertaing but there was little factual information. Plus, the focus of the English-speaking world was solely on South America. What is most disturbing about Hollywood, as well as the news media, during the 1970’s, 1980’s, 1990’s and through to the present, is the wide-ranging absence of references to Afghanistan as a narco-state.  Gulbuddin Hekmatyar is, or was, the biggest drug dealer of all time, as he successfully smuggled heroin out of Afghanistan on American military aircraft. However, for decades there have been no books or movies about Hekmatyar or the sordid activites of the Group. I am reminded of Operation Mockingbird, which for years during the 1970’s and before was allegedly operated by the CIA and aimed to keep certain information from the American people and to inject certain information into the American narrative through cooperative parts of the news media. This alleged operation was revealed by the Church Committee in its hearings during the mid-1970’s. 
One can observe that elements in the American government and media did not want the American people to view the Chinese as fellow humans, people with lives, joys, and problems like our own. Many people are unaware that Britain and France fought two wars against China in the 1800’s to force China to allow opium’s spread into the country. China’s defeat in the First Opium War (1839-1842) by the British and its defeat in the Second Opium War (1856-1860) by the combined forces of the Britain and France, forced China to remove its prohibitions on opium. British and French merchants flooded the country with the addictive drugs, and indigenous criminal cartels flourished. The effect was disastrous for China. Its economy contracted because of the drugs, and, in combination with the effects of the Taiping Rebellion and the Dungan Revolt, China lost its position by 1890 as the globe’s largest economy based on gross domestic product. 
Up until that point, China had been the planet’s largest economy for twelve centuries. The United States assumed the title of the World’s largest economy, and America has held that position consistently since 1890.
Many criminal cartels were expelled from China during China’s 1948 civil war and in the 1950’s. Thousands of men fled into the jungles located south of China, and the Golden Triangle of drug production was born, in an area that straddles parts of Burma, Thailand and Laos. The Golden Triangle covers around 367,000 square miles. An ethnic- Shan man, who became known by the name Khun Sa, amassed in that region a 20,000-man army. He controlled a huge portion of the world’s heroin production for many years. The Vietnam War ignited the region’s spectacular growth in the arena of international heroin smuggling in the 1960’s and 1970’s.
The Chinese cartels developed skilled chemists who eventually produced heroin at a level of purity unmatched elsewhere by the Italian or Corsican Mafias. The heroin produced by the Chinese chemists became known on the street as “China White”, and the powder was officially named “Number 4 heroin” by American drug control agencies.
The absence of cross-border penetration of information and culture applies in both directions. During 2015, I spent two weeks in South America – in Colombia.
One of Tracy Esquivel’s young Colombian friends, Ava Saurez, surprised me when I discovered that she had never heard one of America’s most famous Motown songs – “Ooh, Baby, Baby”. Ava loved Smokey Robinson’s classic when I played it for her the first time. 
At the very least, one could realistically speculate that many classic American songs might today sell millions of copies to the virgin ears close to the equator in 2025. As a test case, I played  “I Do Love You” for Ava. She instantly became a fan of GQ. There is probably a huge market abroad for the great African American love songs of yesteryear. 
I showed Ava information about the heroics of the Tuskegee Airmen. Same reaction – she had never heard of them before, but now she is very interested. I was amazed at how little positive information about our separate Black societies was known across the border. Especially absent were: The subjects of relevant politics, international relations, military affairs, and economics.
I cannot help but wonder whether there has been an intentional effort to keep African American culture away from the huge Black populations of South America, and vice versa. Ava is more worldly than most Colombian citizens; her professional specialty is foreign currency trading for a major Colombian bank. She had travelled in Europe during her school days. I jokingly told her many times that she has seen so much but seen so little.                                       I love her personality, her intellect, her beauty, and the view from her apartment’s windows. One long gaze at the scenery outside her high-rise and there was no doubt: This is prosperous, verdant, tropical South America. This is a very long distance from the oftentimes frigid climates and concrete jungles of the United States of America. 
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This is a small part of Santiago de Cali, Colombia, Valle del Cauca, founded in July 1536 by Spanish explorer Sebastian Belalcazar. Commonly called Cali, Colombia
 suspect that some information or culture fails to penetrate by natural cross-border resistance. However, I am quite certain that some information is suppressed. For example, information regarding Gulbuddin Hekmatyar is almost completely absent from the media, and I doubt that is an accident. Certain issues are never spoken of in the media. For example, how many Vietnamese were killed by the Americans during the war in Vietnam? The answer is about three million Vietnamese lost their lives. Another example, how many North, Central and South American natives lost their lives during the White conquest of the Americas? There is no definite answer to that question, but the range is between eight million and 100 million people were slaughtered by firearms or died from European diseases as the Whites committed the largest genocide in human history. No mention of these fatalities and the subsequent concentration camps – called “reservations” – in the basically-White major media outlets of the United States, Canada, and Europe. 
The Europeans never speak in their mass media of the carnage the Whites waged on Africa starting in the 1880’s and persisting for decades until 1914, a period of imperialism known by some as the “Scramble for Africa.”
Added to this lineage of conquest and oppression is the take-over by the Jews of the Palestinians. Decades later, the Palestinians are still rebelling against the authority of the State of Israel. In 1970, a book was published, “Rebellion and Authority: An Analytic Essay On Insurgent Conflicts”, by Norman Le  ites and Charles Wolf, Jr. This book was published over the vehement protests of the Central Intelligence Agency and the American Pentagon. “Rebellion and Authority” outlines the probable unending conflict that began in 1948, as the Israelis killed many Palestinians and chased thousands more of the Palestinians from their homes and into the harsh desert – to a narrow strip of land known as Gaza. 
“Rebellion and Authority” explores two very important concepts. First, a rebellion by an oppressed people is likely to be horrific; the violence will probably be described as “barbaric.” In 2023, the Hamas attack on Israel bore this hallmark of gut-wrenching brutality. However, Leites and Wolf make clear that this horrible, scary attack was not the product of a horrible people, bigotry or ideology. Why did Hamas act that way? Answer: To incite the level of fear needed to win a conflict. Why decapitations, rapes and children burned alive in ovens? Answer: Because Hamas does not have scary modern weapons like the State of Israel. Hamas does not have F-15s, F-16s, or F-35s that can pulverize a human body from beyond the horizon, like Israel employs against the Palestinians whenever it wants to do so. Hamas does not have nuclear missiles deployed in submarines at sea, like Israel does. There is nothing as scary as a nuclear explosion in the neighborhood because the mushroom cloud shock wave and the 5,000-degree heat will kill every child, woman, man, and every other living thing within miles and miles. Now that is very scary. 
Second, Leites and Wolf make clear the important role of media control. Those in a position of authority must control the narrative in the media – the language and concepts that are spoken repeatedly to the dominant populace and the oppressed people. In the case of the 2023 Hamas-Israel conflict, control of the slogans spoken is crucial. For example, the slogan “From the river to the sea,” is stated by the Israelis to mean that all Jews in the area will be killed. However, the true meaning of this slogan refers to transforming Israel into a secular, democratic nation, free from religious discrimination; this modern expression is not meant to imply genocide. 
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The 1977 Uganda Incident 
Some people might question why the Uganda Incident is described here in a work that is focused on exposing a heroin cartel. The reason is simple. Many people will doubt the existence of the Group because they have never heard of a criminal drug cartel that is embedded within America’s military and its intelligence and law enforcement communities. However, I suggest that there is a first time for all knowledge – a first time hearing about something of importance. And I point out to all readers of this text that there are probably many things that have transpired on this planet that you have never heard about. My Grandmother Mundy used to say that “The things that a person doesn’t know would make another World almost as big as this one.” Take for example: The 1977 Uganda incident. 
According to Hollywood, the highest level of secrecy in the United States is called “Top Secret”. However, in real life the highest level of secrecy is called “Top Secret/SCI”, and the acronym “SCI” stands for “Sensitive Compartmented Information.” The designation “Top Secret” is applied to any information in which the unauthorized disclosure could reasonably be expected to cause exceptionally grave damage to the national security of the United States of America. The SCI addition is not truly "above" Top Secret since there is no clearance higher than Top Secret. However, with SCI information, there are additional controls on dissemination beyond those otherwise applicable to Top Secret. Compartments are identified by code words and are only accessible on a need-to-know basis.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
The 1977 Uganda Incident, described in more detail in Chapter Seven of Destiny, is probably classified as Top Secret/SCI by the American government, because it is a huge embarrassment to the most powerful military in the history of human civilization. Just to be sure we are all on the same page: The most powerful military in human history is the present-day military of the United States of America.
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 Pictured above are Soviet-made MIG-23 supersonic jet fighters, as flown by the Ugandan Air Force in February 1977 when the United States, under the Carter Administration, reached the idiotic decision to launch a secret air attack against the country of Uganda from the USS Enterprise aircraft carrier battle group that was sailing in the Indian Ocean, off the coast of Kenya. The Ugandan Air Force was loaded, racked and ready. Those Black Ugandan brothers were all highly skilled, bold pilots. They could fly the hell out of their MIG-23 supersonic jet fighters. However, by any objective comparison, the MIG-23 was a strikingly inferior aircraft when contrasted to the American Navy’s supersonic F-14 Tomcat – the American jet flown by Tom Cruise in “Top Gun 1986” and in the final scene of “Top Gun Maverick”.  
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Pictured above is the magnificent American jet fighter known as the F-14 Tomcat. In 1977, the Tomcat was the most formidible aircraft in the World in a dogfight. It’s nickname should be “You are about to die”. In the 1970’s and 1980’s, the Tomcat was the most formidable fighter aircraft ever built. As has been the case since the 1950’s, the United States manufactures the World’s best military aircraft. However, the following point is stated more than once in “Top Gun Maverick”: In a dogfight, ultimately what matters most is the skill of the pilot, not the technological advantages of the airplane.
In 1977, the CIA advised the Navy that the Ugandan Air Force was a credible threat to shoot down many Americans if an attack was launched against Uganda. The Ugandans had been supplied with MIG-23 aircraft and trained under an agreement between the Soviet Union and Idi Amin Dada. A team of advisors trained the young, bold pilots of the Ugandan Air Force who flew the Soviet-era MIG-23 jet fighter. The Ugandan pilots were trained on how to defeat an aggressor in aerial combat if Uganda was attacked by America or racist South Africa. By February 1977, training had been completed. Suddenly, one morning in February 1977, the alarm bell rang -- "This is not a drill!  Man your aircraft! The country of Uganda is under attack by the United States of America from the USS Enterprise aircraft carrier battle group. Man your aircraft immediately! We are at war with America. The American bomber aircraft will penetrate Ugandan territorial airspace in a matter of minutes!" 
THIS IS A TRUE STORY
Playing the role of the Tuskegee Airmen in 1977 would be the Ugandans and playing the role of the flashy Nazi jets would be the American F-14 jet fighters and the American A-3J Vigilante carrier-launched, attack bombers. An additional point is the following: The two best F-14 pilots on the USS Enterprise in February 1977 were two American Black men. These two US Navy men refused to fly their jets in an attack on Uganda that was ignited by the trumped-up, idiotic reasons offered by the Carter Administration. 
No report of any details of this incident has ever appeared in the American media. I know of these facts because a former client of mine, a US Navy sailor, was on USS Enterprise when this incident happened, and that client told me this story on the Friday after Thanksgiving in 1977, as set forth in Volume Two, Chapter Seven of Destiny.
Hollywood’s position concerning clandestine wars falsely asserts that the United States pretends to be in wars that do not exist, such as in the very popular movie “Wag The Dog”.  However, the truth is the exact opposite. America has engaged in many armed conflicts around the globe since the end of World War Two, and no disclosure is timely made to the American public concerning these Top-Secret shootouts. In other words, the American civilian population has no idea that warfare has occurred with several nations and groups of fighters, because the Department of Defense and the White House keep news regarding these situations totally out of the media.
Here is the truth: America is so far advanced in aviation technology, training, and level of experience that the United States would decimate any opponent in aerial combat. Why? Because America has spent trillions of dollars developing its military. If the United States stopped developing new aircraft, arguably 30 years would pass before any of our opponents became even barely competitive with our present level of technology. A valid argument can be made that, in fact, the construction of the F-22 Raptor and the F-35 Lightning II was a total waste of money. Because the American F-15 Fighting Eagles, the F-16 Falcons, and the F-18 Hornets could easily maintain the American level of air superiority over our opponents for the next 20 years.
The cost to the American taxpayers to develop and build a total of 890 copies of the Lockheed Martin F-35 Lightning II is between $70 million to $90 million each. The unit cost of the 195 copies of the Lockheed Martin F-22 Raptor is a stunning $143 million, and over its operational life the cost per F-22 Raptor is approximately $228 million each.
The Department of Defense loves its new weapons and wants to “Keep ‘em coming”, no matter how expensive. Here is a valid point: It can be argued that it is not in the best interest of some zealots at the Department of Defense and in the defense industry for the American people to become more aware of our present air superiority. Because if Americans were enlightened, the citizens might demand cutbacks in future development – at least for a few years or a decade. Consequently, there exists a perverse incentive to hide the reality from the common American man and woman. For example, if the United States deployed American airpower against the Russians in Ukraine, the United States would easily obliterate the Russian air force. But there are defense industry zealots who would not want the American people to observe the American air forces easily shooting down Russian aircraft over Ukraine. Because Joe Public might start pondering whether America needs to continue spending trillions of dollars developing more technology over the next decade. Instead, why not use those trillions of dollars that would go to the defense industry to substantially reduce the American national debt? 
The U.S. national debt is at a devastating level -- more than $36,000,000,000,000 - $36 trillion -- as of October 2025.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
Fentanyl: Forty times more deadly than heroin
There is no situation so bad that it can’t get worse®     
       
