
IF i RULED THE WORLD (letters consumed by fire)



What follows is his story. (two S's become one - history)

Act I - SubAct 1 - Scene 1

(The world twisting around.  Twisting stops, and we have a fisheye view of a city street.  View emerges from the glass eye of a key chain, into normal vision.  Close up on L.A. Times tells us it is July 5, 2003.   Headlines announce the withdrawal of UN peacekeepers from the Middle East after a failed intervention.  We follow the hum of music (Cranberries, "Zombie") to a car.  Slam down into the car stopped at a red light, where the song plays from the radio.  Zoom into a view of the hand of a nail biter in loose clothing.  Passionate Irish cords sing out: And the violence cause such silence, who are we mistaken, But you see, it's not me, it's not my family, in your head, in your head, they are fighting . . . with their tanks, and their bombs, and their bombs, and their guns, in your head, in your head, they are crying, in your head, in your head, zombie, zombie, zombie.  Hand raises to the bandaged young face of a shaved head.  He snaps down on his own organic lunch.  View follows his gazley stare, to see a suit on a cell, gesticulating wildly on the street corner.  Approaching him is a street man, also in frantic conversation with air.  Next to them, leaning against a brick wall, a fat man in a stained Yale t-shirt looks off into the distance with a disheveled, disoriented gaze.  

David: (with a silent thrill of laughter) Institution men.

(David tosses a fast food soda container out the window.  The light turns green and the car proceeds a quarter block and pulls over to a Barnes and Noble.  The engine cuts as she squeaks out her last "zombie".  David weaves through the crowded sidewalk, with a stoic face that meets no one.  He enters the bookstore, looking down upon entering, stepping on a metallic sticker.  He proceeds to the information booth on the far side of the store.  He stops a full yard short of the desk, and announces to the clerk.)

David: I'm looking for a book called Ishmael.  I ordered it.  Name's David Malone.  M-A-L---O-N-E.

Clerk:  (after punching a few keys) I'm sorry sir, it hasn't come in yet.  Try calling back in a few days.  

(David turns to leave, without expression.  Passing through the exit security scanners he sets off the alarm.  Immediately three store security men rush at him.  A blond one grabs his arm.)

Blond:  (to other two) Yeah, this is the fucker.  Ran out on me last week.  (twisting his arm to force eye contact)  Forgot to remove the security tag this time, asshole.  

Security Superior:  Easy Johnny.  Sir, we're gonna need you to step into the back office. 

David: (indignant sarcasm) Just like that, huh.  Well I didn't steal anything slick, so ain't  goin' anywhere with you."  

(Blond man stiffens his grip and pulls David towards him.)

Blond: (angrily) You'll do exactly what I say, slick, and there won't be any problem.

David: Enough of this shit, where's your manager, Adolph?

(Blond man reddens with fury, pushes David backwards and connects with a hook to the nose.  David falls down covering a gushing nose.) 

David: (shouting) Somebody call the police! 

(This seems to infuriate Blond, and he pounces, reigning blows down on the head and ribs.  A young man in the crowd pulls out a cell and punches three buttons.) 

Security Superior: (frantically) John, what the fucks are you doing?

(The two security men pull him off with some struggle.  David is left with legs raised in defense, one hand still covering his nose.  Blond subdues.)

Security Superior (berating) Psycho!  Get your ass in the back office. 

(Blond is about to protest when third security man interrupts.)  

Third: (beckoning to Security Superior) Steve, look at his shoe.

(Both men regard David's shoe forebodingly, whose sole is still facing the ceiling in defense.  Security Superior peels a sticker from the left sole, and holds the evidence up for Blond to see.)

David (for all to hear) Are you fucking kidding me!  I just got my ass kicked 'cause I stepped on a sticker!  (points to Blond) You dumb fuck!

(This pushes his buttons, and Blond rams through his two co-workers who were blocking him from David.  With a running kick he clocks David on the upstart in the jaw.  David's head falls with a smack to the tile, and he lays unconscious.  Just then a policeman busts through the crowd around the scene and tackles Blond, flipping him over and handcuffing him.)

I-1-2

(Fade out from a clock whose caption quips "A Prozac a day keeps the Doctor away".  A psychiatrist's office.  David slumps in a big black leather chair, facing his therapist.  

Psychiatrist: (concerned) So, what happened to your face David? 

David: (uninterested) I paid someone to beat me up.

Psychiatrist: (Pause, searching) Why did you do that, David?

David: (flatly) Money.

Psychiatrist: I don't understand.

David: Sorry.  I really can't tell you anymore than that.  It has to do with thievery.

Psychiatrist: Your crusade.

David: That's right.  Just playing by the rules of the game.  I would that the world were different.  But you gotta win the game to change it.

Psychiatrist: What does stealing mean to you David?

David: (dreamily) A release from prison, where I can piss on the guards.  Away from people, from the pain.  I make my own world, like the one in my head.  I'm always up in my head, dreaming, never observing the material world. (thoughtful) Stealing's empowering; it feels like I'm administering justice.  We live in a world dominated by thieves.  Taking from the world without giving back.  The civilized way.  So I take back.  You see, all humans are thieves.  We plunder the earth, all for us. (pause) I think of the invisible hand of capitalism.  Competition.  The unspoken conductor of our mad symphony.  Makes me want to slay, makes me want to steal.  I become an invisible hand, sneaking money from the conductors.  I'm molded in their image.  I have no illusions about this my identity.  I'm just livin' true to form.

Psychiatrist: Do you have certain feelings for the people you're stealing from?

David: Well, you understand that I only steal from those soulless bodies that rob from humanity en masse.  I only steal from large businesses, never from individuals.  In that sense I'm quite ethical.  Maybe too ethical, considering all humans are thieves.  

Psychiatrist: But at some point your pillaging is going to affect some individuals, be it shareholders of the victim corporation, or consumers who have to pay higher prices to compensate for the losses.

David: Yeah, but the cost to consumers is negligible.  Might as well tell me to get out and vote because my one vote can make a difference. (pause) Yeah, I guess just livin' entails harmin' others though.  So what do I feel for the victims?  Hard to have feelings for individuals we're screwing over, so we become apathetic.  We see people, see all life, in terms of how it is useful to us.  I'm no different.  Lose touch with our emotions.  This ain't livin'.  Just a void.

Psychiatrist: What does the void feel like?

David: Prison.  Unable to change the world or even ourselves.  Can't live like I want to.  Gotta earn money, gotta produce, or I don't get food.  Gotta appear acceptable, despite the pain I feel inside.  Gotta be a consumer, and engross myself in the material world.  These are all things I've been taught that I can't unlearn.  Then there's the world.  Billions of people starving, livin' in squalor, no sort of healthy education, and us developed folk are living like kings.  And there's nothing I can do to reverse that trend.  

Psychiatrist: Is there any hope?

David: Maybe today, when we're on the verge of destroyin' ourselves.  Just as there are weapons of mass destruction that can wipe us out, the revolution in communications has put into our hands the power of changing things, if not ourselves, then the world.  (sadly) That'd be nice.  But yeah, stealing's like my way of striking back at this world, that gives me such pain.

Psychiatrist: Just as it is aggressive, I think your stealing can equally be you on the defensive, lashing out at a hostile world.    

David: (dreamily) And it gets me one step closer to my dream.

Psychiatrist: What dream is that, David?

David: It's a dream where I'm flying.  Free of all my fears and torturous thoughts, of all my desires and prejudices.  Freedom from Mother Culture.  Bliss.  Doing the Great Good.  Where I finally find fulfillment.  Altruism.  The next step in human evolution. (falling down) If we make it there, that is.  Man, I gotta be bipolar.  The way I feel a manic messiah one moment and a futile fool the next.  Shoulda seen me last night, typing away my latest ideas for the organization.  

Psychiatrist: Which organization?

David: The one I'm gonna form once I get some flow together.  (humbly unexpectant) We're gonna right the wrongs of the world, prevent WWIII from happening.  It'll start with this internet schooling idea I've told you about.  We'll democratize education globally, allowing people to reach their potential by tailor fitting the schooling to the student.  So empowered, people all over will increase their economic productivity and decrease their population growth, and the rising gap between rich and poor will begin to diminish.  If we address these two issues, population and inequity, we just might avoid the greatest war.  If we don't, and the US and other countries continue to hog all the resources, well, we're dead.  Materially, the US lives like gods amidst inequity, greater than the dreams of nazism's highest hopes for their master race.  The US government is a racist regime in poor disguise, treating those outside of their perceived group with utter callousness.  D'you know the CIA in 1979 introduced crack cocaine in South Central Los Angelos?  Yeah, to fund an undeclared war against communists in Nicaraqua.  And to conduct a sociological experiment on the effect of crack on an urban populace.  Those are their own citizens, which doesn't even figure the billions living in poverty in third worlds that the US routinely abuses.  Someone's bound to let their rage tip off a war with weapons of mass destruction.  But if we do the right thing, we'll assure humanity's transition to the age of Knowledge, where we can finally begin to live in peace.  We'll figure out the great mystery.  I got a master plan in mind.  It's what I think of to get my mind off other things. 

Psychiatrist:  Like what, David?

David: Mostly has to do with my obsession with perfection, and how we humans, particularly myself, fall so far short of this lofty goal.  But I still hold out the hope that if I strive hard enough I might be perfect.  Wonder where all that comes from?  

Psychiatrist: I think some of it comes from our culture.  (sadly) The entertainment culture.  We focus all our attention on celebrities who we think somehow exemplify perfection, while the ugly trolls are left to hide underneath a bridge.  To wallow in how inept they are.  David, tell me more about what bothers you.

 David: (pause) The fear of uncertainty, that we don't know what's going to happen next, even something as personal as how we're going to feel.  Shit, most of the things we do are beyond our conscious control, like all our bodily functions.  I got this fear like I'm inept, and can't count on my human abilities to guide me through the day.  S'like my consciousness won't trust my subconscious.  I'll be walking down stairs and the fear will strike me that my unconscious abilities, what's beyond my control, will fail, and I'll lose my balance and break my neck.  I tell you I started believing in God?

Psychiatrist: No. (pause) How did this come about?

David: Saw this special on hypnosis, past life regressions and such.  Seemed authoritative enough, so I looked into reincarnation, the theories, studies on patients. (flatly) And now I'm a believer.  Was never sure whether there was a God, figured there's no evidence one way or the other, so best to play it safe and not count on immortality.  Besides, how can you explain all the waste and suffering in the world, all the corpses that go unrevenged.  Shit, science tells us randomness governs the universe.  And it makes sense.  (perplexed) But if there's reincarnation, then spirituality does exist.  Maybe it's like Buddhism says, this is all one great education, even the waste and suffering.  But I'm having a hard time accepting it.  S'like I can't admit that I was wrong about my view of the world.  Something in me screams that there is no God.  There's just no certainty about what's gonna happen next.  But, the material world just isn't satisfying.  So engrossed with it, and our mastery of it, we have become obsessed with instant gratification.  The remote control generations.  But these pleasures are fleeting.  As if God were telling us to look for something more.  So I decided to believe.  So I started talking to God, interior monologue and all.  Speaking to the man in control.  

Psychiatrist: Does he answer you?

David: I think he answers, with subtle signs.  But the thing that burns me is everything I say to him somehow seems wrong, imperfect. (lowly) And I hate myself for my bumbling words.  And what's worse, I don't get the constant satisfaction of believing in God.  I forget he's there, and fall into old roles of thinking.  But once in a while I remember, and I'm not alone anymore.  

Psychiatrist: I think you've felt alone all your life.

David: But yeah, so I been writing. Mostly philosophy, some scams. (slight energy) Busted out some good shit last night.  History Channel's got nazi week on.  Shit's just so interesting.  That chimerical time where things really are black and white.  The anti-model for modern man.  Selfishness and illusions of superiority amok.  When nationalism was unmasked for what it is, the epitome of the supremacy ethic, where we conceive of pride, wrath, and the birth of inequity. (simmering down) Can't get enough.  I scan the tv every day for nazi history.  (judging) An insatiable appetite.  I enjoy wallowing in the pain.  Anyway, last night was Hitler's rise. (transfixed) There's this German politician who witnessed it.  He seemed more than anyone else to see Hitler for who he really was.  He spoke of this "accursed man" who would bring chaos to Germany.  Made me think what that must of have been like, to know this man as he was taking power, before he ravaged the world.  Like the Greek myth of Cassandra; to see death before it happens and you are impotent to prevent it.  To know what he was for humanity, an embodiment of our arrogance and blindness . . . I justify my obsession with this man as intellectual curiosity, and partly it is.  (sadly) But there's a darker part to me, who consumes fingernails and forgets his childhood.  The pain I feel when I think of the path this man blazed, that's what really excites me.  I like pain.  I wonder how healthy this transfixion really is.

Psychiatrist: (slowly) Well, David, you are a sensitive person.  Part of being human is erecting mental defenses against certain pain.  In some respects you feel a whole lot more pain than most.  Finding pleasure in pain certainly makes the experience more bearable.  You find pleasure in your own pain.  You even have a name for him - - 

David: Anti-Dave.

Psychiatrist: A part of you that is masochistic.  That can sabotage some of your best efforts.

David: (nods) S'like this crazy competitive spirit that burns inside me.  That tells me I'm gonna lose this great struggle.  Always pointing out my flaws, insisting on perfection.  It's this blankness that comes over me when I'm trying to be creative and makes me forget my thoughts.  And this rage isn't confined to myself.  Anti-Dave is always telling me to beat people with a baseball bat, some horrible death.  Because of their flaws.  Same kinda thoughts I have when I imagine my own horrible death, a thousand different ways.  Love the pain.  (awed) I beat people in the ring.  I'm on a MAD crusade against the degenerate system that ruins our lives.  Shit, talk about genocide, I've probably killed millions of people in video games, and enjoyed watching just as many die gruesome deaths in movies and tv.  My entertainment.  My distraction.

Psychiatrist: What do you feel when you watch these deaths?

David: (guilty) Well, I don't really see them as people.  I allow all my spite and cynicism to pour out, much like Hitler did in his imaginations while a lowly vagabond in Vienna.  S'like this one game, Grand Theft Auto 2.  You play a carjacking mercenary who goes around town running jobs for mob bosses, ravin' about, killing anyone for no reason.

Psychiatrist: Ravin'?

David: Sorry.  Random Acts of Violence.  Run people over with cars, gun 'em down with machine guns, douse 'em with flamethrowers and watch them twitch into flames.  It's a vicarious experience.  I'm the great equalizer, and I see these people as slaves marching to the twisted beat of a degenerate system.  Their lives have become routine.  Their great potential as humans has been sapped.  And I'm really doing them a favor, killing them, releasing them from this life, from this time, that they can go chill with God for a while, then may be reincarnated years from now, when humanity has woken up, and they can reach their potential.  In this place apathy is a virtue.  But then there's an even darker part of me, that takes pleasure in other's misery, that finds humor in the pathedy and tragedy of modern man.  I like the pain, thrive off it.  That's the entertainment culture.  Our distraction from the pain of modern life where we can zone out into base instincts, sink into the subconscious.  Of course, the best thing to do would be to confront the pain, and subconsciously we do.  That's why we see violence and death so prevalent in our entertainment, it's our subconscious telling us what really bothers us, in a roundabout way.  Trapping us in death.  To pursue the hollow reproduction of past moments, chasing our shadow.  Moving ever away from our natural pursuit of the new, away from God's grace.  But even knowing that, I still love the killings.  Maybe that's what the Holocaust is to me; entertainment for the overbored. (discouraged) Christ I'm fucked up. 

Psychiatrist: (slowly) Confused perhaps, but not beyond repair.

David: (dark) Have a large black spot where my childhood should be, have self-destructive tendencies.  I sit around and play video games half the day, or else I'm sleeping, like some fuckin' bumb.  I'm ruled by phobias, obsessive compulsive, I feel major depression, I have trouble concentrating.  I can't help but break the law.  I don't trust anyone, and so I'm completely alone. (focusing) But it's my fear that's my big problem.  I'm afraid every time someone looks at me their looking at this weak, pathetic, awkward soul.  I am overcome with the fear that they will see this, that the world will see this.  And then I'm also afraid of what I'll see.  S'like, my perception of the world, my weltanshauung, might come shattering apart at any moment, and I'll be left with a grim, hopeless reality.  Like all my messianic conceptions of myself are just illusions, my opium.  These fears really limit the scope of who I could be, my rusty cage. (pause) Fear reverts me to my mal-nurturing, where I have no power to decide. 

Psychiatrist: A lot of these obsessions and fears stem from how you perceive the world.  Maybe you need a new worldview?

David: (conclusively) I think I'm just too sensitive for this world.  Sometimes I'll just be sitting there and an idea overwhelms me with sadness, and I can't move, or even speak. 

Psychiatrist: Which idea?

David: S'like how evil humans are.  Like the Holocaust.  

Psychiatrist: I can tell you as a Jew, I feel overwhelmed with that thought too.

David: Whether I get better or not doesn't even seem to depend on me.  I'm weak, and my struggle is great.  It's whether I chance upon the right psychiatrist, the right pills.  It's up to chance.  Even I am.  Freud reduces humans to base, petty subconscious motivations, and we are left powerless.  Created by chance incidents that happened in our past. (pause) Everybody rolls with their fingers crossed.

Psychiatrist: You are a sensitive person.  And just like with physical pain, mental pain can reach an extreme where it is numbing, and even pleasurable.  What you're feeling is only natural.  We've talked about a wide array of options you have for dealing with your pain.  We'll certainly continue modifying your medication, and twice a week we'll have these sessions. (pause) I'm curious, how have you made out with this hypnotherapist?  I don't want to get your hopes too high, but hypnosis has been seen to be very effective in controlling fears and recalling lost memories, so this might be something you really might want to explore.

David: (down) I actually haven't seen him yet.  Slacker I know.  Got an appointment with him tomorrow.  I really got to go to that.  Feel like I'm standing on the edge right now, looking down a cliff.  S'like, the chances I take, risking my life every day.  Doing drugs, driving too fast, drunk driving.  S'like I'm about to veer off the road.  Need a life preserver.  I can't even concentrate on the one thing that gives me true happiness, creative writing.  Mind keeps wandering.  S'like Anti-Dave pops up and tells me I have no control over anything, particularly my creativity.  He tells me I'm worthless and couldn't hold a steady thought for two seconds.  And afterwards he's right.  (Fading into self) I feel so empty.  Hollowed, unhallowed.  I feel like Marlon Brando in Apocalypse Now.  Mind is sane, soul is mad.  I thought that would all change when I started believing in God, but I don't notice no change.  Maybe it's cause I don't really believe.  You ever close your eyes and see colors and shapes dancing around, swirling, living?  And then other times all you can see in your eyelids is blackness.  I wonder which is reality.  Maybe both.

I-1-3

(David enters a very decorated apartment.  He is bruised and bandaged about the face.  A kitchen, entertainment center and study fill the front room.  On the wall behind the tv, black lights are set to illuminate posters.  First there is Old Geronimo, rifle in hand.  Then a poor, sad-bearded Darwin.  Then there is Uncle Albert, telling us from the shadows that E=mc2, giving birth to the nuclear age.  Irish workers sit drinking at lunch on a high beam of the skyscraper they are erecting.  In another, a little Italian Boy stands proudly in 1947 before a black tree in the shape of a mushroom cloud.  A bloody Scarface points his assault rifle at us with menacing rage.  Next the black and white silhouette of a trench-coated-man is flying in the sky with birds.  Little Alex looks at us three times out of the Clockwork Orange.  A large glass bong stands awkwardly by a cd tower.  On the far corner an Irish flag is stretched to full display.  Hanging from the ceiling above the couch is a Tasmanian devil in leather, with a pin that reveals "You don't have to be Irish to be wicked".   David turns on his music system, and plays A Clockwork Orange soundtrack.  Beethoven fumes as David greets his Beagle, talking to her gently.  David enters another room and regards a large stash of watches and jewelry, electronic equipment, alcohol, tobacco products, Cuban cigars.  He then sits down at his desk and goes straight to work on some computer graphic design.  He opens a draw in the desk and forward roll three fat joints.  David chooses the one closest to him and fires up.  Suddenly remembering, David pulls down a pillbox from the shelf, of which he pops a dose.  He continues clicking the mouse, touching up the image of a 6 on the screen.  He zooms out to reveal a state driver's license.  Focus on the hands of a clock.  Flash forward.  David is printing out counterfeit money.  He regards his portfolio with proud interest.  $22.5 million's the net worth.  Clock flashes.  On the couch watching Clockwork Orange.  Talking with the Miss Doctor.  "By tomorrow you'll be better still".  Little Alex is strapped to a theatre seat with his eyes forced open, like a jet pilot pushing 6 gee.  On the screen we see Hitler slowly march to Beethoven, through saluting divisions of German boys.  David's leg flinches wildly at the sight of Hitler.  David's eyes bounce nonchalantly from the screen to the marijuana tree he's clipping.  Beagle lays sprawled on the couch.  Flash.  Phone call.   David is dressed in black, black jacket, black gloves and black hat.  "Alright, ten minutes".  Zoom into clock, flash forward ten minutes.  Zoom out of a cab clock of truck driver at an electronics store loading dock.  The truck has just pulled up, and the driver kills the engine.  David emerges from the shadows and stun guns the driver as he slides from his cab.  David begins to haul him back in the cab when another man appears from the shadows, in black.  He hoists the driver's legs inside and all three pull out of the parking lot.  Flash.  The Sony PlayStation whirrs away with a shamrock sticker on its lid.  David is playing Twisted Metal 2, throwing grim death from a speedy bike at other battered vehicles in a post-apocalyptic LA. .  In the background we hear Nirvana, Jesus Don't Want Me for a Sunbeam.  David fervently curses "Fuckin computer!", and "Bullshit!" time to time, whenever he gets hit.  Picture in picture the History Channel profiles the nazi spy master Wilhelm Canaris.  It is this volume that we hear from the tv.  Knock on the door.  David starts with a panic, then calms, pauses the game, mutes volumes.  Looking through the peek hole, David spies a hand holding out a baggie of dried magic mushrooms.  He unlocks the door and a blank face enters.)  

Ben: Davis. 

David: (dead eyes) You've done well, drugee.  Them better not be poisonous, though.

Ben (smirking) What's a matter, Super Dave don't trust his best friend.

David: So what's happenin. 

Ben: Damn, dog, you a stinky motherfucker.  Why don't you take a fucking shower?

David: Don't care.

Ben: Shit . . . (annoyed) Oh god, Kari this morning . . . bout to boot that bitch back to the street.  'Why can't I ever come along when you hang out with Dave?  And you get back so late I barely see you before I go to work?'.  (pause) So I'm like, bitch, you ain't here for your fucking personality.  That shut her the fuck up. 

David: Truth hurts. 

(David flings open the fridge door, snatches out two beers and slams it closed.  They drink.)  

David: (suddenly) The score of my life today, Benny!  We're talking at least a hundred grand. 

Ben: Fuck you talkin' about? 

David: Sorry.  Can't tell you quite yet, but I'll be getting' paid bout a months time.  Shit, I'm probably just trippin', won't end up with a dime. (angrily) I'm missing my show. 

(Turns the volume back on the tv.  A troubled Wilhelm Canaris stares frozen in time while a man named Mudd speaks of the Admiral's hesitance to kill Hitler.)

Ben: Alright Heinrich, you probably already seen this one.  Tell me about this money.

David: Can't do, can't do.

Ben: Then what the fuck do you tell me for?

David: Sorry.

Canaris was a timid man, a real "bundle of nerves", as Heydrich once exclaimed of him.  Oversensitive and an outsider, he had a natural bent for leading opponents astray.  Blessed with a photographic memory, he could recite Nazi verses so convincingly he fooled everyone to the end, Heydrich, Himmler, even Hitler.  His opposition to the Nazi regime within did much to sway the tide of war ultimately to the allies.  After deciding to secretly fight Hitler, Canaris constantly fed spurious intelligence to the dictator, and reported top-secret German war plans to the Allies.  Instead of military intelligence gathering, he used his agency to document the mass executions and assist fleeing refugees.  Throughout the war, Canaris shielded Germany's atomic bomb scientists from investigations by the SS into possible obstruction in their work, which they were intentionally sabotaging.  Most crucial, the false intelligence he fed Hitler about the industrial strength of the Soviet Union led directly to the fall of the Third Reich.  

Ben: Fuck your stupid show.  Tell me about this money. 

David: (coldly) I honestly can't.  

(David pulls a fatty from an ashtray and fires.  An anti-smoking commercial comes on.)

David: (with energy) Here we go, you remember what we were talking about last night, capitalism and all. 

Ben: (after a pause, without commitment) Refresh my memory. 

David: I was saying how it is the tendency of a capitalist system the size of today's (and yesterday's for that matter) to gravitate towards cartel market domination.    

Ben: Simmer down, professor, I never took economics. 

David: Sorry.  Big corporations will dominate and collaborate with each other, with the power to outbid the public voice for representation.  So empowered, they can fix prices, eliminate competition and disregard public welfare.  Just like the tobacco industry.  Cigarettes kill more people than AIDS, murders, suicides, and car accidents all together.  This fact, along with the effort to increase the addictiveness of cigarettes, was desperately kept hidden from the public until the kettle steamed.  And despite getting caught in the public eye with this conspiracy to kill people, the industry keeps moving on.  They've thrown some 40 million since at politicians to stop the legislation for restricting sales and marketing to minors, and they've succeeded.  Thousands of kids continue to start smoking each day.  Phillip Morris has purchased the right to make money on selling a lethal product to the public. (concluding) Special interest controls our world.  And that is what the law says.  Even with public acknowledgment of the full impact of cigarettes, they're still legal.  We'll just throw some money at 'em for civil compensation.  The dollar.  The dollar's the law.  It overrides public welfare, and all our blessed codes of morality.  We don't live in anything close to a democracy; we live in a capitalocracy.  Capitalism is based on the principle that competing interests will nullify each other so the economic world is just.  This is as utopian a dream as communism, for those with more money will usually outbid other interests, even if it is the public interest at stake.  And inequity will be fueled by this system.  If we are to stay with the capitalistic experiment, what we need is a political system that properly weighs public welfare against special interest.  And a civilization that does not consist of thieves, for it is hard to call a thief to justice if we ourselves are pirates.  I just wonder how long we'll last like this, destroying first our world and then ourselves.  We're coked up, ridin' a train, drugee.  But we ain't drivin'.  That motherfucker's eight-ballin' (puffs).

Ben: Gonna need some of that listening to your tirades, shit.   

David: Sorry.  I like to be thorough. (pause) I'm a perfectionist.

Ben: You’re a crackhead. (pause) So what's you a communist?

David: I like Marxism because it's an antithesis to capitalism and self interest.  But it's flawed.  I think an improvement would be a hybrid of capitalism and Marxism.

(Fade into tv screen, where we hear the final moments of the Canaris show.  "Before the war, Canaris was a big reason behind German territorial successes.  Blaming Marxists for Germany's loss of WWI, he set upon to restore German greatness.  But when he came to see the monster he had built up, he committed himself to opposing Hitler.  Ultimately Canaris failed.  Hitler lived on to wage a war that ravaged and divided hia beloved Germany, as well as most of the continent.  In 1944 Canaris was jailed for complicity in the plot to kill Hitler.  Eleven days before his own death, Hitler had Canaris hanged.” )

David: It's notions of superiority that brought that shit on.  The Holocaust.  A lesson too horrible for us to learn.  We thought randomness governed the universe, so we had no one to rely on but ourselves.  Instead of recognizing how lucky we are to have life from randomness, we became selfish.  We wanted to be a greater mystery than the one that so puzzled us.  We reveled in the complexity and numerous uses of humans.  In a world full of nobodies, we were desperate to assert our importance, our greatness that we could almost touch.  And we arrived at human superiority, and then we went a step further.  Fearful of differences, and what they might mean about our own ultimate value, we divided humans into classes, and assigned values.  Determined by how much a person has in common with us.  And of course, the people doing the assigning were at the top of the pyramid.  The epitome of the ethnocentric.  Disgusted with any way or form that is not their own.  Perfect, so they believed.  Impossible.  The modern age's twisted revival of humanism.  We gave anachronistic instincts, like the fear of the different, control of the world.  And we still don't see this past fifty years that time. 

Ben: Let's go do something dog. 

David: (into camera) What's the point?  Get drunk, come back here and pass out, forget.

Ben: Might get some pussy. 

David: (resigned) Not me drugee.  Not me.  Sorry.

Ben: Beginning to wonder about you, Davis.  

David: (startled) Wonder what, fucker?

Ben: So sensitive too.  Maybe I'll bring some He-bitch home for you tonight.  You look like you could use some cheering up.

David: Alright, shit talker.  I'll catch up with you tomorrow, we'll trip balls. 

Ben: Where's your pride, kid?

David: (sluggish) Ju got me, man.

Ben: What, you're gonna sit here all night anyway?

David: I like being in a world by myself.  Contemplating the night.

Ben: No, you’re a fuckin' weirdo that's so afraid of people he won't leave his house unless he has to?

David: (sadly, angrily) I go and tell you that shit, and you turn it around on me.  This cat.  Alright man.

Ben: (sigh) Cool. 

I-2-1

(Clock flashes.  Background music Ozzy Osbourne "Diary of a Madman".  David pounds away at the keyboard, throwing out a piece titled "Treatise on Capitalism".  Nervous, nail-biting energy at the computer.  Clock flashes.  Drinking, watching the news.  The conflict in the Middle East is on.  Ariel Sharon pledges there will be no compromise on Jerusalem, and this is overtaken by gunfights in the west bank.  Accused terrorist Usama Bin Laden is preaching into the camera.  Flash.  David sits bowed in a prayer position, then rises up rigid and begins a set of pushups.  Flash.  In boxers, David regards his library.  He remarks "There's so much".  He settles on The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich, transfixed.  Clock flashes.  In bed naked with light on reading.  An intense face regards the red book.  Seamed into next scene.  A punch knocks David's head backwards, and he appears in a kickboxing bout.  Looking somewhat angry, David drops his guard and allows several blows to connect.  When it appears he's beat down, he gets a divine wind and unleashes a combination of cuts and hooks.  Thoroughly enraged, David crashes one to the temple and the beaten chap falls.  David does not let up, actually falling on his opponent with a flurry, pounding the blood out of him.  The bell rings and shouts fill the room.  Doorbell rings.  Clock shows six.  David starts suddenly at the knock.  He stops reading an internet article on "The Anatomy of Fear".  The door opens to trusty Ben.  He enters and the two immediately sit down to beers and mushshrooms. 2pac's “Changes” hums from system.  On the tv Ultimate Fighters pound on each other for a championship in silence.  Tank Abbot throws down unmerciful hooks to a bleeding face.  David and Ben watch with some interest.)

David: So I went to this hypnotist today.  Hoping this fool could help me with some of my problems.  But to no avail.  Fucker couldn't even hypnotize me.  Eighty bucks I paid that fuck.  Bummin' today.

Ben: (comically) Whacha depressed about Dave?

David: Cause this world sucks.

Ben: It's not so bad. 

David: Yeah it is, but I'm not even talkin' about the world, my world.

Ben: What you need in your world is some pussy.

David: Well I ain't gonna fuck a prostitute, and I got no self confidence to fool a girl for even a one-nighter, let alone a relationship.  Just got no stomach for deceit anymore.

Ben: (Jim Carey) It's all psychological.  Say Davis, you wanna play cards till this shit kicks in?

David: You know you got no chance against this Irish luck. (sadly) Wish that luck held up in the rest of my life.  

(David deals out seven cards each.)

David: Call 'em.

Ben: Three and eight.

David: Fold.

Ben: It's draw isn't it?

David: Yeah, odds just ain't with me for this one.

Ben: Fucking pussy, what's the point in playing.

David: Sorry.  I'm a man who let's probability guide him.  That's how the universe works, son.  S'like I risk things others wouldn't cause probability's my guide.  I don't wanna go to jail anymore than average, but I'll risk it if the odds are in my favor.  Probability tells me I'm not gonna win, I believe it.  No fear, I'm gonna eventually win most of these.

Ben: Fucking dick, just when I get a solid hand.  (Throws down two threes, an eight, an ace and jack of spades.)  Royal flush.  

David: Hold on a second, gotta write some shit down.

Ben: What?

David: Well, it's 'bout how capitalism is like Hitler's superiority theory.  The most able humans are elevated to wealth and stature, and all humans are superior to all other life, and some groups of humans are superior to others.  Both assume a hierarchy of ultimate value.  And how today's world is so much like Hitler's.  We are still preoccupied with perfection and mortality, without God.  An entertainment culture, where we elevate to the spotlight those we think exemplify perfection in some way, and the rest of people are left in the audience.  Those we elevate cannot make mistakes, and we love them for it.  Desperately focusing their attention on this perfection, hoping that their own imperfections will not be noticed.  We got issues to burn, cuz.

Ben: (unexcited) Wow.  And why can't you write this later?

David: Sorry.  I'll forget.  (dreamy) You see, I'm collecting diamonds on a beach, hoping I'll get rescued.  This is good shit, I'm not gonna waste it cause of you.

Ben: Hero in your own mind.

(Ben takes a bight of a grinder.)

Ben: You gonna have yours.

David: No, ain't hungry.

Ben: Fuck did I buy it for?  (pause) When's the last time you ate?

David: While.

Ben: What's you on a hunger strike?

David: Just ain't got the urge to eat, dog.  No appetite.

Ben: Bet it's that Zoloft you take.  Tellin' you, when I took it I lost my appetite.

David: (deeply) Lost.  Shit, I gotta keep in shape for the iron man, start beefin' up.  Gonna run that shit one of these years.  Three marathons.  That be great.

Ben: You gonna lose your mind, you ain't careful.

I-2-2

(Street side bar.  Empty aside from two huddled in the corner and tend.  The radio plays on the speakers, both inside and outside the bar.  An angry DJ prefaces the next song:

You know my fucking electricity bill has doubled in the past month!  Yeah, let's deregulate.  That'll drive down the prices, 4-sure.  Wonder who suggested that one.  Small businesses are droppin' into bankruptcy one by one.  And now supply is so tight we're gonna pay billions in tax payer dollars, and we're STILL gonna have rolling black outs!  I say it's time to bill the man.  And with that on mind, I pass the mike to Kurt.  Here’s The Man Who Sold the World.  Two men enter bar together, but they are separate.  Stepping into the light it is David and a blond man in his thirties.  Both approach the bar immediately.  The blue light of a beer sign hanging in the window casts us in a blue tint.  The blond-haired man takes a stool.  David places his hands on the bar and calls weakly "Guinness!".  We passed upon the stair, spoke of was and when . . . David turns to the blond man and stares quizzically . . . although I wasn't there, I said I was his friend, . . . David slurs a "S'happenin' friend", to which the man looks into his eyes with poorly concealed shock . . . which came as some surprise, I spoke into his eyes, . . . David regards the speaker above the bar and smiles vaguely --- Flash to a picture of the aged Wilhelm Canaris and flashback --- . . . I thought you died alone, a long long time ago, . . . David mouths these last five words to the man, and sudden awe overtakes both  . . . oh no, not me, I never lost control, You're face to face, with the man who sold the world . . . Both faces have gone white, and with a frowning chuckle David mumbles "I'm trippin'", places his hand on his shoulder in goodbye, and leaves the bar . . .  I laughed and shook his hand . . . Cold wind blows at David as he pushes out of the bar.  He pauses next to the bar's window, closes his eyes and takes a deep breath . . . and made my way back home . . . unsettled, he looks up at the speaker transfixed, and then, looks around for something . . . I searched the foreign land, for years and years I roamed, . . . The sound of two hundred thousand people screaming in unison "Sieg Heil!!" is softly heard in the wind . . .  I gazed a gazley stare . . . David's eyes settle on his reflection in the windowpane, which in the lighting is isolated by a background of darkness.  He tilts his head in a most squalidly fashion to the left at his reflection, and this becomes the reflection of a boy with his visage, skin and bones in tattered clothing, staring into a large gold rimmed mirror.  It is being carried by two SS death camp guardsmen . . .we walked a million hills I must have died along, a long long time ago . . . David returns to the present and stares awefully at his reflection . . . who knows, not me, ("Not me" he mouths) We never lost control, you're face to face, with the man who sold the world . . . David loses focus in his eyes and fades into flashbacks.  Scenes flash of a past life brutally interrupted, a white object getting tossed into a windowpane, which is instantly shredded into red chunks amidst the tinkering glass.  Flash to the desperate train ride.  A bucket of shit and urine overflows next to David.  Cattle cars sound like a lunatic asylum.  But the dream is all too real, and the doors open.  We are rushed out with electric cattle prods.  Flash to work camp where life burns away overhead.  We hop-step to "Schnell" carrying boulders up 180 bloody steps of a quarry.  Those slow are bludgeoned.  Some fall off the cliff to death.  We carry large blocks of steel up stairs to a furnace.  Next, with scarves on, we carry black and blue bodies, smeared with defecation, out from the mounds in a gas chamber.  Flash to the fuming stacks of death, where we see the gas victims laid out for cremation.  And then the endless run of ten thousand starving men.  Piles of dead along the way.  David then fades back to the present, steps back so dizzy he's blinded, and leans on a new Volkswagon Beetle.  He closes his eyes, and when he returns he is looking straight at the Volkswagon symbol.  David steps away fairly shocked, and still staring at the car he fades into the darkness of an alley.  Helpless.)