China and synthetic drugs are the focus of this Brookings Institute essay: “China and synthetic drugs: Geopolitics trumps counternarcotics cooperation.”
 One thing is true: It costs approximately $6,000 to buy one kilogram of fentanyl. When the kilo of processed fentanyl is blended with heroin or pressed into pills, a kilo of that substance allegedly sells for around $1,600,000. Those numbers do sound like figures that would attract criminals into the fentanyl business.
I raise the possibility that there is intentional misinformation regarding fentanyl circulating in the English-speaking media around the globe. Specifically: The only narrative states that the Chinese send precursor chemicals to the Mexican drug cartels; the Mexican cartels create fentanyl from the precursor chemicals and then smuggle the fentanyl across the porous Southern border into the United States. 
However, what if today’s dominant narrative is untrue? The dominant narrative accuses Mexico’s Sinaloa cartel and the Jalisco New Generation cartel as the principal distributors of the illicit substance in the United States. What if the true source of fentanyl is in hiding and is pushing the false narrative to cloak itself? Consider what has been done for decades regarding heroin “coming in torrents across the Southern border”, when the heroin superhighway was by jet transport aircraft flying from Afghanistan into a large, but inconspicuous, air reserve base in central Massachusetts. 
I have only begun to investigate the situation with fentanyl. However, at the outset there is a reality here that would slap Sherlock Holmes in the face. Specifically, whoever is pushing fentanyl into the marketplace is not acting like a drug cartel. Actual drug cartels are not trying to kill their customers. Whoever is pushing fentanyl realizes that the substance is highly toxic and extremely lethal. I suspect that whoever the bad guys are here, that organization is not trying to grow a clientele of dedicated users, and that is what a drug cartel does. A drug cartel wants junkies – repeat customers, who, day after day purchase the cartel’s product. Whoever is pushing these fentanyl products wants dead bodies. And that is a full reveal – these fentanyl pushers are very likely pretending to be the Sinaloa and New Generation cartels. 
Prior to 2019, the Mexican cartels were dealing in fentanyl, but that was before the cartels realized the lethality of fentanyl. By 2019, the fentanyl sellers were no longer the Sinaloa cartel nor any other Mexican drug cartel. And the Chinese were no longer supplying the chemicals needed to make the lethal, opioid-imitating substance.
On Fox News, a supposed fact is repeated dozens of times daily, “China is sending chemicals to Mexico that are processed by the Sinaloa and other drug cartels into fentanyl.” There is something to know about that assertion. At one time, China sent fentanyl and its precursor chemicals to Mexico. However, when the illicit and extremely dangerous use of fentanyl became widely recognized, the Chinese government in May 2019 restricted and heavily penalized the export of fentanyl and its precursor chemicals to Mexico. See this National Public Radio report on China designating fentanyl a controlled substance.
 Consequently, any reference in 2025 stating that China sends fentanyl precursor chemicals or fentanyl to Mexico would only be true if the statement refers to the period prior to May 2019. There are no such legal exports at present -- none since 2019. Therefore, any claim that such chemicals or refined fentanyl are being legally sent from China to Mexico in 2025 is misleading. 
Repeat business is the mainstay of a drug cartel’s operation. I know this firsthand because I have had the opportunity to discuss this issue in person with a street level heroin pusher in New York City. The time was August 1987, and I was in custody following my visit to Westover covered in Chapter Three. I shared a jail cell for part of the first night with a man who proudly stated that he was on a crew – he sells heroin for an operation in Brooklyn. At first, I was alarmed, because I didn’t feel that I should be housed with “the enemy”, since I was in custody for fighting a heroin cartel. But the man did not know anything about me; so, he was no threat to me. In fact, he was very friendly and jovial.
We talked for hours about all sorts of things, but eventually our conversation turned to his job. He was very proud of the fact that he was making about $700 for an eight-hour shift selling heroin on a Brooklyn side street near downtown. “Yea, we got it broken down into three shifts for each spot. So that way we got the whole day covered. Anytime the people want to get set, we got ‘dem covered. Twenty-four /seven.”
 The man was describing the fact that his bosses wanted to be sure that whenever the junkies had the money, the store was open for business. Someone would be on the spot ready to sell a hit of the high-quality heroin they craved. Repeat business to the drug dealer was the operation’s gold. My cellmate spoke openly, “So, the guy could go get high and enjoy himself, then come on back in a few hours, or the next day, and get some mo’. We be always ready with some mo’. Always got some mo’ for dem, and they always got the money to buy. I only take cash. No tradin’ nothin’ like jewelry or TV’s. Just cash, we only take cash in my crew.”
Adjusted for inflation, the street pusher’s usual 1987 take home pay of around $700 in cash for his eight-hour shift, equals approximately $2,000 in 2025 dollars. That is income tax free; no pesky pay stubs or other documentation to be concerned about on April 15th of each year.
The fact is this: With heroin, cocaine, and methamphetamines, from time to time, a user will overdose and die. But that outcome is infrequent. The dealer wants to see his customer again and again, with cash and eager to buy the next hit of the drug he craves. The last thing the dealer wants is for the customer to go home, ingest the drug and then drop dead. In the world of drug dealers, large numbers of dead customers are not a sensible business model. 
With the foregoing in mind, one does not have to be Sherlock Holmes to realize that the fentanyl pushers are not a drug cartel because an objective assessment of their operation makes clear that they are killing a significant percentage of their own customers. However, my interviews with fentanyl users have indicated to me that the news media exaggerates the potential for a fatal overdose.
I have asked fentanyl users why they take the risk of getting high on fentanyl. Both heroin and fentanyl users say that the high is extremely pleasurable. One person told me, “It feels like you are hugging God.” Another user said” It feels like you are resting on a wonderful cloud, and an angel is gently kissing you on the forehead, while telling you everything is going to be alright.” I am told that the high feels so good that it is almost beyond description. One person told me that fentanyl usage sent him to the emergency room 28 times before he decided to quit using the drug. Other people related stories of watching loved ones die from fentanyl, but, even after that experience, they continue using the drug.
It is time for Americans to open our eyes and see reality. The tidal wave of fentanyl is probably not coming from a traditional drug cartel. Some motive far more sinister than drug profits is powering the fentanyl catastrophe. However, the American people are slow to open their eyes because apathy or bias -- anti-Mexican bias or anti-Chinese bias -- can be blinding, and there is no one more blind than the person who does not want to see.
Parts of the political spectrum are intentionally focusing attention on the Southern border, and they want to add to a perception that the border is out of control and the activity there is ultra dangerous. The people pushing fentanyl into America are framing and slandering Mexico and China. Mexico and China are being set-up as the bad guys – the villains who are purposefully killing hundreds of Americans each day. Plus, the fentanyl death toll is accelerating exponentially in North America. 
What if the actual source of the great majority of fentanyl coming into America is the Group? If the Group is behind America’s fentanyl outbreak, that revelation would have cataclysmic implications. 
[bookmark: _Hlk102190392]Another factor to consider regarding fentanyl is the selling price of a dose of fentanyl. The 2025 street price of a dose of fentanyl, sufficient to get high, is only five dollars. For the price to be that low, the market must be flooded with the substance. The cost of a dose of heroin over the decades was much higher. I have been told by fentanyl users that heroin has disappeared from the streets, and fentanyl has become the drug of choice. My suspicion is that there are an entirely new menagerie of people trying to become established in the drug business with fentanyl, and these people are not the older drug cartels. At such a low price, the number of transactions needed to achieve riches greatly increases the likelihood of apprehension at the street level.
These factors raise suspicion that the prevailing fentanyl narrative that proclaims the involvement by legitimate Chinese chemical companies with the major Mexican criminal organizations is untrue.

CHAPTER TWELVE
The Brothers from A.D. 2319
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The motion picture “Déjà Vu” was in theaters during 2006
  
She asked, “What if you had to tell someone the most important thing in the World, 
but you knew they’d never believe you?” And he replied, “I’d try to tell them.”

 An Einstein-Rosen Bridge – the actual  name for science fiction’s “Wormhole into another dimension, or portal to time travel, or pathway to travel 1.6 billion miles in minutes”

Here is another “Déjà Vu” trailer

‘Déjà Vu” is a very entertaining and exciting movie, but it is fiction. I do not mean to imply in any way by its inclusion in this text that the movie reveals American scientists have discovered time travel. There has been no such discovery. These movie excerpts are here only to dramatically introduce the concept of time travel without resorting to extremely difficult to understand, arcane, extremely lengthy lectures on quantum physics and Einstein’s theories of relativity. 
However, since some people prefer lectures, here is a two-hour lecture. It is an engagingly intetesting lecture given by theoretical physicist Professor Brian Greene, of Columbia University. The subject of the lecture is Einstein’s general theory of relativity and Einstein’s special theory of relativity, as well as other issues concerning space and time. I highly recommend viewing this link multiple times. I watched the lecture seven times before the information made sense. Seven full times before I felt that I truly had a basic understanding of the theories currently on the table concerning time travel. 
This fact is certain: Concepts of relativity and time travel are very difficult to understand. But consider this perspective: The concept of airplanes and manned flight would have been almost incomprehensible to a person born in the 1700’s who was familiar only with the technology of that era. Three hundred years later, manned flights are easily understood by most people, and flying is taken for granted thousands of times each day by passengers and pilots boarding jets, propeller planes and helicopters at airports all over the planet.
This is shocking: I have been helped on many occasions for more than four decades by people who are time travelers. These people, whom I call “the Brothers”, have saved my life during many harrowing scenarios, and they have many times given me the advantage of knowing in advance exactly how to handle a situation. This is possible because the Brothers always know the future. From the Brothers’ perspective, our present and near future is their past, which has been recorded, and it is a record they can access like a documentary movie. Consequently, the Brothers always know how to intervene to best handle any set of circumstances and ensure my safety and eventual success.
I fear nothing, because the God of Abraham has assigned the time-travelling Brothers to constantly watch over me and always protect me as we follow our God’s instructions to destroy the Group as quickly as possible and thereby save humanity. Read in Destiny Chapter Seven, “Norton Air Force Base, Thanksgiving Week, November 1977.” Chapter Seven is in Volume Two of Destiny. In Chapter Seven there are more details regarding the God of Abraham’s assignment of the Brothers to act as my security detail. God explained this gift to me on the Tuesday before Thanksgiving in 1977 when I stood before Him in the palatial paradise that is Heaven. 
Are the Brothers here to save humanity? Save us from heroin addiction? No, the existential threat is most likely not heroin addiction. An existential threat to humanity would certainly be far more devastating than heroin addicted individuals.
I first met a Brother on the Tuesday before Thanksgiving in 1977, when an extremely calm Brother sat next to me in the passenger seat of my doomed automobile during a near-fatal incident involving total brake failure at high speed on Interstate 15 in Southern California.
That Tuesday was a warm day by most American standards, considering that it was late November. But this was Southern California, so the high 60’s was not unusual for that time of year. It was warm enough for me to feel sympathy for the two hitchhikers I saw at the Blaine Avenue entrance to the East-bound Interstate 15 freeway in Riverside. The passenger window of my Volkswagen was open. I stopped next to where the two men were standing, and one called out that they were headed to Las Vegas.
“I can take you about ten miles in that direction,” I yelled toward the open window, while unlocking the passenger door. One man contorted himself into the back seat of my Volkswagen Bug, while the other guy took the passenger seat. They looked like hippies; I suppose that both were White, but I didn’t pay the details of their ethnicity much attention. 
The man in the backseat was a chatter box, and he began talking to me as soon as he sat down. I wasn’t listening because it was hard to hear him over the wind flying in through the car’s open windows. He was telling me something about gambling in Vegas. After a few minutes on Interstate 15, I saw there was a traffic jam up ahead; there was some sort of traffic tie-up, so vehicles were stopped in all the lanes. No big thing, but I eased off the gas around 400 yards away from the stopped traffic and put my foot on the brake to begin slowing down. Instantly, I was frightened and alarmed. The brake pedal went all the way to the car’s floor. There was no resistance whatsoever in the brake pedal. When I pressed the brakes, the brake pedal felt like the clutch; the brake pedal collapsed to the floor. This was a total brake failure at almost 60 miles per hour.
The distance to the stopped traffic rapidly diminished. For a scant moment I considered swerving, but the highway was crowded. All the traffic lanes were full and there was no way to avoid a collision with another car or a solid concrete barrier on the sides of the roadway. At around 250 yards from the point of impact, my life began to flash in front of my eyes. In an experience that defies description, I felt like my entire life was passing in front of my eyes like a motion picture. I saw every scene from my childhood, every conversation over the years, and every interaction with others. Somehow, all the images and sounds from the years of life were compressed into a seemingly impossible review that lasted no more than ten seconds as my car sped down the highway. Passing through my consciousness was a television news story I had watched where a pilot’s jet airliner full of passengers lost all power 50 feet off the runway during takeoff. The pilot managed to safely land the plane and was being interviewed by a TV reporter after the incident. The reporter asked, “How did you decide what to do in such a drastic emergency?” The pilot responded, “I knew we were crashing back down to the ground. There really wasn’t much I could do, except point the plane in the direction with the most real estate before we hit something.” I scanned the road ahead of my car. We were in the lane that had the most real estate before hitting another car, so I stayed in that lane.
The man in the back seat stopped talking around 50 yards from impact. He probably was wondering why I had not begun to slow the car. At around 10 yards from impact the man in the back took in a huge gulp of air, because he was about to scream at the last second before his death. 
We were about six feet from the point of what would have been a fiery, crushing collision. The Volkswagen’s front-end gas tank would most likely explode as my car slammed into the vehicle in front of us at almost 60 miles per hour. I remember vividly what was to have been my last thought in life: “Well, I never expected to live forever.” 
Suddenly, my full field of vision was filled completely by pure white light. An all-encompassing, brilliant white light that had no seams or texture appeared from nowhere. Everything else around me disappeared. At that instant, my car immediately halted. It abruptly came to a complete stop on the roadway. There was no screeching of tires; there was no smell of burned rubber filling the passenger cabin; there was no powerful lurching forward against my seat belt, as one would expect with a high speed, panic stop. There was absolutely no sound. The car stopped just inches short of a catastrophic collision with another car. There was no more than six inches between my front bumper and the rear of the car in the lane ahead of me.
As suddenly as the white light came, the white light disappeared. The passenger compartment reappeared, as did the traffic jam scene outside the car. For a few seconds I was too shocked to move. I was seated behind the car’s steering wheel, and both hands were on my lap. Inexplicably, I felt like a very long time had passed by since the appearance of white light. However, when I looked outside the car and into the rear-view mirror, I saw there was no build-up of traffic around or behind my car. No more than a few seconds had passed since the car stopped.  Then I heard a hideous choking sound coming from the back seat.
My back-seat passenger was sprawled mostly on the floor, and he appeared to have gone into cardiac arrest. He could not breathe; he had almost died of fright. He was white as a sheet, and his eyes bulged beneath his forehead. That passenger on the rear seat appeared as if he had glimpsed the open doorway to Hell.
Many years would pass before I understood what happened that afternoon, thanks to the person in the front passenger seat. That person was a Brother. Our lives were saved because the Brother’s technology from 300 years in the future was able to create an Einstein-Rosen bridge – a wormhole, a manipulation of space time. My car entered the wormhole, and that led to safety and away from what was otherwise to be a certain, fiery, crushing death. In retrospect, I realize this may not have been the first time the Brothers saved my life. Maybe it was the fifth time. I don’t know for sure, and they have never discussed it with me. 
The second save that day would occur about 90 minutes later, when an invisible force field that was suspended in the air around me stopped in midair a Group sniper’s bullet. The bullet slammed silently to a halt, four inches in front of my face.  Four inches before that big, lead projectile blasted apart my skull, right smack between my eyes. But that’s not all. In an instant, before it struck my face, the lead bullet dissolved into a liquid, and the tepid liquid splashed harmlessly against my face. A lead bullet had apparently melted at an air temperature of around 70 degrees Fahrenheit. That is remarkable, because any chemist will tell you that lead only melts at temperatures above 621.5 degrees Fahrenheit. One would think that the liquid hitting my face would be burning hot.    
For years when I recounted the brake failure incident to my Christian friends, they always insisted that Angels had saved me. At first, I could offer no other explanation, but over the years I have observed the Brothers during their interactions with me. I see that they are humans, very special humans. The Brothers are time travelers from around 300 years in the future, and they have brought their technology with them to our lifetime – thank God.
The Brothers have come back in time 300 years to save Mankind’s future.
I have never been told what the catastrophe facing Mankind is all about, beyond the fact that the Group is intimately involved. I do not question the Brothers’ decision to leave me in the dark regarding the details of the future. They have always been correct in their assistance to me. So, I do not question the wisdom of leaving me ignorant about the nature of this Group-supported catastrophe. After much contemplation, I have concluded that knowing might be so terrifying that nightmares would haunt my sleep, like someone with PTSD after a horrible experience or revelation. In my entire life, I have had only a handful of nightmares, but I have heard about the horror stories others experience with debilitating frequency. No one would want that if there was a choice available.
Sent by the God of Abraham to help me, the Brothers are all the help I’ve needed for more than 40 years as I have tried to amass enough evidence to prove that the Group must be stopped. They must be stopped because the heroin cartel is directly connected and involved with some deeply malevolent operation that could destroy our civilization.
How do I know that the God of Abraham has assigned the Brothers as my protectors? Because on the Tuesday before Thanksgiving in 1977, God told me the Brothers would be my protectors as I stood before Him in Heaven. On that day, I promised to struggle against the Group and deliver His Message on Earth to the best of my ability. God told me that I would seldom see the Brothers in person. Instead, I must have faith in what He has given to me. And I must learn to hear the Brothers’ guidance, which will be delivered to me in my dreams, by telepathy, as I sleep.
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I fear nothing because the God of Abraham is always on my side.
          And He has assigned the Brothers to watch over me and to constantly protect me.
  I Fear Nothing  
There are many who claim to have faith that God will always keep them safe, but talk is cheap. Many people claim that they always feel God’s presence and shelter. However, in fact, many people are just reciting words that were chanted in their presence by others, usually since childhood in Sunday school or the like. 