I-2-3

(David wakes up in bed with a needle in his arm.  Looking at it hard, he pulls it out.  Lost in thought for a moment.  He sits down at the computer, and on the screen appears the lyrics for The Man Who Sold the World.  David burns some incense, and the smoke billows across the screen.  David turns the song on Napster and stares.  He flashes back to the previous night in the bar, then back to the lyrics.  David types in his journal "TheManWhoSoldTheWorld - TMWSTW - A time of six-day weeks, with no Sundays, no Fridays, and two Wednesdays".  Canaris stands outside the door.  He flashes back to a conversation with Hitler over lunch.  This and all flashbacks to Germany are heard in German with English subtitles.)

Canaris: Mein Fuhrer, I have a suggestion for how you could implement the Nuremberg Laws. 

Hitler: Yes.

Canaris: Many Jews have learned to blend in with Aryans.  Perhaps we might distinguish Jews with a yellow Star of David on their outer clothing.  This way we can assure they are not lurking in any pure Aryan areas.  In addition to facilitating other parts of their civil rights suspension.  While at the same time putting more pressure on them to emigrate.

Hitler: (brightly) Yes.    

(Flash.  The song ends and there is a knock at the door.  David swings the door open to see Canaris.  He appears to have been sleeping on a couch in the hall.)

Canaris: (apologetically) You dropped your wallet last night.

David: (pause) Appropriate, I guess.  I pride myself on my endurance, but this is pushing the limits. (pause) I don't know if I'm ready. 

Canaris: It's gonna be hard, but time's not on our side.  We're in a race for life. 

David: (as if misheard) What? 

Canaris: It's a long story, and you're part of it. 

David: Me 

Canaris: Can I come in. 

David: (weak) Aye. 

(Canaris enters and observes the pad with interest.  He regards the poster.) 

Canaris: Modern Man.  And what is this one? (pointing to the Sicily Boy). 

David: (disoriented) What? Forgive me, I'm a bit of a spacer.  

Canaris: This one.

David: Sorry, that's Little Boy.  He just invented the atom bomb.  Little does he know its blast radius includes him. 

Canaris: And this, the Flying Man. (Pause) A rare bird.  Is he singing? 

David: What for?    

Canaris: (regarding a sculpture of a gun on the wall) An NRA man, are you?

David: (sad) I despise guns like I hate war.  But they're sure fun little toys.  If I had my way, they'd be abolished and replaced with non-lethal self-defense weaponry.  But just like the oil industry, the gun industry has suppressed the development of benevolent alternative technologies.  Just another example of special interest control at the expense of public welfare.

Canaris: And what of Old Geronimo?

David: He's righteous.  Fighting the good fight against genocide.

(David sits down to put on a sock with holes in it.)

Canaris: You've got a hole in your sock.

David: Well, I’m not real big on material concerns.  

Canaris: Do you know my name? 

David: (Pause) Well you look like a Wilhelm Canaris to me.  He was this guy that brought Hitler down from the inside.  But he's dead.  

Canaris: (Pause) And do you know your name?

David: (slowly) David.  Same as on my driver's license.  

Canaris: (frightened, quiet) Your name was David in your past life? 

David: Yeah.  Didn't remember anything till last night.  Meeting you kinda jumpstarted my brain though.  I stepped outside and saw myself in the windowpane.  I was in the death camps.  I was a Jew.  (pause, resigned) Which combined basically means my psyche is fucked.  Fancy us two meetin' in LA though.  (pause) What are the chances?

Canaris: It's really so improbable you can't help but believe it's all part of someone's plan.

David: This is really too much. (troubled) You seemed like you knew me last night.  And you obviously got some recall.  So what's your story?

Canaris: You said it.  I'm a question mark.  A noose all but complete, save the space to slide your head through.  You see before you a wretched man, a man who could have prevented some 40 million deaths had he acted differently. (Pause) I was born in Germany in 1955.  I lived there until I came to the US for college.  I was majoring in History.  I'd always been one for academics, and I was plowing along the road of a typical life.  Until one night.  I was at a friend's party, drinking a little, talking even less --- I've always been rather shy.  Some tall guy appeared after I'd had a few and began speaking to the whole room of people, in a low, slow voice.  And that's all I remember until about an hour later.  Apparently he hypnotized me and another.  Later that night whenever someone asked my name I said I was Wilhelm Canaris.  You might say I suffered for that information; in addition to that I would spontaneously grab my crotch.  That night led me to a professional hypnotist.  He probed my mind, and my past life's story surely fell into place.  Within a month I had total recall, of all my failures.  Of a life you seem familiar with.  

David: I just saw you on the History Channel just the other day.  How improbable that I run into you the next day.

Canaris: Ah, then you have the summary of the official account. Give me a moment to explain myself.  I assure you, it's all relevant.

David: K.

Canaris: I was a product of my environment, of my era.  It was this life that taught me that nurture is more important than nature. I gave blind allegiance to the authorities of the day.  Authority.  Born of fear of chaos.  Desperate for order.  Well, the chaos of war had oft ravaged Germany, and our craving for stability was that much greater.  Lives of squalor bred lives for pride.  Germany was very much impressed with the notion that life and respect come through might, and that we were the mightiest, the superior race.  Anything but common.  So we turned to the only authority we knew, the military, to raise us out of the ditch.  We lived for control, power.  I was born into a time and place of militant imperialism.  The legacy of Martin Luther and his Reformation had molded Germany, into a virulently anti-Semitic and authoritarian nation.  This was me. (pause) Well anyway, we wanted our place in the sun.  And beginning this bloody century, we were out to show our might.  One such arrogant enterprise was the Imperial Navy.  Germany felt that, in order to bring prosperity to our ballooning population, we would need to establish a global presence, like the British.  And our new navy was the tool to accomplish this.  Without any mentionable history of seafaring, we thought we could surpass the British Navy by sheer will power.  This new navy would consist of the elite.  Only the toughest and most determined would become officers.  It would be a superior caste of humans.  The officer core would be the pride of the new Reich.  And that's where I wanted to be.  To give us global dominations, by the ocean.  The propaganda put out for the new navy was stunning in its scope, the likes of which had never been seen in Germany.  I hitched my star to the Imperial Navy, destined to a grim future.  We were just another utopian community, doomed to failure.  (lowly) Patriotism, that most wretched of human creations.  Why the navy?  I love the ocean, always have.  Us Canaris are known for our wanderlust.  Born into an industrial world, in an industrial family, I had no taste for it.  I preferred the tranquility of the ocean, the liberty and untamed nature of it.

David: Are you planning on giving me every detail here?

Canaris: (humbly) No.  Anyway, I became a high-ranking naval officer, and played quite a role in secretly rearming Germany between the wars.  I paved the way for Hitler.  We were trying to rebuild the navy after the war, but we couldn't do it publicly.  So we used others to put forth our propaganda.  And we armed them so their words would have teeth.  I supplied Hitler with his first army of storm troopers, trained and equipped them.  I always rather enjoyed pressure situations, to live in uncertain times, and Hitler's ascent to power was just that.  I welcomed the rise of nazism, they had on the surface many of the same goals as the navy.  It is true that I was among the vast majority of Germans that believed we had lost the war because of a betrayal at home.  I was blinded to the fact that it was our militarist, expansionist tradition that brought us defeat.  You see, in the officer core there prevailed the notion that we were superior, and the lower ranks were inferior.  We treated them as if they were expendable and inexhaustable.  This led to mutiny, and the defeat.  Unable to accept German defeat, I blamed communists insurgence for our surrender.  And the new Republic.  Raised to believe only one man should lead the state, I fervently wished for the return of an authoritarian government.  Anything in place of the chaotic rule of the masses.   In 1928 I forged what would become under Hitler an international alliance to oppose communism, which led directly emboldened Hitler to invasion Soviet Union.  And the death of millions.  I was among the nazi masses yearning for a new day for abject Germany.  Violence, political chaos and mass starvation led us to look for a unifying savior.  While the violent nazi masses troubled me, I wrote it off as party extremists, and Hitler as a moderate.  He did a good job in separating himself from his nazi creation.  He had me fooled, for the first five years of his rule.  I was overjoyed at the prospect of a greater Germany, as were most Germans.  He used his power to further hypnotize us into his cult.  And I served him then well.  In a desperate Germany, I saw nazis as our only hope.  Hitler gave the military more money, centralization and immunity from public criticism.  Everything we wanted.  The standard of living increased dramatically in my Germany under Hitler's peacetime rule.  He appeared to be the savior we had hoped for.  When his grip on power was still tenuous, I helped prevent a civil war between the army and Hitler's SS when they increasingly encroached on military influence.  That could have been the end of Hitler.  I also forged the political alliance with Spain, Italy and Japan.  At home I built up military intelligence to an expansive, highly effective organization.  My counter-espionage effectively shielded German rearmament from the world's eyes.  My propaganda helped to brainwash the military into total allegiance to Hitler.  My organization blacklisted the politically unreliable of the Reich, the same list the SS used to draw people into concentration camps.  I hoped to harness the evil of nazism for the good of the fatherland, and minimize any casualties that may result.  In this I failed, and the law of the devil became.  My gamble failed and you died.  Even after I realized who Hitler was, it was some years before I actively began to plan his overthrow.  I feared with the power vacuum created by his removal, chaos would again return to the Fatherland. In fact, my organization, on orders from Hitler, collaborated with the SS in some of the exterminations. (pause) You see, I am the man who sold the world.  

David: I thought that was Hitler.  From what I understand, you were the man most responsible for the downfall of the Reich.  If anything, you sold your beloved Germany to your sworn enemy, the Soviet Union, to save the world from Hitler.

Canaris: Your very kind.  But you must understand that you died because of my inaction.  Had I seen the true nature of Hitler before, I could have prevented the war, the Holocaust.  

David: Well, if you saw the evil of nazism eventually, why didn't you just resign, instead of staying on with that corrupt regime?

Canaris: (sighing) I wanted to more than anything. (pause) But if I had left, the ever-ambitious SS would have taken over the powers of military intelligence.  And that would have necessarily been the end of everything.

David: (faint) How do you know me?

(Flashback during this recollection)

Canaris: (Pause) It was right before the war.  Hitler had me acquire Polish soldier uniforms to use in a faked Polish invasion of Germany, as pretense for his next conquest.  I contacted a camp director friend of mine to get the uniforms.  So I went to personally speak to the camp director on the importance of secrecy in this matter.  This was passed the point where I had turned on Hitler, but I had to keep up appearances.  As we we're walking out of his villa, one of his children ran up and tugged on his arm for attention.  He began complaining about some sibling infraction, and my gaze fell to the garden, where a frail boy was working.  That boy, I'm sure, was you.  Amazing, how today you look the same about the face as that day.  I remember thinking how squalid you looked, and what a beast had come to power to bring us to this state.  And then you looked back at me, at first timidly, and when you saw my expression your face loosened and your eyes teared.  You captured me then.  And then the director turned back to me, and followed my stare to you.  You were just as transfixed as I, and didn't notice the director.  Probably something my stare pushed you in to.  Seeing you not working he shouted immediately and began to remove his revolver.  I stayed his arm and feigned, "No.  You shouldn't be so quick to execute.  Do you have any idea of the economic value of each slave to the fatherland?  You should only kill when absolutely necessary.  But as for this one, I told him to look up at me.  That boy looks rather Aryan, don't you think?"  He withdrew with an "I suppose".  And we walked past you.  And that was it.

David: How can you possibly remember such an inconsequential encounter?

Canaris: (low) Oh, there were consequences.  And now I have a question for you.  (pause, awed) When did you die?

David: Don't remember.

Canaris: Surely you must have some notion.

David: A long time ago.    

Canaris: (desperate) When?!   

David: You could say I died in 1937.  I was walking down a Berlin street and someone pulled me aside and screamed, "Why aren't you wearing your Jew star?"  I told him I wasn't Jewish, and right there, before a crowded street, he pulled down my pants.  He pointed to my circumcision and exclaimed, "You lie!".   I felt stripped then.  (Flash to David pulling his pants up.  Flash to the inside of David's mouth where a gold crown shines in a molar.  A wrench darts in and rips out the tooth.  Blood spurts.  Flash forward.)

Canaris: You wore a star?

David: Course.

Canaris: (shaken) But when did you really die?

David:  I think it was shortly after the war started.  So shortly after our meeting.

(They stare at each other.)  

Canaris: It is, you might say, providential that we have come to meet again, particularly in the fashion we did.  I'm sure you noticed the music.

David: (faint) Yeah.

Canaris: Fate, has brought us together.  But for what purpose?

David: I didn't know fate had a purpose.    

Canaris: Do you believe in God?    

David: Like Santa Claus.  All these biblical stories are told by exaggerating men.  Religion for us gives purpose to a seemingly pointless life.  Marx had it right, opiate of the masses.  Let's look at all the civilizations based on religion, and we see the underlying method of control and intimidation that is typical in our closest relatives of hierarchy, chimpanzees.  Religion arises from our base instincts.  Science has disproved the hoards of lies this all-knowing entity has portrayed to us.  Man's such a pathetic, apathetic creature, warring and pillaging over limited resources.  What god would create this?  Least, that's what I used to think, and still kinda do.  But I also recently came to believe in God, and reincarnation for that matter.  But I'm having a hard time reconciling it with the state of the world.

(Focus in on Canaris face, flashback.  Hitler and cronies sit around a dinner table.  Hitler doesn't eat his vegetables.)

Hitler: It is my most burning ambition to undo for ever the humiliation and losses inflicted upon Germany in 1648, with the end of the Thirty Years War.  One fact leads me to believe however that there may be hope for the German nation yet: if we look closely at the ruling nations of this earth – the British, French, and Americans – the statistics show that only a vanishingly small component of them, perhaps 40 or 50 million

pure-blooded citizens of the ruling country, are controlling millions of other human beings and gigantic areas of the world.  The Americans, for instance, conquered her land by exterminating the native population and importing hearty Negroes to be their slave labor.  Let these rulers be our model, whose greatness we will surpass into history.  We will get our piece of the pie, our rightful place in the sun.  Our march to paradise has already begun, with the good work Herr Canaris has done in the east.  An effective war of psychology, proper inciting of ethnic groups, coupled with an arming of insurgents will weaken these governments on the verge of our attack.  And then your sabotage groups will further this objective.  I pledge thanks to you, Admiral, for paving our road east.

(Flash forward.)
Canaris: There is value in learning from our err.  It is how we evolve.

David: I just don't see how God could allow so much suffering.  

Canaris: (grim) It is precisely our arrogant presumption that humans can judge what is right and wrong that leads us to reject God because of the suffering and waste he creates.  You see, pain is a teacher.  Look at the pain that began our story.  Hitler grew up in an era where man was still digesting that he evolved from apes.  Initial interpretations of his finding dispelled the myth of human superiority, of God's majestic intent for us.  Our identity, our God, lost.  We weren't a creation apart from all other life, we are a product of the same kind of evolution that all life experiences.   Nothing special.  And in this climate modern physics tells us the universe is controlled by randomness.  All that exists is the material world, and all we have is this brief, harsh life.  Mortality ever looms menacingly in our lives.  There's no certainty, and humans have no control.  A lowly city vagabond, Hitler felt acutely inferior and powerless.  He was a backlash to this identity crisis.  So afraid of the implications, he insisted that he was special, superior, and in total control.  His extremism brought him to think he was perfect.  The egg of the Holocaust, fertilized by Germany's defeat in 1918.  And then we are left to cope with the notion of God after Hitler.  We were even more confused.

David: We still haven't reconciled God with Darwin.

Canaris: The God of orderly design that has created humans to rule the earth can never be reconciled with Darwin.  We must arrive at a new conception of God, to be a creator of novelty in this continually changing story of evolution.  To whom all life is special.  

David: But it's not just Darwin; it seems all modern science suggests there is no God.

Canaris: (pause) Well I'll tell you, for us to meet again and have the same faces and to recognize each other, with the music like it was, is a highly improbable sequence of events.  Now modern physics explains the world as arising from and being propelled forth by randomness.  And what is science, but a product of our desire to control, an aspiration to God's throne.  So in aspiring to God, we have lost him, temporarily. Today science is revealing that life has emerged from a series of highly improbable events.  From a great multitude of extremely particularly unlikely masses and forces, to even more improbable events that led to the creation of the first cells, to DNA, to multi-cellular organisms.  If the universe were really governed by randomness, would we not see a more probable sequence of events occurring in these seminal events?  And then there is the human brain, an organ that would take our people many millennia to learn to use.  The full range of human faculties can hardly be explained in evolutionary terms, as a response to the environment.  The whole story of life is so unlikely we would be foolish not to see that someone's pulling the strings.  To be sure, the biggest revelation that awaits modern man in the near future is that chance, that creator of variety, is God's hand.

David: Why would God give us such a horrible vision as a universe governed by randomness?

Canaris: For the same reason he gave us the horrible vision of mortality.  It seems that through pain we learn the value of life.  This horrid vision might be a way we come to appreciate life, that of all the possibilities, the universe turned out like this.  In much the same way, a culture based on inequity arrives at the extolling of human virtues to justify a notion of superiority.  From a materialistic worldview comes scientific thought.  From war comes our most impressive scientific discoveries.  The bad is necessary for us to evolve.  Hopefully not forever though.

David: Hmm.  So what's the point of it all? 

Canaris:  The new.  Diversity.  What is evolution, the process of creation, but an education?  I assure you there's a point to it all. 

David: The Holocaust?

Canaris: I think you know, you just let emotion carry you away on this.  It was an education, perhaps the most brutal one yet, of the depths and origins of man.  Like entropy, it makes us better appreciate life.  To know that we could lose it.  It was the Holocaust that brought to our minds the notion of human rights.  Hitler's unintentional gift.

 Holocaust that brought us Holocaust

David: And why the Jews marked for death, and the Aryan to be his people?

(Flashback to Canaris with his adjutant.)

Canaris: So what did our Fuhrer talk about at lunch?

Adjutant: A lot.  He talked about religion, how he hates the hypocrisy of it.  He said in particular he hates how Christians have halted the progress of human knowledge.  He said even more vehemently that he hates the Christian doctrine professing love and mercy for the weak.  He said we can look to Darwin for insight into the true nature of life.  Of the perpetual struggle of life, the domination of those who are strong and brutal.  He plans to replace the Christian Doctrine with one more true to nature, with blood and conquest.  Instead of loyalty to Jesus, people would swear loyalty and life to Hitler.  Mein Kampf will replace the holy bible, and the Catholic Youth League will transform into the Hitler Youth.  After changing the people's minds, he will begin his war on enemies of the state.  Then he went on about how Aryan's will ascend to God's throne and rule the world, because he has understood the value of Race.  This will happen after he has wiped Germany clean of the Jewish corruption.

Canaris: (slow) His madness has become ours.

Adjutant: So what's this I hear about all major sea vessels being booked?  We need 3 transport ships for White, don't we?

Canaris: Plans have changed.  We have a madman as head of state.  You see, he's struck a deal with Stalin to "return" all ethnic German's to the Reich.  Some hundreds of thousands are getting shipped in, from the Ukraine and the steppes of Russia.  (slowly) What chance has chosen the Aryan and the Jew, has drawn these battle lines?  You see, Hans, this man really believes his rhetoric.  He's moving out his race before he launches a war of total destruction on Russia.  Aryanism.  That pseudoscience.  Germany is today bred on misinformation, the same that this maniac founded his precious weltanshauung on.  This will be an ethnic war, and millions will die.  And the Jews.  What God could have so marked them?

(Flash forward.)
Canaris: You ask me to speculate on God's wisdom.  And I will.  Throughout history Jews have been the Job of humanity, punished by God for being alive.  Taught through religion to be passive in the face of the aggressor.  In the Great Education, they get the shitty role.  And the Aryan, of lineage of the Vikings, among the most brutal and feared conquerors of history.  Takers.  Germany is still coming to grips with the lesson.  The antichrist epitomizes how they've erred.  In Hitler's twisted, self-centered  psyche, the Aryan was the impossible perfection he strove for every day.  Hitler's Jew was his imperfection that kept him from happiness.  And he wanted to destroy this corruption, and live pure, without uncertainty, in his paradise.

David: What did we learn?

Canaris: What did the Titanic learn?  Humanity continued down a road of arrogance.  The Holocaust taught us humility.

David: That's fine in a global sense, but what about the individual?  I'm not so horrible, what did I do to deserve that death?

Canaris: (pause) Good people often ask, "What did I do to deserve this?".  That kind of thinking is putting all your stock in nature, and disregarding the effect of nurture.  One thing that Hitler taught us, nurture is so important that we could have been mass murderers in our past lives.  Or a Roman emperor, perhaps.  Who knows?

David: Not me. (pause) And today?  What's the point of us?

Canaris: The biblical literature which you so disdain was not strictly historical.  Much was prophecy.  And in the time of the seventh rock, the time of the apocalypse, rare birds would come singing warnings of "Now, Now!".  What happens next is up to speculation.  But it is mine that God would not have brought us along this far just to snuff us out.  And it is also my conviction that we, you and I, will save the world.

David: (laughing) I've got a personal question, I hope you don't mind my asking, but are you bi-polar?

Canaris:  It was hard for me to believe too.  I'm just another ordinary person.  And then I became rare.  It was a marvelous moment, I tell you.

David: I could use one of those.  Heroin's just not doing it for me?

Canaris: (shocked) Heroin?

David: (holding out arms) You might say I'm still in a prison.  But I'd sure like to break my rusty cage.  (chuckling) I dig this save the world bit.  Always had a bit of a messianic complex.  What exactly are we saving it from? 

Canaris: The man who bought the world.  (pause, trace of guilt appears on his face) The same man who put both of us in our graves, and molded us for this life.  Adolf Hitler.  In the true capitalist spirit, he purchased his rule of the world for a few years.  A rule which bent us forever since, into cynical pessimists and materialists, just like him.

David: He's dead.

Canaris: Like you, like me?

David: So you're telling me Adolf Hitler has been reborn.  

Canaris: And not for the first time.  His is a longer story than you could imagine.  It's something I've spent the past fifteen years researching.  I've condensed it to a brief summary for those faint of attention. (removes video from jacket) Your special purpose.

(David takes video and reluctantly plops it in the VCR.  Narrated by Canaris and an old man with a French accent.  Prophecies appear penned on the screen.  Beethoven plays softly throughout.  Our scene begins inside a Tornado.) 

I have for you a tale that has been told but not understood.  It is the story of man's err, the story of selfish.  Of a black-haired demon, a racist totalitarian, all too human.  He has walked among us three times in the modern era, to propel humanity down a curving path.  That we might fight his war.  A war against those in power, the status quo.  He wishes to blaze a new world over the ashes of the old.  To be a revolution, the future's seed.  To mark his presence permanently on the world by destroying it.  Born into times of chaos, he is a reflection of his age, the new.  Desperate people look to him as savior from chaos, but he will only augment it.  To his death.  To be reborn to do it again.  Who knows how many times this creature has been born and directed history?  Indeed, he very well might be as old as humanity.  For he is a sign from God of our errors.  Of our apathy.  And if we do not heed this sign before his third coming to the modern age, we will apocalypse.

The view fades out of the swirling reflection of a brass bowl of water, hoisted on a tripod.  Beyond the tripod a flame burns blue.  Gazing into the bowl is an old, bearded man dressed in black.

Two centuries before his first appearance in the modern world, the great prophet, the Jew, Michele de Nostradamus, saw the path he would blaze.  Millions dispossessed and dead; squalor and destruction.  Yet the seer was forced to hide his dire knowledge.  From the Inquisition, that would kill him for heresy, and from the ambitious men of his future that might use foreknowledge for their own gain and humanity's detriment.  So he locked the future in cryptic poetry, that some chosen ones might unlock it and prevent the destruction of humanity, which he foresaw.  But our demise is just one possible future, another being humanity's evolution.  For this to happen though, we must stop the demon, the antichrist, from pushing us over the precipice.  To do this, we must know him.  For us he is an anti-model, a lesson to be learned.  He who was described some five hundred years ago.

View reenters the swirling water, plunges down to the bottom where we see a spot of red in the center. 

By great discord the whirlwind will tremble, 

Broken accord, lifting the head to heaven:

Bloody mouth will swim with blood, 

The face once anointed with milk and honey lies in the soil. 1q57
Fade out of red of the bloody mouth of the severed head of King Louis 16th to a mob around a guillotine platform.  The shouts and jeers sound as if they've just orgasmed and are getting a little tired.  The head is tossed into a soiled manure basket.  Its impact is not heard amidst the din.

The French Revolution brought a decade of chaos to the great prophet's people.  Preceded a few months by the Great Tornado of 1788, the discord of guillotine brought forth an ideation of modern man from the harangues of demagogues.  Here, when the only concern could be self-concern, he first strutted on the modern world.  To buy the world from his people, in exchange for a reprieve from chaos.

Fade into brown of soiled head.

Of a name never held by a Gallic king . . . 4q54
Of a ferocious name such will be proclaimed 

That the three sisters will possess for destiny his name . . . 1q76 

Fade out to Napoleon's memorial, slide to the inscription NEAPOLIO. IMP. AUG.

The great Napoleon Bonaparte.  Whose name in ancient Greek means new destroyer.  

A disheveled, black-haired little boy dressed in black looks at us.  A tree much like the tree of knowledge rises behind him.

Born of lowly stature in a neighbor country, he idealizes the grandeur of great France.  It is here he aspires to raise himself from impotence to absolute power.  Born to an age of scientific thought, he dives into a renaissance education.  Endowed with a remarkable ability to understand his era, he becomes a revolutionary master of war, politics, and oratory.  Knowledge is as much a tool for him as deceit in his rise from a common artillery officer to emperor.  Through gifts of glory and material he gains the love of his nation, who are but tools for him. 

Napoleon on horse first is seen in early victories in Italy.  This view turns into a view of Napoleon on horse before the Great Pyramid .

From simple soldier he will attain to Empire.  

From the short robe he will attain to the long:

Brave in arms or the very worst towards the church,

He will vex the priests as water does the sponge. 8q57
Napoleon takes his crown from the pope and places it on his own head, completing the image of a modern Caesar.

Replacing the short robe of a consul with the long robe of an emperor, Napoleon endeavors to acquire the worldly power of the church by imprisoning and blackmailing the pope.  He arrives as a savior to his chosen people, bringing social equality and stability in exchange for their newfound freedoms.  So in touch with the base instincts that move man he is a masterful manipulator, yet of his own underlying motives he is not aware.  A master of strategy and control, he himself is controlled by insatiable self-gratification.  

A tornado tears up the belly of Paris.

He hates the impotence and imperfections man must live with.  His hatred is a hole that wants to disprove these brutal facts.  Filling his bottomless hole is a greater and greater empire; greater power, greater achievements.  He denies the flaws of his self and insists that he is a perfect human being, the end point of creation.  

A picture of a young general Napoleon on a horse.

Only as a warlord emperor can he find love with his people, his pets.  So seduced by his illusion of superiority he would sacrifice his own country for his cause.  To destroy the world entrusted to him in his real-life chess game.  He is born a primeval ruler; nothing could disinterest him more than a nation devoid of his personage.  The state to him is merely a means of control.  To impose his own will and vision on humanity, for a New World Order.  A man of rationality, he finds special interest in creating the laws of man.  Here we see the seeds of absolutism, of one view, the true colors of pride, a disdain for all other authorities.  Here is modern man, whose arrogant presumption of greatness has unseated God in his own mind.  For him there is no other purpose than self.  

Flash to battles and territorial conquest on European map.
An emperor born near Italy . . . 

Italy, Spain and English tremble 4q54 . . . 

His ultimate expression of self is his warfare.  He stages a logical, aggressive in the name of inequity that neighbors might bend to his will.  It is here, in glorified ravaging, where his people join closest to him.  His motives become theirs.  War.  The ultimate challenge to prove self-worth.  The ultimate means to control.  But in warfare also there lies the greatest divide between himself and his people.  It is in war that he comes closest to filling the hole of man's biggest imperfection; mortality.  Horrible death.  A fact of life that, as general, he now controls.

Riding up a hill with an army on his back, a heavy-set Napoleon sees first a glow, then a burning city.

A mass of men approach from Slavonia,

The Destroyer will ruin the old city:

He will see his Roman empire quite desolated,

Then he will not know how to extinguish the great flame. 4q82
Napoleon reaches the epitome of his egomania in an invasion of Russia.  With a grand army of half a million men he passes through the Slav lands on to Moscow.  Arriving at this ancient city, he sees its wooden framework in flames, set ablaze by fleeing Russians to prevent Napoleon from taking shelter against the Russian winter.  Napoleon loses control to the elements.

Through a blizzard we see scattered, haggard men push slowly through a country in deep snow.  Some fall and do not rise.

North wind, the army having pushed too far. 2q99
A quarter of a million will not escape. 2q94
Devastated by the Russian winter, nature's brutal force, a quarter-million Frenchmen die in retreat across Russia's steppes.  Here is his greatest defeat.  No longer is Napoleon the invincible warlord; rather, he is a tragically flawed brute.  After Russia, his empire is in decline.  Three years later he will be thoroughly beaten by the Allies he provoked to war.

He will cost his empire very dearly

They will say that from the sort of people that surround him, 

That he is less a prince than a butcher. 1q60
Fade out of tent.  Inside the Duke of Wellington speaks.

Duke:  (hollowed) The butcher's bill for this morning?   

Lieutenant: 1,200.  We estimate he lost about half that.

Duke: (somber) England would go broke long before this monster tires.

Fade out to the war fields of France.  French soldiers battle German.  Zoom in to French eagle standards, to focus in on the eagle. This becomes the German standards on a panzer tank.  Fade out to see a1940 battlefield in France.  Tanks loom across open fields in tight formation.

Beasts ferocious with hunger will cross the rivers . . . 2q24
Dead of cancer, he is reborn a living cancer.  The humiliation and disillusionment at Waterloo and his subsequent imprisonment before humanity mold him an inferiority complex for a new world.  A lesson he is retaught by the experiences of his new life.  

Fade out of a young Hitler looking on in a crowd in 1914 Vienna at a speaker out to raise troops.

Born of the pride of Germany, the shame of a tramp, the carnage of WWI and the humiliation of the Versailles Peace Treaty.  Steeled of postwar inhumanity, desperation, and the chaos of civil war.  Amidst such a turbulence of feeling, he casts off intellectualism as the failure of his last life, and embraces emotionalism as his guiding light.  Born into an epoch of materialism and atheism, his fear of inadequacy is amplified to total terror by the facts of that life.  

Fade out of a sad, old, bearded Charles Darwin.

He is an animal descended by chance from other animals, nothing special in the cosmic scene.  Wholly imperfect, he is really a helpless pathetic wretch, a common man.  A doubtful cynic, he can only continue living by denying life's harshest facts and clinging tenaciously to the antithesis, a man of control and perfection.  So afraid of his inadequacies he treats dissent to his worldview as the gravest crime.  In this way he can go on in his impossible quest.  Born of misunderstanding, the bent man, he is a master of deceiving his self and others.  An unconscious reaction to the elements.  No longer is he a revolutionary; for today's world he is a reactionary, recoiling from his world as if scorched by fire.  Hitler furthers his immersion in egoism.  

In a prison cell we see Hitler dictating the rudiments of his Fuhrer principle for Mein Kampf. 
He becomes even more enthusiastic about carving his supposed greatness on history and achieving fame's immortality.  Hitler delves into the illusion of himself as invulnerable to the world and superior to all other life.  To once again imagine himself a god, the end point of evolution.  While this self-concept is nothing new to humanity, Hitler went a step further than anyone had before.  Many times more indifferent to fellow man, many times less constrained by morality.  Here are authorities he has conquered.  A committed utilitarian, he expanded his scope of control to include humanity, seeing people as just another material to be mastered.  

German children are lined up saluting Hitler.

To stay the dread of science's worldview, this assertion of human greatness.  Aryanism, modern man's humanism.  The truth of the matter, however, is that his fear of inadequacy drives Hitler to hate himself.  In a frenzy of denial, he displaces this fear onto the world that he feels failed him.  Hitler focuses his fear on the scapegoat placed before him by his culture.  A people for which he has a special meaning; Hitler's Jew.  To these chosen people he wishes to transform all the fears of impotence and inadequacy into a reality.  To deceive Jews with the cold lie of a happy existence elsewhere and present them the suffering of concentration camps, his brutal reality.  Chief among his fears lingers mortality.  This fear he would like his rage to burn.  Hitler's most ardent goal.  One he would accomplish through his fiery speech, Hitler's ultimate expression of emotion.  In a time of communication and transportation revolutions, the beast takes masterful hold of these new weapons.  Seeing power through politics first, he becomes an even more masterful politician, honing his oratory to sway a desperate people to take his restless path.

After the victory of the raving tongue, 

The spirit tempered in tranquility and rest:

The bloody victor makes harangues throughout the conflict, 

Roasting the tongue and the flesh and the bones. 4q56
Hitler speaks from his podium.  We gradually zoom into his black square" Today I’m going to turn prophet yet again: if capitalist Jewry inside and outside Europe should succeed once more in plunging our peoples into a world war, then the outcome will not be a Bolshevisation of the world and thereby the victory of Jewry, but the destruction of the Jewish race in Europe!"  Fade out of Hitler's mustache square as he finishes a convulsive haranguing. He descends from the stage dripping with sweat.  Temporarily purged of his voracious hatred, he briefly humors the saluting crowd with a walk amongst them.  Making his way directly to the street, he steps into an awaiting car whose closed door becomes that of a black furnace door.

Ultimately, his fear does bring on a world war, and leads him to largely fulfill his prophecy.  The death of the Jews, and his own death, was always something he deeply desired.  A world war was the means to this end, an appropriate means for a man to whom all life had become a desperate battle.  

A German newspaper boy holds out a front page with a picture of a large building consumed in flames.  He yells "Bolshevist Jews burn the Reichstag!  Chancellor Hitler calls for a temporary emergency suspension of civil rights."  Further down the page we see an angry Hitler, to whom we zoom into.  This becomes the real Hitler, and his frown turns into a smile as he toasts in private with his cronies.

Still the master strategist, he has become bent from his identity as Napoleon, into a bitter, cynical figure, who favors deceit and surprise exclusively to accomplish his goal.  Which is the same as his last life, glory and paradise.  To a desperate people he again holds out utopia if they will be his slaves.  And again they consent, receiving equality in exchange for their liberty. 

Liberty will not be regained,

It will be occupied by a black, proud, villainous and unjust man . . . 

Hister. 5q29 
Fade from liquidation of Vienna to Hitler's hardened face on a poster, and focus on his name.

Hister, both an anagram for Adolph Hitler and Latin for his birthplace, the Danube River.

Of the warlike party, the great Pontiff

Will subjugate the frontiers of the Danube: 

To pursue the cross through the crooked cross of iron. 6q49
Moving up the picture we arrive at a swastika.

Creating a political party bent on war, he zealously pursues his life's mission through the order of the swastika.  An emblem cast in a culture of blood and iron.  

Swastika next to his name becomes that on a German fighter plane.  We see leaflets fall out of it to the Paris below, and we focus on one where these words appear (German turns to English).

The royal bird over the city of the sun,

By night will prophecy warnings for seven months in advance:

The wall of the east will fall, thunder and lightning, 

In seven days the enemy directly at the gates. 5q81
Leaflet falls to ground, slide to government building where inside some men speak furiously.  On the table in between them all a map of France.  One man gesticulates wildly to another.  

"You are not listening.  Our entire eastern wall has collapsed.  He will be at our gates by dawn!

Fade into sky where a fighter zips past and we hear gunfire.

Warfare is where his heart lays, the ultimate challenge to the authority of others.  For Hitler this becomes a lightning burst of emotion where least expected.  

Stuka divers drop their bombs on enemy tanks and fortifications.  Also from the air we see descend gliders and parachutists.  All along the battles continue in the air.

Weapons will be heard fighting in the skies:

In the very same year the divine ones enemies

They will desire unjustly to argue over holy laws, 

By lightning and war many believers are put to death. 4q43
View of the sky switches to mass executions in trenches of open fields, where the gunfire continues.

After his lightning war begins, Hitler begins his private war.  Under the arguments of the racist theory, Germany discards moral regard for fellow human beings and begins the mass executions of all perceived enemies, Jews and humanitarians.  Primary among these are Jews, intellectuals including all teachers and doctors, communists, those with Slav facial characteristics, and priests.  Again a menace to religious men, conquering their worldly influence.  Controlling all of Europe save battered old England, Hitler's bottomless hole eggs him to further conquest.  

A smiling, laughing Hitler in full military dress claps his hands together in joy on the balcony of his Alps mansion.

To be sure, world domination is at the forefront of his schemes.  In Hitler's mind the bastion of his most dire enemy, the Jew, lies in Russia.  It is here, the sight of his greatest flaw as Napoleon, where he once again aims to conquer.  

Moments later Hitler is staring off to the east grimly.  He rises up on his heels and thuds back down, gazing intently.

Here again we see his stubborn egomania, the stubborn belief that he can overcome tremendous odds.  Discarding treaties with Napoleonic disregard, he breaks his truce with the Soviet Union in less than two years.  Hitler throws three million men at the Soviet Union, to begin his unrestricted campaign of mass murder against the "sub-humans" of the east.  Terror in the east.  

Villages burn and heads are emptied.  Months ahead the war machine freezes to a halt, tank tracks covered with ice.

Despite initial successes, he again comes up short as the Russian winter freezes his army.  But he can no longer stomach retreat, that most abhorred weakness in arms.  Rather, he holds his collapsing armies fast, and thereby ensures their destruction.  Pushed back steadily by a superior force, he finally is forced into retreat.  