Are you a true believer? Will you prove your faith?

By the late 1990’s, I began having recurring dreams of the Tuesday before Thanksgiving in 1977. For years, I felt that something had happened after the brake failure incident that was somehow locked inside my head. Something had transpired on that day that was inexplicably repressed in my memory. In part, because on that day following the incident, I had an overpowering feeling that I had forgotten something very important.

I began having dreams about being in Heaven; dreams about talking to God and experiencing things that were beyond my comprehension or description. I eventually realized that my dreams were not fantasies, they were actual memories. And over the years, I have learned how to distinguish an ordinary dream from the Brothers’ telepathic messages. The Brothers taught me telepathy by sending me messages, during my dreams, that included detailed information about the future. Specifically, the Brothers gave me stock market forecasts and strategies of extraordinary accuracy. The following is a partial listing of the results of the Brothers’ financial guidance over the last four decades, which was transmitted to me by telepathy during my dreams.

The actual purpose of this financial guidance was to teach me how to receive telepathic messages. I learned how to recognize telepathy, a phenomenon that appears extraordinary in 2025. Telepathy seems extraordinary in our lifetime, very much as a jet airplane would appear as extraordinary, downright magical, to any person who was alive in 1725.

Here are some of the financial forecasts and strategies from the Brothers:

I forecast the imminent downturn of short-term interest rates in the United States in late December 1980. A very lengthy and historic period of interest rate increases, which took the U.S. prime rate to an all-time high of 21.5%, turned downward shortly thereafter on January 2, 1981.

I recommended the purchase of U.S. equities on August 8, 1982; several days later, one of the longest bull markets in U.S. stock market history began.

I moved 100% of equities into cash in June 1987 and remained in cash until after the spectacular stock market crash of October 1987.

I recommended the purchase of equity index puts several days prior to the Iraqi invasion of Kuwait in August 1990. Due to the invasion, stock markets throughout the world fell precipitously, generating a profit with respect to equity index puts at more than a 1,000% return in only three months.

I recommended the purchase of emerging markets equity mutual funds in June 1992. That investment's profit was 73% over the next seventeen months.

I sold 100% of long-term U.S. debt in November 1993, thus avoiding any losses in the interest rate up-turn that began immediately thereafter.

I sold 100% of long-term U.S. debt on March 6, 1996, thus avoiding one of the largest one-day losses in the history of long-term U.S. debt, which occurred on March 8, 1996.

I forecast in May 1996 that the U.S. equity markets would enter a notable, but short, correction when the S&P 500 Index reached a closing level of 679; the market correction began several weeks later when the S&P 500 Index closed at 678.51.
I alerted my clients in July 1997 of an impending avalanche in Asian stock markets that would be caused by brewing currency imbalances. On July 22, 1997, I withdrew all clients' tax-deferred investments from Asian, Latin American, and European emerging markets prior to the onset of calamitous stock price declines. Several months later, threats of currency devaluations in Asia, and particularly in Hong Kong, caused world-wide stock market plunges on October 27, 1997.

In April 1999 I forecast that the U.S. equities markets would experience another record setting year, which would be spearheaded by technology companies, after an unprecedented four consecutive years of double-digit gains. I forecast that many of the factors that would create monumental returns in equities would cause long-term U.S. bonds and money market funds to suffer miserable returns in comparison. Therefore, I recommended most clients move 100% into equities -- an allocation of value-oriented mutual funds for safety, as well as growth, emerging and international markets, and technology funds invested in internet companies. Among my mutual fund recommendations, the three best performers in 1999 had year-end returns of 216%, 175% and 119%, respectively.	Comment by Walter Lewis: 
On numerous instances since the summer of 2000, I have cautioned clients to respect the capacity of the world’s financial markets to fall in value for extended periods of time with such wide breadth that even diversification might offer little protection. There is no situation so bad that it can't get worse®.
In November 2003, I concluded that the California residential real estate market was heading towards an asset-bubble shipwreck. What I initially found troubling was the frantic passion of buyers; however, what became even more alarming were the plummeting standards of many of the lenders who were fueling the land rush. Lenders were pushing loans that had virtually no income standards, loans with hard to comprehend interest rate terms, zero down payment requirements and misleading initial teaser rates. In addition, the Fed had started lowering interest rates in January 2001 from 6.5% to a microscopic 1.0% by June 2003 and would hold rates at that level until June 2004 before hiking its short-term rate to 5.25% in June 2006. This combination of factors led to what has become known as the subprime mortgage debacle. Since November 2003 I have counseled many potential buyers regarding the dangers connected with entering the California real estate market during that period. The wisdom of such advice has been clearly established by the plummeting property values experienced throughout California during that era. 
 
I recommended, and purchased, a substantial investment in precious metals mutual funds in April 2006. At that time, gold was priced at $597 an ounce, and although the price appreciation has not been straight up, the steady increase in the value of gold has been a comfort to investors during what has been a very difficult period for many classes of investments. In September 2011 the price of gold reached $1,920 an ounce. However, no tree grows to the sky, and, eventually, gold lost its luster, despite a huge marketing effort by gold merchants during the Obama Administration. These gold panderers were trying to torpedo the Obama economy by telling potential investors that a financial collapse was imminent, and everyone should flee to the alleged safety of gold. I, on the other hand, for several years during the Obama Administration counselled holding only the gold that was already in a family's portfolio, but not purchasing new positions in gold. However, in February 2016, I recommended taking new positions in gold assets for the first time in several years. 
Since the United States withdrew from Iraq and the war in Afghanistan had wound down, irrespective of the rise of the ISIS organization, on August 24, 2015, the price of West Texas Intermediate oil plunged more than 6%, breaking below $38.00 per barrel. The worldwide oversupply of crude oil had been fed by Saudi Arabia's willingness to produce at its near capacity level, while at the same time the United States had successfully developed its fracking production to the level of multi-decade highs. This low-price level is what happens when mankind is willing to get real about geopolitical issues and give peace a chance.