A thousand rockets flare into action in the night sky.
He will gather into Greater Germany, 

Brabant and Flanders, Ghent, Bruges and Bologne:

The truce feigned, the great Duke of Armenia,

Will assault Vienna and Cologne. 5q94  

Show the map change in territorial possession from '36-'45.  

This time he is pursued by the great Josef Stalin of Armenia.  Stalin pushes Hitler back past all his conquests, back into Berlin itself.

The greater part of the battlefield will be against Hister

When the child of Germany observes nothing . . . 2q24
Surrounded on three collapsing fronts by another massive Allied coalition, Hitler proceeds to finish his most heartfelt desire, the destruction of Jews in Europe.  

Smoke from the stack.  Bombs drop on the train tracks, but leave the furnaces in tact.  Luftwaffe zip down onto the bomber.

After nine years of an expanding empire, the German state crumbles under Allied bombardment.  It is utterly destroyed because of Hitler's refusal to surrender, and his blood thirst to continue the Holocaust.

Swastika on aircraft becomes the swastika of a fallen German soldier in the last days of the war in Berlin.  Communists dart across, the red flag moving across the bombed out steps of the Chancellery of the dead Reich.

Nine years the rule of the slim one will hold peace, 

Then he will fall into such a bloody thirst:

On account of him a great people will die without faith and law,

Killed by one with a great deal more nobility. 2q9


Fade to sky where we focus on an American flag on a fighter.

Having once again laid waste to humanity, the beast dies again.  To return once more, to cause even greater destruction, on the world that has labeled him the most hated man in history.  

Libra will see the Western lands to govern,

Holding rule over the skies and the earth.  4q50
Fighter becomes US fighter of modern day.

The democracy of the United States will dominate the entire planet, carrying civilization forward on her shoulders.  But the liberty of democracy is but a veil for growing inequity.  While having virtually every material need and desire taken care of, the developed world turns a blind eye to the billions who go without the basics.  

Starvation and squalor around the world.

The deceit remains, as does the arrogant justification.  So is paved the road for his third coming.  It is precisely her imperialistic air of superiority on a global scale that gives him his excuse to start a war that will destroy everything.  

Where all is good, all well in Sun and Moon,

Is Abundant, its ruin approaches:

It comes from the sky to sift through your fortune,

In the same state as the seventh rock. 5q32
A submarine-launched missile pops out of the ocean and loses itself in the sun.

More oblivious of himself than ever, completely insane, the beast keeps old hatreds and adds new ones.  He despises the United States secretly because she is so like himself, who he also secretly abhors.  The United States, the wealthiest nation that has ever been, was the trump card in the Allied effort to destroy the Third Reich.  This was the country Hitler was so wrong about, so this is the focus of his third ambition.  A prosperous authority that dominates the planet could but only arouse this man's contempt, whose war promoted the US to an illusion of moral, and a reality of material, superiority.  

Satellite imaging shows a series of land targets in Iraq that are all successfully bombed.

He has forsaken the hypocrisy of his past life as Hitler, which so failed him, and now concerns himself with bringing his truth to the world.  So he hates the hypocrisy of the US, the amoral, self-promoted world police of morality.  His rage comes visibly from the telling of the same story, of a purity corrupted, to a different people.  Still holding tenaciously to the Jewish conspiracy theory, he sees the US as the puppet of his Jew, becoming an arrogant, greedy super power.   

Picture of the one-eyed pyramid of the US dollar bill. 

Then the great empire of the antichrist will begin - where once Attila's empire and Xerxes descended . . . Epistle to Henry II 84
Out of the war-torn Middle East will the Islamic extremists spring upon the world.   Still preoccupied with pride and wrath, he sees the dignity of Islam being trampled upon all across the world, but especially in the Arab homeland.  He demands apocalyptical vengeance.  This final battle is one that reaches to the roots of human history.  Here is the final stage for the ancient battle over holy land between the Jews and the Palestinians, a conflict Hitler stoked with the Holocaust and the resulting Jewish Diaspora.  

Palestinian mobs hurl stones and Molotov cocktails at Israeli tanks, which return fire.  Snipers hit Israeli soldiers, and they respond with fire into the crowd. 

He paves his own way, creates his own struggle.  The overly defensive Israeli state of today is born of the human rights atrocities of his yesterday. Poor Israel, whom Nostradamus calls the miserable daughter, augmented by the abomination of the first Holocaust (Epistle 90).  So devastated, Israel today has become an over-reactionary too.  With a policy of collective punishment for Palestinian terror bombings, she makes fertile the ground for destruction.   

Israeli helicopters fire missiles into Palestinian controlled areas.  Israeli tanks bar Palestinians from travel in and out of villages.

Like a troll on his last mouse, his wars get more and more emotional until he arrives at the ultimate war.  With the stubborn insistence that he is right in his quest for ultimate control and perfection, the third antichrist moves to the very extreme of emotionalism, to religion.  With God he feels no more horrible fear.  Here the beast finds his final fulfillment.  In a holy war.  Funded by the fuel of modern civilization.

Oil wells work furiously over the Saudi desert land.  

The Arab empire will assess its course, its cause revived by the west. 4q39
Oil.  It is this product of decay that gives the Arab antichrist his wealth while polluting the planet.  Here in the Middle East, underneath the birthplace of civilization, will germinate the seed of Armageddon.  It is western moral degradation that lights his oil.  An inner fire that he once again will transfer onto the world.  Again he will seize on new tactics of warfare to vent his own hatred and terror onto mankind.  He readily adopts the technology of the day, even using the Internet to plan terrorist attacks.  

A boat approaches a US Destroyer named the Cole and blows a gaping hole in it.

As an underdog in the global scheme, feeling overwhelmed by a superior invader, he makes use of guerilla tactics.  Having been sabotaged in his war as Hitler by one man's military conspiracy, he gives up any legitimate means to his desires.  This illegitimate child of humanity must adopt unconventional warfare to fight today's war.  Terrorism, the most extreme method of surprise and terror, becomes his ultimate expression.  Again he appears on the outset to be invulnerable; his organization trains surrogates to carry out attacks to avoid detection, blame and retaliation.  His target has swollen in scope; having failed in his two attempts at global domination, he now secretly wishes to blow up the world.  The culmination of his reign of terror will come in a nuclear blast, to unleash the dogs of war one last time, to destroy the world that will fail him three times.  

The missile loosed in the sun reappears on its downturn.  We have the missiles view, plowing into the ground then rising in a wall of fire to the shroom roof. 

There will be let loose living fire and hidden death, inside dreadful globes - horrible! Frightful! 5q8
After a great misery for mankind an even greater approaches.  The great motor of the centuries is renewed: It will rain blood, milk, famine, iron and pestilence, in the sky will be seen a fire, dragging a trail of sparks. 2q46
So many evils shall be committed by the means of the infernal Prince, Satan, that almost the entire world shall become undone and desolate. Epistle to Henry II 211

In the first years of the onset of the third millennium he will begin his war, with sea-launched nuclear missiles coupled with smuggled-in nuclear bombs.  From there the war will degenerate into a conflict involving all weapons of mass destruction.  His ultimate destruction.  The few untouched lands will be hungered by the specter of a nuclear winter, completely undoing agriculture and thus causing mass famine.

Mabus will soon die, 

then will come a horrible undoing of people and animals,

At once one will see vengeance,

One hundred powers, thirst, famine, when the comet will pass. 2q62
Another cryptogram for our third antichrist, Mabus.  Whose name means abased man.  Whose identity was scrambled from our knowledge until he recently appeared on the world scene.  To again wage his crusade, under the name Usama Bin Laden.  

A front page picture of a fringe newspaper of Usama with the headline, "Usama Bin Laden strikes again."  Out drops the middle A of Usama and the IN of Bin.  The B joins the USMA.  The letters US are slowly brought around the MAB to finally spell MABUS.

Usama B, our Mabus unscrambled.  The powers that be have tried to conceal this revelation by spelling his name with an O rather than a U, to calm public panic.  But this is a feeble, futile effort.  Laden with the burdens of his past life, he is an outcast from his holy home of Saudi Arabia, and from his family, just as he is a castaway from the human race.  He lives a life of vagrancy, hopping from one country to the next.  Again he arrives to a downtrodden, bitter people, promising a renewal of their greatness.  As he is a creation of base ancestral instincts, he arrives to a people cloaked by antiquated traditions.

Timid eyes peer out from a black shawl hiding behind a man of the strict Islamic state.

To deliver them into his madness, the pursuit of paradise in death.

View of Usama hiding in a cavern underneath a mountain in Afghanistan.

The object of numerous assassination attempts, he lives on the righteous defensive.  Unlike his two previous lives, Usama Bin Laden is not a self-made man who falls short of his fulfillment.  Born into wealth and religion, he will die years before his war ends.  But before he can build his great funeral pyre, he must prepare his people.  Again he takes gradual steps to ease his followers into mass murder.

News coverage on the threat of Usama Bin Laden.  "In testimony of the trial of the men accused of the bombings of US embassies in Nairobi and Tanzania, one defendant agreed with the prosecution's portrayal of the bombings as part of a quest by Bin Laden to attack Americans all across the world.  On Thursday, Qatar's satellite television channel, Al-Jazeera, broadcast these remarks by bin Laden recorded Monday at a family celebration in Afghanistan.  "In Aden, the young man stood up for holy war and destroyed a destroyer feared by the powerful.  Here was a ship that sailed to its doom along a course of false arrogance, self-conceit and strength.""  

Beginning with small acts of violence, the third antichrist will escalate the size of his bombings gradually.  In this way Bin Laden both prepares his people and instigates his enemies.  

View of Bin Laden lingering over a map of the world.

"This escalation of threats and violence comes at a time when Bin Laden's sanctuary, Afghanistan, is crumbling amidst civil war and United Nations' economic sanctions.  A US state department official cited among the key threats out of Afghanistan that have brought on these sanctions are heroine production and distribution, terrorism, and human rights violations.   Right now one in four children die before the age of 5, and the average life expectancy is 44 years. According to UN estimates, about 2 million people are starving in this afflicted country.  And just when the ruling party, the Taliban, seems most in need of international assistance, they further provoke international rage with zealous adherence to intolerant religious tenets.  First the Taliban ordered the destruction of all statues of other religions in Afghanistan, including priceless pieces in national museums and two large statues known as the Great Buddhas of Bamiyan.  At least 1500 years old, they contain irreplaceable historical evidence on the evolution of Buddhism and on the cultural evolution of Asia.  Next the Taliban refused to allow women to help deliver food to the starving millions.  The United Nations threatened to stop its bread distribution program in response, but this had no effect on the ruling party."  

View of Buddhas crumbling in their mountain homes.  The dust fogs us, and we reawake in an Afghan refugee camp.

From the kernel of Usama's terrorist training camps in Afghanistan mushrooms a deep-seated resentment towards foreigners.  Once again he sacrifices his people in a last desperate attempt to destroy all other worldviews, including all the knowledge and cultural icons of his spite.  The faith becomes all-important, just like the state was in his life as Hitler.  Just as Germany was starving in the world's eyes yesterday, Afghanistan faces mass starvation from economic sanctions and a horrible series of droughts.  These sanctions amount to another Versailles, the drought another Great Depression.   A ban on opium production has dried up the little income Afghanistan has been able to earn.  Underneath the bridge of civilization lies a starving troll who grabs at straws, and he is punished for it.  In this epicenter of desperation and heroine production he comes, a religious zealot whom the US funded in the 1980s to fight their Cold War.   In many ways he is born of the US.

"My duty lies in enjoining what is right and forbidding what is wrong.  It was born of the hypocrisy of the Cold War.  We fought the Soviets back in Afghanistan, and, by the grace of God, praise and glory be to Him, the most of what we benefited from was that the myth of the super power was destroyed not only in my mind but also in the minds of all Muslims.  In so doing we created the only pure Muslim state in the world, free of Jewish corruption.  Having established a stronghold, we will now expand our fight to the global arena.  In our religion it is our duty to make jihad so that God's word is the one exalted to the heights and so that we may drive the Americans away from all Muslim countries.  I swear to Allah, I wish to fight for his cause and be killed, I'll do it again and be killed, and I'll do it again and be killed. Being killed for Allah's cause is a great honor achieved by only those who are the elite of the nation. We love this kind of death for Allah's cause as much as you like to live. We have nothing to fear for. It is something we wish for."

Today he openly desires death, in his age of truth.  That he be proved the elite of the nation.  A martyr.  Assured glory and fame.  But to get there he will need more help.

In the year 1999 and seven months,

A great King of Terror will come from the sky, 

He will bring back the great King Genghis Khan. 10q72
Out of the skies comes a small jet to land in a Chinese airport.

Ever the master of organization, politics and war, the terrorist mastermind forms alliances with enemies of the United States and Israel, again using great oratory ability to assemble his followers.  He again forms his allegiances through personal charisma and unmitigated confidence.  Among these allies is the last bastion of communism, China.  To instill a spirit of aggression towards his enemies.  The year 1999 saw the genesis of the kernel of conflict between the US and China.  Taiwan, the formerly independent nation with strong US ties, became part of China in this year.  A Taiwan desirous of independence ushers the looming threat of a totalitarian nation.  US military support for Taiwan's defense blows up the notion of an impending war between China and the US.  This is magnified by US criticisms of human rights abuses in China.  

View of Tiennamen square massacre.

China comes to share the Terrorist's hatred of the US, of her hypocrisy and intrusiveness.  Also in this new axis of powers will be the majority of Arab nations.  Together they will plot the destruction of the global elite.

Picture of Usama and Saddam Hussein shaking hands.
On who the infernal gods of North Africa will cause to be reborn, terror to all mankind: Never more horror do the newspapers tell of worse in the past, then will come to the Italians through Baghdad. 2q30
Based in Iraq, Bin Laden, the Palestinian liberator, will launch a series of nuclear attacks on his enemies.  Italy, the center of Catholicism, will be one of his targets.  For this unprecedented assault, Bin Laden will not last long.   
Mabus will soon die . . . when the comet will pass. 2q62
The third antichrist very soon annihilated, 

Twenty-seven years his bloody war will last,

The heretics dead, captives exiled,

Blood-soaked human bodies, and a reddened, icy hail covering the earth. 8q77
Views of post-apocalyptic earth.

Usama's war began in 1985 a few months before the passing of Haley's Comet, when he declared holy war against the United States.  It will end in 2012, leaving in its wake a wasted planet.  Notice the quatrain indexing 2q(6*2). Nostradamus was not the only one to foresee this end date, indeed, the Mayan's, a people of unparalleled astrological understanding, used their knowledge of the stars to arrive at the same date, December 21, 2012.  And so agrees the ancient Egyptian's prophecy on the walls of the Great Pyramid.  Very soon the beast will unleash the most dreaded fire on his enemies, and their retaliation will seal our fate.  


This is one possible, seemingly very likely future.  To avoid his fiery end, we must learn his lesson.  To end our apathetic, egocentric livelihood, to end our preoccupation with US.  It is highly unlikely people will learn this lesson in time.  So we may learn another of his lessons, that vengeance defeats us.  Again, hope for this is slim.  And as there is no chance in our forcing a reversal of the current inequity of the world that fuels his cause, our only hope to avert WWIII is to get to Usama.  His assassination could very well trigger his war, so this is not an option.  So we are left with brainwashing.  To control the mind of he who is bent on control, to disarm his terrorist network.  And to hope that the global situation that has bred him will change for the better. 

David: That's quite a story.  How'd you ever figure all that?

Canaris: Well, I've always had a deep interest in nazi Germany.  I was reading up on Hitler one day, before I had recall, and a peculiar fact struck my mind.  Both Hitler and Napoleon regularly performed a remarkable feat of short-term memory, of dictating state letters to ten different people at the same time, without losing breath.  I'd already known of Nostradamas's predictions of three antichrists, and it all fell into place from there.  After recalling my past life, I devoted all my life to this project.  (ashamed) Until two years ago, when I got landed in a nut house.  Just got out the other month.

David: I gotta say, this whole theory relies rather heavily on your interpretation of some vague, cryptic phrases.  I mean, why wouldn't Nostradamas just say Hitler's name in the prophecy?

Canaris: According to him it was God speaking through him.  Maybe God didn't want us to realize these things until after.  Nostradamas said that if the future leaders of nations knew what was to come, these facts would be so different from their own pet fantasies they would alter the course of history to humanity's detriment.  Hitler was a necessary lesson, perhaps, for a species that is so ignorant of its brutal regard to other life.  Humans are butchers in many senses like Hitler was.

David: Well I hear that.  Maybe I could believe in your antichrist theory if I could more easily accept the prophetic talent of Nostradamus. 

Canaris: Scientific man, looking for the proof.  

David: Of course.

Canaris: A man of logic, I see.  I can tell you in his own time, Nostradamus became renown for his most accurate description of the death of his king, Henry II, in a jousting accident.  "The young lion will overcome the older one, On the field of combat in single battle: He will pierce his eyes through a golden cage, Two wounds made one, then he dies a cruel death."  Both jousters bearing shields with lions encrested on them, the younger speared the king through his golden visor, punctured through his eye and lodged in his brain.  Such were Nostradamus's words and warnings that after the king's death, the Inquisition tried to kill the prophet for cursing the king to die in the fashion he foretold.  And then there is the case of Louis Pasteur.  "The lost thing is found, hidden for so many centuries, Pasteur will be honored as a demigod: This happens when the moon completes her great cycle".  After the writing of this prophecy, the lunar cycle was completed in 1889.  In this year, the French scientist Pasteur, fresh from his discovery of microorganisms, opened his Institute Pasteur.  In fact, Nostradamus used his foreknowledge of microorganisms, unknown to humanity for three centuries to come, to combat the Black Plague.

David: Well, sure, he got a couple right.  But didn't he also have a lot of missed prophecies?

Canaris: This can be explained.  The man describes prophecy as leaving the self and all its preoccupations, and entering the universal.  To do this completely perfectly is perhaps a feat no man has ever accomplished, and despite certain success, Nostradamus was not 100%.  So what might be to account for the missed prophecies, the divergent timeline so evident in his work?  We might ask what might have been Nostradamus's most pressing preoccupation with self at the time of his visions.  An obsession more pressing on his self-image than even his identity as a French Jew.  From his personal history we learn, as we might expect, that it took decades to hone his divine talent.  He worked fervently in what he saw as his central purpose.  Might his most important question of self have been whether he would be heard for all his efforts?  Whether he had any power to change the future?  Or would he be Cassandra, condemned to know the future and be impotent to change it?  In not leaving this worldly worry behind, might Nostradamus have opened his mind to many channels of possible futures, all linked in that they are based on the human response, or lack thereof, to Nostradamus's prophecies.  An example of this can be seen in his lifetime when he accurately predicted in vivid detail the death of his king.  Nostradamus also made prophecies of the life King Henry II would have led had he heeded Nostradamus's warnings.  And we know of many other instances where this man's words were disregarded or misinterpreted, to begin to imagine the number of histories Nostradamus was open to.  

David: OK.  What makes you think it's going to be a nuclear apocalypse?  Why not bio-chemical, it would seem a lot easier to pull off?

Canaris: (quietly) I know this man.  He's a man of bloodlust and irrationality.  During the war, Hitler's fixation on terror raids reveals his frequent and consequential submersion into emotions.  He could have won the war if he heeded my advice and produced jet fighters, not jet bombers.  But he was obsessed with the explosion.  We're talking about a man bent on total destruction; a man obsessed with bombs and fire, terror to all life.  Nuclear would be his weapon of choice.  He probably figures the wasted remains of our world will be a good reminder to future generations.  That's one reason.  And then there are the signs.  Aside from the vague images Nostradamus gives us harkening to a final nuclear war, there have been signs.  Too many to count really, but I'll tell you three.  In 1908 a nuclear blast exploded in the atmosphere right above a region of Siberia, about forty years before man invented the atomic bomb.  This I believe was a foreboding sign from God of the Armageddon to come in a century's time.  To have exploded in an unpopulated land area before hitting the ground, of all the ways it could have hit earth, is a highly improbable sequence of events.  Not to mention the seemingly intelligent design behind nuclear weapons.  It's almost as if we were meant to discover this site.  And then, forty years after the genesis of atomic weapons, there was the Doomsday ship.  Soviet scientists conceived of this in the last desperate years of the Union.  They had drawn up plans for a massive ship that would be one big nuclear bomb, to destroy the planet if all else failed.  The plan was nixed by the Soviet leaders, and it would remain a cold war.  This was a prelude of what is to come, that is, a hot war.  A conflict preceded by another natural disaster, the burning by wildfire of the first test sight for the atomic bomb.  A sign of things to come.  Sun's will be born on the earth before enlightenment will seize hold of man.  Though I suspect from interpretations of Nostradamus that it will degenerate into a bio-chemical-nuclear conflict.

David: Do we have a chance?

Canaris: Very slim.  We would have to overcome the self-interest that is our guiding light today.  Most likely we'll destroy the planet.  Then our life ever after will be a redemption song.  It might be the only way we'll learn our place as guardians of life.

David: Well, that's depressing.  (pause) I've had a lot of recall over the last twenty-four hours.  Guess that hypnotist really did earn his eighty bucks.  One thing I remember.  The thing that kept me living when death beckoned me.  I had this imaginary world that I pretended was my near future.  I would break out of the camp and hook up with the Allies and fight the Germans from within.  At the same time I would bring a message of peace to the world and be a great savior.  But I never had the balls.  But that vision kept me plowing. (disbelieving) Now you're telling me, I'm gonna get to live that fantasy. (unsure) So what's this special purpose you're talking about?  We out for blood.  

Canaris: If you believe everything I've shown you, then you can accept that God does have a plan for us.  And it's not revenge.  That's the beast's game.  The truth of the matter is God is the only one responsible for what happened.  And his wisdom we cannot question.  No, we are here for a reckoning.  Our past lives left us with unresolved issues, so we are reborn with the same visage, that we might meet again and together face our past.  To unite to save humanity from itself, from the beast.  But first . . . you know me, and you know him.  Ours, you see, is a story of redemption.  Now it's your turn to come into the picture.  If I'm wrong on any point please let me know.  Much of your character can be explained by looking to your previous life.  From your plight in the death camps you feel a humility, identifying with the meek, while at the same time you reject the arrogant authority of man that led to the death camps.  You have an aversion to conflict, a fear instilled in you through that horrid experience, and thus you are a peacemaker.  I gather from what you've said that you have studied up on Nazi Germany.  You have a deep-rooted fascination with this time of black and white; it molded you to who you are today.  You have an inferiority complex from your special treatment by the Nazis.  Notions of perfection have been beaten into you, and when you don't live up to them you punish yourself.  You have compensated for this feeling of inferiority by seeing yourself as a messiah, to right the wrongs emblazoned upon your eyes.  Your deepest wish is to save the world, which you so love, though when it comes to human contact you can only feel numbness.  You are ridden with phobias and anxiety, particularly as regards your performance in the eyes of others.  And you are deeply depressed.  How I'm doing.

David: (faint) How can you know all this?   

Canaris: Deduction.  You see, you are here to unlearn all the false lessons embedded in you in your camps.  And to understand the real lessons.  I imagine now it's all beginning to fall into place. 

David: (faint) That's all right.  Everything fits into place, but it can't be real.  This whole life I've been living without god, and now I find he's been there all along.  I used to have some vague notion of being a great do-gooder, but it wasn't real, just a thought for the future.  Now that it is I wonder if I'm not really drooling on a bed in Looney Tunes, just as captured by my manifest destiny.  I gotta tell you though, I've been in therapy for years, and I've seen my depression and anxieties as partly the results of experiences in foster homes, partly biological.  Are you telling me I was wrong to think this?

Canaris: No.  I've noticed in my own experience, and have read, that the causes for our personality traits overlap from one life to the next.  It's kind of like God's way of reminding you of things you'd rather forget. 

David: I've been reborn to right the wrongs emblazoned on my eyes?

Canaris: You said earlier you aren't sure whether God has a hand in today's world.

David: (hopeless) I don't know what to believe.  

Canaris: Did you notice the music last night, how it kinda guided us to know each other? 

David: Yeah, like it was engineered.  Not to mention the providence that brought the two of us together there for those particular moments.

Canaris: The notion that human's are superior in value to all other life on our planet fundamentally rests on our belief in free will.  We think that at least in some instances we have choice, complete control over our decisions and actions.  Here lies our fundamental flaw.  You saw the truth in the music last night, and I tell you it now.  We do not have free will, and we are not superior.    

David: How do you figure?   

Canaris: What is free will, but the independence from God's will.  We think because humans can reflect on actions and choose behavior, to break from nature and go down our own road, that we have ultimate control of our actions.  Self-awareness is not ultimate control; it is not free will.  Nor does will power, the volition to do something, mean we are creators.  Rather, we are merely constantly changing creations.  Let's break it down here, our decisions are based on two things, our nature and our nurture.  In the sense of time's arrow, everything we do is a reaction to the previous moment, that unique mixture of all the nature and nurturing up to that point. (pause) Of course culture has instilled in most of us a belief in free will.  This assumption underlies everything we do, the very identity of civilized man.  We think that because man's mind controls matter, including ourselves, we are free to do as we please.  Bill Fences is allowed to keep his great fortune because man thinks he, and not God, ultimately created it.  He has proved his superior merit.  To be a creator, to will something into existence.  Will power.  The notion that we have control some times.  Born of desperation, in a land where there is no control.  You see, the stunning fact not realized is that man's mind is controlled by God.  That's why it has been so difficult for us to see the truth.  But the illusion of free will was necessary to propel us to where we are today.  You see, what we are at any moment is a reaction to the previous moment.  And what factors in that moment effect our eventual decision?  There is what nature bestows on us, as well as nurture, including whatever environmental conditions exist then. We have no control over any of this. (pause) To give up free will is to accept all humanity for what it is, a part of all life.  One of many feeling and thinking individuals.  Forgiveness becomes so easy here.  You cannot feel vicious wrath for someone who has no control over his actions.  Nor can we feel pride over our accomplishments; and concepts such as glory, pride, and envy, become without meaning.  And gone is guilt.  To give up the illusion of free will is to avoid walking the path of the antichrist.  It is how humans will evolve to the next level of awareness.

David: I got a few problems there.  Humans definitely are the most complex creatures, with the widest array of faculties?

Canaris: We don't know that for sure, it's just a hunch.  And that's aside from the point.  Only a committed utilitarian, committed to the material world, would measure ultimate value by the amount of uses a creature has.   The truth is, we don't know how to measure ultimate value; it's all just a guess.

(Flashback.  Canaris speaks with his personal adjutant.)

Oster: You've got to hear this, Admiral.  The Fuhrer has a new policy.  It states that Germany cannot continue to waste money on defective people.  Hospital space must be reserved for pure Germans.  Therefore, all mentally ill patients of the hospitals of the Reich are to be liquidated.  The Gestapo alone has been charged in implementing this latest decree, and has so far maintained a cloak of secrecy.  Until now.  The British have gotten hold of photos of a particular mass grave of these patients.  Gestapo men are seen in the picture.  Press speculation on this rash move has only made the story darker.  It has also gotten out that Hitler has set up getaway camps for the young, and a majority of girls coming home from camp are pregnant.  This might explain the sudden need for hospital space. This is a great embarrassment to Hitler, and his Gestapo.  We cannot stand for these atrocities.  We must act now, Admiral, before he plunges us into war.  

Canaris: How do your conferences go?

Oster: Most of the generals are reluctant to oppose Hitler in light of his recent territorial successes, even despite proof of these atrocities.

Canaris: (grave) I will go talk with them.  In the meantime, take more care in your cloak of secrecy. (pause) Begin preparing a logistical plan for Hitler's arrest.  Ready to go at a moment's notice.  This madman will bring us into a war with the United States, through England, and with Russia.  The two greatest industrial powers on the planet.  Germany will not have a chance.
(Flash.)

Canaris: In 1938 Hitler kills all the mentally ill of the Reich, to make way for the huge generation of babies he has spawned for the Reich, and for the soldiers of his approaching war.  Mentally ill weren't valuable to the Reich. (pause) Man is a utilitarian.  This barbarous act was God's signal to us of the arrogance of our superiority notions.  He appeals to the utilitarian, speaking in our language.  To raise questions, like "If animals are of greater use to a nation than the mentally ill, why are they inferior?".  To riddle civilized man.  You see, at some point in human history man decided he wasn't an animal any longer, he decided he had become a god.  So envisioned, he went on to try and mold the planet to his liking, declaring war on all life.  Even, unwittingly, his own.  It is precisely our misunderstanding of the value of life that creates evil in the world.  To be sure, the choice to live entails the death of other life.  But humans have gone much further, done something very unnatural.  Systematic exterminations and expropriation of resources is our code.  And for this sacrilege, all we have to live for is redemption. This was a necessary step that we might evolve to be guardians of life.  To do something supernatural.

David: I think we've accomplished many supernatural feats.

Canaris: God did.  Anyway, the journey to utopia now underway, he now strove to be perfect, like a god.  To accomplish supernatural feats, to master God's world.  For this arrogance he was destined to failure.  Destined for the Apocalypse.  We will only find peace when we realize are just another animal.  To acknowledge the sanctity of all life, and our own imperfections.  To stop being so selfish as to value life by how useful it is to humans.

David: Alright.  Let's look at the other side of the coin.  So having no free will, are we not accountable for our actions?    

Canaris: I must stress that while no one is responsible for their actions, everyone is accountable in as much as their actions affect their lives.  To be sure, fatalism will be hard for you, and the world to accept.  The notion of free will and judgment is very much instilled in us by Mother Culture.  Our identity is so wrapped up in it we can hardly distinguish it from ourselves.  To accept fatalism is to reenter Eden, to once again become His beast.  We fell from grace because of the illusion of free will.  Born was self-consciousness, and we began to conceal ourselves.  To enter the age of deceit and misunderstanding, the kernels of conflict.  Right ahead of us, David, lies a new age, where we can live in truth.

David: It strikes me that the notion that we have no control over our actions would breed certain complacency.

Canaris: In other words, without blame and guilt, how will we change our errant ways?  How can we be responsible without these emotions?  We must distinguish between different types of control here.  While we do have control in the sense that we can reflect on our actions and modify our behavior accordingly, in an ultimate sense, only God determines who we are.  To accept this worldview is to accept life as an education, and yourself as the willing student, always looking to learn, to change, to act.

David: But if everything is God's will, how do you explain those instances where he points us in one direction, and we take the other road?

Canaris: Part of the education.  He makes us ignore his signs at times, because there's some value in ignorance.  Just as there's value in waste.  Like the apocalypse to come, the great waste from our great ignorance.  We can't avoid it, and that fact will be the ultimate proof that we have no free will.

David: (quizzical) If we can't avoid it, why bother tryin' to brainwash Usama B.

Canaris: (hopeless) If you care about life . . . that's all you can do.  Maybe it's emotion talking, but I hold out the faint hope that we will be saved.

David: (pause) Is this all your shit, or is this some renown philosopher talking?

Canaris: I started with a rejection of pride, envy and wrath.  I was looking for acceptance, tolerance.  And I happened across philosophical discussions of free will.

David: I guess it makes sense. (pause) No wrath, huh.  So much for road rage.  Well, Will, you're sure tearing my worldview to shreds.  But considering I used to think there was no point to life, I like the change.  (pause) So, prophet, what action have you taken so far to prevent Armageddon?

Canaris: (guilty) None, aside from show this video to anyone who'd listen.  You see, if we're to take this venture on, we need lots of money.  To get to him, brainwash him, and disarm his network before they strike.   I've gone to three very rich men, and they all think I'm crazy.  Any further action is gonna require money, like I said.  And though I've tried like hell, I guess I'm not much of a business man.

David: Then I guess it's my time to contribute. (tired) But all this needs thinking about, brother.  Why don't you call me tomorrow?

Canaris: I'll be here, same time. (pause) We follow my plan, we can take control of this war.  We can win.

(Canaris leaves.  Flashback to Canaris debriefing Hitler on Abwehr intelligence in Poland.)

Canaris: My intelligence is telling me time over time, Mein Fuhrer, that world opinion, including that of our Allies, will not stand for this attack.  In fact, France is secretly beginning preparations for mobilization.  I urge you --

Hitler: You gave me the same advice a year ago. (shouting) And what did Britain end up doing, they flew over here to sign over Czechoslovakia to us, with the French.  I do not trust your political intelligence.  Anyway, I have assurances that our Allies are behind us, and I know that we will be done with Poland before France can attack.  Now, continue.

Canaris: So in conclusion, Mein Fuhrer, all of Poland's airfields have been pinpointed for your Luftwaffe, as well as all of its secret transportation routes, railroads, arms and oil dumps, armament centers, and munitions areas. The Luftwaffe will know exactly what and where to bomb to disable the Polish armed forces.  My sabotage teams are being continuously drilled, and, judging from their level of preparedness, are ready to disable Polish transport, communications and munitions in prelude to the attack.  I can see only victory on this front.

Hitler: (happily) You have excelled yourself, Admiral.  Germany is in your debt. (pause, angry) The British want to guarantee Polish sovereignty against a German invasion, well let them dare do it now!

Canaris: If I may have one moment of your time, Mein Fuhrer, I wish to discuss something with you.

Hitler: (dry) Of course.

Canaris:  It is about the development of jet aircraft.  I feign no knowledge of affairs of the air or the land, I am a man of the ocean.  But it's come to my attention that jet production will begin with development of jet bombers, and not jet fighters?

Hitler: I favor bombers.  Terror will be the key to winning our war.  Terror from the skies.  To raze the enemies cities to the ground in a storm of fire.

Canaris: But it strikes me, Mein Fuhrer, fighters would be the more appropriate jet aircraft to produce.  They will make best use of the best feature of the jet, speed.  We will dominate the skies by 200 miles per hour, whereas jet bombers will fly slower than today's conventional fighters because of their load.  And if America were ever to enter the war, their economy could quickly produce fifty thousand planes and flood the skies.

Hitler: (disbelieving, angry) Did you say fifty-thousand planes?  You must be out of your mind to take such crap seriously!  Fifty-thousand rubber tranquilizers maybe for the poor little babies of America, but fifty-thousand planes!  Don't be ridiculous!
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(Canaris walks down the street, approaching David's apartment building.  He stops suddenly, vaguely frightened.  Staring at a new Volkswagon bug parked across the street.  Flashback. Canaris at a luncheon with Hitler.)

Hitler: We make plans for the retaking of the world by our race.  We will all soon see what the Promised Land looks like.  Germany will be the center of the world, and our vassal nations will produce for us our needs and wants.  And each German will have his own house to be lord over.  And he will travel in a car.  Like the Americans, every German worker will have a car, with the difference that there will only be one car.  My car.  The People's Car.  The efficiency of the worker will increase ten-fold.  My friends, when you see this car of mine traversing our autobahns, you will know it is my time.

(Canaris approaches David's door.  David is doing pushups.  A needle lies in his view every time he pushes up.  Canaris knocks, David answers.)

David: You got yourself a partner in crime.  It's our time, Will.

Canaris (flustered for a moment) Now the big question is, what kind of money do you have?    

David: Little over $20 mill.

Canaris: (disbelieving) You're kidding? (pause) How?

David: Playing the market, running scams.  Been saving it up for the dark day.  

Canaris: If you're so wealthy, why are you living here?

David: Don't need nothin' fancy.

Canaris: Twenty million dollars.  That's a hell of a start.

David: But that's no where near enough for our purposes.  Been up all night scheming this.  We'll have to stir up our entrepreneurial spirit.  Somethin' I been savin' for a rainy day. (pause, smiling) So you wanna brainwash old Usama B? (Moment of thought, then pulls out cell and punches a number) Sup Rion, need to get in contact with your G-man.  Hit me up.  (to Canaris with some foreboding) We rollin' cuz.
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(David, Canaris, four ex-SEAL men armed with special stun guns, one computer geek with mother computer and mini wireless.  The stun guns are small, laser-sighted, low-powered guns that fires electrically charged bullets that barely penetrate flesh.  The shooter can adjust the intensity of bullet propulsion to go through certain materials.  The gun's tip is also capable of shocking on contact like a standard stun gun).  All dressed in black, riding in van at night.  David is studying with glee a cover sheet of a thick file while driving.  Names are listed side by side with net worth.)  





GREATEST HITS

	
	Nation 
	Net Worth ($bill) 

	Gates, William H. III 
	United States
	60

	Ellison, Lawrence Joseph 
	United States
	47

	Allen, Paul Gardner 
	United States
	28

	Buffett, Warren Edward 
	United States
	25.6

	Walton, S. Robson 
	United States
	20

	Alsaud, Prince Alwaleed Bin Talal 
	Saudi Arabia
	20

	Albrecht, Theo & Karl and family 
	Germany
	20

	Son, Masayoshi 
	Japan
	19.4

	Dell, Michael 
	United States
	19.1

	Thomson, Kenneth 
	Canada
	16.1

	Anschutz, Philip F. 
	United States
	15.5

	Ballmer, Steven Anthony 
	United States
	15.5

	Bettencourt, Liliane 
	France
	15.2

	Quandt, Johanna and family 
	Germany
	12.8

	Berlusconi, Silvio 
	Italy
	12.8

	Arnault, Bernard 
	France
	12.6

	Redstone, Sumner M. 
	United States
	12.1

	Kluge, John Werner 
	United States
	11.9

	Kirch, Leo 
	Germany
	11.5

	Li Ka-shing 
	Hong Kong
	11.3

	Ergen, Charles 
	United States
	11.2

	Pritzker, Thomas J. 
	United States
	10.7

	
	
	


(Close up on a worried Canaris.  Fade out of the troubled visage to appear in a Berghof military meeting.  Sun shines bright across the impressive view of the alpines.  Maps are spread across the conference table, and Hitler smiles as Brauchitsch, commander in chief of the army, finishes his summary of the level of preparation for the forthcoming thrust into Poland.) 