For the length of time that I have maintained the Calafia Oak Financial Management Group® website, I have encouraged the struggle for peace in the Middle East, particularly with respect to the plight of the Palestinian people, as well as the countries of Iran and Israel. Specifically, regarding Iran, for years I have emphasized the concept of peace. My sense of humanity tells me: The best thing for everyone in the Middle East is if there is no military attack against anyone in this region. Neither the United States nor Israel should attack Iran over the trumped-up argument that Iran is developing nuclear weapons. There are also many other reasons why peace should be pursued in this sensitive part of the world. 

However, I felt that one reason for continually seeking peaceful resolutions for this area's many problems is the following proposition. If peace could be maintained among the countries in the Middle East, I am convinced that the price of oil could drop to a level that many commentators in earlier years would argue to be impossibly low -- namely, less than $39.00 per barrel. At a lower price, the next step will be to wait for the World to realize that a low price for oil is a good thing for most individuals and businesses. The only downside being the fact that the oil industry's profits will obviously fall and tend to drag stock indices proportionally lower. No situation is perfect.

I have always felt that the prudent investor should move 100% into cash, in an insured deposit account in one or more strong, solvent American banks, if that person has the foresight to realize that the global financial markets are about to strike an iceberg. This advice would be particularly true of investments in tax exempt or tax deferred accounts since no capital gain tax would be triggered by a sale. In August 2015, the global financial markets did in fact strike an iceberg, with the Dow sinking to 15,666.44 on August 25, 2015. If the advice I gave to clients on June 19, 2015, was followed, then my clients would have saved themselves from a loss averaging 13.52%, by August 25, 2015. Restful sleep is far better than panic selling at the market’s opening on August 24th.

I remained in cash until September 28, 2015 – when I recommended total investment once again in the 30 Dow Industrial stocks, and I then remained in that recommendation until December 2, 2015, when I once again recommended the sale of the entire portfolio and the deposit of. the funds in a U.S. bank. When the dust settled on December 2, 2015, the 2015 increase in value under this strategy was 11.2%, and that performance was achieved by avoiding most of the market downturns and capturing a large part of Wall Street's upward movement during the year. As a point of reference, the Dow Industrial stocks lost 2.2% of their value in 2015. Thank you for the guidance, Brothers.

During the period of August 17, 2015, through Tuesday, August 26, 2015, while most of the world's investors were in panic mode because of the huge losses in the global equity markets, my total investments in global stocks at that time was approximately $300, such being the minimum amount required to hold open my stock market mutual fund accounts.  My total stock market losses were $25.38 during this calamitous period. How was that possible? Answer: For the simple reason that I had anticipated the plunge and stepped away from stock investments in June 2015. Thank you, Brothers.

On June 19, 2015, I posted a warning on my website concerning global stock investments. Although equity markets in the United States had experienced one of the most powerful bull markets over the course of the preceding six years, I advised my readers to move all tax deferred stock investments 100% into cash because of a host of financial and geopolitical pressures affecting markets across the planet. On June 18, 2015, the Dow Jones Industrial Average closed at a level of 18,115.84.

On August 27, 2019, I recommended that prudent investors should withdraw 100% from the equities markets around the globe. I felt that Wall Street's longest bull market would soon end, and that stocks were very vulnerable to any sort of black swan event. By the third week in March 2020, the losses on the Dow were catastrophic in scale due to an historic black swan. That black swan was the coronavirus pandemic. 

As was the case with respect to each of the above strategies, I must give credit to the time travelers who make it all look so very easy to be 100% correct every time. It has been a very profitable ride with the Brothers over the last four decades, and that is a very good thing because my pursuit of the Group has burned through a fortune from these profits and my other resources. 

I am out-of-pocket nearly $1.2 million chasing the Group since 1977.

On an otherwise uneventful Tuesday morning in 2001, at around 5:10 AM, California time, the Brothers spoke to me as I lay sleeping in my very comfortable bed. “Get up and turn on the television. This will be World history. Turn your attention to this.” It was undoubtedly the Brothers; I recognized the feel of the dream – it had that characteristic thickness of telepathy. I was tired since I had been up late the night before studying for my NASD Series 24 exam, which was scheduled for 2 PM that afternoon. I wanted to sleep a while longer, so that is what I did, for the next fifty minutes. At around six that morning I turned on the television in my bedroom; the channel was set to CNBC. I was stunned. The North Tower of the World Trade Center was on fire. Black smoke billowed from the building. I was immediately saddened, thinking “Oh, no, now the World Trade Center is going to be scarred by fire damage.” Minutes later there was a huge explosion in the South Tower. The building had been rammed by a jet airplane – an airliner. 
This was World history in the making. The date was September 11, 2001. I am sure that the Brothers purposefully waited until the last hour before telling me about the upcoming terrorist attack on America. If I had known about the attack days in advance, I would have tried to warn the authorities. Any attempt to warn law enforcement may have earned me a ticket to the American prison camp in Guantanamo, Cuba, because I would not have been able to give a rational-sounding explanation of how I knew of al-Qaeda’s plan unless I was in al-Qaeda. With this message from the Brothers, I turned my search for the Group to Afghanistan, after many wasted years searching for the heroin cartel in South America.
 
Despite the lack of media coverage of Afghanistan’s role in the heroin business, I was not surprised to find the Group’s presence there after the Brothers had pointed me in the right direction. There is a question that remains to this day: Why did the Brothers wait so long to point me in the right direction? I have never received an answer to that question.



  
CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

Four attempts at assassination since November 2016

The Group orchestrated a three-year attempt to lure me to Madrid, Spain in November 2016. The lure was a check for $17 million. 

In November 2016 I was within three months of the completion of the e-book Destiny. For the previous three years, I was in communications with a multi-billionaire who lives in Qatar. I will not identify this person other than to say that he and his country are allies of the United States. He pledged to me that when my e-book Destiny is completed, he would infuse $17 million into the project to facilitate its marketing and the early stages of the production of the movie based on the e-book. For three years I spoke on a recurring basis with the billionaire’s financial advisor in London, during these conversations structured our relationship and drafted the agreements and related documentation.

The transaction was to conclude in November 2016, but I became suspicious due to the incompetence of the man in London. I eventually discovered that the people I had worked with for three years were imposters. These imposters were probably members of the Russian Mafia who were trying to lure me to Madrid, Spain, supposedly to pick up the check for $17 million. In fact, if I had arrived in Madrid, in most likelihood, I would have disappeared off the face of the Earth.
                                                    

I was nearly blinded by vaporized crystal methamphetamines in the steam room at a 24-Hour Fitness health club in San Diego on February 17, 2017

In February 2017, I was nearly blinded by a toxic gas – vaporized crystal methamphetamines -- in the health club’s steam room. My vision was substantially impaired for 27 months. After four operations on my eyes, my vision did not significantly improve, but my vision was substantially restored by specialized contact lenses known as Sceral lens. These prosthetic devices were fitted for me by Dr. Andrew Vo, a highly skilled practitioner at the Shiley Eye Institute, which is connected to the University of California in San Diego.

Despite the red flag raised by the Madrid incident, by February 2017 I had fallen into a very predictable routine. Virtually every day, I would exercise at home around 6:30 in the morning, then I would shower and shave before going to my health club and do stretching exercises in the steam room or sauna. The heat made stretching far more effective than an environment at a more normal temperature. February 17, 2017, was in that routine, except on that date I had an appointment with an optometrist at the VA clinic; the purpose of the appointment was an annual checkup to see whether new glasses were needed for my nearsightedness.

I entered the steam room and almost immediately noticed that there was an unusual aroma in the air. It was a pleasant, fruity smell. There was a man sitting in the steam room when I arrived. After a minute, we started talking, and the conversation turned to air quality. He said, “I bet some woman was in here wearing a nice perfume.” I agreed, and added, “It would be nice if it smelled this good all the time in here.” Our conversation then drifted off to other topics. I was around the steam room for about an hour, taking a 5-minute break every 20 minutes. I then showered and headed over to the VA clinic for my eye exam. I was in the examination chair within 20 minutes after leaving the health club. The doctor and I were engaged in idle banter until she looked into my eyes with the large black and silver examination device.

The doctor screamed, “What happened to your eyes?” I was startled because she screamed. “What do you mean? I muttered in confusion, “There’s nothing wrong with my eyes. What are you talking about?” She gasped as she said, “Your eyes are all red and inflamed. And there are dozens of tiny cuts all over your corneas. What happened to you?”

I was shocked because less than 90 minutes beforehand there was nothing peculiar about my eyes. “If my eyes were all red, I would have noticed while I was shaving.”

“Are you in pain?” she queried. “No, at at all,” I responded, “my eyes feel fine.”

“Well, something big has happened in the last 90 minutes. What have you been doing?”

“Nothing. I was in the steam room at the health club. That’s all.” Then it hit me. The aroma in the air. It must have been toxic. The doctor listened to my explanation and stated, “The damage I see is consistent with injury patterns that might be caused by a gas.” She prescribed eye drops, but she did not rinse out my eyes with saline solution or take any further action. I later learned that she should have rinsed out my eyes; apparently her mind was elsewhere.