Brauchitsch: Mein Fuehrer, we have amassed some million and a half troops all along the Polish border.  Provided there are no intelligence surprises, I expect the campaign to be over in a month. 

Hitler: Herr Canaris has my complete faith. (smiling, giddy) Now, Goering, you have something for us.   

Goering: Yes mein Fuehrer.  Upon completion of military action in Poland, priority on rail transport will be given to the shipping of all materials deemed of value to the fatherland.  This will include foodstuffs, factories and slave labor.  We will expropriate Poland to serve the master race.  

Hitler: (fire) The British did it this way, as did the Americans.  Taking by force.  Our way.  First we stole their money, now we will use it to finance our takeover of the Jews' world.  We conquer in much a different fashion than the Jew, who has become the most powerful by infiltrating our people, like a virus, leeching off us.  Depriving the Aryan of his rightful place in the sun.  Well, we have cast from our backs the yoke of the Jew, and will now march into history, to our New World.  The Viking people will be born anew.  But we must act soon.  I do not have many years left to see this glory.

(Focus in on a troubled Canaris.  Flash forward to present.  Radio is scanning for stations.  On comes Temple of the Dog, “Hunger Strike”.  David stops the station scanner at this song.) 

Canaris: (pause while song plays through refrain) He too is on a hunger strike.  Ever since his life as Hitler he has wanted to die, on some unconscious level.  After his second failure, his self-hatred multiplied, and today he is reborn an even thinner man, even more desirous of death.  All that matters to him is power, today the power to destroy all surface life.

David: We all want control. (pause) I love driving.  Facing death at every moment.  Trying desperately to have some control over it.  When I guess we don't. (turning) You look a little nervous there Will.  You're first time running with the Devil.  

Canaris: Are you kidding me? 

David: In this life?    

Canaris: Well, yes, this is without a doubt the craziest thing I've done in this life.  And I'm not even thinking about the legal repercussions.  It's nuts.  

David: (happily) Deez nuts!

Canaris: It's just, this can't be the way.  Plunder I mean.  And what did these fellas do to deserve this?     

David: (indignant) What they did was deceive themselves with the fantasy of equal opportunity, to justify an excess of personal wealth in the face of human squalor around the globe.  In my book nobody can earn 60 billion dollars, rather they can get lucky, chosen by the system.  No free will, remember.  They owe that money to all the poor the same system has produced.  We're not robbing people, that's what these fucks do (gesturing to the sheet of paper).  We're restoring equity.  And that does mean some unpleasantness.  We'll do our best to stick to moral grounds, hopefully better than the Allies did against Hitler. (pause) That's why I picked this guy as our first target.  He's easy to hate, so he'll help us ease into this process.  But after this guy we're going straight to the top of the list.  Those individuals with the most economic control that we can get to are wearing crooked crosses.  Like you said, time ain't on our side.  

Canaris: After my last life, I had hoped for a life free of this moral ambiguity.  

David: But you should know better than anybody, if we're to fight the man, we gotta do the dirty work.  And shit, it's not like we're even coming close to his level.  We ain't killing no one.  We're doing some Robin Hood shit.  Mitch Williamson.  CEO of California Electric, he ranks number one on the Green Peace most wanted list.  Aside from controversial arms deals with third world countries, this fucker's taking part in the bulldozing of the rainforest.  The pollution from his plastics plants have been cited enumerable times for violations, and he continues to pay his local politician to head off the public outcry.  Not to mention this cocksucker's the man most responsible for California's power shortage.  Under the guise of an environmentalist agenda, he pushed a lobby for deregulation so he could artificially raise prices and allow supply to reach critical levels.  And he's getting paid over the whole deal.  This isn't Jesus Christ we're goin' after.  We're takin' it to the man.  This is one of the worst criminals out there, he makes billions of dollars off industries that devastate the natural environment and threaten public welfare.  But his kind of entrepenaurship is legal.  It's like I was reading about the western frontier during the time of Andrew Jackson.  "The rich floated to the top of affairs even on the frontier, and persisted through their sway and common interest to direct economic law.  Now and again they found it necessary to make some obvious recognitions of democracy, such as expanding voting rights or loosening the qualifications for office.  But while tossing out these pacifiers publicly, the wealthy privately kept the more obscure field of economic legislation to serve themselves."  Be sure of this.  Special interest controls our world.  Legalized thievery is all it is.  People are starving all across the globe, living their lives in squalor, while a few lucky ones born into opportunity are eating shrimp on their fuckin' yachts, justifying their excess with the illusion of equal opportunity.  And their underlying sense of superiority.  When they could be feeding and educating these people, actually fulfilling on the promise of equal opportunity.  And now here we are, face to face with one of the greatest pirates of our time, and you're gonna tell me you have some scruples about taking his money and doing public service with it? 

Canaris: Have you done this before?    

David: Have no doubts, I'm a good thief.  Won't steal from the poor, but I'll rob the rich back to the Stone Age.  While I haven't done this particular gig before, I'm a seasoned crook.  So keep the faith.  Been cultivating this scam for years. (excited) Got it planned out perfectly.

Canaris: So this must be like a big orgasm for you.    

David: Like the man says, it's a cold world blood. (to computer man) Check your tag to make sure he's still there.    

(He punches a few buttons) 

Computer: All good.  

(The van pulls up to guard tower outside a mansion entrance.  An emotionless face looks into the van.)

Driver: You called.  

Guard: (flatly) Go right on in, they're expecting ya. (speaks into two-way) Roofers here.

(Gate opens and van enters, and parks in front of the mansion.  G-men dressed in roofers company outfits get out of the back, carrying a duffle bag.  The driver rings the doorbell and a servant answers.)

Servant: Come right in, we've been expecting you for some time. 

G1: Show us to the leak, pops.

Servant: (curtly) Right this way 

G1: Now is there anyone else on the premises?  We're probably going to be doing some construction, you see, so we want to be aware of any individuals that might happen through our work area. 

Servant: Well let's see, there's one man on video surveillance, then the cook and maid in the servant's quarters, and then of course the mister is in his study up yonder.

G1: Thanks pops.

(G1 pulls out a stun gun and stuns the old chap.  G1 proceeds to the guardroom and knocks.  When door opens he stuns the unsuspecting watchdog.  He pulls out a walkie-talkie and signals "We're in", and proceeds to tie up the two men.  In the rest of the crew comes through the front door.  G2 approaches a lighted kitchen where he hears voices.  He rushes into the kitchen, gun raised.)

G2: Anyone moves, and she dies! (pointing at the maid) 

(An object falls to the floor in another hallway and racing footsteps are heard.  G2 immediately stuns the cook and maid and rushes out of the room.  A little boy rushes down a hallway, at the end of which is an exit to outside.  He stops and stares for a moment at the alarm panel on the wall next to the door.  As he raises his hand to it, a stun gun emerges from the corner to an adjacent hallway and stuns him in the neck.  G1 appears as G2 rushes up.)  

G1: Fuckin' old man.

(G1 and G2 comes around the corner from the servant's quarters dragging the cook, little boy and maid.)  

David: Bring them upstairs with us.  

(Up a long staircase and at the end of the hall is a lighted study, door almost closed, where sits the mister.  He contently reads over a sheet warning of Congressional action in the case of California's power shortage.  He turns at the noise of our footfalls, and David busts in the door and stuns him.  A shocked face slumps into unconscious.  Drowsily Mr. Williamson wakes up to a needle being injected into his arm.  "Hey Mitch, lights out!" Fades out.  Fades back in to hear Computer talking.)

Computer: We got read-access to all his accounts. 

G1: (Holding up needle) Stuff works wonders.

David:  Now that we've got tabs on his personal wealth, we need to control his corporate wealth.  To mend his wayward ways.  Time to see just how good you are, G-man." 

(G1 smiles.  Fade to black.  Over the black we hear dialogue.)  

G1: (speaking softly) You have no free will, you see.  There is only God's will.  And today God wants you to change your errant ways.  You will only find peace when you live for other people . . . 

(Close up on a worried Canaris face, flashback to 1939.  He's walking down a long corridor, approaching great doors.  Out of the shadows a figure pops and moves to intercept.)

Keitel: Where do you think you are going, Admiral Canaris?  What is wrong?

Canaris: (shouting angrily, almost breathless) I must speak with the Fuhrer, immediately.  

Keitel: I am his Head of operations; perhaps it's something I could help you with?

Canaris: (barely containing himself) I have information that mass executions are being planned in Poland and that members of the Polish nobility and that Catholic Bishops and priests have been singled out for extermination. I fell obliged to give you a word of warning. For such outrages the world will eventually blame the Wehrmacht, if only because it acquiesced in these unheard-of atrocities.

Keitel: (firmly) If I were you, Herr Canaris, I would not get mixed up in this business! This 'thing' has been decided upon by the Fuhrer himself.  The Fuhrer has coordinated the Gestapo and the SS to conduct a regular racial extermination program.  This includes Jews, partisans and intelligentsia.  Anyone who will resist our rule.  We are, in fact, securing a peaceful land for Germans to inhabit.

(Canaris stands in silent shock.  Hitler comes out of a room, into the corridor.)  

Hitler: (absently) Admiral.

Canaris: (Breathless, quizzical, slow) Mein Fuhrer. 

(Flash forward to Canaris's home, where he writes in his journal.  I thought to protest directly to Hitler but, upon receiving this information from the general I realized the futility of challenging an order so emphatically directed by Germany's head of state. From this moment forth, my duty to Germany is clear.  I must work against this monster, which I have helped so diligently to create.)
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Canaris: (urgent yet gentle) Fraulein, if you wish for me to protect you and your sister, I must know what you know.  Now I know you have some information about the Fuhrer's relationship with your friend.  Now, for the last time, tell me, or else I can do nothing for you.   

Frau: (weeping) He said he would kill her if she ever told. (sadly) I guess she beat him to it.  Like his other mistresses, they all kill themselves! (fearful) But that means he would kill me.  And my family.

Canaris: I will protect you.  (pause) You've been in a camp.  You know what it's like.  I can get you out, out of the country, to America.  You and your family.  But you must first help me.  Otherwise I can do nothing for you. 

Frau: (silence, tearing) They never had sex.  She said, she said he made her crap on him.  On his chest.  He wouldn't have sex.  Instead she would shit on him, and that would suffice.

(Close up on a stunned Canaris, then sad and foreboding.  Fade back to see Canaris in bar with David, sipping on cold beverages.)  

Canaris: We have to start focusing more on our counter-espionage.  People get word of what we're doin', we're dead.

David: I have confidence in the measures our G-men take to conceal their activities.  Computer can cover his tracks.  But we're gonna need more of a cover for the whole organization.

Canaris: I've studied up plenty on counter-espionage.  

David: Still a spy?

Canaris: Mystery, hiding, deception; that's my game.  My joi d'vivre.  Well, maybe not deception.  But yeah, I'm a spy.  Anyway, what do you want to call this organization? 

David: How 'bout Cult of Reason?

Canaris: You mean like we're yin and the French revolutionaries are yang?

David: Hopefully.

Canaris: Next thing is we'll need an agenda.  

David: Some party platforms. (an uncomfortable Canaris) I guess we should address the major problems of humanity.  Population, equity, education.

Canaris: And what we can do is brainwash these rich folk into our cult.  Then we'll really have some political and economic sway.

David: D'you know Will, aside from outside the bar, I haven't remembered anything else from that time.  But in that moment I recalled a pretty large chunk of my life.  How we lived above my father's shoe store.  And my baby brother.  Curious, adventurous soul.  I would sit and play with him for hours.  Then they came and life ended.  And from there I marched into hell, family gone. (pause) Yet it was that time that made me who I am today.  Made me a thief.  I get such a thrill from robbin' the rich, taking it to the man.  I guess the control the nazis had over my life . . . I'm just a response, a backlash to that.  Like a dirty seed planted, I have my own deep need for control, for autonomy.  Just like Israel.  I hate to say it, but Hitler made us who we are today.  S'like he took a careless bite out of the apple, so deep he pierced the core and got some seeds stuck between his teeth.  And he angrily spit them out.  Little did he know a couple of those seeds would grow to be trees, placed in the dirt by his saliva, to grow up just at the angle he spat us. (lower, slower) I never told anyone this.  I was at this party, and there was this gypsy-looking palm reader there.  She took my right hand and followed the horizontal crease that goes straight across, without a break.  And she told me I was never alive.  A flatline. (holds up right hand to display this)  Her words touched me, but I didn't know quite why.  Has something to do with my not ever caring for anyone.  No one that I can remember.  And now it all makes sense.  I'm a walking corpse.  That fuck ruined me.  He even gave me the racial virus.  In my mind I respect all humans as equal, and at some level love them.  But when I get around someone of a different race, I feel uneasy, as if they're gonna see through me, to an ugly core of hatred.  And just talking with my friends, I find myself making offhand, half-joking racist remarks.  And I hate myself.  You talk about learning from the antichrist.  That's what he taught me.  Self-hatred. (louder) Thank God we'll at least get the satisfaction of thwarting his plans. (laughs, drinks)  I need drugs.

(News reports on the tv above the bar on escalating violence in the middle east.  "Conflict continues to spiral out of control in the Middle east today.  Israeli army and Palestinian protestors clashed again in the West Bank.  The violence began today when a masked member of the militant Islamic group Hamas fired an assault rifle into the air at a funeral procession for three children killed in a firefight between Israeli soldiers and Palestinian protesters.  The bullets from the rifle killed one mourner and wounded five others.  The masked man declared massive suicide bomb retaliation for the Israeli bombing of Hamas locations that destroyed a school containing 54 children, some as young as six years of age.  The rifle fire brought return fire from Israeli soldiers, and a firefight broke out.  Three Israeli soldiers and fourteen protestors were killed, putting the total death toll for the recent scourge of violence at 3,251.  Israeli Prime Minister Ariel Sharon denounced today's violence, insisting that peace negotiations will not begin until Palestinian uprisings cease.  He still remains true to his pledge to keep Jerusalem Israeli controlled, and insists that Arafat renounce the "right of return" to Israel of some four million Palestinians.  Promising increased closures and curfews of Palestinian areas, Sharon met criticism from those who say collective measures against the Palestinians will only increase the risk of conflict and the radical element in their midst.  Sharon has threatened invasion of Palestinian territories if acts of terror against Israel continue, harkening to the string of car bombs that have rocked Israel in the past twenty months.  He also predicts air strikes on Palestinian military strongholds if Palestinian authorities do not begin arresting suspected terrorists.  On the West Bank, Sharon pledges Israeli settlement will continue amidst its concurrent fortification, despite protests from both Palestinians and the United nations.  Arafat has also condemned the violence, though contends it is an overly aggressive Israel that incites these extremists.  Arafat continues to angrily denounce the executions of suspected Hamas members by Israeli security forces.  He contends the overwhelming majority of the Arab world wants peace.  This comes on the heels of the Israeli bombing of Syrian radar sites, which Israel maintains is in response for Syrian support of Palestinian guerrilla actions.  This supposed support differs from the face of terrorism today.  The sponsorship of terror groups by geographical states such as Syria and Libya indeed appears tohave faded into history. Their place is being taken by virtual states such as Al Qaeda, the terrorist organization headed by Osama Bin Laden.  With little physical infrastructure to attack and immunity from economic sanction, this organization and others like it have been classified as the biggest threat to US national security.  Al Qaeda's sophisticated use of the Internet and encryption techniques have stalled Western eavesdropping attempts.  Here is a new form of warfare that we have no defense against; a decentralized, well-funded, army adept at defeating counter-terrorism measures.  They preach for Islam to rise up against "the forces of the infidels", accusing Washington of unconditionally supporting Israel in its conflict with the Palestinians.  US domination of much of the world deeply disturbs these men, particularly the presence in lands they claim for Islam.  One Palestinian remarks "America is best advised to be less visible, especially if the current mood prevails in the future".  But considering the presence the United States has in these disputed areas, withdrawal seems unlikely, and conflict seems closer.) 
Canaris: Still wrangling over control.  Because they lost it in the past, and it was so painful. (sigh)  I spent seven years doing the research for that video.  And I didn't once think about what I'd do when I finished.  He made of us obsessed souls, he did.  And my obsession has led me to the truth of life, that we ultimately have no control over our actions. 

David: I'll tell you what we can do with your video.  Get it copyrighted and post it on our website.  At the very least we can get the word out.  Then people will have some time to prepare, and the human race may live on.

Canaris: I don't know why I didn't think of that.  We're definitely gonna have to do that. (pause) I got something I gotta ask you.  Can't we target the biggest criminals in the world, people like Mitch Williamson, responsible for devastation to the earth, threatening public welfare?  It would make this all a lot easier for me if we did it that way, rather than taking out the richest guys on the planet.

David: (controlled anger) The richest guys are the biggest criminals.  They most contribute to the inequity, which is the fundamental problem facing millennium humanity.  And if we're gonna have any hope of holding global economic sway, we're gonna have to go after these guys.  'Member how we ain't got much time. (pause) 

Canaris: I would like to avoid breaking my code of ethics.

David: Don't you get it, that's who we are.  People who with grim willingness try to solve the world's problems by doing the dirty work.  Course there's a selfish element to it.  Here are two guys who can't solve our inner problems, so we translate them into behaviors that speak to a generation.  In a way, we're very much like the antichrist.

(News.  Colin Powell is shown speaking.  "It will happen. Castro will pass. He is an anachronism in the 21st century".  US sanctions have been in place since 1962, shortly after Fidel Castro overthrew the pro-American government in Havana in a leftist revolution. Castro repeatedly blames the sanctions for the hardships of the Cuban people.  Last year the U.S. Congress passed legislation allowing much needed sales of food and medicine to Cuba.  U.S. bureaucrats were supposed to have cleared the way by the end of last month for sales to begin.  But the Bush administration still has not issued the necessary regulations.  Now a recap on the top stories.  54 car bombs exploded simultaneously throughout Russia today.  The death toll is rising, and is estimated to be in the thousands.  Russian Prime Minister Putin has called for a day of outrage, holding Chechen rebels accountable for the attacks. "With these terrorists one can only speak with severe methods.  They do not understand any other language.  Retaliation will be quick and harsh".   In the Balkans, conflict raged for another day between Ethnic Albanians and an advancing Macedonian army.  The Macedonian foreign minister said in a speech today the rebels will be overwhelmed in less than two weeks.  On the other side of the globe today, China refuted US condemnation of a rash of executions of Chinese prisoners, including many Falun Gong members and Tibetan nationals.  Lacing their speech with warnings to the United States, China denounced US interference in China's internal affairs.  "I have a big question," Jiang was quoted as saying. "The United States is the most developed country in the world in terms of its economy and its high tech; its military is also very strong. You have a lot of things to occupy yourselves with. Why do you frequently take such special interest in China's internal affairs?  On the one hand, the US sells arms to our renegade province, paving the way for an internal conflict, and much death.  On the other hand, she criticizes our treatment of militant enemies of our state.  Not only does this reveal the hypocrisy of the US, but also the incredible threat to Chinese national security that she poses.  Such provocation is a dangerous game to play."  For the third day in a row China has lodged protest to the UN over the recent sale of US Destroyers to Taiwan comes in response to the buildup of missiles on China's Taiwan border.  Jiang has threatened an immediate deterioration of relations if the US does not change its policy towards Taiwan.  In Jordan today, a summit of Arab leaders collectively condemned the UN embargo of Iraq and Afghanistan.  In each country, over two million people face starvation daily.)

Canaris: (foreboding) You see David, these Chechen, Bosnian conflicts, they are precursors to the coming world conflict.  Regional conflict has spiked in the past few months across the globe in many other places; armed conflicts between India-Pakistan, England-Ireland, and China-Taiwan.  We can see the sides formed.  The remainder of the communist block has allied itself with the Arab Nation to destroy the democratic world. They will be instigated to act by the global legacy of capitalist greed.  Like this arms sale to Taiwan, that's just the armaments industry taking advantage of a convenient political situation.  And we got an industry pocket-man making the executive decisions.  I tell you, David, these ethnic conflicts of today are but a humble prelude to a great global religious war.  And it might be our end.  The human rights conclusions extrapolated from Hitler's race war must be firmly in mind if we are to have a chance at surviving this conflict.  But we won't survive unscathed.  (pause) We can't.

David: The sides are forming, just as quickly as the gap between rich and poor.  We hoped communism died with the Cold War, but it had been established.  It just went underground, and found new friends. (pause) But why would China risk nuclear war with the US?

Canaris:  We have provoked the wrath of a proud superpower ruled by barbarous people.  The US goes about the globe as moral police, citing human rights abuses while she hogs the world's resources.  Fueling the indignation of her enemies.  In their strategic literature, China states that a war with the US in the next decade is inevitable.  For them, the risk of nuclear war already exists.

David: Inevitable.

Canaris: The time is close.  All the signs are appearing.  On the coattails of an administration wrought with corruption we put in office a defender of special interest.  The first thing he does is pay back his rich contributors with a fat slice of a bloated projected surplus.  Endangering the economy for his own special agenda.  But to justify his tax cut, he first needs to talk down the economy, which puts these projections at risk of falling way short, redoubling the risk to the economy.  And then there's the environment.  He enters office through a pledge to control carbon dioxide emissions, but once through the door he reneges, as expected.  He's the bagman for US oil, natural gas and coal.  His energy plan is conceived wholly by these industries; an increase of supply with no suggestion of conservation, coupled with an ignorance of global environmental standards.  He again pays back his contributors, who've been fearing the Kyoto Emission Protocols since '97.  And by backing out of the Kyoto Accord, Bush risks a cooling of relations with the nations of the world, tired of US excess, pollution and arrogance.  He's even drilling in the Alaskan wildlife refuge to help out his good old oil boys.  While he pledges this increased source of supply as an answer to the looming energy crisis, he quietly leaves out the fact that oil companies have not built any new refineries in the past decade to artificially limit supply and force price increases at the pump.  George Bush is not acting in the public interest.  Underneath his rhetoric for an energy plan he is cutting the budget for alternative energy research.  When the answer is in fact new energy sources.  But Big Oil doesn't want this answer.  And global warming, and contingent major climatic disruption, looms as an even greater threat because of our toxic energy source.  And then there's the missile defense shield he's promoting.  A rejuvenation of the failed Star Wars program of the 80s.  Over the past forty years we have spent $120 billion, and today there is no end in sight.  The best scientists say it is decades away from our reach, even with massive spending.  Before this technology is even developed, the technology of super-cavitation, which allows missiles to be propelled through water at incredible speeds, will be operational and cheap enough for rogue nations to purchase.  Not to mention, with the nuclear arsenal possessed by the US, the missile defense program is superfluous.  If a people intend to attack the US, they will do it by terrorism, so as to evade responsibility and retaliation.  Hand in hand with this proposal, Bush aims to diminish the US nuclear stockpile to about 5% of its present rate.  If he were genuinely worried about a nuclear attack, which a trillion dollar investment appears to indicate, he would not slash to a small fraction our arsenal.  Such a poorly sided decision as this missile defense shows that Bush is once again satisfying big business that put him in office, with a fat defense contract this time.  Champion of inequity.  As if this were not enough to instigate Genghis Khan reborn, Bush antagonizes China further by being very critical of their human rights violations.  He's siding with the Falun Gong cult, whose leader is based in New York, which Chinese government views as the most pressing internal threat.  All this, coupled with the US pulling out of START, the international nuclear limitations treaty!  It is a time of short-sightedness that precedes our bold step into the abyss.

David: Do you think we'll wake up?

Canaris: Who knows? (abashed) You know, I sent the antichrist video to every government agency I could think of, hoping all my work might do some good.  I realize now all my efforts have been passive.  I only thought afterwards, the US government probably has known of this man for a long time.  In secret, waiting, hoping they might avert his appetite for destruction.  I wonder what they're doing about all this?

II-2-2

(NSA headquarters.  Eleven men sit in conference.  Head of the table speaks.)

Head: I'm sure I don't have to remind you gentlemen of the extreme sensitivity of what we're about to discuss.  Now, what have you got for us, Mark.    

Mark: (dramatically) Our best intelligence tells us Operation Prevent has failed. (Silence)  As you all know, we began Prevent seven years ago with the hope of eliminating the biggest threat to national security since the Soviet Union.  Covert assassination was judged the safest way to deal with the threat-  

Head: -I think we can use his name here, no need to be so covert we have to guess at your meanings.    

Mark: Sir.  The attempt to induce kidney failure in Usama Bin Laden has worked, but it has not shortened his life as expected.  The time of his expected attack is approaching, and we still have no idea where he will strike.  As you know, Operation Prevent sacrificed the possibility of overt assassination for a less obvious approach, and now we have past the event horizon.  With the current situation, any assassination attempt will most probably provoke him to action.     

Another: (exasperated) Are you suggesting we wait for him to launch a nuclear attack before we do anything?

Head: Intelligence is already stretched to the limit.  Our choices are few and hard.  The fact is, we just don't know what he's up to at the moment.

II-2-3

(Usama's bunker, deep in Afghan mountains.  Computer terminals with active militants produce a din a keyboard knocks.  On the other side of the room is an Islamic altar, and kneeling in prayer is Usama.  Two armed men enter the room with a third.  Usama turns and faces them.)

Usama: (regarding the third) You have something for us.

Third: My name is Mohad.  I used to work as a waiter in Saudi Arabia.  Until I got sent to prison.  I just got out, and I have been waiting fifteen years for this moment.  I tried to get word to you earlier, but they didn't allow any communication with the outside at the prison I was at.  You see, you came to the restaurant once.  Right as your food was being brought out to you, a man appeared in a black suit.  He beckoned your waiter, who set the food down and went into a corner to speak with the man.  Then another man appeared, and he removed a small jar from his jacket and sprinkled some liquid on your food.  He looked around furtively then left the place.  I went to confront him, and when I caught up to him he pulled me into an alleyway and shot me. (lifts up shirt to show scar)  From the garbage where I lay I saw the two black suits look at me, argue a piece, and then make off in a US army vehicle.  The way the US is out to get you today, I wouldn't be surprised if that was some kind of assassination attempt.  I thought you should know this.

Usama: How considerate of you. (pause) Unfortunately for you, God allows me to see through men, Praise and Glory be to Him.  I know you are lying in hope that I may reward you.  I also know the difference between a gunshot wound and a stab wound.  Ands the reason is obvious, you observed them poison my food and did nothing to interfere.  Just another one that wants me dead.  There's nothing I despise more than a liar.  Well, I have for you a great reward, praise Allah.

(Usama signals his men.  Guards drag out the bewildered, protesting waiter.  Usama arises and approaches a computer terminal.)

Usama: (to attendant) Get me my doctor.

(In a few moments a bearded man appears on the screen.)  

Doctor: (hurried) O Holy One.  How are you feeling today?

Usama: Well.  Tell me Doctor, is it possible my kidney ailments might have been induced twenty years ago by ingesting something?

Doctor: It depends on what that something is, my Holy?  

Usama: Anything. 

Doctor: If it could be anything, sure, it's possible.  

Usama: Thank you. (to attendant) You know, Shariq, prophets long ago wrote of me, and the great war I would bring to the thieves of the world, the revelation unto Muhammad, Peace be upon him.  It looks as if the thieves have been planning ahead, clever little ones.  They have tried to kill me, again.  Poison, bombs, snipers.  With me gone, this holy mission would be doomed to failure.  One has to take the upper hand in all situations or else people will walk all over you.  We will show them our might.  We must strike the US soon, glory to God.  What is the status of deployment?

Shariq: On schedule, Great One.  It is quite likely that the US will respond by attacking us, with or without UN consent.

Usama: (restrained) Only tell me things I do not know.  What news on the virus?

Shariq: They've still not contacted us.  

(Close up on Usama's face.  Flashback to his July 1999 meeting with a military leader of China.  An interpreter translates for the statesmen.)

Usama: Great Sir, I will begin directly.  Do you believe you should be allowed to run your land as you see fit?

Genghis: I do . . . and I do.

Usama: How do you believe opposition to your power should be dealt with?

Genghis: (pause) Death.

Usama: Then, my Honored Sir, how do you explain Falun Gong?

(A trace of anger appears on Genghis.)

Usama: It is the United States and their scrutiny into your internal affairs that obstructs both your domestic and international power. (pause) I am of the same view as you, my friend, that a good leader must exterminate dissidents.  And not flex his muscle internationally until he is the strongest.  Which China will quickly become in the next decade.  The time when your growth will clash with US power is near.  It is a time of preparation for your country, and for me.  Today I have an offer for you concerning our common goal.  You understand, great sir, that the United States is your mortal enemy.  You must strike them before they strike you down, on the heels of Russia.  You see, these degenerate Americans work in subtle ways, so as not to attract attention.  They try to forestall the inevitable race war by breeding a nation of racial mixture.  They felled your brother to the West by outpacing its military economy.  Look at beaten little Russia today, that is a possible future for China.  Today the United States tries to cripple your economy by denying you full governing powers of your rightful possession, Taiwan.  And they go even further, these bold Americans; they sell armaments to your very own province.  They try to incite dissident insurrection, as they did with the Soviet Union.  They figure it is only a matter of time before the capitalist revolution seizes your country too.  It is an ideological conflict between you two, and it is therefore inevitable.  The continued life of the US threatens your survival.  But you cannot risk a war with the US at the scale that it must be waged.  That's where I come in.  If you can supply the weapons, I will carry out the task and take the blame.  And, together, we can defeat this pollution to the world, that we may rule our own lands without interference, as it should be.

Genghis: (annoyed) Yen, what is going on with the temperature?!

Yen: I'm sorry, general, the thermostat appears to be malfunctioning.  It keeps resetting itself to 89 F.  

Usama: (startled, hesitating, uncomfortable, then committed) I must apologize, general, I wear a ring that adjusts the room temperature.  It's for a medical condition I have.  I forgot to turn it off. (clicking a button on the side of a gold ring) Forgive me.

Genghis: (quizzical pause) So what do you need?

Usama: You agree that this is the final war; there can be no mercy?

Genghis: I have none to give.

Usama: I see a war that will be fought in stages.  For each plan we have a backup.  We will not fail.  First we will attack their food supply.  We will need this weapon.  Next we need a virus to bring chaos to the American computer network.  Then, when our enemy is dismantled from our attacks, we destroy them.  We will need a virus targeted to quickly kill all those who are not of our two races.  To clear space that our two empires might breath again, in a world of racial purity.

Genghis: I believe we can work together.

Usama: It fills my heart with happiness to hear this, general. (pause) As a backup plan to the ethno-virus, we will leave the nuclear option.  While I can acquire the materials, I require technology on ways to compact the bomb and achieve a maximum yield.  I also will need technology to increase the range of my sea launched warheads.  Of course, I am speaking here of neutron bombs, not hydrogen bombs.  That our peoples may be able to colonize the homes of our enemies.  I hope you are in agreement on this point. 

Genghis: We are as expansionist minded as you are.  It is the policy of the People's Republic to exclusively use neutron bombs in any preemptive strategic attack. (pause) You will have your weapons. 

(View of a stern-faced Chinese man in general's uniform nodding, then close up on a smiling Usama, and flash-forward.)

Usama: (smiling) Fear not.  They will give us all they have promised.  And more.  Now, let us pray to Allah.

II-3-1

(Flash to G-men brainwashing various rich people.  Flash to the uproar in the boardrooms when the platform of the Cult of Reason is implemented.  Suggestions are made that the change comes from new information, which couldn't be disclosed.  Flash to the implementation of these platforms.  Flash to Canaris on a large yacht sunning, eyes closed.  Flash to Canaris debriefing Hitler, 1940.)

Hitler: Herr Canaris, I wish to thank you again for your most reliable intelligence.  I can always count on you, Admiral.  Now, I've called you here to address an issue Himmler has brought before me.  He claims you are securing emigration for certain Jews.

Canaris: It is true, Mein Fuhrer, I am forced to make use of some Jewish agents.  These Jews have a particular knack for deceit, and are least likely to be suspected.  I can assure you that the information they bring back to me is invaluable to Germany.

Hitler: I trust your good judgment, Admiral.

(Goering hurries into the room.)

Goering: (earnestly) Mein Fuhrer, I've just heard of your cancellation of our military research programs.  I beg you, the war is not over, we should continue special weapons research.

Hitler: You are wrong, dear Goering, the war is over.  We dominate all of continental Europe.  Our power will rule the world.  Our enemies are weak.  There's no need to waste money on weapons we won't need.  We will need the money for certain architectural projects I have in mind.

Goering: But, Mein Fuhrer, - - 

Hitler: (irritated) Is that all, Goering?

(Flash forward. David and Canaris are on a yacht, fully luxurized, with the sun shining brightly.  Computer sits at a lab top, eyeing the sexy females playing about the pool.  Canaris pukes into a bucket while David kicks about the Hackensack.)

David: Thought you was a sailor, Will?

Canaris: That was last life.  Got no stomach for the ocean in this one.  That's funny, Hitler was afraid of the ocean.

David: Hmm.

Canaris: You know, there are so many times he could have won the war, but his pride or wrath got in his way.  Like after the fall of France, from 1940-42 Hitler canceled military research into special weapons?

David: Really?  Why?

Canaris: He was on the top of the world.  Entirely arrogant, totally corrupted.  Blind to his future.  He could have had ICMBs and jets in '42, maybe even the atom bomb before the war was out.  It's like he didn't really want to win at some level.  He wanted death.  He pissed it all away.  Like how he refused to develop jet fighters.  Just like I pissed away my chance to stop him.  Germany was dying, so I raised to power and prestige the man I thought was our only chance.  I just didn't know him well enough, he was a master of deceit.  I gambled the world for the sake of Germany, and lost everything.  When I did finally understand this man, I had contributed too much to the nazi cause to be believed by the Allies.  I warned them on so many occasions of impending attacks, no one believed me. (sighs) I just stumble through life.  I think I'm just as blind as him. (pause) I don't know if I like this layout.  We should be going to work, on this our divine mission.  Instead we're sunning on a floating resort, with all the amenities.  Partyin' half the time.  This isn't how the good guys do it.

David: (hacking) Well, neither of us is good.  We're somewhere in between, and there's no forgettin' that.  Besides, I think we've earned it, least for a few weeks.  At the very least, it puts me at peace of mind, so I can do my duty more effectively.  Plus it allows us to better court the corporate elite.  It's the first step to brainwashing. (smiling at the hack) Love this shit. (cynical) I feel grace all through me gullivers.

Canaris: Do you work out?

David: (grimly) Always.

Canaris: Why?

David: It makes me thirsty.

Canaris: (pause) Musulman has become a muscle man.

David: What?

Canaris: Musulman.  

David: Isn't that what they called the concentration camp inmates who were starved to skin and bone?

Canaris: Yes.  It comes as little surprise, considering your plight, that you've become obsessed with perfection and strength in this life.  Inferiority complex, superiority complex, same thing.

David: Regarding my shape, I'm not nearly where I should be.  Gotta get this stomach stronger, for one thing. (looking down) So did God send you to enlighten me?

Canaris: To be sure. (Pause) So what I want to know is this; you seem well aware of the global problems facing today.  Did you have a mentor in this life?

David: I did.  Wise old man, showed me the state of the world, sparked my desire to save it.  At all costs.

Canaris: You know, we should really get some bodyguards.

David: (slowly) What?

Canaris: You really are a spacer.  

David: (nodding, smiling) Sometimes people'll be talking with me, and I look like I'm listening, but I'm elsewhere. ADD boy.  Just call me riddlin'.  I chase thoughts lie a predator.  Tell you Will, between attention deficit and my nerves, I've felt like a moron with people all my life.

Canaris: Well, attention deficit would be a favorable adaptation in a death camp.  As would fear.

David: Sometimes I think my spacing and fear has increased in the past few years, probably cause of all the drugs.

Canaris: Which drugs?

David: Whacha got?

Canaris: Are you still using?

David: Aye.

Canaris: Well, that's something we're gonna have to work on.  

David: I got a psychiatrist, and we are.

(Adjutant enters and places a DVD in a player, and a large screen tv on the wall of a cabin lights up before David and Canaris.)

Adjutant: Here's the video you requested, David.

David: Thank you Steven. (to Canaris) Keeping tabs on the man.

("In the past three months, the US military has gone on alert nine times, pulling major sea vessels from gulfs all over the mid-east.  The US state department has issued a total of thirteen targeted travel warnings to US citizens traveling in the mid-east.  Stoking the flames of this atmosphere of fear is one man, who is pursuing a religious crusade."  On the screen Usama appears in an edited news interview.  After the collapse of the Soviet Union, in which the US has no mentionable role, the US grew more haughty and arrogant and it has started to look at itself as a Master of this world and established what it calls the new world order.  Flash to Hitler.)

Hitler: (scornful) The US is a Jewish rubbish heap of inferiority and decadence, incapable of conducting war!

(The US wanted to delude people that it can do whatever it wants, but it can't do this.  She has failed.  If the U.S. still thinks and brags that it still has this kind of power even after all these successive defeats in Vietnam, Beirut, Aden, and Somalia, then let them go back to those who are awaiting its return.  Unable to achieve outright victory against militaries, the US takes its war to civilians.  The US does not consider it a terrorist act to throw atomic bombs at nations thousands of miles away, when it would not be possible for those bombs to hit military troops only. These bombs were rather thrown at entire nations, including women, children and elderly people and up to this day the traces of those bombs remain in Japan. The US does not consider it terrorism when hundreds of thousands of our sons and brothers in Iraq died for lack of food or medicine.  When the Israeli pilots bombed the United Nations building in Qana, Lebanon while it was full of children and women, the US stopped any plan to condemn Israel.  We demand that these attacks end and the invaders leave all Islamic lands.  We need breathing space.  And for those who fall victim to our swords, may Allah renew them.  When we hear the name of Clinton and Bush, this directly reflects in our minds the picture of children with their heads cut off before even reaching one year of age.  We will have vengeance.)  

Canaris: (entranced) He wishes to recapture the glory of the French revolution for himself.  To behead the kings of today and assume the throne.  Beheading has already begun in the Philippines where Muslim separatists have lopped three American hostages.  It is times of terror and territorial aggression that precede his war.  Here he is again, throwing his bombers to instill fear and bring capitulation. (pause)  I imagine Hitler was quite taken with the notion of the Japanese Kamikaze.  Today he's created his own suicide bombers.  He's training his suicide bombers like he trained his SS; that glorified institution that carries out his ugliest wants.  Once again he'll ease them into his Holocaust, stirring up hatred, sending his minions to carry out greater and greater acts of violence.  To provoke his war.  Where his people will accept a nuclear answer.  Death to America.  Hitler spoke of the United States in the same way, as an overly aggressive, imperial nation.  On a number of occasions I heard him speak with fine ire of the US policy of extermination of the native population, when in fact this was his plan too.  Genocide.  The death of genes.  

David: And, secretly, the death of himself.

Canaris: (slowly) You know, there's one prophecy I didn't include in my spiel.  It probably has the richest meaning of them all.

David: Why not put it in there?

Canaris: Takes to long to explain, would have interrupted the flow.  

David: Let's hear.

Canaris: (typing it out on the labtop and speaking) c8q1.  PAU, NAY, LORON will be more of fire than blood . . . He will refuse entry to the Piuses.  The depraved ones . . . will keep them imprisoned.  This is the one prophecy where Nostradamus hints that the three antichrists are the same person.  The first three words are towns in ancient France, but from how they are capitalized we can be sure they have a hidden meaning.  Another of Nostradamus's anagrams of the antichrist.  Rearranging the letters we get Napaulon Roy, Corsican (as indeed he was) for King Napoleon.  During his reign he terrorizes and imprisons Popes Pius VI and Pius VII.  So at face this is a prophecy for the first antichrist.  

David: There's more? 

Canaris: It goes deeper.  Using phonetics we rearrange the anagram to get Apollyon.  The "angel of the abyss" from Revelations 9:11.  And as it turns out, he does prove to prefer fire to blood, as the Holocaust showed us.  And soon his nuclear war will show us, consuming the earth in fire.

David: Christ!  We gotta get this fucker.

Canaris: Another little tidbit.  Both Napoleon and Hitler reigned when a Pius was pope, who had to turn a blind eye to this man's atrocities.  A zealous name for a zealous time.  God's message to us, linking the two.

David: Damn. (pause) What I don't get is how people haven't seen this before, with all the signs and all.    

Canaris: I'm sure people have.  It has been written time and again.  Even the Bible, in it's own metaphorical way, details the end of our civilization.  It speaks of the beast Apollyon that will bring on Armageddon.  The beast is both a real man, our fiend Usama, and an abstract concept, the selfish ethic.  For it is greed that paves the road for this man.  The beast will rain fiery death on the great harlot, whom he hates.  This is a nation that has sovereignty over the nations of the earth, from which the kings have grown rich off her drive for luxury.  In a concrete sense the harlot is the United States, Lady Liberty, which the Bible describes as a nation of many peoples.  To be sure, the protector of the poor and tired masses is an ironical symbol for the greed of the epitome of capitalism.  But it is true, reflective of her hypocrisy.  In an abstract sense the Bible speaks of the harlot as Babylon, the birthplace of civilization, and the beginning of our greatest err.  It's such a dark revelation that no country, even one with a free press, would give it public acknowledgment.  People would panic.  

David: (grim) They must.  But how exactly do you see the birth of civilization as fundamentally flawed?

Canaris: The agricultural revolution was begun on an illusion, one that mushroomed from a kernel of fear to a way of life.  From the fear of uncertainty is born the promise of a more secure life.  Our hunter-gatherer predecessors selected from a vast cornucopia of food sources, working some two to three hours a day.  Free to devote their lives to living.  Workers were left to rely, and toil their life away, on a limited amount of cultivated crops and domesticated livestock.  

David: That's true enough, but didn't the technological revolution that sprung from civilization bring about a higher standard of living?

Canaris: Yes, over the course of hundreds and thousands of years, but this was hardly a motive for the beginners of civilization.  If anything, what technology has done most to humans is change a desire for security into a full-blown aspiration to be a god.  So in the beginning, hunter-gatherers gave up a free, easy life for human law and toil.  While the few wielding political power lived a relatively luxurious life.  They sold the lie of civilization to elevate themselves.  Civilization, then, was founded on selfishness and inequity.  We stepped out of Eden by someone's deceit and so limited ourselves to the civilized life.  Cooperation in hunting-gathering led to a sense of communal justice.  In the new world, competition and absolute hierarchy bred injustice.  We set ourselves up to try to be gods really from the beginning.  It was in Babylon, the Fertile Crescent, where began our Great War, the selection of domestication or extermination.  Where we began to confine ourselves to the material world.  We learned to control our food supply.  And like a disease born, we wanted control of all life, the organic and inorganic.  To stay life's uncertainty.  And beyond that, we wished to fill the void left by our loss of spirituality.  In search of excess, of luxury, devouring more and more, to soothe our scarred souls.  In modern times Native Americans, like the Hopi people, have made some of the very same predictions about this corrupt world meeting its destruction.  They prophesied of railroad tracks, cars and interstate highways, and oil spills marking the times before Armageddon.  And then the final sign: "You will hear of a dwelling-place in the heavens, above the earth, that shall fall with a great crash. It will appear as a blue star."  

David: The Russian space station.

Canaris: That's right.  "Very soon after this, the ceremonies of the Hopi people will cease.

The world shall rock to and fro. The white man will battle people in other lands -- those who possessed the first light of wisdom. 

David: A battle against those living in the birthplace of civilization, the Arabs of the Middle East and China.

Canaris: Aye.  "There will be many columns of smoke and fire such as the white man has made in the deserts not far from here."  The Hopi people lived in Northern Arizona, next to the deserts where the US has conducted her nuclear weapons trials.

David: Holy trinity.

Canaris: And then there's the eagle prophecy.  "You're going to see a time when the eagle will fly its highest in the night, and it will land upon the moon. And at that time, many of the Native people will be sleeping." 

David: In a time when most Native Americans had forgotten the ways of their elders, the American eagle rose into space and landed on the moon.

Canaris: Now one thing I find interesting here is the use of the eagle as a symbol of the dominant civilization.  First there was the Roman empire, whose seven hills man settled on in the most fervent effort to be god of the ancient times.  Then Napoleon's empire, then Hitler's, then the United States.  With the help of the man who, under Hitler, created the vengeance weapon, the world's first ICBM, the United States hits the moon.  Landing on the moon was a culmination of the quest for world domination.  Born of a culture obsessed with superiority, death and control.  Of a nation whose idol salute reflects its emotional bent.  Rome offers a phallic thrust of "Heil" outward to praise their emperor, their representation of man as his most godly.  The Third Reich does the same, but as a preamble to the thrust press the hand against the heart in psychotic emotional reaction.  The United States has made an impressive journey to the midway land between allegiance to one man and allegiance to all.   Still, an inordinate amount of power is given to a fraction of her people.  To say nothing of the rest of the world, whom the populace of the US consider to be her slaves or obedient servants.  Therefore, we find a hand to the breast, the exclamation of "us", as the national salute.  Be sure that the same selfish apathy runs through the heart of all three of these empires. (pause) Well, I was saying before we should get some bodyguards.

David: Why you say that?

Canaris: We are going about on a warpath.  

David: I hadn't even thought of that.  But you're right.  Be one less thing to worry about.  Be nice to have an armed somebody looking out for me.  (pause) You know, for a scumbag, Mitch sure's got good taste in boats.  This'll do for now, but I think in the future we'll need something a bit larger. (dreamily) Like an oil tanker.  Oh the irony.  We'll gut it out and pimp it up to be a great big yacht, and hold court there to woo the corporate elites. (focusing) Anyway, we should be planning an agenda for our new corporation.  Of course the top priority is stopping Usama B, but we gotta think beyond, about the changes we could make to the world with the kinda power we're gonna grab.  We can subvert special interest control of the economy, and then direct it towards doing the public good.  

Canaris: But what is that?  

David: That's the big question.  I really think the best thing we can do is education.  Change the minds and you will change the times.  With the empowerment of an effective education, every individual will be able to really pursue their own happiness.  We're coming to a time when the greatest dream of civilized man may be realized, the understanding and control of the material world.  All human needs and a fair share of luxury are possible for everyone.  But there's a great deal of preparation we must do before stepping into this Knowledge Age.  We must allow every human being to realize their potential.  Such an egalitarian education would do much to shorten the enormous gap between rich and poor, weaken the influence of special interest in economic legislation, as well as curb population growth and better human health.  And the Knowledge Age will allow us to live by eco-efficient means, and humans could ascend to a more spiritually fulfilling role as protector of life.  

Canaris: As opposed to being the destroyer.  Have you ever read Mein Kampf?

David: I don't care about his fucking struggle.  For spite's sake I'll accept an authoritative summary.  You ever read Hitler's Own War by David Curving.

Canaris: No.

David: His thesis is Hitler didn't kill the Jews out of revenge, but rather as the result of an insensitive political stance he road into power.  Basically he's saying Hitler made enemies of the Jews for political reasons and had to kill them of wartime necessity.  I was very skeptical when I first heard this, I thought Hitler's motive was obvious.  But I've always been one to look for something to disprove my point of view - a constant voice that says I'm wrong, imperfect.  So I figured maybe Hitler was just a big bullshitter, like any politician.  

Canaris: But he wasn't.  We look at his last testament and see the truth of him.  He says the greatest thing he ever did was rid Europe of Jews.  He believed it, passionately. (pause) Following the German loss of WWI, Hitler seized upon the widespread belief among the military that rich Jews had hoarded money from the German military and this was the reason for their loss.  In 1924, he spoke of what he would like to do to those Jews.  "At the start of the war, only 12-15 thousand Jews should have been poisoned by gas, and then the sacrifice of the Germans who fell in the war would not have been in vain".  Being a committed racist, he could easily blame all Jews for the perceived faults of a few.  Out of this blame was born the final solution.  There was an article in a 1931 Munich newspaper.  They had stolen nazi documents from their headquarters.  A few lines referred to a final solution of the Jewish problem as one of their secret party platforms.  A decade before the systematic slaughter. (pause) He always planned it.  I picture Hitler, the most vengeful soul, lying in a hospital bed in 1918.  Having faced death a thousand times over the past war years.  He has bandages over his eyes because he has been blinded by mustard gas.  And he hears Germany has surrendered.  A man like him cannot stomach defeat, so he finds a release.  Wrath.  It was then, I believe, he concocted the Holocaust.  He reached for an excuse other than the inferiority of Germany.  To what culture had given him, anti-Semitism.  To say the imperfect, corrupt Jew sold out Germany.  When in fact the flaw was in them selves, in a nation corrupt with authoritarianism.  He wishes to destroy his imperfection.  To transfer his own fear of death on to the object of his vengeance.  The cold calculator plans genocide from the beginning.  He wishes to put the Jews through the same horror he went through in the trenches of WWI.  He wants to gas them.  For the Jews he reserves this weapon.  For the bent man, a special, righteous treatment.  But he knows no one would support his blood lust; he must ease them into it.  So he keeps it from even those of his inner circle.  In total secret the master strategist dreams up the mechanics for the death of the Jews.  He suggests before the war a relocation of the Jews to Madagascar, to fool his closest confidants of his true intention.  But he has another plan in mind, his most abased secret. (pause, darkly) The only way he could fulfill his deepest desire was to brainwash his people.  With a steady stream of propaganda he does this, in addition to encouraging violence against Jews.  Then the final step to his war against Jews; he intentionally provokes a world war.  For only out of the guise of wartime necessity could he get the consent of his people to engage in mass murder.  In a desperate time, with their own lives at stake, Germans accept his mad plea.  To kill the Jews.  His most important objective, even second to world domination.  But a man seeking immortal fame could not be held directly responsible for the greatest crime in history, so he pawns off responsibility on his self-centered henchmen.  He views gas as divine judgment laid upon the powerless by their god, as it was to him.  He therefore refuses to use the first true weapon of mass destruction, sarin gas, on his enemy nations.  Germany had exclusive possession of this technology, and could have brought about the capitulation of any enemy nation while enjoying air superiority.  But he is led about by emotion.  He reserved the horrible death by gas for his SS executioners to drop on his conquered ones.  How fitting that the body charged with defending his life, the order of the death's head, should carry out the Holocaust.  He was always dead serious.

David: (stunned) I never knew that. (pause) To say that he feigned his hatred of the Jews ignores the entrancement Hitler felt for revenge.  

Canaris: He sacrificed his war for revenge.  Executing his slave labor force, crowding up vital rail space with condemned Jews.

David: Can't wait to brainwash this fuck!
Canaris: You've gotta let go of that rage.  It's part of the illusion, just like free will.  The beast has no more ultimate control over his actions than a wild animal.  So punishment for sins is just another one of our worn out illusions.  When you lose the illusion, you can start to observe.  And learn.  Learn from him.

David:  Shit, if the Allies had learned from Mein Kampf, they could have prevented Hitler's rise.  There's the central problem, ignorance.  That's why a democracy, where public opinion governs, will not work until the populace is sufficiently educated.  And maybe we could help.  We could establish a for-profit education corporation that utilizes video conferencing over the internet to tailor an education to the individual.  We could control every aspect of the presentation, using the latest in cognitive science to quickly and effectively transmit knowledge in a communication-based environment.  It would be a personal education, not some mass-produced garbage, centered around the learner, not some authority.  With a little guidance, the student would choose what they want to learn.  Enthusiasm for study would be facilitated through a carefree environment, like Kindergarten.  There'd be no competition, only cooperation.  It would be a relaxed environment people could be confident and happy in. We can leave competition for the workplace.  This has got to be one of our projects.  We could call it @HomeSchooling.  

Canaris: That's a great idea.  We'd make it a holistic education, well rounded.  None of this lopsided crap we see today and before.  To open up all the doorways this life offers, and allow the student to choose. (pause, darkly) Away from all the hypocrisy and bullshit of the system.  To Hitler, education, and for that matter art, history and science were a means of mind control.  We must strive that these gifts of culture be liberators of minds.  Lord, even Hitler himself was a victim to mind control.  It was an anti-Semitic, militarist education that nurtured Hitler into who he was.  If anything, his life proved the opposite of his worldview, that nurture is more important than nature.  

David: (pause) As did mine.

Canaris: That's something we can see from the variety in human history.  All these minds, molded by such different cultures, acting in such different ways.  Education must be at the forefront of our reforms.  Without it there's no hope for us.  Universal, low cost, quality education could empower individuals in local communities to be effective stakeholders in the pursuit of socioeconomic development that renews rather than degrades the physical and biological environment.  Resources, which are so abundant in industrial powers, and so rare in developing nations, might actually get distributed more fairly.  Now on in the economics realm we can directly help restore equity to the world by offering chances for development in impoverished areas, while at the same time respecting the diversity of cultures, perspectives, all life. 

Canaris: That's quite a task you've set ahead for us.  The US makes up 5% of the global population, and consumes 25% of the world's resources.  In the face of such arrogance, how can developing countries heed our demands for limits on resource use and environmental policies?  They won't.  If we are to implement these reforms globally, and unite in our action, we must restore an equal distribution of wealth.  Otherwise this world will be destroyed by conflict.  To do that we must lose the illusion of superiority, the illusion of free will.  To accept we're not God.  If the apocalypse comes, it'll be from a conflict that goes to our roots, our aspiration to God.  The ancient battle over religion and land, focused in the birthplace of civilization.  It's the very concept of civilized man that's in turmoil.  We are all plunderers, self-interested, at war with the planet and ourselves.  When in fact our proper place is as guardians and nurturers of life.  If we ever get there.

David: That's what the education's for, to question our wayward direction and help restore equity.  Now beyond education, we can use a lot of our stolen loot to finance the conversion to eco-efficient economies.  We need to create a civilization that can survive on this planet perpetually.  And there's two bits of knowledge I think we should invest our booty in for that cause.  Water and energy.  These are the two issues that wars will be fought over if we don't resolve quickly.  We need to confront them with the same ferocity that the US created the atomic bomb, because the same man's threatening our world again.  And he thrives on inequity.  Right now we are running out of potable water, while most of the surface is covered by it.  We need to invest in a cost efficient method of purifying seawater.  And then there's energy.  We must release ourselves of the burden of fossil fuels.  And the Knowledge Age has shown us the light here too.  Pure hydrogen fuel cells.  We could conceivably have this power source that uses water and sunlight to create energy, with a byproduct of water.  We'd never need to fill up the tank.  They're already setting up a hydrogen-based economy in Iceland.  We gotta put some money into that development.  

Canaris: Speaking of Iceland, we should really do more planning for what appears to be the inevitable.  After his humiliation in the Berlin bunker, he wants the all life that survives his fire to live a long time in bunker.  We need a bunker, with access to renewable energy.  Iceland would be ideal, with its endless thermal energy rising up from the core.  We should really establish are base of operations there.

David: Yeah we should.  Fully equip the bunker and what not. (pause) But as for the other scenario, we also gotta promote diversity.  S'like you said, Will, we have to learn from the beast's errors.  How he wanted order and sameness, like a craving for the simplicity of our primordial universe, we take note.  Do the opposite.  That's why he's the antichrist.  So we'll promote biodiversity, cultural diversity, all diversity.  With the money we got, we can push an agenda to place a value on natural resources and biodiversity in national income accounts.  And if they don't accept our suggestions, we can buy up the resources ourselves and preserve them.  Shit, we'll buy what's left of the rainforest, the very richest source of biodiversity on the planet.    

Canaris: And then there's whole other, darker way to save the world.  By saving the human knowledge, ensuring our transition to the knowledge age.  That's perhaps our great gift, culture; the ability to transmit and accumulate learning from one generation to the next.  If there were a third world war, we might lose most of human knowledge.  God knows what we lost during his second coming.  (Flash to a blazing bonfire of books.  Nazi banners hang from a building in the background.)  You see, he has a great contempt for the intellectual, that which failed him in his life as Napoleon.  He still holds that bitterness, like all others.  We'll need a record of all human knowledge, on disk and microfilm.  Our savior.  

David: That's a good idea, plan for both contingencies.  More than anything, knowledge really is the asset we have to protect.  Shit, if all surface life is virtually destroyed, surviving humans can use the knowledge of genes to reproduce all forms of life in our genetic history from human junk DNA.  You know, that's some shit I was thinking.  Why not preserve all the living DNA in a library where they can be given life in the future?  All the aborted and discarded fetuses don't have to be lost; we can save those births for a better world, when humanity has evolved to a point where we can welcome all life.  That would really be the most humanitarian way to treat these lives.  Even more humanitarian, perhaps, than allowing them into today's world.  With a Code of Life index, humans could have purpose beyond self.  One way or the other, knowledge will save us. 

Canaris: Imagine the world decimated.  The survivors are living underground, at least for the first few years.  With the ability to space travel, their top priority would be relocation for a new beginning.  To start a colony in a distant planet, fit with the wealth of human knowledge to elevate our lives.

David: (pause) Now I think we should focus our investment in third world countries, where the need is greatest.  We could use the latest technologies to build eco-efficient industries in these countries, while preserving cultural diversity from the dangers of development.  Any agitators to our cause we could brainwash to be our biggest proponents.  With @HomeSchooling we could start a mass education revolution.  This coupled with a massive increase in public health investment, including research into potable water, disease prevention, population limitations and nutritious food..  Allow people to reach their great potentials.  In so doing mobilize people to action for healthy causes.  
Canaris:(pause) Imagine the chance of two so like-minded running into each other, after all these years.  Really is God's hand. 

David: (pensive) God's hand. (pause) Offering us the Promised Land if we really want it. (pause) You ever hear of nanotechnology?

Canaris: No.

David: It's the quickly emerging science of atomic control.  They say nanotechnology will exceed the impact of the industrial revolution by 2010.  With the technology to manipulate molecules, we could put an end to hunger, disease.  We could even extend the human life span by a multitude of factors with cellular regeneration.  The same knowledge that might destroy us, of nuclear energy, could save us, if we can learn to tame the atomic world.  We could satisfy all human needs and a fair share of social and cultural amenities for successive generations, while maintaining a healthy, biologically productive environment.  Knowledge, there's the key to the door.  Paradise is in reach Will.

Canaris: Perhaps, but it won't come strictly through technological discoveries.  As resources dwindle, humanity will turn more and more to nano- and bio- technology.  Requiring heavy investment, these technologies will be cemented through patents in the hands of large oligopolies.  More power will be concentrated in wealthy hands, and at least in the short run, inequity will increase.  

David: That there is part of the reason we must push campaign finance reform and lobby reform, to counter the special interest control of our world.  To work against the trend of a concentration of global power in a few hands; in essence, to work for democracy.

Canaris: You know, we should really use our growing clout to support these political reforms.  Maybe even take over a media empire to start promoting our cause, getting the word out.

David: Of course with an industry bagman in office, we're going in the opposite direction.  This fool gives a $3 trillion tax break when we are most in need of federal funds for nanotech research.  The fact is, we're confronting today a threat many times greater than existed in 1939 with Hitler's development of the atomic bomb.  We must spend now like we did on the Manhattan Project.  Only in this way can our technological superiority prevent Usama from bringing about Armageddon.  And while achieving this defensive measure, we can with the same stone tackle the problem of inequity.  Tellin' you, Will, with that tax break we're pissing away paradise.  It's right there for us to take.

Canaris: So's the apocalypse.

David: Am I getting to ahead of myself?  No worries, after the last couple months of looting, and in particular after tonight, we'll be able to go after Usama.  Our G-men our planning away for that one.  Gonna swoop down into Afghanistan and brain wash the motherfucker.  That'll be fun to watch.  

Canaris: (slowly) Hitler had fun exacting his revenge too.

David: Sometimes it's hard to distinguish between us and him.

Canaris: (frowning) We must be different from him.  Humanity will get three chances to learn from this man, and if we don't, we are dead.  He's our feedback signal.  Humans were born with the vision of two stories.  In both, our species becomes aware and dominant of the earth by following base instincts.  Here's where the story splits.  We can either self-destruct by serving entirely ourselves, or we can develop new instincts through culture and adapt to our world in a sustainable fashion.  

(Close up on Canaris visage.  Flashback to train station in Poland where thousands of condemned stand sprinkled with snow in cattle cars.  They are skeleton men, with blank, earnest stares.  A group of German soldiers come forward to the train, smirking.  One of them tosses some bread over the sides of the topless train, falling amidst a crowd of desperate shouts and grabs.  An all-out brawl ensues for the bread, men beating women until they are unconscious.  No one will get in my way.  The Germans laugh at the spectacle, move to the next car and repeat the process.  This serves as an unending source of amusement for them.  Canaris stares vacantly.  Flash forward.)

Canaris: That's his mission. (turning to David) You know what Hitler's favorite word was?

David: Weltanshauung.

Canaris: (mildly surprised) Were so like him.  It is his mission to impose his weltanshauung, his worldview, on humanity.  To be God.  And for a few years he believed he was.  The fear that made him completely self-interested spread like a virus.  Peace loving people turned into self-concerned stomachs in the face of his solution for man.  They accepted his worldview; only the strong are allowed to survive.  The war ended, Hitler died, but the good guys still lost.  The failure of Hitler's worldview to secure him paradise made him an even more desperate man.  For whom there is only one salvation, God.  Humanity has rejected Hitler as an abased man, so he must turn to God for acceptance, to renew his self-confidence.  And he again becomes the downtrodden righteous in his own mind.  To resume his struggle.  With the stubborn insistence that his worldview is right, always right, in a desperate attempt at control amidst all this uncertainty.  It is through this constant state of uncertainty that God tells us we have no control.  (pause) That reminds me, have you heard the story of that Brazilian Aboriginee, Chiam?  

David: Don't know.

Canaris: Well you heard of the AIDS cure.  

David: Course. 

Canaris: Tyme Magazine had a cover story about her.  She claims she survived an attack by the US government on her village, somewhere in Brazilian rainforest.  Well this is the same area where they found the AIDS cure.  Chiam's tribe, the Pequots, of which she was apparently chieftain, lived in this region for hundreds of years.  Then as early as April, some six months before the public found out about the drug, scientists first located it in Pequot territory.  The tribe was in the way, so somebody sent in a pack of trained jaguars that entered the village and systematically murdered the entire Pequot people.  Chiam was the only one to survive.  She moved to a reservation in Arizona and has been making noise since.  She claims God saved her to make known the story of her people.

David: (sadly) US government, don't surprise me.

Canaris: I was caught by something she said.  She was talking about her attackers, and said "I do not blame them.  They know not what they do.  It's just one of the lessons humanity has yet to learn, so he shows it to us again and again, that one of these times we might wake up".  A fatalist.  Well I was so interested in her story I went out and met her.

David: I bet you did, too.  You're pretty spontaneous there, Will.

Canaris: I was meant to read that article, just as I was meant to meet Chiam.  And she's wonderful.  So strong and confident, and adaptable - imagine the composure it takes to make the change in lifestyle she has.  Anyway, I think we found our third party.  You see, our organization's missing something, and that's a public face.  She could be our face.  (pause) I showed her the tape.

David: Course.  I like that idea though.  Cause you and me, we ain't made to be in the public eye.  We're too tainted.  A pure virgin is just what we need, someone as untouched by civilization as possible.  Our front, a pretty face.  

Canaris: She's that, and more.  Strong-willed, deeply ethical and virtually untouched by Mother Culture.  She's the life force us dead need.  She buys into the whole antichrist theory.  And I told her about you.  She's eager to meet you?

David: What exactly did you tell her about us?

Canaris:  I swore I wouldn't talk about our finances with others and I've kept the promise.

David: Good, that ain't anything she needs to know about. (sigh) You know how lonely I've been my whole life.  Never been close to anyone.  Mabus, man abased.  Malone, man alone.  Never had a girl friend.  Came close once.  Little Jewish girl, Alia.  The ally I couldn't have.  She seemed perfect to me.  But I didn't pursue it.  Figured she couldn't possibly love a wretch like me.  And if she did, I'd probably end up hurtin' her somehow.  Unintentionally, course.  Like I got a dark cloud over my head, anybody who gets close'll get struck by lightning.  Even now, when shit's goin' well, I still think I'm meant to be alone.  Like I'm gonna die soon, so I'd better not let anybody get close, else they'll get burnt. (dreamy) But it really would be nice to have someone to look down on me with love and affection when I look up from my hole. 

Canaris: Death camp syndrome.

David: Como se llama?

Canaris: A fear of attachment to people.  A fear of relationships, of intimacy.  A fear of human interaction.  It's a natural defense when you've seen all your loved ones killed.  Your life is in the control of the kapos and camp guards.  Fear keeps you alive, so you become that fear.  It may be hard for you to believe, but you can let go of the fear.  There's lots of ways, and I've got one light for you.  Fatalism.  Accept that you have no control, nor does any other person.  Have faith in your God who does have control.  He's got a plan.  No fear.

David: Well I buy it, intellectually at least.  My emotions have yet to accept it though. (pause) I got a question for you.  You played a pretty critical role in stopping Hitler's ascent to world domination.  Did Nostradamus have anything to say about you?

Canaris: (pause) I believe he did.  (typing it out on the computer and speaking it) 9q16 - From Castille, Franco will bring out the assembly, The ambassador will not agree and cause a schism: The people of Rivera will be in the crowd, and they will refuse entry in to the gulf.  In 1940 Hitler sent me as ambassador to Spain to ask their dictator, Franco, for permission for German troops to move through Spain and take Gilbraltar.  This entrance to the Mediterranean was vital to the British, whose shipping was already greatly disturbed by German submarines.  Had Hitler seized this outpost and established military operations in Spain, he very well might have strangled the British islands.  I secretly told Franco to refuse Hitler's request, as he was destined to lose the war.  It was I who caused a schism between Germany and Spain.  Antonio Primo de Rivera first formed the fascist party in Spain, and it was those of his party who, considering my words, counseled Franco to refuse German entry.  Needless to say, I was really surprised to be mentioned by the prophet for my meager efforts.

David: Meager?

Canaris: I am the man who sold the world.

David: Just because German culture bred you to initially accept Hitler is no reason to feel guilty.  You were a product of your environment.  No free will, no guilt.  You gotta practice what you preach if I gonna follow you.  The fact is, you saw through Hitler's incredible façade when it mattered, and you acted most admirably.  The world might be covered with a swastika were it not for you.  You're the man who saved the world.

Canaris: (pause) Well, about this lady, Chiam, to tell you the truth, she's actually waiting to hear from you.

David: Is she? (Moment's contemplation) We'll she ride a jet?

(Sun rotates to later in the day.  David chats with Mitch on a videoconferencing labtop.  Canaris sits beside.)

David: (smiling) I realize this will cost the company a quarter bill, but it's worth it.  You gotta make up for your errant ways, Mitch.  

Mitch: I will do the deed, David.

(David clicks over to another channel, where he sees the head G-man speaking to another.)

David: G?

G: David, sorry.  We're prepared.  Old Bill ain't gonna know what hit him.

David: Good man. (turning to Canaris)  So do you know what role Hitler had in the Night of the Broken Glass.

Canaris: (surprised, disturbed) Well, yes.  As a matter of fact I was with him when the riots first broke out.  He told Goebbels to "Allow the demonstrations to continue.  Hold back the police.  The Jews must be given a taste of the public anger for a change.".  Why'd do you ask?
David: His depravity is a great abyss.  I guess the sort of life form that could produce Da Vinci, Beethoven, and Einstein must also be able to destroy the world with nuclear weapons.  The nuclear age actually came into being because of the latter, as if God were pointing this fact out to us.

Canaris: It's like yin yang.  The good and the bad are both part of us, equal parts.  So just when we are in sight of paradise, with scientific developments like nanotechnology, we confront our apocalypse.  Bad with the good.  He writes quite a story, this God of ours.  

David: (motioning to the screen) Now look at this.

(Lemmings drive en masse over a large cliff, plunging to their deaths.)

David: Nature's population control mechanism.  They kill themselves.  

Canaris: We are Lemmings.

David: It seems so cruel of god, at first glance.  Something as vile as death, such a disregard for his creations.  No wonder modern man became so selfish, there appeared to be no God.  Life looked like a one-shot deal, no sympathy.  So why go through all the pain of caring? 

Canaris: When in fact there is great sympathy; we are reincarnated.  Just as we never truly forget anything, we never really die.  Mortality is just another one of our conscious illusions.  By not knowing this right off, we learn one of the greatest lessons of all, the value of life.  If life were so easily abundant, and didn't depend on the destruction of other life, we would not value it.  It's all part of the education, and he's a master educator.

(Labtop signals that we've been disconnected from the net,)

David: That's odd. (pushing mouse) Get the fuck back on.  

Adjutant: (rushing in) David.  You better turn on the news.

David: (clicking on the tv, disconcerted) Wha?

(On the screen in large red letters is "CYBER ATTACK CRIPPLES 10% OF GLOBAL INTERNET USAGE".  An earnest reporter speaks breathlessly.  "The virus was just detected moments ago when it collapsed most of the world's internet traffic.  In addition to downing cyberspace, the virus has been seen to destroy all files of any computer that has connected to the internet today.  Businesses across the world are panicking, as are millions of consumers.  No one has come forth with a way to stop the virus, though virus guard companies are on the case and promising quick results.  Estimates of collateral damage are rising in the billions."  David clicks off the tv.)

David: (depressed) Fuck.

Canaris: I'd put money he's behind it.  A cyber attack to cripple our economy and send us into disarray before the coming terror.  But only 10%.  I suspect he's testing the waters, planning an even bigger attack.

David: (pause) MAD times and suffering.
(Cell rings.  Canaris pulls it out and answers.)

Canaris:  Yeah. (to David) She's here.

(A sleek army jet falls out of the sky to land vertically aboard the yacht.) 

David: (low) That jet's key.  Well, let's meet the savior.

(David and Canaris head over to the landing pad.  The jet top pops, and out bounces a dark figure.  She hops to the wing and down to the pad effortlessly.  A long mass of jet-black hair is drawn into two long braids.  She approaches the two waiting men.  Canaris lights up, and David stands in awe, of this beautiful, strong featured, wild woman.  Her voice lives up to everything else about her.)

Chiam: Hello William.  (They exchange hugs.) David.  (She smiles and embraces David.  David awkwardly accepts) You amaze me.

David: How's that?

Chiam: You know.  Or you will.

David: Well I heard your story too.

(Close in on Chiam's face, troubled.  Fade out into a flashback.  Faint growls are heard, as she turns to the river.  She hears the sound of a large gate rising, and then a hundred bodies racing through the forest.  A rustle in the leaves, then cat roars.  Sleek black figures pop out, born of an unholy jungle.  Their eyes and mouths are wide; they are furious.  Jaguars.  They sprint of fire feet, and are upon the first villagers in seconds.  A smaller one leaps straight for the neck of a little girl, and other black figures follow suit on any person in range.  After taking down their victim, each jaguar indulges in the flesh, as if they'd been long starved in some camp.  Human screams mix with the din of cat noises.  Chiam stands, powerless.  Until a rather large cat tackles her from behind, her head smashing down on a rock as she falls with its weight.  The jaguar itself falls from its leap head first into another rock, losing consciousness before the eyes of a fading Chiam.)

Chiam: It's the same extermination civilized man has been conducting on us since their arrival in America.  Though ours was of particularly brutal form.

David: Song remains the same.  So, you are positive it was the US government?

Chiam: Yes.  Who do you think's occupying my village now?  The US military.  We saw them chopper off the scientists when they first made their grand discovery, and we heard of their meeting with the Apache.  You see, the Apache are their willing scapegoats.  My tribe had been warring with them for a long time.  They get a piece of our land in exchange for the blame.  And then there were our missionary friends; they were down river during the attack.  They've disappeared.  The people who could best corroborate my story.  So I am left alone.  And now, they have got their AIDS cure, but now that they have it, they are claiming they still can't synthesize it.  This is a fraud, and a greater insult to the memory of my people is harder to conceive.  You see, the current trend in AIDS drugs has been to lower prices to help stem the epidemic, particularly in impoverished countries.  But the pharmaceutical companies want to maximize their dollar, so they don't bother trying to synthesize it.  If it can only be found in nature, and in very limited amounts, they can charge whatever they please.  With no regard to the people that are dying every day.  I need your help to uncover this fraud.

David: Fancy chance you meetin' up with Will and me, us being such committed conspiracy theorists ourselves. (pause) Consider us a tribe.

Chiam: I do.

David: I must say, Chiam, you sure pick up on English quick.  

Chiam: Missionaries taught me.  I've been studying up on you civilized folk since you killed my people.  Of your history, your science.  In preparation.  You see, God's got a plan, and you and me are a big part of it.  

David: (motioning to conference room) I gotta sit down for this.

(The three adjourn.)

David: So Will, you've explained to Chiam all our crazy ideas?

Chiam: He has, and I find it reassuring that our boats are floating in exactly the same direction.

David: Happy day.

Chiam: Now I've begun to organize a politically aimed spiritual movement myself.  But this movement is completely legitimate, unlike yours.  While I do propose a merger between our two groups, I think we should keep it strictly secret.  

Canaris: Yes.  We must have no visible ties.  If our alliance is discovered, your movement, Chiam, will surely be compromised.

David: So we'll be an Irish Republican Army to your Sinn Fein.

 Canaris: Exactly.

David: (smiling) Mikey likes.

II-3-1b

(Chiam is being interviewed by 45 minutes.  We report to you tonight on a spiritual cult that is sweeping through America and beyond with a ferocity reminiscent of the famed Falun Gong movement in communist China.  But this American group is unique in that it is drawing from all social sects, including many of the country's wealthiest, to invest large sums of money to combat corporate interest, poverty and environmental degradation.  Most striking, their leader is a self-proclaimed messiah on a non-violent crusade against the United States.  We sat down with Chiam underneath the smog in her modest LA apartment.)

Bradley: It's a pleasure to be speaking with you today, Chiam.

Chiam: I look forward to it.

Bradley: Your association today claims a surprising twenty million members just in the United States.  You have achieved these numbers in a nation you actively campaign against in less than six months time.  How do you account for this stunning success?  

Chiam:  The guilt of the wealthy.  Our world is in great jeopardy.  The gap between the rich and poor is growing exponentially in step with the destruction of the biosphere.  Diversity is being destroyed as one culture, one group of people, increasingly dominate the entire planet.  To use a metaphor, humanity has put all her dreams, and those of all other life forms, in one lopsided boat.  We have made the ocean mad at us, so the waves are growing larger and larger.  Even in our own ranks we have enemies; those cramped souls in the aft, booked for the middle passage.  Humanity has stumbled into a self-destructive civilization.  America is leading this mad march; it is no surprise to me that many of her ranks would like to defect.