Since I wasn’t in pain, the incident was pushed to the back of my mind.  That night I was out late partying, and I arose early in the morning, at my usual time. It was an ordinary Saturday until lunchtime. I started eating lunch at home, and almost immediately I felt sick. I rushed to the bathroom and vomited blood. That got my attention.

I drove myself to the emergency room. I was fearful that this was the first indication of stage 4 stomach cancer. After two hours, the doctor put my mind to rest. He said, almost laughingly, “No, you don’t have cancer or anything serious like that. So, forget about all that. However, I see that there are a bunch of cut marks towards the back of your throat. That’s what’s bleeding. What have you been doing?” I told him about the steam room. 

The doctor said that cuts will heal on their own in a few days, and, in the meantime, avoid spicy foods. No cancer.  That was a welcome relief, so I went out partying again that night. In fact, I stayed up all night; that was Saturday night. And I stayed up most of the night on Sunday. On Monday morning I was considering my exercise regimen for the day, when I realized that I was hypomanic. No one who had slept as little as I for the past several days should feel as full of energy as I felt. One thing was clear: The substance in the air at the steam room was a sympathomimetic amine. I presumed that someone had vaporized an energy drink from the health club’s vending machine. I went to the health club and bought several energy drinks. Bingo! One of the fruity drinks was the exact aroma in the steam room air.

I made an appointment with a doctor at the VA hospital for the following day. I took a copy of Dr. Clark’s evaluation with me. I told the doctor, “I need a Risperdal pill. That will fix me right up.” The doctor read Dr. Clark’s evaluation very slowly. He actually read each page, before saying, “The use of Risperdal in that fashion is highly unusual, but I will give you the prescription. Provided you promise to take the pills for the next ten days.” I said, “One pill will be enough, but I will take ten.” The doctor said, “And call me tomorrow and let me know where things stand.”

I drove home and ate a light dinner before taking the pill. I was probably asleep before my head hit the pillow, and I slept for 13 hours straight. The next day, my nervous system was back to normal, and I reported that fact to the doctor in a voicemail message. That was the end of the effect on my central nervous system.

However, my eyesight went completely haywire. By June, I was nearly blind in my left eye and my right eye wasn’t much better. The microscopic cuts had obliterated my corneas, and no clear image was possible because of the scars. Plus, cataracts became a huge issue, as well as euvitic glaucoma.

Blindness was the worst experience of my life. People with normal eyesight take their vision for granted. It is a completely different world when you cannot see. It’s horrible on so many different levels.

I sued the health club for unsafe premises and the manufacturer of steam room equipment for a defective product. My stated damages were $10 million. The manufacturer’s attorneys were very professional, but the health club’s representatives treated me like dirt. As a part of preparations for trial, I interviewed two professors at the University of California, San Diego School of Pharmacy. Both professors agreed that a vaporized energy drink would not have injured me so severely. “That substance in the air was vaporized crystal methamphetamines. No question about it.” Both stated as a certainty. However, they added two additional thoughts. First, the crystal meth was specially made to vaporize at temperatures as low as in a steam room. Generally, crystal meth only vaporizes at much higher temperatures. Second, the smell indicates that the crystal meth was specially made to smell like the energy drink. “Usually, if meth is vaporized in a water environment it would smell like a combination of urine and rotting fish. But you can specially make meth to smell like any aroma. But you cannot make it to be odorless,” said both professors.

After speaking to the pharmacy professors, I knew that I was targeted by the Group. The Group has known of my allergy to sympathomimetic amines for years. This had been either an assassination attempt or an attempt to clandestinely trigger a manic episode that would discredit me. I eventually dropped the lawsuits because the discovery process was time consuming and expensive. Plus, at that point I knew the Group was responsible, and that superseded my disgust with the health club. However, several years would pass before I went back inside the San Diego 24-Hour Fitness for any reason. 

After four operations on my eyes and the use of specialized contact lens, my eyesight returned to near-normal many months later in 2019. However, I still have a high degree of visual impairment at night or when I am indoors in a dimly lit room.         


There were two assassination attempts by sniper rifle inside San Diego in 2020

On April 29, 2020, at around 7:38 PM, I was walking along Genesee Avenue in San Diego. Although I was inside the city limits, I was passing through a very rural area known as Tecolote Canyon. This area looks like a scene from the old West – there are no houses visible for nearly a mile and few pedestrians. The roadway is wide and there is generally automobile traffic.  The cars usually travel at a higher rate of speed than the posted speed limit. It is not uncommon to see drivers exceeding 60 MPH on Genesee during rush hour. On the eastern side of the roadway there is a steep embankment; consequently, there is a steel guardrail that runs for hundreds of yards alongside the road. The guardrail is positioned to prevent cars that might accidentally careen off the road, from plunging into the steep canyon that lies a few feet from the roadway. The steel guardrail is 24 inches off the ground and is held in place by dozens of eighteen-inch-thick wooden beams that were fashioned from retired telephone poles, spaced twelve feet apart, and anchored in the dirt.   

I was moving at a walking pace, about two miles into my evening workout session. Suddenly, about a foot behind me, there was a very loud noise – “Ping!”. A large chunk of wood supporting the guardrail blasted from its support position and bounced across the roadway, heading toward the west. At the same instant, the metal of the guardrail started vibrating and vibrating audibly for at least seven seconds. Immediately, I recognized the ping noise – that was the sound of a huge bullet striking metal. The bullet first blew apart the wooden support beam and then struck the steel guardrail with enough force to make the metal vibrate unmistakably.

I stopped in my tracks. Someone had fired at me with a large caliber weapon, probably a sniper’s rifle. I stood motionless as I quickly assessed the situation. Judging from the direction that the wooden debris travelled, the bullet had come from the east. I looked to the east. There was a hilltop about 200 yards away, and that was the likely location of the shooter because everything closer was steep hillside covered with gnarly vegetation. I turned and looked towards the hilltop. I did not move for a full minute. Whoever fired that shot, or any spotter who was assisting the shooter, could see me clearly. I did not take cover. I yelled out at the top of my lungs: “Aren’t you going to take a second shot? I’ll stand still. Try your luck!”

Then I yelled, “Hey Group, I fear nothing! Try a second shot!” I knew the Brothers were fully able to protect me from 2020 firearms technology – basically the same primitive technology that the Whites expropriated from the Chinese during the Song dynasty more than 1,000 years ago.

There was no second shot, and that was not surprising. Perhaps the shooter burst into flames, like the wiretap operator in 1987. Perhaps he became confused, like the guard who called me “Mr. Adams” at Westover. Perhaps a second or third bullet was motionless, suspended in air, like at the BOQ on the Tuesday before Thanksgiving in 1977. Perhaps a second bullet hit me, but bounced off painlessly, like when my head collided with the pavement at the Brooklyn jail facility in August 1987. Perhaps the shooter was startled and blinded by sparkling, fiery-looking lights, such as what happened in the woods inside the Westover housing area. Or maybe the shooter was bitten by a rattlesnake or stung by a hornet. “Who knows,” I thought, as I resumed walking at the same pace as before all this happened. I completed my evening exercise session within 45 minutes.

I made a cell phone call to a friend and related what had happened immediately after the incident. That was a waste of time, because I found out later that my friend completely confused the location information regarding the incident that I recited to her. When I arrived back home 45 minutes later, I immediately called 911 and reported an attempted murder. Within minutes, a police car arrived at my home. The officer, Joshua Lane (Badge 7663), listened attentively as I related the facts set forth above and I explained that I was under threat from a heroin cartel because of the tell-all book I was writing. I noticed that the officer was not taking notes, but I realized that all my words were being recorded on his bodycam. I said nothing about why the shot missed its target. 

I said, “Let’s you and I get some flashlights and go over there and find that big chunk of wood. I bet it will have bullet fragments.” Officer Lane shook his head, “No, no we won’t do that at this time. But I’ll handle this from here.” And with that he left after about 20 minutes. A few days later I tried to obtain a copy of the police report on the incident. However, I was surprised to find that no report had been filed. There was an incident record (No. 20040048847) reflecting that Officer Lane had visited my home, but no report beyond the fact of a visit to my home. I complained to the officer’s supervisor, Sergeant Jeffery Burr (Badge 6066). Sergeant Burr stated that no report was required because there was no evidence that a shooting had occurred. The sergeant demeaned me saying, “What do you want us to do investigate every inch of San Diego within five miles?” He meant to be insulting, he had succeeded, and he then terminated the phone call.

On April 30th, a little after dawn, I returned to the scene of the shooting, but I could not find the block of wood that was torn from the guardrail and blasted across the roadway. Below is a picture of the shattered wooden beam, as well as a photo of other beams along that roadway as they normally appear.
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On July 12, 2020, at around 9:35 PM, I was walking down a sidewalk 120 yards from my home. Suddenly, there was a weird sound that seemed to originate inches behind my left foot. At the same moment, a shock wave hit my left foot with such force that I almost fell to the ground. The sound was like the sound that might happen if a person stepped on an empty plastic potato chip bag. There was no such bag on the ground; there was no wind; and there were no scratch marks on the pavement, such as might happen if the concrete was struck by a bullet. There was no second bullet. After a minute, I resumed walking home, while thinking, “I am not even going to report this one to the police. They did not believe the incident in April. This one is unbelievable from their perspective.”