Bradley: Your organization is called the Pacific Movement.  What is your aim?

Chiam: While I am one of the founders, this is not my organization.  It is very much a grass-roots movement.  Begun in LA, our aim is to walk back the trail of Manifest Destiny, that decimated so many of my race, to manifest a new destiny.  Of peace and tolerance.

Bradley: You come from an indigenous tribe of the rainforests of Peru.  What made you leave your home to fight the United States?

Chiam: The death of my tribe at the hands of US corporate interest.  They came to take the AIDS cure from the forest.

Bradley: Your story has gotten great public attention in the past months.  Are you absolutely convinced, then, that the US is responsible for the slaughter of your tribe?

Chiam: Yes.

Bradley: And for an attempted fraud on the millions suffering from AIDS and HIV?

Chiam: Yes.  But there are more important things to discuss.

Bradley: (surprised) Like what, Chiam?

Chiam: The coming apocalypse.  The destruction of most of the planet and humanity.

Bradley: (puzzled) What exactly are you talking about, Chiam?

Chiam: A man whose coming has been foreseen for many ages.  Usama Bin Laden.

Bradley: The terrorist.

Chiam: The king of terror.  He will in the near future start a nuclear war that will consume the world in fire.

Bradley: What makes you think that?

Chiam: A lot of things.  Most notably, prophets.  A man named Nostradamus wrote many lines about this man.  Of the final conflict.  The struggle will be one that reaches to our roots, to question how bent civilized man has become.  Usama is the catalyst for the final war.  He who thinks he is a god before all other life.  Whose world is built on thievery and extermination.  To take from the world and not give back, the warrior code.  This man is the antichrist.  

Bradley: Antichrist?

Chiam: A sign of our mistakes.  People starve around the world because, at some level, the rich people think they are of superior value.  So desperate to be perfect and important that he sacrifices his fellow man.  While we are all important to our Creator, we are not perfect, we are a beast.  Who is blind to the most important things.  Perhaps apathy is our solution for a world with so much suffering that we are impotent to change.  If we persist in this view, it will be our final solution.  It is this apathy to the climate of inequity that gives birth to Usama Bin Laden, and will fuel his march to Armageddon.  The only way we can avert destruction is to change our errant ways.  This is the goal of the Pacific Movement.  

Bradley: Do you think we will change, Chiam?

Chiam: We have a good chance, but likelihood says we will not.  I think, like my tribe, today's world is going to die.

Bradley: (pause) Is there any hope for us?

Chiam: Ask my tribe.  To believe that a nation founded on genocide and slavery would ever achieve paradise is a myth.  Hatred for Native America came from the jealousy of our harmony with nature.  Compared to the white man, a worry-free life.  An insult to civilization.  In much the same way we saw the white man's disdain for Africans, because of how in touch with emotion their culture allowed them to be.  He tried to destroy both of these heretic cultures.  We today live in the height of the Great Destroyer's power.  Karma tells US self-destruction approaches.  You see, Nostradamus is God's last hand offered to humanity, to save us from time's bloody arrow whose tip now fast approaches with deadest determination.  As if loosed upon pirates by a gray-eyed Geronimo.  Our last chance to dodge fate. (pause) You can read up on more of this at the following website, which we've updated with fresh insights for today's broadcast.

II-3-2

(David, Canaris and Chiam sit in conference room on the new oil-tanker yacht.  They watch a large video screen on the wall, on which a picture of David's lab top is projected.  A very shaken Bill Fences sits bound in a chair on screen.)

Chiam: We're writing a new story.  I will begin to record it.  So that it will not be forgotten.

David: You a storyteller, Chiam?

Chiam: I am the storyteller.  Equally I am a part of this venture, and it strikes me we might explore a different avenue to achieve our ends.

Canaris: (interested) What's this?

Chiam: Perhaps instead of taking control by force of these minds, we could try to release them from their prison of self.

Canaris: How do you mean?

Chiam: Well, I've done some research and it seems to be a very understudied topic by man.  Telepathy.  Our natural ability to be completely empathic.  If we could develop a way to induce a controlled telepathic experience, we could possibly break people out of their cage of selfishness and commit them to a life of altruism.  So freed, they would join our cause most enthusiastically.

David: That's if telepathy exists.

Chiam: I assure you it does.  I have experienced many times.

David: Then we'll have to fund research. 

Bill: (into the camera) Why are you doing this?

David: (happily) You should recognize this, Bill.  It's your game, not mine.  I'm just playing by the rules.  It's a game of thievery.  The majority of humanity lives in squalor, yet you believe you are entitled to enjoy a fortune of $66 billion, mansions, yachts, jets, excess; all because you think you earned it.  I'm here to tell you any good you've done for humanity, bringing us into the information age and all, that's a reward in itself.  You don't get anything on top of that.  A comfortable life, fine, but not excess in the eyes of poverty.  The great equalizer's rollin' out justice without judgment.  You know not what you do, but that doesn't make your crime acceptable.  So I'm taking control.  For the public good.  Your personal assets will be converted to money, and that money will fund a great reform in human affairs.  So you can be happy.  Your money's finally going to go to good use.

Bill: You can't do this.  I won't allow it.

David: You still think you got free will.  You don't.  Your will is God's will.  You see Bill, you're in the wrong.  Inequity is the driving force for the apocalypse, the central problem facing humanity.  It's everywhere, even in the richest nation, of which you're the richest man.  Average U.S. wages have fallen 22 percent during the past quarter century for men and 7 percent for women; meanwhile, executive compensation has soared. As a result, the ratio between the average CEO’s salary and the average rank-and-file worker’s wage, which was 41:1 in 1970, has risen to 225:1 today.  If you weren't here, it would be closer to 200:1.  You're the biggest part of this problem.  And although the massive corporate layoffs of the past fifteen years have been more than offset by newly created jobs, the salaries and benefits offered by the new jobs average 15 percent to 20 percent less than those of the jobs that have been eliminated. Today, nearly 20 percent of all full-time U.S. workers earn less than a poverty-level income; among our eighteen to twenty-four year-old employees, almost half earn less than a poverty wage.  And that's only the richest nation.

Bill: This is bullshit.  I've given a large portion of my fortune to charity.
David: Yeah, but that was just to ease your guilt.  If you were truly committed to altruism, you would have given much more.  That's part of why God made me, that I might redirect your errant ways.  You see Bill, you never had control.  You think hard work and creativity brought you your fortune, but that's an illusion.  It was given to you by fate.  You think you had equal opportunity, so that justifies your riches.  Tell that to the billions of starving, uneducated around the globe.  Bill, we're all prisoners of time's arrow.  Every moment a response to the last.  Your decisions we're forced.  You had no control.  So you got a 64 billion dollar gift, while others starved.  Your illusions have maintained the inequity of the world, and I'm here to burst them, that the juices may nourish everyone.  
Bill: (laughing) You think you're a messiah.

David: And you're the lost soul.  Jesus Christ had it right.  They know not what they do.

Bill: (solemnly) You won't get away with this.  

David: We will do this one way or the other.  If we can't brainwash you, we'll kill your family.  Or destroy whatever else may be of value to you.  Maybe one of your prized jets.  (pause) I'll see you on the other side. (to G-man) Let me know when you're done.

(View screen off.)

Canaris: Don't think he understood you.

(Focus in on Canaris face, flashback.  Hitler and cronies sit around dinner table.  Hitler doesn't eat his vegetables.)

Hitler: With Russia conquered, world domination will be in my sight.  Perhaps we'll join Japan in her conquest of China.  From there we can turn our attention back to finishing abject England.  

Minion: Mein Fuhrer, you have great aspirations, and let me be the first to pledge - - 

Hitler: (angrily) The first?  You doubted my abilities, just like everyone before me.  

Minion: Mein - - 

Hitler: (fire) Silence.  I will show you of my greatness, and then you will step back blinded. (sadly) The years are slipping past me, my great destiny left unfulfilled.  Because my people do not have faith in me.  It is you who hold me back.  If we're to achieve anything it must be done suddenly, ruthlessly, for only the strong survive.  I will not wait any longer for my just deserts.  I will act now, or else never.  

(Flash forward.)

Canaris: We are given this imperfect communication and understanding, humans.  Only one person can speak at a time, and the listener's only partially understand the intended meaning.  And we never know for sure the other person's point of view.  Mystery, from which comes both knowledge and misunderstanding.  Many insults are received that were not intended, many a garbled message.  This uncertainty, along with many other conditions, sets us up to be desirous of control, where we have so little.  And it sets us up for conflict.  Just like Hitler, dominating the conversation, misunderstanding others because of his own balled up emotions.  Lack of awareness.  

David: Ignorant and power-hungry, like old Bill.

Canaris: Then he tries to extend his control to all areas of life, giving the helm to his emotions.  He suffers from common man syndrome, feeling so unimportant his whole life becomes one act to confirm his importance.  Once impoverished, he becomes obsessed with gaining wealth and punishing those he believes deprived him.  He views humanity's inequity as a model for Germany, his bible.  I wonder, are we being just as arrogant in our plans for the future?

II-3-2b

(Chiam, Canaris and David party aboard the yacht.  David has just popped a champagne bottle.)

David: Top of the world, baby.  

Canaris: We control more wealth than anybody else in the world.

(News recording plays on the tv.  "Stock prices plummeted on all indexes as 251 fortune five hundred companies entered into an agreement to spend billions to establish new industry standards on environmentally friendly production and consumption.  In a separate series of agreements, industry leaders have made the unprecedented commitment of $1trillion to develop third world nations around the globe.  On capital hill today, the Senate narrowly passed a bill after only a few hours debate promising unprecedented limitations of political lobbies and campaign finance.  In the House, a bill was also approved after scant debate increasing the budget for research into nanotechnology by 1200%.  Across the world today, Israel has retaliated with a series of air strikes on Palestinian army compounds with US supplied F-16s yesterday.  The bombings come in response to the latest suicide bombing in a Jerusalem nightclub, which killed 31.  News flash.  "EXPLOSIONS ROCK WASHINGTON D.C. - BIN LADEN SUSPECTED".  "Six car bombs simultaneously exploded just moments ago in the capitol city.  Hundreds are feared dead.  Millions in property has been destroyed.  One suspect, who is not talking, has been in custody for twenty-four hours.  He is believed to have connections to suspected terrorist Usama Bin Laden.  Secretary of State Powell has promised immediate retaliation against those responsible.  The president will address the nation momentarily.  TV off.)

David: See what I don’t get is why spending on Sniffer technology hasn’t exploded in time with the increase in terrorism.

Canaris: Sniffer?

David: It’s one of the nanotechnologies that is due to surface into practical applications any time now.  It is a scanner that can detect any type of molecules it is programmed for.  In this case, it would detect materials used to make bombs.  Deploy these Sniffers in targeted areas and no bombs would get through.  Without it, we are completely vulnerable to suicide bombings.  I mean shit, imagine if the Allies hadn’t developed radar to detect Hitler’s bombers.  He would have been invincible.
Canaris: (long pause) He seems invincible for the first few years, until his black hole drives him too far.  The US will soon retaliate on the civilians of Afghanistan for the government allowing the bombers to train on their soil.  Taking extreme measures to absolutely end this threat.  It is when he's losing that he loses control of his emotions, and his ugliness is revealed to the world.

(Flash to a van screeching around a New York street corner.  The van speeds down the street.  Two police cars pursue.  Three police cars bar the road at the end of the block.  Officers stand behind their cars with drawn guns.  The van veers onto the sidewalk, hitting six pedestrians, bounces across the corner and onto the street to the right.  Inside the van there is Arabic shouting and bustle.  Suddenly three hands point fingers dead ahead, and joy is heard.  The van goes another block, and then screeches to a halt.  The bomb explodes, destroying Wall Street.)

II-3-3

(David with psychiatrist.)

David: Before the Night of Broken Glass, there were signs.  They made us cut the grass of a stadium by eating it.  A lawn mower.  That was my use. (pause) I feel like this pain is just overflowing in my head.

Psychiatrist: Have you seen this hypnotherapist again?

David: Yeah.  Couldn't hypnotize me.  He thinks I have issues relinquishing control to another person.  Think I've exhausted that route.  

Psychiatrist: How are you feeling?

David: S'like I'm still sleeping too much, still idle the day away.  Wonder if that's my slave mentality.  Not just a slave in a concentration camp, but a slave to the capitalist system.  Retaught the horrid lessons of my past life that I might learn from them, get better.  Get pushed around, told what to do by a hypocritical authority for so long I lose the volition to act on my own initiative.  Now that I have freedom and luxury, the best of living in America, I wallow here, as if it were something new and wondrous.  And now, whenever I feel my freedom is being impinged, I scream.  I was taught to be abstinent, to avoid pleasure.  And this wasn't hard.  Death camp certainly dulled my tastes for the material world.  Taught to live for others, never myself.  Hence my messiah complex.  My desperate attempt to save the millions I saw die.  Dulled, numbered.  Even with you, now, it's like I'm still half asleep.  I feel this numbness in my head, and it's like I'm seeing you from down a long, dark tunnel.  Like my emotions are overloaded, and I can't learn anything during these times.

Psychiatrist: Well we're dealing with some very difficult issues here.  Christ, you might have been in a death camp in your last life, and it certainly feels like you've experienced a Holocaust in this one.  That kind of pain would make the most resilient numb.

David: Been thinking a lot about what the death camp might have done to me.  The fear.  Like I'm always afraid other people can read my thoughts through my nonverbal communication.  And sometimes I'm afraid I'm communicating things I'm not conscious of.  But I needed to leave more than I needed to be afraid, so I became a spacer.  Off fiddling in imaginary worlds.  I'd forget about the real world, exhausted, oblivious. (leg twitches)

(Flashback.  David stands in one of three lines of men.  A kapo looks the line over.  Crossing in front of David, he suddenly is seized with this wretch.  Jolting to a stop, he seizes him, screaming "I saw that.  Making faces at me.".  Smacking him about.  "You'll learn your lesson, you Jew scum."  Beats him bloody and then demands the fallen figure rise.  A man from the line braves a word, "He's dizzy from your beating."  Removing his Lueger and smacking the man across the head, failing him to his knees.  Then a bullet to the head.  "And you're dead from my bullet!".  Steadying himself on the man next to him, David rises up with some difficulty and looks at the ground, where there's a brain stain.)

David: I remember getting' beat by this guard.  He was passing in front of me, and I was playing an imaginary game in my head.   Thinkin' of the not too distant future when I would get a machine gun and kill all the Germans in the camp.  Liberation.  I guess I just was too spacey, cause he saw some look I gave him and beat me.  Then someone spoke up for me, and he killed 'em.  After that I just expected to be misunderstood. (sadly) Hah.  When the only reality's the furnace, one tends to become a materialist, spirituality can't really be stomached.  Only mindless matter matters.  And that's how I've been my whole life, a phantom seeing only the mortal, material world.  The horrible vision of modern man.  Man without God.  Man as a squalid wretch, in desperate need of being accepted as satisfactory.  He works from the shit up.  And now I've got this alternative worldview, fatalism.  To say that there was a reason for the selections, and we're not just an accidental creation.  But I can't quite step out of my old skin.  Sticky stuff.  Keep falling back into my old, passive roles, riddled with fears. (focusing) I never speak up for myself.  Just have this feeling like I'm not worth speaking for.  S'like my social anxiety, I just can't count on my ability for vocal communication.  My primary language is writing, cause talking's too painful.  Something about being around people and speaking; frightening.  I always imagined somewhere in the future I would get confidence and learn to speak and go on to greatness.  But today I get flustered with the fear, and I sound like an idiot.  I have these panic episodes where everything I do and say is part of a performance.  I am trapped by the people around me.  I'm thinking in these moments that everything I'm saying and doing is being criticized to a tee by the people around me, yet because of some social obligation, I can't leave their presence and be by myself.  They say that fear of public speaking is the most prevalent fear of all.  The idea of being under scrutiny, for all our imperfections, judgment.  And we always find that we fall fatally short of the mark.  

(Flashback.  Ten thousand men march quick-time in line against a blizzard.  Shabby clothing gives feeble protection from the cold.  Well-bundled SS ride horses and keep a keen eye on the inmates.  Gunshots are heard, as those of slack pace are executed from above.  David trots amongst them.  A Lueger loses the brain of the limping fellow in front of David.  The victim falls in line, and David hops over him.  A bloody brain spatter sticks to his face.)

Psychiatrist: What are you thinking about David?

David: (sullen) The march inward.  He'd lost his war against the nations, but he intended to win his war against Jews.  The Russians were approaching, so he was pulling the Jews back into the heart of Germany, to his den.  There were no available trains, so we had to run many, many miles.  We walked a million hills in the winter freeze.  SS rode beside us, watching us for any unacceptable act, like limping.  The unacceptable were shot on the spot.  They had total control over our lives, life and death, especially in camp.  We couldn't try to save lives, and resistance to their will would provoke a string of mass executions.  Nor can we kill ourselves.  People run to the electrified fence to suicide.  In response to this disobedience, SS men would kill 100 prisoners.  Anyway, we were on the death march, iced, surrounded by gunshots.  I was staring at the head of the guy ahead of me, trying to see a constant, stable world in imagination.  Suddenly, the guy ahead of me got his head blown off, and it sprayed on my face.  Some got in my mouth, and I think I swallowed it.  I was going to spit it out, but I thought I might get shot. (pause) And today, all I know is my uncertainty, imperfections, and my idiocy.
Psychiatrist: You never sound like an idiot to me, David.

David: Well you're different to me.  I get this numbness with you, like I know I'm entering pain so I just shut feeling off.  S'like I'm talking to a mirror with you, I'm still, for the most part, by myself.  Feel safe.

Psychiatrist: What are you afraid people will see in David?  

David: Worthless, hopeless.  They beat a real inferiority complex into me. (pause) Shit, it's hard to accept this new authority in my life, the idea that I have no control and someone else's got it all.  Authority.  I've had an aversion to authority my whole life, stealing, trouble-making, and I can see now that my rebelliousness actually got these authority figures angry with me.  And they berated me, and called me a disgrace to the human race.  And thus I came full circle to hating myself again.  And it's the desire for control that spins the vicious circle forward.  It's this illusion of free will that we gotta give up if we're to stop the cycle.  But despite all this enlightenment, I still only feel negative feelings towards people.  Always worried about what others are thinking.  Just like I must have been hyper-attuned to the camp guards.  Life revolved around them.  And the kapos.  Still can't get close.  

Psychiatrist: Is there anyone you're close to?

David: I've always been close to my dogs, despite my allergy to them.  But that's guaranteed love, no risk. (sadly) Even that I fucked up.

Psychiatrist: What do you mean?

David: I used to have this little Beagle.  Cutest little dog.  I never could express my rage to other people, probably just like I couldn't express it in camp.  But I expressed it to her.  I beat the shit out of that little dog.  Never even thought about how sensitive she must be, living an emotional doggy life.  I had her for six years.  Then she started having seizures.  One night she was whining, and I was in a pretty bad mood, so I went and shut her up with a stick across the head.  That dog only ever showed me love, and I beat her on her deathbed.  She died of a seizure the next day.  

Psychiatrist: (taken) Ohh. (pause) Do you remember what you felt while you were beating her.  

David: (sadly) Pleasure.  I used to be quite the bully as a kid.  After she died, I never bullied anyone again.  Couldn't stomach it anymore.  It was after her death I really began hating myself.  I only wanted death.  In this perpetual night I found a light, though.  I'm a messiah that's gonna save the world.  Ironic, how people, the source of much of my pain, became the only thing I could live for.

Psychiatrist: In an ocean of self-loathing, that was your only preserver. (pause) How's anti-Dave treating you these days?

David: My own antichrist.  Doesn't have quite the hold over me he used to have.  Still there though.  S'like this critic in my head, constantly pointing out my imperfections, bringing to center stage my fears, sabotaging my efforts.  Still always hear him when I play ball.  I'll be on the foul line shooting foul shots, and right before I release the ball he'll whisper to me that my foot's over the line, and I'm cheating.  Or I'm feeling too weak to make it to the hoop.  These obsessive thoughts.  And I miss.  They're all lies, most of what he says, but at the time I believe them.  And they become my reality.  Locking me up in a prison, where everything looks grim.  Not sure.  S'like, if I sabotage my efforts, I never know what's gonna happen.  I'm crossing my fingers that he doesn't pop up when I'm doing something important.  But that's when he seems to appear, when it matters most.  To destine me to failure.  Got a lot of responsibilities these days.  Could really do without his presence.

Psychiatrist: Well, you recognize that most of what he says is lies.  And as for the rest, it's our imperfections that make us human.  If you are going to love yourself, you must embrace all of you.

David: Well, that's a ways off I think.  Hope not though.

Psychiatrist: Are you still using, David?

David: Stopped the other day.  Who knows for how long.  Been on the shit so long, should probably do rehab, methadone and all.  But I'm going cold.  No time to dick around.  Sometimes it strikes me as pointless, all the chemicals, stimulants and artificials we're taking in every day in this world, why even try to get pure.  You can't.  We're all plowed, stained, dirty.  We condemn some drugs like pot, then readily accept much more lethal ones, like cigarettes and alcohol.  It's all a lie.  You know, I was never using until my psychiatrist put me on psychiatric medications.  I was somewhat of an innocent before that, trying to remain pure for my great getting up time.  But I was just shitting myself.  I need to rely on medications to keep my turbulent emotions stable.  I have no control.  That Zoloft seems to be working, though.  Really cuts down on my fears.  A good part of my newfound serenity comes from it.  God's other gift to me.  Could use some more though.

Psychiatrist: I'd also like to increase your dose of Zoloft.  We need to combat this Holocaust in your head pharmacologically with the same voracity the Allies fought Hitler.  But I'd like to make a distinction.  You do recognize there's a difference between your prescribed psychiatrics and heroine?

David: Course, heroine's bad.  And shit, what about chemicals.  Saw this special the other night on how the Petro-chemical industry has covered up their knowledge of the toxicity of chemicals they have been producing for the past forty years.  This one scientist, he's all saying that we're conducting a vast toxicological experiment, and our children, the most vulnerable to industrial chemicals, are the test animals.  Cancer incidence rates have increased markedly since we started measuring them in the 70s, as have learning disabilities in children and sterility in men.  Just like Big Tobacco, these companies buy their politicians, buy their voice.  Cancer increases in parallel with our self-destructive tendencies.  And clean air regulations get relaxed and dropped.  Public health is bought out.  While cancer kills employees, neighbors and consumers.  Look at aerosol.  They've got no idea how many deaths this cancer causing propellant has caused, yet no admission of guilt, and liability, has ever been made.  No public announcement.  The buck'll get you out of murder.  Industrial chemicals are everywhere, throughout the environment and food chain.  In the food we eat, water we drink, air we breath.  In carpets, paints, building materials, fertilizers.  Chemicals that never existed before fifty years ago.  The plastics that we use for everything.  They say any amount of some of these particular chemicals, no matter how small, can be cancer causing.  Big money.  And they try to save every penny, no matter what the cost in human life.  They consciously nixed plans for increased ventilation of their plants in the face of medical studies that demanded it.  GIs came home from fighting Hitler's war to go to work in their own factories of death.  Brainwashed employees think their working conditions are safe, and they soon die.  There's a big plastics cartel, just like OPEC, and they signed a secrecy agreement to keep hidden from the public the toxicity of industrial chemicals.  They've got the control, twiddling an uncertain future before us while they line their pockets.  Who knows when we're gonna die of cancer from all this crap.  They say 20 new chemicals enter the marketplace each week, only a fraction of which are tested.  Life expectancy in third world nations is declining because of adverse health effects from toxic chemicals.  And who do the politician's get to test the chemicals, but the chemical industry.  S'like letting the energy industry regulate their own prices.  Ask a Californian without power, paying triple his former rates, how well that policy's worked.  A constant intake of chemicals.  There's no getting out of it.  Unbridled capitalism regards people with the same indifference as Jews were in nazi hands. (pause) Beyond chemicals, there's an endless list of examples where industry pushes untested, harmful technology on unwitting consumers.  The US government, another corporation, admitted only recently that over half a million US workers have had their lives shortened by nuclear radiation contamination.  And today, we've got industry pushing genetically modified foods down our throat, despite a bunch of evidence pointing to adverse health effects.  To say nothing of the long term impact on our health.

Psychiatrist: The abuse overwhelms you, and you search for a release.

David: But I gotta get my head clear for this business I'm in nowadays.  It's been my vision of myself as a messiah that has kept me alive so far, maybe it can get me off drugs too.  Who knows.  I got new addictions to fill the void, keep me distracted, anyway.  I'm a drug addict reborn into a workaholic.  S'like, the only time I really notice withdraw symptoms is when I'm being idle.  Like the other night I was playing video games, taking a break from business, when I had plenty of things that needed doing.  And I couldn't get my mind off that fact.  And nausea came to me.  And God spoke to me.  First my video game froze just as I was sweating over my idleness, then the wind through the window spoke a word to me in a faint voice.  "Money", it said to me.  The incentive thrown to one who had lived through the Holocaust, to keep my feet moving when I want to lie down and do nothing.  God uses greed here to entice me, that base for capitalism which I so abhor.  At that point my revelation song, The Man Who Sold the World, just finished, and the next song on the cd came on, Pennyroyal Tea.  A song which to me speaks of the complaints of the overbored generation, a generation who really do live like gods in material terms.  So provided for, how could I complain, how could I be idle in the face of other's discomfort?  I see starving people before me, calling out to be saved.  And saving them fills the void, becomes the most fulfilling thing in the world for me.  My love.  But I'm a lucky bastard, I really can't be complaining.  Shoulda been caught and put in jail a hundred times for some scam, or should be dead from driving like a maniac.  Used to think it was luck of the Irish, but I see now it's part of the gift.  In return for the service I'm gonna render to the world. (sadly) Have rendered.

Psychiatrist: How is your anxiety treating you these days?

David: Still feel uneasy around most people.  Passive, like anything I'm gonna say is wrong somehow.  So I'll say nothing, and hope they didn't notice the pathetic wretch that just passed before their eyes.  Beat into passivity by the wolf.  (pause) Unless I think the other person is uncomfortable.  Then I'll do my best to ease their discomfort.  And that includes lying.  I've accepted deceit as part of life, though I prefer truth.  I'll vacillate from one opinion to another in conversation, as if the stance on an issue isn't important.  I am a chameleon, always on the defensive, wearing a mask.  Yet when it comes to important issues, I've learned you must take a stance, and not remain passive, that was our greatest mistake in the face of the nazis.  It was my passivity that killed those people.
Psychiatrist: Nazis killed them.  You had no power.  But still, you feel guilty, and need to make up for it.

David: Guilt.  Got a lot of that.  For the people I didn't save, out of fear for my life.  Guilt for the bombers I helped build.  (flash to bomber factory).  Guilt, (slowly) for the people I ate.

Psychiatrist: Ate?

(Flashback image while David is talking.  A very skinny David throws bodies into the furnace, babies, mothers, old people all alike in their dead nakedness.  Looking around furtively, David removes a knife from his clothing and cuts off bits from the meaty regions of the bodies.  He places the strips into the front of the furnace.  Flash to David secretly opening his stash of skins, and munching away with ravenous appetite.)

David: That's right, haven't told you about that one.  That was one of the images I had of myself, a memory really.  I ate the corpses, the skin and fat and muscle.  I cooked it in the furnace between loading bodies, and ate them.  That's how I survived for six years in camps where average life expectancy was three months.  My dirty little secret.  Smelled burning flesh for three years, guess I grew to like it.  But that all stopped when they started with the bonfires.  See, there were too many victims coming in for the crematoria to handle, so they started burning the gassed bodies outdoors.  They used human fat boiled out of the crematoria to fuel this fire.  The same fat I consumed.  

Psychiatrist: But you were using it to survive.  They were using it for mass murder.

David: And I was a participant, one of the criminals.  But I gotta give them credit, they did a good job of easing me into hell.  Gradually feeding me less and less, working me more and more.  Fueling my self-interest.  And they also eased me into their deepest secret, our fate.  They started me making war materials.  Then I was moved to a unit that collected the tons of human hair of inmates they shave.  It apparently had some industrial use.  I remember bagging the hair, and seeing in the same room tens of thousands of shoes.  They took our top and bottom.  We were left bare.  Then they moved me to body disposal.  That's when I started eating flesh. (pause) I guess I figured they were dead so it didn't matter.  But it did.  Haunts me today.  It's how I became one of them, one of Hitler's children.  There's some guilt for ya.  Maybe that's why I eat my flesh.  I really like the taste, but it's something deeper too.  Maybe I'm trying to make up for all the flesh I ate off others.  Secretly trying to destroy myself. (sigh) It's really no fun being a sicky, ya know.  They say lunatics are people that don't buy into the life they are handed.  Most of the crazies are wrong, of course, but a few are right. (slowly) I hope I'm one of the chosen ones.

IIb-1-1

(David, Canaris and Chiam sit in the same room, watching the same screen.  It is split into four pictures, one for each of the ex-SEALS.  Nightvision scopes over the Afghani mountainside.  The pictures move at a jogging pace.  Only the crunch of the ground is audible.  The headlights of a car play across the mountainside.)

Canaris: How did you ever find his location?

David: They snooped about some Taliban officials, grabbed and drugged a few.  Two of them gave the same location.  Satellite imaging shows a definite presence in these mountains.  That car there is being driven by one of our boys, and it's carrying the two officials, fully hypnotized, but appearing coherent.  They'll lead the rest of the team to the camp, and evaluate the situation from there.

Chiam: Seems like there's a lot of possibility for error.

David: When isn't there. (pause) There's no other way, I don't think.

(The G-men stop, and all zoom in to where the car has pulled up to a pair of armed men.  Suddenly, a group of figures appears from behind some boulders near the car.)

G: Hold it.  Get out of there Jesse, they're on to us.

(Before the driver can react a large man rushes his window, bashes it in with his elbow, and pulls the driver out.  As he is dragged away, the group of men closes in with assault rifles and tear the car and its two Afghani occupants to shreds.  Suddenly, a gunshot much closer sounds, and one of the four pictures drops to a view of the ground.)

G: Oh shit!  They've got us scoped.  Break cover.  Meet at reunion point.

(More gunshots from afar, and another picture views dust.  G is hurdling boulders.  His breath is of someone running out of fuel.  He's alone, running in the desert.  David looks down in abject sorrow.  Close in on a troubled Canaris.  Flashback to 1941 Berghof where Canaris is finishing debriefing Hitler.)

Canaris: So, Mein Fuhrer, I must say in all confidence that my intelligence tells me the Russian army will collapse like a house of cards before our mighty Wehrmacht.  Ill-trained and poorly equipped, these untermenschen will succumb to the rule of Germany.  And Russia has no mentionable industrial base to compensate for this loss.  Success is inevitable.  

Hitler: It's just as I suspected.  The Jews of the Soviet Union built their empire on mud.  They had the right idea in total control of the populace, though.  The Jews have subjected the slav sub-humans to their tyranny.  They've established the same type of elite rule I wish to create.  But the Jews are poor craftsmen, nothing like the Aryan.  I will raze their rotten edifice to the ground.

(Adjutant enters and rushes up to Hitler.)

Adjutant: Mein Fuhrer, I have horrible news.  Yugoslavia has fallen to a coup, the rebels have seized Belgrade.

Hitler: Those treacherous Baltics!!! (pause) They will not keep their pact with us.  Our Yugoslavia divisions are critical to our final victory in Russia. (deciding) I will raze Belgrade to the ground with my Luftwaffe.

Keitel (rushing in) If I may interject, Mein Fuhrer, a timely start to the Russian campaign is also critical to our victory.  An operation in Yugoslavia would necessarily postpone the campaign to deep into June, and starting so late we risk running into the Russian winter.

Hitler: Providence has brought me to this position because of my ultimate wisdom in affairs of state.  Belgrade will fall!  Russia will follow!

IIb-1-2

(Usama's new camp.  He and his thirty-three men sit around the conference table.  A large map of the world hangs on the wall.  Enemy nations are painted red.)

Usama: What news from my interior minister?  I hear Hindus violators are being accorded graciously? 

Interior: Holiness, implementation of the identity label on the clothing of all Hindus has begun to be enforced.  Violators are being sent to labor camps.  We do not wish to spread panic, so we're treating the first violators with hospitality.  This benevolence will not last long.

Usama: It will end now.  There are certainly times where it is expedient to apply gradual measures to achieve our goals, praise Allah almighty.  This is not one of them.  In order to live as masters of lesser beings, we must distinguish them from Muslims with brutal regard.  Fear is the strongest motivator.  It was fear of our Islamic revolution that scared the Jews from our land.  Soon, fear will cast them from all Arab lands.  Harsh measures are the only way we can achieve a pure state, glory to God.  Now what of the United Nations?

UN: (slowly) They're debating whether to stop humanitarian aid for Afghanistan.  

Usama: They would starve our nation because we rightfully distrust their aid workers.  Sending spies into our home, then cutting our food supply when we voice our opposition.  We cannot stand still for this outrage. (pause) What of my China minister?
China: They continue to protest Israeli excesses.  They also are still speaking fiery rhetoric about the American media's expose on their prison camps.  

Usama: Who would have thought? (holding a thumb tack) A hidden camera the size of this pin has spun the Chinese into our camp, revamping the entire global scene.  But I suspect they will calm down the their speech, at least abroad.  They will conceal their ambitions for the time being.  Though they've done a nice job in preparing for war with them.  First stealing their nuclear technology.  Then they sacrifice a jet to ground the spy plane, and thereby gain access to a wealth of intelligence technology.  At the same time using the incident to stir up anti-US sentiment.  Preparing for war.  Count ourselves lucky, praise Allah, to have such ingenuitive allies.  

Middle East: O Holy one, there is still more from China and the UN.  They've nixed the possibility at present for another international peace keeping force in Palestine, citing the recent failure as the reason.  

Usama: The UN is a puppet of international finance Jewry.  Of course they don't want an international presence, that's why they sabotaged the first one.  They could hardly invade Palestinian areas with such a force present.

ME: China, Russia and nine others dissented in the decision.  

China: I believe all actions concerning China is my venue, Habib.  

ME: (muffled anger) Not if it concerns Palestine!

China: I was going to continue my report!

Usama: (smiling) Silence.  What else from China?

China (muffled, begrudging) That was actually the end of my report.

Usama: (recovering from a faint smile) Let my people know that I appreciate a thorough report.  Now, what else from the homeland.

ME: O Chosen One.  Sharon has mobilized his forces for what appears to be a drive into Palestinian territory.  This appears to be in response to the videotape.  

Usama: (gleefully) I knew that would work.  Send a video of captured Israeli troops being tortured by Palestinians, and you can be sure that Lady Israel will overreact.  What else of Sharon?

ME: He again pledges that Israel will not give up any lands, and continues to launch missile attacks into our villages.  And the United States has approved another gift of money to Israel to continue their war on Palestine.

Usama: The United States.  That bastion of Judaism.  It is through this pawn that they control the world.  The Jews know no bounds!  They will keep taking and taking until we are all dead and they have everything!  The survival of our very faith is at stake here!  Today they try to collapse this, the only pure, Islamic state.  US guns and Russian tanks have revitalized a civil war which today threatens our regime.  This, and their attempts on my life.  The camel's back is broke, glory to Allah.  Now, I must speak to my generals alone.

(All but twelve of his men leave.)

Usama: Conventional Warfare.  Implement Operation David.

Convention: Everything's in place.  We await your word, Great One.

Usama: What news from the Convention front, general?  How are our cells proceeding?

Convention: Israel continues to explode with our freedom fighters.  Cells in Washington, New York, LA, Paris, London, Rome, Moscow, the Philippines, and Indonesia have become extremely active.

Usama:  My most grand design is nearing fruition, praise Allah, almighty God.  Trained here in Afghanistan, I loosed them out into the world.  Begun with funds from the fuel of modern civilization.  Continued with the poppy poison of the west, we finance our operations.   Leaching off our enemies as they've leached us.  But today we are invulnerable to them.  Because of my brainchild, independent warfare.  We supply our soldiers and cut the strings so we can't be held culpable, and the network cannot be discovered. (laughing) I have an army of men working for my own multi-national.   It is my greatest ambition to infiltrate every enemy country.  To incite Muslims all over the world to rise up.  The bombings today are but a training session for tomorrow.  When we will threaten unmitigated warfare on the infidels, and reclaim the world, one way or the other.

Convention: You will lead us as you lead the expulsion of Soviets from this land two decades ago.  There you were always on the front line, ahead of Allah's force, fearless of looming death.  As you are today.

Usama: The time is come.  My army is ready.  Millions are starving in this country and they stop feeding us.  While their bellies go over-filled.  It is time to strike at their food source.  What progress from BioWar?

Bio: We are in the final stages of preparing the air born fungi.

Usama: (shouting) Why is it not complete yet?!!

Bio: (calmly) We are still configuring the chemical to target the genetically uniform US crops.  If we do not create the Terminator chemical with these exact specifications, we risk contaminating the world's food supply.  That means every crop we target would suicide itself once the fungi attaches.  It will take an estimated two more days to contain this effect to the United States.  You see, Holiness, we have to create a different Terminator chemical for each major crop.  China only gave us a starting point; our own scientists have had to do much work.

Usama: China gave us the lab you are using, the blame hardly rests with them.  Now, how does my ComputerWar proceed?

Computer: We're making final preparations to launch the attack on the computers of the United States.  We estimate two weeks time.

Usama: Your estimates grow more prolonged every day, Kalud. 

Computer: I must say, my Holiness, that this is due to the BioWar department.  They have been using up an increasing amount of computing reserves.  This is coupled with the fact that they are lagging negligently behind my people's estimates of their timetable.

Bio: (angrily) Your people are in no position to be calculating our timetable!

Computer: I think the reverse is true.

Usama: Enough. (pause, happily) Our mortal enemy will soon be crippled, in sustenance and communication.  Then we can strike.  Finally.  After all this waiting.  Hakim, how does the ethnovirus proceed?

Hakim: O Great One.  Testing of the virus is proceeding.  We are having difficulty pinpointing the particular ethnicity genes.  As with the BioWar department, the Chinese only began to show us the way.  While the virus is tested sure not to affect anyone of Asian descent, our Arab test patients continue to die.  Also, the gestation period is still too long; we aim to have the period between infection and death down to less than one hour.  We hope to have completed the virus in less than three months time.

Usama: Why didn't you tell me that earlier?! Three months?!! (calming) This puts our operations in jeopardy.  Well, so be it.  I want your men working on this twenty-four hours a day.  Hopefully this delay can be overcome.  How are preparations for our move to Babylon proceeding?

Bunker: Saddam has equipped the bunker well.  We've transferred our files to the computers there.  The selections are making preparations for the move.

Usama: We will live on to be the progenitors of a new species of human.  Glory be to Allah for the life he has granted me.  To be his tool for judgment and creation.  Now, I must speak with my chief advisor.

(All but one of his men leave.)

Usama: Updates?

Abu: We believe the Russian who sold us the materials told someone before his death.  It is possible that the Russian government has traced it to a member of our organization.

Usama: (screaming) AAAAAAHHHHHHH!!!  The betrayals never end! (biting the Persian rug on the floor) HFIUHDIUHFDKHFOEFS!!!!  (standing up, composing self) We'll just have to pray to Allah that this has not happened!  I'll tell you, Abu, I'm less afraid of the United States finding out than I am of Russia.  They know our program, and undoubtedly know our whereabouts, despite our efforts.  If they realize we have replaced their neutron bomb with a hydrogen, they will give us up.  They are bent on colonizing America, and Europe and the rest of the world for that matter.  As if I would allow them any ultimate victory in this war, they who put to death for dissent my very own people. (pause)  I decided back when I began my war that keeping my location secret was the key to winning.  I've employed my fortune, and that of other Arabs, to use the most sophisticated counter-surveillance technology to prevent my discovery.  All the effort, for naught.  Well, I will not dread, glory be to God.  

Abu: I am sorry for this failure.  But I do have some good news to tell you.

Usama: Yes?

Abu: Out of the science of nanotechnology we've seen our savior already appear.  Well, my Holiness, I believe another has arrived.  I've gotten word the Japanese have successfully constructed an assembler, the molecular device that can self replicate and manipulate matter into any final form we wish.  They have constructed it using the iodine element.  Apparently this iodine assembler can only self replicate now; in other words, it can only change other matter into it's own image.  If we were to ransom the world, this would be the ideal weapon.  Once set in motion from our base, it would rearrange all matter on the planet.  It would destroy everything, and no one could stop it.  Surely they would heed our demands in the face of such a weapon.

Usama: (staring slightly upward in awed silence, then quite seriously) Iodine.  I for Islam, praise God. (pause)  Now, we must pray.  

IIb-1-2b

(Pakistan US embassy.  A ragged man approaches the gates.  He stumbles forward and falls into steel.  The gate opens and soldiers attend to him.  He whispers to them, and they immediately carry him inside.  Flash to the ragged man sitting in a leather chair, facing the ambassador across a great oak desk.  An interpreter translates.)

Ambassador: What is this attack you are talking about?

Man: I was a janitor in one of Usama's laboratories.  There was one area of the lab the cleaning crew was not allowed to enter.  I found out what they're doing in there.

Ambassador: How did you come by this information?

Janitor: I was in the bathroom and overheard two of the scientists talking about it.  They were saying how frustrated they were that the virus kept killing Arabs, and that it wasn't killing quick enough.  And as they were leaving, one of them said, "If we could only get the ethnicity genes pinpointed on the fourth, sixth and seventeenth chromosomes, we would have it."  I realized what they are doing.  It's a virus to kill everyone but Arabs.

Ambassador (staring at the man for a few moments, slowly) Do you have anything else to add?

Janitor: Just that it all made sense to me when I heard that.  All the racial talk around the lab, how Arabs are superior, and how corrupt the Jewish infested world is.  And how they would purify the world.  I just didn't see this coming.  (awestruck) No.

Ambassador: (pause) I thank you for the sacrifice you have made.  Now, where's the lab located?

(Stealth bombers fly over Afghan mountains in two groups.  The first payloads drop a large amount of conventional explosives, creating a crater in a quarter of a mountain.  The second group, consisting of one fighter, drops a small nuclear bomb, that destroys the lab.) 

IIb-1-3

(Flashback to conversation with Oster.)

Canaris: No, I'll tell you why we've lost the war.  Yes, lost the war.  Despite the late start last year, we were on line for Moscow before the winter.  It was when he decided to redirect half of his forces to begin a push to the southern oil fields, in all arrogance, did the tide turn.  The Moscow front then slowed enough to allow winter to set in before we could take the city.  It was Hitler's underestimation of Russia's industrial power that led him to feel comfortable enough to redirect the front.  

Oster: (slowly) But, Admiral, was not that your information of Russian industrial potential which Hitler made his decision to invade on?

Canaris: (quickly, softly) It was.

Oster: (angry) You have assured the deaths of millions of Germans?!!

Canaris: Yes. (pause) But we cannot allow this state to go on any longer.  It is our moral obligation to humanity.  Germany bred this menace, karma demands that we throw ourselves to stop Hitler in his path to world domination.  Really, we were dead from the beginning.  A nation that has perpetrated such atrocities would never be allowed to live long.  No thousand years for nazi Germany; thirteen perhaps.  

Oster: But of all the ways to overthrow Hitler, you choose to destroy Germany?!

Canaris: I think Hitler expected this kind of opposition to his rule, so he made Germany such an image of him that assassination of him, and even of his entire ruling clique, would not put an end to his regime.  Other minds he has bred would rise to fill the void.  I don’t even think a great military defeat would topple this regime.  It will take the surrender of Germany.  

Oster: That is perhaps the most cold-blooded thing I have heard of in this war.

Canaris: I learn from the master. (pause) I’ll tell you, the first thing I actually did when I heard of this invasion was to protest.  I insisted to Hitler that Russia’s industry was many times greater than Germany’s, and that we couldn’t win a war against them.  But Hitler stayed firm.  So I gathered intelligence on the Soviet Union, and to my surprise discovered a dilapidated Red Army.  This was due to Stalin’s Red Army purges, which were based on false intelligence plotted by Hitler in ’37.  The extent of the purges was much greater than is commonly known – it appears he killed some 90% of his generals.  It was plain to me that, considering the rapid movement of Germany’s war machine, we could take Moscow before Stalin could recover from the surprise.  From there all of Russia would be open to Hitler.  So I chose to downplay the importance of Russia’s absolute superiority in industrial capacity and manpower to Hitler.  This and the early victories gave Hitler the over confidence he would need to lose the war.  And sure enough, Hitler decided to go for the oil Caucasus in the height of his drive on Moscow, allowing the Russians to hold off until the winter and dooming the advance on Moscow.

Which is turning out more horribly than I could have imagined.  Apparently, unable to envision anything other than positive scenarios in planning for this offensive, Hitler insisted on no winter gear or training for the army.  Nor any training for retreat.  Hitler knew before the war he would have to attain victory in the first few months before winter while Stalin was still ill prepared, or the bigger industry would prevail.  And he would be denied the world. 

Oster: Are you his nemesis or his yes-man?

Canaris: You lack perspective here, dear Hans. (pause) I have seen our special weapons programs.  I have spoken with the scientists. (choking) My Lord, it’s awful! (exciting) You don’t understand.  They will have artillery that can hit Britain from Germany. (pause) They will have this bomb that harnesses the power of the microscopic universe to create an explosion that will whole destroy cities.  Single bombs!  Combine these two technologies, and you have a self-guided bomb that can destroy any city in the world.  This is only a few years off!

Oster: My God.  I had no idea.

Canaris: We must use every means at our disposal.  There is no chance to oust Hitler from within, only a military defeat will do.  Hopefully he will sue for peace when he sees he is beaten.  So the death toll won't be so bad.

Oster: How could you have made such a historical decision without consulting your confidants?

Canaris: Because I have none.  Do you know they’ve cracked our code?

Oster: Who?

Canaris: At least our naval code.  Our enemies, of course.  I’ve known this for over a year.

Oster: (slowly) Well that explains our U-boat losses. (pause) Your own people. (pause) How do you live? 

(Flash forward.  Bar.  News plays.  "Scientists are still struggling to understand the recent nation-wide crop failures that have decimated the US harvest.  They expect to have an explanation within the next week.  Across the world today, US Destroyers fired the most intense round yet of tomahawk missiles at suspected hideouts in Afghanistan for Osama Bin Laden.  This was coupled with a round of bombing from Stealth bombers.  This latest assault occurs in the wake of a rash of suicide bombings that have claimed the lives of 851 in the past week.  Researchers in Iceland today announced that they have synthesized the AIDS cure.  People across the globe breathed a sigh of relief, as it appears the twenty-year epidemic is nearing its end.  Pharmaceutical companies have promised to make the availability of this drug a top priority.  ")

David: With every failure a victory.

Canaris: Leading his own people to death.  Ariel Sharon.  (writing and speaking this cryptogram uncovered) Ar-y-on.  The great conquering general of a people possessed by the horror of Aryanism, born to lead them into the final war.  Collectively punishing his enemies just like his people experienced under the Nazis.  Pursuing the colonization of the West Bank with Jewish settlements, which are illegal under international law.  All in the face of a conflict he tipped off.  

David: How you mean?

Canaris: It was his unprecedented visit to a holy site shared by Islam and Judaism that instigated the return to regional unrest.  Back into the hands of the beast.  And we couldn't stop him.  We failed. (drinks)

David: I can accept he'd sacrifice his people, but he wouldn't kill himself again, at least consciously.

Canaris: You're right, he probably has some bunker he's going to hide in.  I'm sure he has it all planned out.  He's a good strategist.  

David: As must we be.  We gotta plan for the inevitable. (pause) In the bunkers we set up we'll have an Internet connection to our wealth of human knowledge; a whole network underground.  We'll have our education via Internet offer a superior tutoring for all ages.  We'll give humanity the chance to progress as a species post-Apocalypse.   

Canaris: We should definitely include that in our bunker scheme.  But I gotta tell you, I'm questioning our decision to go after Usama B.  It was a foolish act.  We might have incited him to his final act of vengeance.

(Flashback.  Canaris is shouting into a telephone in Germany.)

Canaris: Well where are they?!

Voice: I'm so sorry, Admiral, but it looks as if they've been diverted.

Canaris: I gathered as much - - where to?

Voice: Buna?

Canaris: The concentration camp?!  You're telling me my men are in a concentration camp?!

Voice: It appears so.  There's a lot of confusion on the rail nowadays.  

Canaris: I will take this matter up with your superior.

(Hangs up.  Turns to his personal adjutant.)

Canaris: Helmut!  We're being invaded, Germany is falling, and he's actually got 50% of the trains transporting condemned Jews.  His final solution, death. (slowly) He's completely insane.  Born of our darkest emotions.  Yet clever like the devil.  He knows the baseness of man.  He has set up his empire so no one will challenge his authority, even in the face of this.  He allows ambition to fuel his follower's successes, and internal conflict to keep them in place.  He appoints two people to the same post, with different titles, and watches them fight each other.  An open invitation to settle old scores and advance self, to sell your soul.  Opponents are weeded out as the party comes into every facet of life, patriotism to achieve uniformity.  He gives free reign to our dark side, pitting everyone against each other, except Hitler who is impenetrable in the center.  And his minions will do his bidding, even if it means mass murder. (pause) I could not allow him to win this war, even though it now means the destruction of the fatherland.  Not this man.  Not me.

IIb-1-3b

(News coverage of Ariel Sharon speaking fiery retort via podium.  Small white birds fly v-group overhead.  One breaks formation and dives down towards the crowd.  He veers back upward and off on his own, to fly the friendly skies.  Suddenly the propeller of a small airplane dices the bird to pieces on a steep descent.  Fading from blood to the inside of the cabin we hear Islamic prayer.  The plane crashes down into the crowd, exploding the bomb.)

IIb-2-1

(David's apartment.  The poster of Sicily Boy has disappeared off the wall.  On the couch Canaris is passed out.  The front door busts open, and Government Issue henchmen hop in.  Canaris sits up straight to meet with a stun gun shock to the chest.  He slumps back.  The men dart about the apartment, and establish that there is only one person present.  Close up on the blond hair of Canaris, fade out to the blond hair of a man getting hit hard in the ring, falling down knocked out.  The winner is announced, and the ring clears for the next fight.  Method Man comes thrashing over the speakers with "Bring the Pain", and David walks to the ring.  His blond opponent enters, and David removes his robe to reveal a slumped figure.  His opponent smiles at the sight of this apparent weakling.  David follows his face, and straightens up to full-flexed awareness before his opponent.  The opponent looks somewhat perplexed, but shrugs it off.  The fight starts, and David takes punishment.  Towards the end of the round David begins an offensive.  Mostly head shots, coming through with an occasional elbow.  Suddenly Blond deflects a punch, turns and plants a back kick to David's soloflexus.  He falls back caught for breath, and while still on the ground Blond connects with a kick to the jaw.  With a sudden burst of motion David spins up and catches Blond with a crack to the ear, followed by successive elbows to the temple.  Blond falls, and David keeps up the attack with the elbow.  A large referee appears and first tries to restrain David.  When he resists, the ref tosses David off Blond and into a corner, slamming his head into the gate of the ring, unconscious.  Shouts fill the room.) 

IIb-2-2

(David sits in the locker room after the fight.  David unwraps his fist to reveal a little metal sculpture of King David balled in his palm.  Chiam looks into his eyes.)

Chiam: Were you fighting Goliath?

David: Makes up for my weak bones.  I know, I'm a cheap bastard.  So what's the urgent look about?

Chiam: Canaris.

David: (pause) Dead?

Chiam: Gone, I don't know where.  Maybe kidnapped.  Your apartment has been burned down as well.

David: (sadly) They got him, so he's good as dead. (pause) We're orphaned, you and me.  In this world he brought us into.  No more guidance.  Need that guidance.

Chiam: God will always guide us.  

David: I guess.  But where to?  What's our direction?

Chiam: Have you heard about the Sharon bombing? Things are blowing up over there. (slowly, humbly) Maybe we weren't meant to go after Mabus.  We are supposed to be avoiding the path of the antichrist.  Going after him and controlling his mind would really amount to revenge, wouldn't it?

David: So we just let him destroy us?

Chiam: Usama is here to start the final conflict, but he won't be the one who eventually pushes the Armageddon button.  Is he?

David: That'd be more like the US's role.

Chiam: Wrath.  And what is our role?  To abstain from judgment and focus our efforts not on the antichrist, but on the x-factor.  The vengeance of the hundred powers.  This we can control. The time has passed for us to stop Usama Bin Laden.  Today he has terrorist networks globally; any attempt to get near him could actually instigate his followers to wage the final war.  In fact, this is exactly what will happen.  All we can hope to do is limit the US retaliation from weapons of mass destruction.  

David: How?

Chiam: You've already begun down this path.  This we would do by blackmail.  If we can get the richest men on earth to agree to a pact for the complete derailing of the US economy in response to any further use of weapons of mass destruction, we just might avoid Armageddon.  This I think is our only chance.  Dealing with the beast is out of our hands.  You might say it's our sacrifice to abstain from vengeance.

David: I was wrong. (pause) Those must have been government men that got Will.  They must've found out about something, our corporate warfare, or maybe the Usama botch.  And now we're gonna wage war on the government.  All part of the plan, eh?  Well they've got their eyes on us now, so we gotta be careful.

Chiam: (sadly) Ruthless. (pause) Will was right about the cyber attack.  They've hit us, and 90% of internet traffic is down, untold computers destroyed.

David: No shit. (pause) Gotta be careful of what we do to.  Can't get over that we just gambled the world away. (pause) Wonder if cause we're powerless to save the world were doing are best to destroy it?  Would we not be evil?  (pause) We gotta watch out for ourselves.  

Chiam: Our intentions were always good.

David: I decided I ain't fighting no more.  Not after that fight.  At least in a violent fashion. (motioning to tv, switching on a Joyce Gracie UFC fight at its climax, where Gracie takes down his opponent like a sly predator and puts him to sleep.) That's how it's done.  Embracing your opponent, bringing him into the restoration of sleep, of the universal.  I want to do that.

IIb-2-2b

(A cell.  The single light hangs from the center of the room, shaded directly down to the slumped figure of Canaris.  He is strapped by all limbs to a very solid chair.  All around the circle of light is darkness.  He moves his head and appears to be staring at something directly in front of him.  Out of the darkness a man in a black suit emerges, carrying a leather briefcase.  His voice becomes audible now.)

Darkman: (cool) They've called me hear to find out everything you know, without a doubt.  I am a professional of torture, and keeping dying people alive just a while longer.  And I value my time.  I will get this information from you.  The easy way is you tell me now everything about this little organization of yours, and I'll only have to shoot you with some truth serum once to review and we'll be done. (pause, smiles) The hard way is you lie to me or otherwise don't cooperate.  And I will show you, then, what a wrathful man I am.  Because to not cooperate is to waste my time, my most precious commodity.  I have nothing but pain and torture to show the man that wastes my time purposefully.  (absently) Terror, actually.  So you decide how you want it now. (pause) What is this organization?  

Canaris: Well, there's so much.  I really don't know where to begin.  Why don't you tell me what you know, and I'll fill in the gaps as you go?

Darkman: This is my interrogation.  What you tried to do there was reverse our roles, and while I'm sure you'd like nothing better, the fact is you are dead.  It's just a matter of how quick.  Now, if I weren't as intelligent, you could probably probe me for what I know so you could create a suitable lie and protect your friends.  But again, all this is fiction.  I am going to have to wake you up to fact.  And since you've been wasting my time, I'm going to enjoy it.

(Slowly opens his bag to reveal syringes, serum bottles, a bottle of acid, a drill, and an assortment of knives and cutting instruments.  In the center of all this is a gadget that looks like a car alarm key chain.  But Canaris does not stare at this, but rather focuses on the Devil's mark emblazoned in red on the black bag.  A circled star.)

Canaris: An imprisoned star.

Darkman: You're no star, kid.  Shall we do a little dental work, or maybe dissolve some of you in acid?  God, I really love this shit.  I hope you don't cooperate.  No, I think we'll start with something non-invasive.  

(Darkman grabs the gadget and pushes one of four buttons.  Canaris writhes in pain, after a moment's shock letting out a high-pitched scream.  Darkman pushes the button again, and Canaris subsides.)

Darkman: I must confess, I've never been electrocuted.  But I'm told it's like your insides are on fire.  Feel about right. (regarding gadget) Gotta love science.  In my hands I hold the power to electrocute any quadrant of your body.  You see, while you were unconscious, electrodes got placed on your nerves.  They say in your file you're the nervous sort.  If that's the case, then I think we've found you're mate.  But don't worry, (glancing to the open briefcase) you'll play the field. (cold) If I think your lying to me again we'll keep this up all night.  I once kept a guy alive for fifty-two days with these shocks.  It's a company record.  So, answer my question.

Canaris: (weakly) What?

Darkman: (pressing a button, over the screams) You're wasting my time again.  I want to know about your organization.  

(Canaris stares blankly into the darkness.  His body begins to shake again, and tears come to his eyes with the agony.    As his head jolts back, we flashback, to see his emaciated figure hounded by an SS man.)

Darkman: (withdrawing, angrily) You know diary's are for lonely men.  Well, you're completely alone today.  Now, your wretched swine of a traitor, you cursed Jew-loving dog, you will tell me about this diary.

Canaris: (dazed) Which diary?

Darkman: (smacking him) The one you just told me you've been keeping all your life.  With all your treacherous secrets.  Where is it?

Canaris: Who knows?

Darkman: (smacking) Where?

(Canaris's head sways backward, and we flashback-forward, to Canaris sleeping inside Mauthausen.  It is daylight.  Two SS charge in up to Canaris and drag him out of bed by his feet.  His head hits the wood as he bangs to the floor.  A gun butt flies across his nose, squirting blood forth.  His attackers tear his clothes from his body, and he lies fetal, bleeding and naked.  The SS each grab an armpit and raise him to walk outside.

SS: (laughing and puffing) It's your great getting' up time, Admiral!  

(Canaris is brought to stand up in front of the wall of a building.  A video camera is set out some twenty feet in front of the scene.  Down the side of the building hangs piano wire, curled into a noose at the end.  He quietly places his head inside.)

SS: Time to show the admiral the price for treason.

(Turning to the camera and giving the nazi salute, the naked Canaris begins to be pulled upward.  He gasps for breath as the wire tears his skin.  His face has turned red.)

IIb-2-3

(David on yacht in his cabin.  He pushes the random button on his remote, and Pearl Jam "Given to Fly" plays.  Opening a book on the Nazi Resistance, he stops on a picture of an aged Canaris.  He stares into the picture.  Images appear as the song progresses.  David's mouth forms the words of the lyrics, which are slightly different from the actual lyrics.  Could of tuned in, tuned in, but he turned out, a bad time nothing could save him . . . Turning the page we see two pictures, one of Canaris, Himmler and Heydrich, and one of Canaris, Himmler and Goebbels.  In both Canaris has his eyes closed.  The face of Canaris begins to burn, and we focus in on his eyes . . . alone in a court all waiting locked down he got up outa there in four hundredths of mindth . . . Canaris hangs from the building, face purple, eyes squeezed shut - David's eyes are closed, and he treads water in a tank.  The gage reads 1*C.  Uniformed men stand in the room watching the spectacle.  Screams come from a glassed-in room where air-pressure experiments are happening . . . he made it to the ocean had a smoke in a tree, the wind rolls up set him down on his knees . . . David lies awake on a table.  A scalpel slices him up from stomach to chest, and we see his face, shut eyed, mouth screaming.  His eyes open, and they become those of Canaris.  As we roll through Canaris's eyes into his mind our vision is his for a moment then leaves his body and rises up through the ceiling and passes first over a concentration camp, and continues over war torn areas, with burning trees, to a virgin beach.  Wind glides us slowly to a halt on our knees on the beach, staring into the ocean . . . the waves came crashing like a fist to the jaw, deliver him wings, your ready now, arms wide open with the sea in his floor, oh, ah, ohh, fly, ohhh, why, why, ohhhh . . . a huge tidal wave rises up out of the deep ocean and comes crashing towards the beach, and Canaris (who becomes David) sits and watches with foreboding sadness.  Waves crash down on him.  We see his vision of water and sky, and then only sky, mixed with images of Hitler's wasted lands . . . he floated back down because he wanted to share this key to the locks on the chains he saw everywhere . . . Computer busts into the cabin, interrupting.)  

Computer: (meekly) Scuse me, David.  You've got a very important call. (pause) Did you hear?

David: What?

Computer: Israel is expelling all Arabs. 

David: (disturbed, slow) Who's on the phone?

Computer: It's our NSA guy. 

David: (taking the phone) Bill, what's happenin'?

Bill: I've just got some stunning information that I think might be the answer to our cause. (pause) They've created an assembler.

David: (laughing, happily) What?

Bill: It's a prototype.  They haven't tried it outside of controlled settings, but it definitely works.  It has a few limitations, like it can only replicate itself using oxygen, which it's made of, in a particular magnetic field.  But the good far outweighs the drawbacks; it powers itself through solar and molecular energy, so it basically has an unlimited energy source.  And all the experiments so far in creating a finished product from any ordinary matter have been successful.  They've purified salt water, they've created food from dirt.  This technology promises an end to inequity.

David: (confused) I don't believe it.

Bill: Unfortunately, it looks like the establishment is going to make one last stand here.  They're keeping this under the strictest secrecy, I only got wind of it from my drunk superior.  If you can believe this, they're not going to develop it further.

David: What?

Bill: I couldn't believe it myself.  Apparently they (Stockholm business leaders group B___) say it will create economic and social turmoil, so they're gonna go stash it away until someone else develops it.  Which, according to the scientists, could be another decade.  I think they just got really lucky in this lab.  This was a government lab, you see. (pause) They're going to destroy the discoveries that led up to its development.

David: (faint) Doesn't that fuckin' figure. (pause) I don't believe that shit, it could save the world, but it'll unseat their hierarchy, so they cover it up. (pause, breathless) Do you know where it is?

Bill: I do. (fade out to the sea) It's being held in an air force base in Virginia.  They're finishing up work on the device.  It'll be transported to parts unknown in a week's time.  

IIb-2-3b

(David and Chiam in the conference room.  David bites his fingers, Chiam hangs her head.  On the screen we see the interior of a van where Computer stares at a dozen screens, pounding the keyboard.)

Computer: All the charges are planted.

David: God save the assembler.

(The conference screen changes to a view of an airfield.  Four state of the art tanks escort a heavily armored vehicle to an awaiting state of the art jet.  Four Apache helicopters follow above.  The vehicle stops one hundred feet short of the aircraft.  A contingent of two hundred men line both sides of the path to the aircraft.  The heavy door of the vehicle opens as if decompressing.  Out steps a man carrying a large square case.  He is dressed in black bulletproof armor and helmet.  He walks quickly to the aircraft.  Suddenly, five simultaneous explosions rock the airfield.  The plane and the four tanks disappear from view as they collapse into large ditches the explosions have created.  A circle of thick fire springs up around the soldiers.  Out from the tank ditches fire heat-seeking rocket launchers, destroying all four Apaches.  From the airplane ditch arc a plethora of gas canisters, falling directly into the crowd of soldiers.  They fall down coughing and pass out.  Into the airfield darts a swift helicopter.  It lands next to the holes.  A man in the same suit as the bagman rushes out, through the fire, and throws a flash grenade at the surprised man.  The flash of light sends the man to the ground, and our G-man rushes, quickly produces a knife and chops off the hand of the bagman, to which the bag was locked.  Grabbing the box, G rushes back to the helicopter, which zips off towards the ocean.  Flash to Pentagon operations room where a satellite picture shows the entire procession.  Shouts fill the room.  Loudest we hear, "God damn it, destroy the fucking thing!!!  The picture stays with the helicopter, which is now out to sea.  Flash to a pilot in a jet, bearing down hard on the helicopter with two of his buddies.  Seconds before careening past the chopper, all three loose missiles.  The chopper explodes.  Back in the Pentagon room, we hear, "God damn it, the thing's still alive!!"  They're in the ocean.  Throw down some sonar buoys, find their ship and destroy it.  I don't care.  Christ, if they get aboard that ship they could replicate the thing!  How is it that satellite can't pick up their ship?  I thought we had that capability.  Well were supposed to be more sophisticated!!  Find them and destroy them!".  Flash to moments earlier, where G is falling out of the helicopter in a pressurized suit and splashes into the ocean.  Jet streams from the suit propel him downwards deep, where a small sub with a special umbilicus awaits.  He climbs into the umbilicus, the top closes and the bottom opens first into a sieve, through which the water flows, then completely.  G descends into the now open door of the sub.  He rushes to a scientist who anxiously grabs the box, tips it on its side and pours molecular acid on the top of the casing.  The acid fizzles on the top at first, then burns through, falling into a container of neutralizer, revealing a virtually solid interior with a small hollowed out area where an apparently empty sphere lies.  The sphere has an attachment to it that appears electronic.  The scientist removes the sphere and places it in a congruent niche in a machine linked to a computer.  Another identical sphere rests in another niche of the machine.)

Scientist: (strained) It's transferred and replicating.  (handing the sphere to an assistant) Now flush this into the ocean.  

(He places another sphere in the empty niche, waits a few moments, then hands the first replacement sphere to G.)

Scientist: (worried) Go!

(G immediately places the sphere in a different case and proceeds back to the latch.  He moves up and out the umbilicus, and his jets begin to propel him away to another awaiting stationary submarine.  He is halfway between the two subs when he hears a splash.  Two missiles steam forward, one at the moving sub, and one at him.  Explosions rock the ocean.  Flash to Tokyo, where armored men are emerging on the roof of a skyscraper.  A contingent of armed men stand still, making an open path to a helicopter.  The roof door closes.  Suddenly, gunfire is heard in the stairwell.  From adjacent towers fly pill-sized capsules in a straight line to the Helipad.  A rocket explodes the helicopter.  The capsules break open, and immediately every man grasps his throat, horribly succumbing to the chemical.  The bagman lies among them.  Up pops a quick helicopter that lands, picks up the bag, and zip off.)

IIb-2-3c

(Inside the Baghdad bunker.)

Usama: They blow up my greatest ambition.  I would they have killed me than that lab.  Well, after I'm done they will wish they hadn't destroyed it. (looking to his lieutenant)  We will use their own deadly fire to scare the infidels from our lands, praise Allah the Almighty!  Now, has the video been sent?

Shariq: Yes, my Holiness, it will arrive in arrive in forty-eight hours. 

Usama: (stern) How fortunate we are that they banished all Palestinians from Israel, praise Allah.  What more of a sign could we ask for to confirm the righteousness of our actions than this. (anxious)  How close are we to target acquisition?

Shariq: Paris and Jerusalem are in place.  New York and LA are we expect two days away.

Usama: (clapping his hands together with glee) Lovely. (laughing) To think the Chinese believe they are using me.  Hah!  If our demands our not met, they will meet the same fiery end.  With intelligence leaked to the United States about how they armed us, a world war will be bound to ensue.  Allah has chosen the infidels, if they are stubborn, to be wasted in fire death, that you and I, brother, might begin to live.  The life they have stolen from us.  No more squalor, no more hiding.  Once the earth begins to heal itself, we will return to the surface, and find untainted lands to begin building paradise.  We will be the kings of the planet, our rightful place.  And what of the submarine?

Shariq: It remains off the Italian coast, awaiting your word.  

Usama: (laughing, clapping hands together) Look who's laughing now.  And how are the arrivals proceeding?

Shariq: Nearly half of the selection has arrived.

Usama: Half!  The Day of Judgment is at the door, and you're telling me only half!  They must not trust my divine judgment!  They might die for that. (calming) You realize there is a very good chance our ransom will trigger a war.  On us rests the future of our race.  We cannot afford to be lax in any of our preparations.  

Shariq: Aside from that, we are prepared for the war, my Great Savior.  The only thing is, Abu has not arrived.

Usama:  He will not arrive.  You see, I had all the rooms and phones of my people bugged.  Abu proved to be a traitor.  He wished to kill me with a lethal chemical then blame the United States.  He thought then he would be the ruler of the new world.  Praise Allah, I found this out in time.  You see, all of this, everything we do, is part of his grand design.  Once again we are entering an age where weapons exist for which there is no defense.  And he puts them in my hands.  If the infidels do not cede to our demands, we will blow up their world.  And with their science build a new one.  The purpose of the infidel revealed.  We will use the science of nanotechnology to regenerate living tissue; immortality, praise God Almighty.  Because of our sacrifice, he will give us the greatest gift.  Paradise.  With the aid of genetic science, we will build a new human race, superior to all that came before, pure.  Perfect in both the physical and mental respects.  We will chemically enhance our people; increased vigilance and attention spans, increased stress tolerance, memory and other cognition.  And we will assure obedience chemically and genetically.  We will create a new breed of soldiers to fight our war and conquer the remaining world.  And with all my people, we will genetically manipulate the brain to increase capabilities.  It will be a glory to Allah.  Here we are, Shariq, at the end of the age of science fiction, on the cusp of the age of truth.  My court and I will repopulate the earth with God's most perfect creature, the Arab, his humble servant.  Praise Allah!  Just like I always dreamed it.  From the meager number of one thousand we will propagate billions and our empire will dominate the planet for a thousand years, praise God.  It will work this time because we will start with a perfect beginning, the perfect being.  We give them one chance to withdraw, that we might salvage our holy lands.  If they do not, like a diseased carcass, the corrupt world of the Jew will be converted to ashes.  And the earth will be pure again.  The great fire will incinerate our enemies, and their charred remains will be a reminder to the survivors of how man went so wrong.  So we'll never walk that path again.  Our corrupted Holy Land obliterated, I will lead us to a new Holy Land for our new world.  And Allah and his legions will rule the remainder of the planet.  How are the provisions?

Shariq: We are stocked to last five years now, more than enough to last the predicted nuclear winter.

Usama: I will rebuild this planet in my own image, to shed the human race like a snake with its skin.  And our creation will last forever.  Permanent.  Science has discovered for us, thanks to God, Praise and Glory be to Him, our salvation.  We will use the science of nanotechnology to control every atom of this planet, and extend our reign from here.  Masters of the universe.  

Shariq: My master, you know my confidence in you is boundless. (pause)  They know about our plans, Holy One.  The way they're trying to kill you now.  They will try and stop us.

Usama: (coming down) They cannot.  The US thinks she is going to bomb me into the Stone Age.  Well, not before I light my fire, praise Allah.  Let us pray.

IIb-2-4

(NSA meeting.)

Head: People.  This is more than just an emergency meeting.  There's no word for this.  Or maybe one.  Operation Zero.

(sounds of shock through the room)

Head: We've all heard of the attempt on our nanodevice.  Well, it seems an attempt was made on the Japanese device as well, and it was successful.  Worse still, we have no leads on who did this.  

Advisor: (scanning the report) From the complexity of the chemical attack, I think we can narrow the list.  And we don't even know what their intentions are; they're not necessarily of terrorist intent.  But if there are no definite suspects, what do you mean by Operation Zero?
Head: You have two reports in front of you, Stephen.  The second one details another, more definite threat.  The worst has happened.  Usama is poised to launch nuclear attacks on the United States and other targets. (softly) Let's see the video.

(Usama appears on the screen, kneeling in prayer.  He takes thirty seconds to finish.  Calmly he looks up into the camera.  "Infidels of the world.  The age of compromise is over.  Judgment is here.  My forces are poised to light the greatest fire the world has ever seen.  You are my captives.  Your people will withdraw from all Arab lands.  You will leave all equipments and major possessions.  Evacuation of all Jews and infidels must begin in 48 hours in Palestine.  You have one week to begin the other evacuations.  Failure to cede to any of my demands will bring total destruction to a number of your major cities.  Any forceful action taken against my peoples will result in the same.  Allah has spoken, praise and Glory be to Him."  Silence seizes the room.)

Head: Clearly we have only one thing to do, infiltrate this terrorist network in the next two days and dismantle these weapons.  Special forces are ready to go, and we're gathering as much intel as we can.  But we still do not know his location, nor that of the bombs.  We need solutions, now.  The world is depending on us.

(Head and Two leave, and the din of frantic voices fills the conference room.  Head sits down in his Ready Room and stares hard at Two.)

Head: (stern) How did this happen?

Two: It was that aborted attack on his camp that appears to have pushed Usama over the edge.  Our friend William has told us the details of it.  It was tough, but we finally got quite a spectacular story out of him.  There's two others besides him in on the plot, a David Malone and, a name from our past, Chiam.  

Head: (exasperated) Chiam? (pause) You're shitting me.

(Flashback to NSA meeting, two years previous.)

Head: We will use the animals.  I'm aware of the objections to this plan, but it's been decided.  Sooner or later it will get out that the polio vaccine is responsible for the creation of the AIDS virus.  And when that happens, the US is in trouble.  So what we must now do is everything in our power to find a cure.  If this area of the rainforest has a cure for us, we will take it at all costs.  And it appears to.  Scientists have found a compound that actively destroys the virus throughout the entire body.  But of course there's a catch - the local tribe won't allow us access, and the scientists can't synthesize it.  They don't understand how it's created, and it's very rare.   What we need is to scour the place and locate all traces of it.  We'll continue research into a synthetic solution, and in the meantime get some of it out for immediate distribution.  Now this is a tricky situation; we've been systematically exterminating these people for five hundred years, so the cat, so to speak, is out of the bag.  Public outcry against recent biological and chemical attacks has brought the area under scrutiny.  This tribe appears to have developed an immunity to the common killer diseases.  An uncommon disease will only arouse suspicion.  Because, after all this is over, there's gonna be one hell of an investigation.  We will have to engineer a situation so that anybody but us looks responsible for their death.  And I like this animal idea.  There's a local tribe that frequently wars with the Pequots, the Apache.  They really doesn't have a chance of defeating the Pequots on their own, their leader, this Chiam, is quite an innovator.  Anyway, there's an interesting feature about the Apache, they use trained jaguars to hunt and war, have for hundreds of years.  Quite the adaptation.  The idea is we send in a pack of these jaguars, all drugged and kill-crazy, and let them kill the tribe.  The jaguars will be drugged to die after a few hours, and their carcasses will be tagged for retrieval.  The Apache take responsibility for the attack, take a portion of the territory that we don't need, and we move in.  Let's hope there's no snags.

(Flash forward.) 

Head: I was informed Chiam was living on a reservation.  Why haven't I been informed about her new contacts?

Two: She managed to elude our surveillance.  

Head: Continue.