“We’re not stones rolling down a mountainside. We’ve got strength and we’ve got pride.  God is on our side”   




 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Southern California in 2024
“And then a hero comes along”

When I was young, if I were asked,” What would I be doing at age 75?”
” I probably would have responded that I would spend a lot of time down at the beach checking out the women in bikinis and watching the seagulls soar, and I would spend a lot of time talking with new friends and old friends. There are very few things in life that can’t be fixed by contemplation, good music, laughter – or sex. 
Surely, by age 76, the morning would have finally arrived when I woke up and discovered that I have finally acquired, overnight, a great singing voice, like just about everyone else living in Motown -- Detroit City – back in the 1960’s. Or at least it seemed to me that everyone in Detroit, but me, could sing. Finally, my dream has come true – in my fantasy, I can sing. A lifelong dream has come to pass – at last. I can become the singer who is loved by everyone attending my free concerts all over the globe. My vocal range extends from baritone to the high tenor of “Imagination”.   I could replicate the splendor of “L’ultimo Re”. I would like to take a good song and make it great, like Clay Aiken with “Solitaire”.
 I would like to be the singer who feels the audience response given to greats like “I Have Nothing”,  “Wind Beneath My Wings”, or to “My Heart Will Go On”, or the audience reaction to Jennifer Hudson during American Idol after she sang “Circle of Life”. 
I want the World to hear the mellow sounds of new wave Asian music, such as “You Are My Lady” , which is performed in Mandarin, by Andy Lau and Kenny G.
[bookmark: _Hlk131741067]That’s what I have dreamed of for a lifetime. In my fantasy, I can sing. However, the whole relaxing on the beach thing and singing for all the World’s gorgeous ladies is certainly not how things have turned out in life for me. Not as of July 2025.
Instead, I have struggled to write Destiny – A Legend of Our Time™ describing to the best of my ability the things I have witnessed during my efforts to expose the Group over the past four, very difficult decades of my life.
I first sat at a keyboard on March 12, 1997, and I typed what I thought would be the first page of a book I entitled “Destiny – a legend of our times”. As it turned out, that “first page” became page 22 of the present version of Destiny, as I finally structured this e-book. Plus, I soon decided that the use of the term “times” in the title would be too confusing at the outset, because only the readers who are top theoretical physicists familiar with the quantum physics of time travel, relativity, the space/time continuum, and the concept of Einstein-Rosen bridges would understand that distinction. Popular thought in 1997, as well as now in 2025, would confidently assert that there is only one “Time”.
I am sorry for the years it has taken to reach this point of completion. And I must admit that the 14 years I spent searching for the Group in South America during the 1980’s and 1990’s and up until September 11, 2001, was mostly a waste of time. The Group at that time was working out of Afghanistan. I was literally searching for the Group cartel, for more than a decade, on the wrong continent.  I apologize for that lengthy error.
However, there is also the fact that the Group’s activities have not ended. This story has not ended, and that has added to the length of time spent in the writing of this Message.
I hope that the publication of Destiny will trigger meaningful investigations – the executions of search warrants with drug detection dogs, audits of books and records, interviews of suspects – and the administration of polygraph examinations to service members, intelligence operatives, and law enforcement officials, as well as anyone else who might have been involved with the Group. However, I also realize that Destiny’s publication will itself alert the Group, and they might disappear as best they can for a period. The Group cannot get caught red-handed smuggling heroin and other opioids, if for a period the Group does not smuggle any drugs out of Afghanistan or move the dope around inside or across the borders of the Western nations. 
I am reminded of the early 1970’s song that was sang so passionately by Marvin Gaye: namely,  “Flyin’ High In The Friendly Sky”.   The song’s lyrics are strikingly moving. The lyrics use the slang term “boy” for heroin:   
                                    “And I go to the place where good feeling awaits me.
Self-destruction is in my hand
Oh Lord, I’m so stupid minded.
But, Oh Lord, I go crazy when I can’t find it.
Well, I know I’m hooked my friend
To the boy --I’ve got to have it --
I’m hooked to the boy who makes slaves out of men.”
Certainly, heroin addiction is a huge shipwreck in the life of the addict and an ugly, heavy albatross around the neck of his or her family, but it would be an immense exaggeration to say that drug addicted individuals are an existential threat to Mankind.  
But there is something very sinister here, in the operations of the Group cartel, that is an existential threat to human civilization, and it’s not something already viewed as a threat, such as climate change. The threat is something far, far more devastating than climate change. 
[bookmark: _Hlk131741201]Apathy is a pervasive attitude on this planet. Many people don’t care about much of anything other than the score of last night’s ball game or who is having sex with whom in Hollywood. I hope that those who worry little about their own future will at least be concerned about the well-being of their loved ones. Such emotions are oftentimes expressed in song, and perhaps love will play a powerful and immediate role that will overcome the present nonchalant status quo. On the other hand, also expressed in song can be the feeling of total despair, depression – even visions of oblivion.
“Oblivion”  
Scenes from the motion picture “Oblivion”

One thing has always alarmed and mystified me: Over the years, the Group has generated many billions of dollars in drug profits – an immense fortune. But no military pilots are driving Ferraris; no wives or girlfriends are wearing Piaget watches or Prada shoes; no one connected to flight operations spends vacations at their private villa overlooking the French Riviera. Where have the billions earned from heroin sales gone? What have these sociopathic, homicidal monsters done with that money? 
The drug cartel has already pitted groups of people against each other. To that end, they have encouraged fighting among diverse populations of people. Consequently, I am very distrustful of anyone who tries to foment animosity between America and China. After all, bear in mind that the Group’s heroin smuggling out of Afghanistan has already pitted the World’s two largest religions against each other in the so-called War on Terror. 
I hate the thought of increasing animosity between China and the United States because I have a strong affinity for both countries. In the spring of 1973, I performed the legal research that determined there was no American law preventing American companies from doing business with Mainland China. My legal research opened trade for the first time in the modern era between the United States and China.
In 1973, only a few months after my graduation from New York University Law School, I was an attorney at a Wall Street law firm named Dewey, Ballantine, Bushby, Palmer and Wood. My supervising partner, a World-renowned expert in the field of international corporate finance, called me into his office one Friday afternoon during the late spring and asked me to shut the door behind myself as I entered. 
My supervising partner, Mr. Phillip Dunlay, a true legend on Wall Street, asked me to perform, as quickly as possible, research on the question of whether it was legal for an American company to sell $250 million worth of American wheat to Mainland China -- Communist China.
I was stunned. At that time, as far as anyone knew, no American company had entered any business transactions with China since the Communist civil war and takeover in 1949. My law firm's client, an American subsidiary of the French global conglomerate, Louis Dreyfus Group, was on the verge of making history as the first American company to trade with China in modern times. 
We realized that this transaction would certainly open immense floodgates for future trade between the two countries. Mr. Dunlay cautioned me, saying that I needed to do the research as quickly as possible.  He told me to burn the midnight oil over the course of the weekend -- plus, I needed to maintain absolute secrecy concerning this proposed transaction. If this information were to slip out, there would be a huge and potentially market-moving impact on Wall Street’s stock market trading and on America's international balance of payments. I assured Mr. Dunlay that he could absolutely rely on me for speed and confidentiality.
Monday morning, I reported the results of my research: There was no American law that prohibited an American company from trading with China. 
Three weeks later, the transaction was completed and reported as front-page news in the Wall Street Journal, the New York Times, and hundreds of other newspapers around the World. I was so proud of myself, as well as the American and Chinese people. I felt that humanity had taken a giant leap forward, and all the World's people would profit from the new, more friendly relationship between the United States and China.
In 2025, and for quite a few years prior to 2025, many narratives in America, as well as Europe, have tried to denigrate China at every turn. The latest main storylines present a conglomerate of concerns.
A first concern, voices alleged atrocities against Muslim Uyghurs in Xinjiang province and alleges Chinese efforts to conquer its neighbors – to conquer the world. The emphasis of these claims paints the Chinese as an expansionist, exploitative people. However, truthful history books paint a very different picture of Chinese culture. The Chinese have never had the conquest of other people as a goal. 
Even though China has had the military capacity, dating back to the Ming Dynasty in the 1400’s, to conquer other peoples, including Europe and the Americas, the Chinese have never shown any desire to do any such thing.  In fact, Chinese culture for centuries has not emphasized military expansion, even though Chinese technology would have made conquests possible. The voyages of legendary Chinese explorer Zheng He in the 1400’s did not have as a goal the military conquest of the lands visited. Admiral Zheng He commanded a fleet of huge ships that could have been used for military conquest, but the Chinese did not wage war against others.
In modern times, when Chinese diplomats speak to other nations, this remark is oftentimes made: “Unlike the racist Europeans and the racist Americans, we Chinese were never the oppressors of your ancestors.”  
A second ground for concern is Taiwan, which many Americans claim China will probably attack on the day after tomorrow. American media sends out a flood of concern regarding Chinese intentions about Taiwan. However, seldom is there any background or context concerning the history of the issues involved with the controversy. 
Sample of the media and political description of the threat to Taiwan

A third claim concerns fentanyl. There are members of the media who claim that China is sending fentanyl to America, intentionally killing Americans. 
Mexican President Lopez Obrador criticizes America regarding drug addiction in the United States
The problem according to the American media

A fourth claim, that is feverishly shouted by many White Americans, asserts that the TikTok internet app on millions of smart phones is a devious Chinese plot to spy on Americans and pollute minds. After reviewing the TikTok videos, many Americans are apparently alarmed and convinced that some sinister plot is underway that follows destructive instructions from the Chinese Communist Party. 
A frequent criticism of TikTok in America asserts that the app in China does not have the same content as TikTok in America. That is a true statement. However, in China there is virtually no pornography or blatantly sexual content in public view, and that is very much the opposite from the West. Consequently, it is true that TikTok’s content in China differs from the content posted in the West, because in the West its content oftentimes showcases very sexually provocative female bodies.
Here are examples of the use of TikTok by Americans under surveillance by the “devious” Chinese  
Here is an excerpt from the March 2023 Congressional hearings concerning TikTok

 I am very skeptical regarding these controversies.  I want to know the truth, so I hope to visit China soon to see for myself. 
I suspect that the real problem troubling Americans is the realization that China will soon overtake America as the planet’s biggest – most successful – economy. The American Whites in particular worry about the inroads that China is making among the smaller nations around the globe, as well as the economic growth of China. Many people are not aware of a very revealing number: China has been the World’s largest economy for twelve of the past fourteen centuries. And during these years, Western civilization did not collapse, and the World was not a ruined mess.
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China draws plans for solar-powered cities. While at the same time it makes inroads with nations across the globe. China is not hamstringed by huge national debt. China does not suffer what might be referred to as the American national compulsion towards spending billions of their currency on weapons and warfare. In fact, China is only armed to an extent necessary to deter its only adversary, that adversary being the United States of America. And what makes the United States its only adversary? Answer: The fact that large swaths of American society and media repeatedly proclaims that China is America’s enemy.  
Americans are witnessing our country’s decay. And some fear that we are not generating solutions that are acceptable to America’s divided political landscape. Plus, the United States is swamped with a national debt that is more than $36 trillion. 
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Americans have never seen predicaments before like those facing the country at present. Such predicaments as the homeless encampments that litter many neighborhoods around the United States.
There seems to be no simple solutions for America’s problems, and many Americans claim that a large part of the nation’s problems are tied into the drugs coming across the southern border. According to many in America, the biggest sources of the heroin in America are Colombia and Mexico. That narrative is an abject hoax. Colombia and Mexico play only a minority role in America’s heroin problem. No more than 20% of the heroin on the streets of America is coming from the Mexican and Colombian cartels. But there is no one more blind than the person who does not want to see, and many Americans want to believe that the heroin problem is supplied almost exclusively by the Brown people south of the border.
It’s time to get real. The source of a huge part of America’s heroin problem is the Group. Plus, the Group may also be the source of the fentanyl tidal wave.  And if the Group is the source of America’s scourge of fentanyl, then ten thousand questions should explode in the mind of any true American patriot. A primary question would be: Why is the Group poisoning Americans, and then maintaining a hoax designed to blame the Brown people south of the border and China for the hideous fentanyl?
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In conclusion
The following is the Message directed to Man by the God of Abraham:
There is a criminal syndicate that exists within America's military, the Central Intelligence Agency, and parts of law enforcement around the globe. This criminal syndicate is the World's largest-ever smuggler and seller of heroin over the course of the last seven decades. For more than 40 years, this cartel’s heroin has come from the immense opium-growing plantations of Afghanistan. These criminals call themselves “the Group”.
A significant number of law enforcement agencies, as well as the intelligence community, have corrupt members who are a part of the Group drug cartel that exists within the military of the United States of America.
The Group's heroin trafficking out of Afghanistan was a substantial factor that incited Sunni Muslim animosity against the West in the 1990's. A second substantial factor inciting animosity and division was America's complicity regarding the deaths of 1,600,000 Muslims in Afghanistan in the 1980's. Almost all those Muslims killed in the 1980’s were old men, women, and children. 
The huge number of deaths in Afghanistan and the Group's heroin trafficking were the most significant reasons behind al-Qaeda's decision to attack the United States of America on September 11, 2001. 
 Furthermore, like very predictable dominoes, American relations with Shia Muslims around the globe also depreciated significantly because of the Group's criminal heroin smuggling operations flowing out of Afghanistan.
The so-called War on Terror is a global conflict that was triggered in large part by the Group's horrific, shameful, and deeply racist heroin operation flowing out of Afghanistan for the past 40 years. This smuggling operation was accomplished with the knowing assistance of corrupt members of American military airlift units who transported deadly, addictive heroin to the United States, Canada, and Europe. These corrupt service members are hiding behind and among the millions of patriotic, law-abiding service members who do so many good, positive and honorable things for the country and the World. It is not the policy of the military or the American government to be involved in the Group’s criminal activities. Most of the nation’s law enforcement and intelligence community are legitimately unaware of the Group.

President Donald J. Trump should immediately, publicly condemn the Group and its smuggling of heroin and fentanyl, its murders, and other crimes. Concurrently, President Trump should call for an immediate, Worldwide ceasefire in the so-called War on Terror and other conflicts around the globe, and President Trump should call for the commencement of peace talks in Switzerland, as soon as practicable, among all involved Nations and groups. 
The prisoners remaining in the detention facility at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba and the so-called "black detention sites" must be set free immediately and unconditionally, and each man or woman transported as quickly as practicable to the location of his/her choosing by the United States Air Force. The horrible and massively embarrassing truth is this: These people are still in detention in Cuba and elsewhere after as many as 20 years of absolute, no visitor’s captivity. Guantanamo Bay is a blatant re-education camp very similar to the concentration camps in Nazi Poland. The remaining detainees are the very people who realized in the early 1990's so much about America's shameful involvement in the brutal, racist exploitation of the Muslim people defending Afghanistan. This exploitation began in May 1979 when envoys from the CIA initiated the transformation of Afghanistan into what it is today. Namely, a country destroyed by opium production on a massive scale.

Set these detainees free immediately. The time for their Emancipation is here.

The peace talks may continue for years before resolutions are reached with respect to this planet's most serious areas of conflict, but many, many thousands of lives will be saved as all parties adhere to an international ceasefire in the War on Terror and other global conflicts that were triggered by the Group’s heroin operation flowing out of Afghanistan for more than four decades, as well as other armed disputes among nations and groups.

Anti-Chinese, anti-Latin American and anti-Muslim bigotry are crippling human progress.
And this bigotry is as destructive at present as the overt racism that dominated Earth for centuries during the White’s genocidal conquests and ugly exploitation of Africa, the Americas, the Pacific islands, and parts of Asia. Bigotry must cease if Mankind is going to be at full strength for the very difficult struggles that are ahead. 
Do unto others as you would have them do unto you. This Divine directive should guide interaction across the planet.
There is a very sinister unfolding operation that is directly connected to the Group cartel. And this operation is an existential threat to human civilization. The threat from the Group is far, far more devastating than climate change. It is up to Mankind to recognize and defeat this threat. 
Destroy the cartel known as the Group and imprison or kill its members and all those who have supported its crimes. End the so-called War on Terror, which the Group triggered by its heroin smuggling out of Afghanistan. Mankind must achieve an immediate ceasefire in the War on Terror, as well as all the other conflicts around the globe. 
It's time for the Group’s madness to end.
It's time for the American people, and all the World's people, to know the truth.

It's time to get real.

Powerful countries must cease being the instigators of armed conflicts around the planet under the guise of righteousness. The standard for compromise and resolution of the many conflicts injuring humanity must be just, negotiated solutions. Mankind must not allow military power or skillful propaganda to dominate and mislead society’s opinions and narratives.
All people should be free to dream of lofty personal goals and then work with a strong ethic to successfully attain those goals. For your dreams to come true, you first must have at least one dream. 

I, Walter Lewis, have delivered God’s Message to the best of my ability at this moment in time. My work is certainly not perfect, but those are the flaws of a messenger. 
The Message itself is flawless, and we should be thankful for the Holy Entity’s guidance.
Whether you see the truth is up to you, and I fully realize that there is no one more blind than the person who does not want to see the truth. Plus, I am fully aware that there will be many, many people who will not believe that all the important details set forth in Destiny are true or illustrative of truth. However, I swear that all the relevant, pivotal events set forth in Destiny did happen, although I concede there are things reported herein that many will find unbelievable. 
Nevertheless, whether you see the truth now or in the near or distant future, always remember the profound wisdom of the following very relevant, concise, bone-chilling axiom spoken to me by the God of Abraham on the Tuesday before Thanksgiving in 1977:   
There is no situation so bad that it can’t get worse.
“Danny Boy”, by the late Jackie Wilson, always reminds me of my little brother Mark, when he was around three years old. At that time, the two of us decided that Mark’s secret spy name was Danny Boy Blue.

Oh, Danny boy, the pipes, the pipes are calling
From glen to glen, and down the mountain side.
The summer's gone, and all the roses falling,
It's you, It's you must go and I must bide.
But come ye back when summer's in the meadow,
And when the valley's hushed and white with snow,
 I'll be there in sunshine or in shadow,—
Oh, Danny boy, Oh Danny boy, I love you so!
But when ye come, and all the flowers are dying,
If I am dead, and dead I well may be,
Ye'll come and find the place where I am lying,
And kneel and say an Avé there for me.
 Avé is a Latin word, used by the Romans as a salutation and greeting meaning "Hail”. It is the singular imperative form of the verb avere, which means "to be well”. Thus, one could translate it literally as "be well" or "farewell."

““Danny Boy”
“One Moment In Time” 
“God Favored Me”
“Every Praise” 

This is the End of the Beginning 
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This Message is the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. So help me God
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