Two: The other part of this investigation comes from our investigation into some quirky financial dealings of late.  It seems a number of big industries are suddenly dumping money into a green agenda.  Collectively, like they've made some secret agreement.  It's like they've been taken over by Greenpeace.  Anyway, it seems Chiam and Malone are behind it.  They have formed a cult of personality that has been infiltrating the personal security of the world's most powerful people, and in this way getting access to them.  Chiam is the figurehead, and it seems they have a very green and anti-capitalist agenda.  In a drug-induced hypnosis the biggest names become converts to this ambitious cult, and they readily accept any order, no matter how mad.  It seems they tell their own security that the infiltration was all a drill of operational readiness; the story's the same for all of them.  That's why this cult has eluded our investigations so far.

Head: How many have they done this to?

Two: (uncomfortable) They control a clear majority of the Fortune Global 500.  

Head: And what's the story with this David Malone.  

Two: We got his psychiatrist to tell us some about him, after some coercion.  From what we gather, he's a psychotic nihilist on a crusade against capitalism.

Head: Well, his damage is done.  We'll deal with him later.  Put him under the closest surveillance, though.  We gotta focus all our efforts on Usama now. (grim) There's a threat at every corner.

IIb-3-1

(David and Chiam on yacht, deep in conversation.)

Chiam: It's all about creations, in our mind and in the physical world.  I wrote a poem called creationism.  He woke up in a dark cave and couldn't get out.  Claustrophobia seized him, he had to get out.  He closed his eyes and saw his paradise.  Uncertainty gone, he lived with abandon.  And master he would. He sat on a mighty throne, second to none, 'Til sung a wee little bird, then he was flung.  Tumbling fast down the hill, he tore his dox, bled his very own blood, heads feeling rocks.  In pain he squeals righteously, closes his eyes to see again from above, from lofty skies.  That beautiful vision calls him, in dark he fumbles, too preoccupied inside to notice his troubles.  For ahead awaits a rock, to smash his brain, the most dreaded of happens, to be born again.  Plagued by misunderstanding, bird's song was distort. Warm feels the face, so he opens his unused eyes, blinded by a light shining through a hole in the cave.  We race forward and burrow, following the warmth, until we have broken free.  We listen with four senses to a beautiful world, chirping with life.  A new song, where lies no court.  No fort, no hill, not one of those creations.  Now lies infinity.  It was all worth it.  When we wake up.

David: I love it.  'Bout how we're in a constant state of change, with no end in sight, no perfect.  An antithesis to those who say we are the endpoint of creation.  But, then again, maybe we are.  If the apocalypse is unavoidable, we would after all be the end point of creation on earth.  Not in the sense that we are superior, but that it will take the destruction of the world for us to evolve to our intended roles as nurturers of life.  

Chiam: In this view, life on earth will be sacrificed for the life the surviving seed of humanity will cause to flourish throughout the universe.

David: Let's hope that worldview's an illusion.  I'm tellin' ya, everyday billions of worldviews are formed. (pause) Like the one born in me last Wednesday.  

Chiam: Tell me about it.

David: I was having a pretty bad day, ran out of my medications.  My self-loathing was at a peak.  The only comfort I could find was constantly rewinding the image where I'm lying face down on the road, and a truck comes flying along and its wheel squashes my head like a desert island coconut.  I felt my head was growing larger, like a balloon, and it would either become a super head, capable of withstanding anything, or else it would spring a leak.  And I thought, there's gotta be some way out.  So I turned on my stereo, and went to punch in a little Dylan on the remote, but by accident I hit the random button.  And it was sweet Lennon that graced my ears.  And before my eyes, spoke of when.  (playing John Lennon, “Across the Universe”.)

(Close up on David's face, to flash through flashbacks.  To an apartment where David is smiling and making giggle his baby brother, when the door crashes open and SS burst in and fire a volley at father who has rushed to meet them.  He falls down dead.  Mother screams and begins to pass out, and David rushes to catch her.  SS men surround us and hurry us outside.  David looks back but cannot see the baby.  We're hurried down to the storefront where a mob is forming.  We are pushed to the center, beaten and spat upon.  Then my mother's screech, as a small white object gets tossed in the air, and just as it smashes into the store windowpane sub-machine gun fire speckles it red, and it drops with a thousand bits of broken glass, that speckle light from the torches of the mob.  Then an American Colt 45 automatic gets pulled to my sister's head and empties it.  David is knocked unconscious, and in this time he sees images of his baby brother.  Then the death camp comes in, the executions, the beatings, the burning.  Words are flowing out like endless rain into a paper cup, They slither wildly as they slip away across the universe
Pools of sorrow, waves of joy are drifting through my open mind, Possessing and caressing me.  Jai guru de va om Nothing's gonna change my world, Nothing's gonna change my world . . . The baby dressed in white is held roughly in the arms of an SS.  He tosses him forward to the glass, which breaks into a million eyes . . . Images of broken light which dance before me like a million eyes, That call me on and on across the universe, Thoughts meander like a restless wind inside a letter box, They tumble blindly as they make their way across the universe, Jai guru de va om, Nothing's gonna change my world, Nothing's gonna change my world . . . One of the eyes becomes that of baby brother, giggling away as David puts his finger on his own head and circles about beneath it . . . Sounds of laughter shades of life are ringing through my open ears inviting and inciting me, Limitless undying love which shines around me like a million suns it calls me on and on across the universe, Jai guru de va om, Nothing's gonna change my world,
Nothing's gonna change my world. )

David: I'd been an atheist all my life.  Up till recently.  This day I willingly delved into my memories from the death camp.  I couldn't stop apologizing for eating those corpses, or not making a stand when I saw my family killed, or any of the millions.  And all I could do to stay blowing up was imagining myself dying a hundred different deaths.  The pain was my release.  But I was drowning.  I reached for an anchor to keep me from drifting into oblivion, when I suddenly realized I wasn't in a boat, but rather treading icy water in a observation tank - too late, I sunk, died, and woke up again.  Amidst the recollection of this horror, it was pleasant Plato that came to me, questioning the existence of a chair.  I thought, what is the possibility that the universe, including al life, is someone else's dream brought into creation, a great Someone?  I would surely not know the difference, so the chances from my point of view is 50/50.  God is the creator and we are the creations.  Humans don't create.  We have aspired to a throne we could never possibly reach.  So all of life is in God's hands.  No more uncertainty.  Faith.  We need not worry, we can merely enjoy the story being told to us.  That's what he meant by no free will.  Thinking of that, I lost all worry, regrets, and all my fears.  I truly relaxed for the first time in my life.  God made me, and he is responsible for all my actions.  I got faith in our own impotence, I really felt fatalism for the first time.  And in that exuberance, I stopped and realized something else for the first time.  I'm completely insane.  That's what Mother Culture would tell me.  No longer a sane mind swimming against the current of an insane soul.  I was swimming with the current; the IronMan was over.  And that was an even greater release.  My top had sprung a leak and all the pressure there was gone.  I was floating, free of my rusty cage.  I no longer worried what culture deems important, all that matters is what I deem important at the moment.  I realized I am thoroughly unacceptable by society's standards, beyond hope of "salvation".  I am outside civilized man.  I reject this whole way of living, and all the roles that it imposed on me, including the need to be acceptable.  I no longer need to be useful to feel valuable.  And the guilt, gone was that, followed by my self-loathing.  It was so exciting.  To say that either I'm sick or the world is sick, but either way I can scrap the fear.  It released me from the boredom-anxiety-depression that so consumed my life up to that point.  Now I know all about the antichrist.  He's just a shadow.  Death without birth, cancer.  I can cast aside vestigial emotions; anger, pride, wrath, envy, because no one controls anything, least of all themselves.  I lost my antichrist - no more competition, no more criticisms, all in a moment.  I didn't know things could happen so suddenly.  Shit, I can even focus better.  No more distracting thoughts.  And I was left to marvel at our complexity, at life.  And about the plan.  To have created all we see, this God must have some great scheme for life.  And considering we are reborn again and again, might it, like evolution, be an education.  And like any education, we have challenges, trials, that we might evolve and know what's important.  Change then is a natural part of living, and can be accepted.  And then there's the Holocaust.  The most horrid lesson, so painful we daren't look at it.  And here begins my story.  Born of the smoldering ashes of my kin, I lived through hell and died, to be reborn to the people of Ire.  To right the wrongs emblazoned on my eyes.  And for this squalid existence, God rewards me with a great gift -- I may be a rare bird.  Think about it, you don't ever see birds fightin' in the air, they got all the breathing space they could want.  I used to have these flying dreams, where I'd fly all through my neighborhood, then all over the world, always with an all-consuming purpose.  This dream was a promise that sustained me through the Valley of Darkness, and today I have been paid.  I need merely spread my wings and the wind will carry me.  And then I'll really get paid.  I think I'll be reincarnated as a bird, maybe a seagull, left alone to fly over the ocean. (pause) And I am not alone any more.  With me at every moment of time's arrow is our shaman.  A teacher, loving, ever confident in me his creation, constantly speaking to me, whether I hear or not.  And I am left to wonder and enjoy the experience he lays out before me.  I'm no more than an observer, all my actions are his.  No more apologies, it was all out of my control.  To stop the standstill and begin to grow.  Love it all.  And question the world as a student; regard in all awe the wealth of knowledge that lays before us.  Indeed, the lessons we are to learn lie before us, in nature.  And in us.  To know ourselves, to have that which the antichrist never had, self-awareness.  To look into the abyss.  We are all being told a story from which we can evolve, and everybody is a part of that story, just as you are a part of everyone's story.  It's all interrelated, empathy realized.  We're not alone.  It's all one.  I'm no longer outside of the world, numbness in the past; resensitized to the people in my life.  I'm actually interested in them, how they're feeling, what they see.  And I am no longer outside myself, self-consciousness forgotten.  To live again.  I no longer need to be perfect, as I have the confidence of God.  There is no longer any pain, only experience and education.  Nothing seems so tragic when mortality is removed.  My emotions are a lot clearer, and I can actually communicate with people better, as there is less chatter in my head.  No worries.  Everything's taken care of.  We've got Poseidon, the God of captains, at the helm of his pride and joy.  

III-1-1

(David with psychiatrist.)

David: I love metaphors.  Every night we drift in to the metaphors of dreams to restore ourselves.  They are my link between my imaginary world and the real world, my lifeline.  It was my imaginations of myself as a great savior that kept me going in the camps, but that was far removed from reality.  Metaphor allowed me to lie and tell the truth at the same time.  Like I remember one time a kapo was beating on me, having fun, and afterwards he made me heil Hitler for spite.  (Image of David on knees before kapo, spitting blood.  The kapo grabs him by the hair and screams "swear it".  Looking down, rolling his eyes to the back of his head, David softly repeats "I swear".) And after I did, he made me swear.  And I did.  But I didn't mean I swear allegiance to Hitler.  I swore I wouldn't be like this kapo, Hitler.  I would exist from there on as a refutation of all they stood for, to hold fast to a rigid code of ethics.  I would only find true enjoyment in bringing happiness or comfort to others.  That allowed me to keep living, that deception, even though it was still a bitter pill.  I doubted I could do it.  Was it all just a MAD invention, this messianic vision of myself?  My whole life, this life, I've played false roles, pledged my allegiance to false idols.  All to appease the people around me.  And kept my true self, my imagined self, hidden in my head.  I used to be such a spacer, so anxious around others I couldn't remember my exchanges with them.  And now, today my fantasies are becoming reality, and what used to seem like my opiate of deception now appears to be the truth.  The promised land.  And I remember everything now. (pause) S'like Hitler's a metaphor for modern man.  Obsessed with his mission in a world after Darwin.  Where we cannot give up our illusion of human superiority.  So we spitefully fully accept the vision of a world without God, whose image as a grand, orderly designer has been dispelled.  We enter an entirely unfulfilling, material world.  Blind to God's words.  Where we linger in our pessimism, with the assumption that randomness is our god, chance.  Our false idol, born of the arrogant presumption that man could understand and master the universe.  When chance is really God's hand, creating this highly improbable complexity from utter simplicity.  So if Hitler's a false idol, then what am I?  Truth.  What greater reward could there be for my trials.  That I might be a reconciliation of the humanism that wasn't stamped out in this past century by the smelly feet.

Psychiatrist: David, you are a rare bird.

David: (grave) I hope I chirp loud enough. (pause) But I'm not completely changed from my old self.  Still like being a critic, dissecting myself and others like I was once dissected.  Some things die hard, right.  You know, I was haunted by the death of my Beagle since it happened.  But I think I'm finally past that.  I have no more regrets about the past, or worries about the future, just excitement.  I have faith in God's total wisdom and control.  I have no control.  It's like the music, how it seems to have been guiding me since that night.  I'm just a feather on an ocean.  I can accept that I'm imperfect.  It's a great liberation.  Like I've taken flight.  I can allow my emotions more free reign, I trust them more.  Because God created them.  Before I was an aversion to Hitler's emotional world, I let intellect govern mine.  But now that I've found God, I can allow emotions back into my life.  It's like my driving.  I used to drive like a maniac, way to fast.  I thought I was a superior driver.  Part of me felt guilty, and even fearful, about gambling with people's lives like I did, and another part of me wanted to speed up.  But not anymore.  I'm perfectly content with the slow lane.  When every moment's a gift, you don't want to rush past it.  I don't obsess over what others are thinking anymore.  All that matters is my story, my happiness.  And if reincarnation is true, then we are just vessels, our bodies shells that nobody could begin to comprehend the depths.  A mix of the universal and the novel, interrelated and rare, no longer just alone and common.  And if I am to be a bird in my next life, then how could I ultimately value a human more than a bird?  Starting with myself, my humanism has been restored, in tandem with my love for all life.  I have energy again to live.  I'm not procrastinating anymore over work.  When I was in school, that's all I did.  Bounce about from class to class by a bell.  The bell gave us orders.  I hated the bell.  They had a bell in the camps too.  Told us what it was time for.  A time schedule that was enforced by others.  Rage against this, combined with fear of human contact that the bell signals is coming.  And an estimation of my performance.  When people got selected unnaturally.  But I think I'm outa that.  I've left anti-Dave behind.  Fear gone, control back.  Freedom.

Psychiatrist: How does freedom feel?

David: It was knowledge that breathed new life into me, it is knowledge I breath.  Part of that knowledge reassures me my trials are over, and I have only happiness and serenity to look forward to.  And part of this knowledge tells me I'm not all that different from the antichrist.  We both wanted to change the world, and were both propelled forth by fear of our own inadequacy in this mission.  Both born in a desperate land, believing the universe had somehow failed us, we tried to fill a bottomless whole.  Of our bitterness comes a conspiracy theory, the object of our ire.  Those in power are responsible for our misery, so we declare war on them.  And we both finally find salvation from this agonizing life in God.  We're both God's creations.  In fact, we're both part of the same story, two equal parts.  I imagine I could be anyone, could be Hitler, if my nurturing was different.  I thought I was superior to all other life, and feasted on animals with the same indifference Hitler showed to his "sub-humans".   And the most final similarity; those who don't accept our worldview will die.  There are universal drives that are very hard to escape.  

Psychiatrist: But you're quite unlike him, too.

David: That's right.  In many ways I exist as a backlash to him and his ideas.  Of superiority, authority.  My passivity, aversion to competition and want for cooperation is a backlash to the aggressive competition of survival of the fittest; social Darwinism.  I strongly opposed that weltanshauung, and clung to a new one.  Of passive cooperation, of the foolishness of anger.  Prostrating myself before people, no pride.  Convinced that misunderstandings and mistakes are inevitable, so it's best just to apologize and admit blame to avoid conflict even if it wasn't my fault.  Before God breathed new life into me, I believed in passivity too wholeheartedly, and feared all human contact.  Afraid of the hurt that necessarily comes from it.  Scarred horribly, I went into hiding under a bridge, like the ugly troll.  I preferred the control of alone to the uncertainty of people.  And I spent my passive life of solitude in creating my own worldview.  Where greed is not emphasized, but altruism.  Where the world is not crowded, where life is not cheap.  I would look for examples of altruism in nature, studies of monkeys that showed individuals sacrificing themselves for others.  And that would be my evidence to refute the self-interest suggested to us by Hitler's Darwin.  And today, I still believe all that, but I'm more balanced, with fatalism.  I shed off the skin that was fear.  I have no control, so I have no guilt, no worries.  I now realize that other people are just as dim as me, so there's no need to worry about how they see me.  The story being told to me is most important, others are secondary.  Selfishness realized.  My raw wound is healed, and my sensitivity is no longer a source of pain, but pleasure.  I appreciate every moment as a gift.  Just as vulnerable, but a lot wiser, I can feel again.  With the security of fatalism, I can choose my emotions.  So, as best as I can, I've regained control.

III-1-1b

(Dave shoots around the basketball out on the yacht with Chiam, off LA coast.  Dave sits down.  He holds in his hand a stick, erratically carved out as if by a hallucinating shaman.)

Chiam: Where did you get that?

Dave: Ants made it for me.  Wonder long it took to make just this stick.  It's like a great pyramid for them little folk.  Them who we step on with no regard, just fingers crossed, hoping their not equal to us.  Would we kill Picasso?  No, because he intended it.  That freakin' notion of free will again.  Seems pretty arbitrary, these guys can die by the pound, but humans are priceless.  Like we're playing God, being the judge.  Course, it'd be pretty hard not to step on any ants.  Guess what matters there is intent.  (stares at stick)

Chiam: You must really miss William.

Dave You know, I've never missed anyone.  Never allowed myself to get close.  But this whole experience pulled me out of that shit.  And for the first time, I feel something from his absence.  Wild.  You know, I ain't ever loved anyone.  Attachment disorder.  There was this one girl, Alia.  Smart too, someone I could be with.  An ally, who could look at me with love and affection when I look up from my hole.  Well, I let her pass me by, just didn't have the self-confidence.  While we never had a relationship really, in my imagination she was my best friend.  I would think of my pain, of the pain I dished out to others, and the only thing that held me together was the thought of this wonderful woman consoling me.  I remember there was this song I heard on the radio, just so adequately expressed my feelings at that moment.  Let me see if I can look it up here on Napster.  

(Dave turns to his labtop and figures the mouse about.)

Dave: There we go.  Anyway, this song has taken on whole new meaning for me, with my new life.  With you, Chiam.  Anyway, listen to the lyrics.

(Background music Lemonheads, “If I Could Talk”.  "To keep the blood balanced and we're comin' around again . . . ".  At this point Dave turns the music off.)

David: Well, it goes on from there. (reflecting) In a way, you were just like Alia.  You  could only be my best friend in my imagination.  Until now, when I am finally free of my fears. And my sadness.  But I have this nagging suspicion that you and I will never be.

Chiam: (pensive, turning to the labtop, mousing through) There was a song I heard, by Dave Mathews, “Don't Drink the Water”.  I'm gonna play it now.  You've got it! (pause)  It's about the apocalypse of native America.

(Song begins and proceeds to this point.  View of an Arabic man buying copper wire in a hardware store.  He appears very jittery.  He leaves his change and quickly leaves the store.  Emerging from store he crosses street and begins to enter an apartment building.  Sirens and lights whine at the man, and he takes off fast up the steps.  Rushing into a sixty-seventh-floor apartment, the man begins screaming to his friends.  Assault weapons equipped with laser and grenade launchers are thrown onto a bed, next to mini-rocket launchers.  Full body armor suits are thrown on, and four of the men spring out to their assigned posts.  One man stares at a computer screen, on which are a dozen movable camera shots of stair wells and elevator doors.  Bomb activated appears on every screen below in red.  The first man and another remain about an all-to-modern nuclear bomb.  The mechanic takes the wire and fastens it into place.  Gunshots are heard, and then a roar of fire and bombs.  Helicopters fly around fifty feet away.  The door of one slides open and an armored man in black aims a high caliber long distance rifle w/ thermal scope into the apartment.  He has the mechanic in sight and begins to pull the trigger when first man pops up on the balcony, rocket armed.  Loose and an explosion.  Bits of the helicopter flutter down.  Inside a heavily armored army chopper controlled panic stares out at the falling debris.  Silence eyes the one man of seven moving in the back.  He pounds furious on a keyboard, eyes glued to screen.  Next to him stands an electromagnetic gun pointing out an opening in the helicopter.  It is hooked to a generator and the computer.  On peep hole peaks out above the exit hole.  The image of the sky comes on to the computer.  The computer man breathes a deep sigh, turns to the senior commander, breathless, "We're on. (senior commander) Let's hope they can't deflect this wave, or else our circuits are fried. -  (commander) They can do that?  Deflect an electromagnetic wave?  Good time to let us in on that one. - (senior) This is technology they couldn't possibly possess. (looking at computer man) You're still typing, you said we were ready! - (tense) well, ya see sir, we're moving, so I have to constantly make adjustments.  We're ready to fire any moment, sir."  The thermal scopes a man staring into a bomb.  Inside the apartment we see what the thermal scan misses.  A mini-satellite dish device points out from the balcony.  Next to it is first man, ducking from a cover of bullets.  As the volley stops, he stands up and locks in on the special helicopter.  Three bullets tear through the armor, one another hitting his helmet so hard he falls backwards.  Exposed, he feels a hail of assault on his armor, and he just barely manages to scramble to cover.  The fire stops and he pops up again once more, dead-lock.  Bullets crack but just too late, and the rocket flies.  A muffled explosion as the helicopter absorbs the blast.  Falling back perilously, it recovers.  Inside a holy helicopter, computer says "Now, now!" and pushes enter.  Immediately the helicopter plunges and scrapes down the side of the building.  It's explosion is one of the din below.  A helicopter closes in on the balcony, and killers are lowered onto it.  Two of them secure the immediate entry, and two others help still two more down.  Just as the last one lands an explosion kills them all.  "Alajid, it is time", says mechanic.  The two men gather around the bomb kneel in prayer to Allah, and blow up.  Don't miss your boat, It's leaving now, And as you go I will spread my wings, Yes I will call this home, I have no time to justify to you, Fool you're blind, move aside for me All I can say to you my new neighbor, Is you must move on or I will bury you.)  

Nuclear blast puts LA in the air.  We are lost in the fire.  The shockwave nearly capsizes the tanker.  Dave and Chiam divine mushroom.
Now as I rest my feet by this fire, Those hands once warmed here, I have retired them, I can breathe my own air, I can sleep more soundly, Upon these poor souls, I'll build heaven and call it home, 'Cause you're all dead now, 

Image of Napoleon, Hitler and Usama progressively, all with victorious grins on their face.

I live with my justice, I live with my greedy need, I live with no mercy, I live with my frenzied feeding, I live with my hatred, I live with my jealousy, I live with the notion, That I don't need anyone but me, Don't drink the water, Don't drink the water, There's blood in the water, Don't drink the water.)

Dave: (into palm pilot, breathlessly) Fuel the jet.

III-2-1

(Helicopter lands at White House.  David and Chiam get out, followed and met by security.  They are shuttled to the president's chambers.)

President: Mr. David Malone.  I'm facing the greatest crisis in world history, and you have somehow gotten nearly a thousand of the wealthiest people in the world to call on your behalf, insisting that I meet with you. (slowly) This better be good.

David: I could go in to all the reasons that have brought me here, but this is not a time for rationality.  Emotion is today's law.  So it is to your emotion that I appeal.  I'm here on behalf of all those who called you, to get a pledge from you that you will not respond to this attack with weapons of mass destruction.  To do so would seal our collective doom.

President: I can't give you that pledge.  The two largest cities of our great nation our laid waste, along with Paris, Jerusalem and Rome.  Christ, the pope is even dead.  There must be vengeance. (angry) Jesus, there planning more attacks!

David: Fine.  Go after the individuals responsible, but do not go off on a blood-thirsty binge killing millions.  You would be no better than Usama were you to do this.

President: (losing control)  It was your botched assassination that provoked this maniac!  I shouldn't of even agreed to meet you.

David: His coming was foretold long ago.  I will readily admit I'm just another link in the chain.

President: We were doing everything in our power not to provoke this man, and you come out of the blue and destroy all our carefully laid plans.

David: I'm not ready to believe that.  But all this is beside the point.  I have received pledges from all of my rich friends that they will collectively collapse the US economy if you respond with weapons of mass destruction.  Kill Usama, fine.  Track down the culpable parties.  But it ends there.  You will abstain from total vengeance.

President: You've gotta be kidding me.

David: It's the only way.  If we can learn from this one man; of how out of place the selfish ethic is in today's world, about the importance of self-awareness.  The apocalypse in fact concerns a conflict at the root of all civilization, the war of those who take without returning.  The antichrist's self centered notions of superiority and his overwhelming urge to control are in fact all too human.  Since the dawn of civilization, man has set out to conquer and control the world and all life in it.  Our own notion of superiority propelled us so.  In the world of Adolf Hitler, some life, like Jews, Gypsies, Africans and Slavs, had no place in his New World Order.  They were exterminated, along with any that didn't accord with this world.  Others are enslaved or are obedient servants.  How much life has civilized man exterminated, enslaved or made pets?  To say nothing of our brutal disregard for an overwhelming majority of our own species.  And today's world is the result.  Inequity is more prevalent than ever, the gap between rich and poor so increasingly large we are brave to think we can breach it.  We gobble up irreplaceable resources and devastate the natural world, with an indifference to other life, including our own, reminiscent of Hitler's regard for "sub-humans".  And in so doing we destroy diversity, our very lifeblood, and are left a lonely people.  But just as we have gotten some of our greatest inventions from war, we can find light in our darkness.  By looking at it.

President: Christ, you sound like you agree with Bin Laden's point of view.  Do you think  we had this coming to us?

David: We've always had it coming to us.  They cleared a path of terror during the French Revolution, and in came Napoleon.  He was a logical product of his world.  And then came the Treaty of Versailles, and the Depression.  Chaos reigned in Germany.  Out of wrath and squalor he rose again.  And it's with his third coming today that he hopes to get his greatest wish, destruction of the whole world.  Feeling an outcast, he comes to a desperate people of outcasts to take their cause as his flag to the end of his path of destruction, the Apocalypse.  America came out of Hitler's war as the superior nation, and she took the flag for this mad attempt to control the world.  Our own notion's of superiority, and the inequity they brought, are the fuel for this man's fires today.  He's a born pyromaniac, you see.  We bred him, we supplied him, and only we can avert his final war.  Only through avoiding the path of wrath will we survive his third coming.  But we will not get out unscathed. Indeed, his fires light the earth again.  But why, you might ask, this beast three times?  Because it's a lesson we haven't learned, and this is our last chance.  We must change our ways, and the beast is our anti-model.  We can see the destruction a superiority complex reaps, on the world and humanity.  Through humility we can achieve equity, and give back God His seat.  As it turns out, ethics is everything.

President: (flatly) Do you have anything else to say?

David: I got faith.  He didn't bring us this far to do ourselves in.  He brought us here to look into the abyss.  But, all chat aside, I assure you the US economy will collapse if you choose the vengeful path, Mr. President.  Goodbye.

III-2-2

(NSA meeting with President in the White House.)

President: But before we go into that, do we know where they got the weapons?

Head: You might ask the former president?  Those explosions were the best the US military could produce.  They got them from China, produced in Iraq.

President: China!  You mean they stole our nuclear secrets and then used them on us.  This will really be a world war, then. (pause) This is what the Chinese have been pursuing all these years, while Clinton just waited around.  Even mentioned in their strategic literature was the idea that conflict with the US was inevitable, that they could win such a war, and in so doing China would dominate the planet.  We're looking at an expansionist-minded government, just like Imperial Japan had.  They've been building up their military at the most rapid pace seen in the world for years.  Then they started it over that spy plane they hit down.  Well, what it boils down to is, we have to retaliate, but if we do, we risk total economic collapse. (pause) Why not just seize the assets in question?

Head: He's taken precautions.  He doesn't haven't direct control of the assets, rather, he controls the people who do.  They're all barricaded in their homes now, fortified, awaiting your decision.

President: Why am I being told this now?  Why haven't you taken any action against this man.

Head: Mr. President, you very well knew we were building a case and about to make an arrest.

President: Well, I hope you've got a solution to this problem you've allowed to fester.

Head: We do indeed.  Turn the tables.  We'll grab Mr. Malone, brainwash him.  Then we'll control what he controls.

President: That better work, or else it's your ass.  Then we retaliate.

Head: (slowly) There's more to it.  There are unconfirmed reports that Usama has gotten hold of the stolen Japanese nanodevice.  

President: (frozen) What? (pause, helpless) What in God's name are we going to do? 

III-2-2b

(Pentagon satellite operations room.  Imaging of the ocean has picked up four different subs spread about the world.)

Head: (screaming) Coordinates, God damn it!

Computer: (anxious) They're coming in now, sir.

(A sheet prints out with four coordinates in them.  Picking up the phone the Head reads the coordinates out.)

Head: Give computer confirmation of those coordinates.

(Fade out to the open sky.  An eagle that looks curiously robotic zooms through the sky at 3500 mph.  In the operations room four screens show the eagles' eyes.  Flying over ocean, the eagle's belly opens and a pill-sized submarine-shaped bomb falls into the sea.  Once water is hit, its engines propel it forward at incredible speed.  Ahead a submarine moves at seemingly a snail's pace.  Rushing up to the side, the bomb detonates, destroying the submarine.  Back in the operations room we hear cheers as fire appears on the last of the four screens.  Underneath Baghdad.  Base of operations.  The pace is frantic.  Special forces are preparing for battle.  A couple hundred computers wiz with the sounds of clicks.  On each of twelve screens there is a view of an approaching building.  The views appear to be some five to ten feet off the ground, each screen position separated by anywhere from thirty feet to a few inches.  The views rush up to the building an enter through open windows, the guards at the gate take no notice.  Inside the building views fly through the halls, past a contingent of armed guards, and down a flight of stairs into a cellar.  Men are rushing into a long stairwell descending deep into the earth.  The views rush down, down, into the bunker.  Men run about with all urgency.  The views spread out through the bunker, some in each room, taking position on the walls.  Flash to US base, where a special forces soldier looks on to the screens.  In one room of the bunker soldiers are loading clips of assault rifles.  The view zooms in to see a casing for the bullets; armor-piercing.)

Soldier: Christ, there's gotta be over a thousand of them in there. Why don't they just fill those little bugs with poison and have them inject it into all these fuckers?

Leader: Apparently old Usama might have The Device wired to his body temperature.

Soldier: You mean killing him might set it off?

Leader: Not only that, but knocking him unconscious will too.  We are gonna tag him though, so we'll know when he's comin' out.  Then we'll jump him.

Soldier: Why not kill everyone but Usama?

Leader: He'd be likely to kill himself in that instance.  If he gets scared out of the bunker, that's the only way we got 'em.

Soldier: I just don't like bein' outnumbered. (turning to Leader) These suits better really be super-bulletproof.

Leader: This is the best science has to offer us.  You know they transferred the silk making gene of the most durable spider web to bacteria to spin this armor.  These things are built tight from the atom up. (slowly)  No worries.

(In a building basement near the Special Forces bunker we see a single computer screen with a view of outside the building.  This feed is transmitted to David and Chiam in a building in a desert.  Audio communication allows David to communicate with the Driver.)

David: Guess we'll see if this telepathic business is for real.

Chiam: After all the successful trials, you don't think this serum will work?

David: I'm just saying, the study was pretty raw.  Who knows how he'll react to a surge of telepathic ability?  Maybe we shoulda used that poison they're using in those other natbots. 

Chiam: That's what they're there for.  Remember, we're just backup in this operation.

Computer: They're starting.

Back in the SF Bunker a green light flashes through the base, and a bell rings.  The Special Forces rush to the exit.  Creeping out of the sewers of Baghdad, Special Forces pass silently to positions around the building.  Moments after emerging from the ground, gas gushes out from every direction.  Iraqi guards that stand about try to run in the fog but do not get far before dropping.  Special Forces switch to thermal vision and pass heaving Iraqi soldiers, their attention focused on the door of the bunker building.  In the US base, a red light with bell flashes throughout.  On the screens we see fog taking hold of the air.  In the bunker we see the natbots, releasing gas in every room.  Men run coughing, yelling and grabbing their arms and face, flesh burning.  Some have grabbed gas masks.  They begin rushing out of the bunker, out of the building, and a fierce firefight ensues that the Iraqis can only hear.  Back in the bunker, in a conference room we see Usama grabbing a gas mask frantically, along with his men.  Rushing out of the room, all but Usama head out of the bunker.  As his skin begins to boil, he races down and down, to the bottom of the bunker.  Up to a door with a security panel lock into which he punches code and flings the thick door open.  Inside we see a massive computer, hooked to a machine with one of the spherical nano-cases.  He punches away at the keyboard shaking with fear, entering access codes.  Then we see the words END highlighted on the screen.  Usama pauses and prays to Allah.  As he prays, the computer screen blinks off with a loud click.  Frozen, Usama pounds desperately on the keyboard.  Screaming, "Impossible!!!".   Up on the surface, where the gas has begun to clear, we see twenty Special Forces standing around an electromagnetic device.  Iraqi bodies litter the area.)

Soldier: Now quick, pulse it again in the other angle.

(The gun retargets and pulses.  Flash to SF Bunker.  All screens display the message fatal error.)

Head: That's it then. (pause) We did it.

(Flash to Usama.  He quickly turns to another computer, also connected to the device.  He turns it on, and in a few moments it is loaded.  He pounds again on the keyboard.  Behind him a nat circles.  Flash to David, speaking to Driver.)

David: Christ, inject him now!

Computer: Landings are difficult, I have to get better position before I can try.  Give me thirty seconds.

David: Alright, ram him!

Computer: What?

David: You remember what I said about no dissent, Michael?  Those bugs are supposed to be strong, it'll take the impact and stick to his mess, then you can rotate the stinger and stick him.  Do it!!

(The bug rushes forward and disappears into the gooey flesh.  Usama immediately stands up, perplexed.  Flash to Chiam.)

Chiam: Awake, daemon.

(Usama begins screaming and tears his mask off.  Olive skin oozes onto the floor.  Usama leaps towards the wall headfirst and crashes into it.  He wiggles unconscious on the floor.

The gas continues to eat through his body.  Down in the bunker Usama rots away.)

III-3-1

(Satellite video shows two figures entering a building in the desert.  We get close up to the building.  A truck pulls up outside.  Inside special agents check their equipment.  Computer man yells "Where's that feed on the first floor, Jimmy?".  On his computer screen pops a view from a window.  Computer closes up on the men with guns inside.  Now we are inside Chiam's adopted reservation.  David and Chiam are sitting in conference in the main reservation building, second floor.  Armed guards patrol the first floor.  They watch a presidential address.  (shaken) I come to you tonight in the wake of the greatest tragedy this world has ever seen.  New York, LA, Jerusalem and Paris have been destroyed.  Rome has also now been obliterated from a sea-launched warhead.  I swear with every breath in me that these horrendous deeds will not go unpunished.  Moments ago, an elite military force of 50,000 men took control of Baghdad.  In the ensuing firefights, Saddam Hussein, Osama Bin Laden and his court were killed.  Further investigations will place the blame where it belongs.  I promise you today, those millions of American souls will be avenged . . . 

David: (slowly) There's no other way.  I gotta go into hiding now, I'm a liability.  If they seize me, the whole blackmail's off.  And I gotta get going like immediately.  Worst case I die.  The blackmail's set up so it will persist after my death; we got all them rich fucks in the bag.

Chiam: Time to wake up.

David: (excited) Just as God gave us great scientific developments a century ago, to spur our spiritual revelation.  Right as this horrible century begins, Albert Einstein ruminates on time and changes science's whole worldview.  From modern physics, of which he gave birth, come critical insights into the nature of the universe; the common bond of building blocks and energy that make everything up.  That there's no absolute perceptions, only relative ones, so we must respect every point of view.  To know humility.  The idea that no two electrons can occupy the same space tells us of individuality, that everyone walks a different path.  A century after digesting this we come to another revelation on time.  From Will.  He tells us we are prisoners of time's arrow, that we have no control.  Fatalism, the spiritual revelation that follows the scientific discovery.

Chiam: Technology is but a manifestation of human genius.  What we have to fear is ourselves. (pause) Indeed, science offers us enlightenment and death.  And we can learn equally from biological sciences the basic laws of the universe.  Evolutionary theory portrays life, and all that came before and around it, as a continuing series of problems to be solved, an education.  So complex, yet so fragile.  Emphasis is placed on variety, and the new.  And while there is competition, there is even more cooperation.  This is what God is telling us life is all about.  From rumination on nature's mechanisms we can learn God's intent for us.  So we can again be in his graces.  No more selfish ethic.  Hopefully we'll wake up to this in time.

David: (foreboding look) Well, mortality's just another illusion, so I got no worries.  No worries.  We must forsake the illusion of free will in order to survive, with full knowledge that we could easily go over the abyss if we don't.  To give up our ethnocentric culture, and to accept humanity as a small, fleeting part of an infinite universe, with a population and past that would boggle a human mind forever.  Our part in this revelation is at an end, it's out of our hands now.  You can publish our story to the net, but that's it, the ball's in their court.  As long as we maintain our errant ways, we're courting Armageddon.  Warring with the planet, with ourselves, we are in the wrong, so it's no wonder we desire at some level our own destruction.  As long as there are mass human rights violations, and as long as we allow ourselves to be led about by greed, the fire is near.  S'like that earthquake that hit Seattle after the WTO riots.  A sign from God, at the heart of the controversy.  Like the Foot and Mouth disease that's ravaging Europe's livestock.  That's God telling us to stop treating animals as if humans are superior.  If we don't stop believing this crazy illusion that humans are the end product of evolution, we'll destroy all life on this planet.  A self-fulfilling prophecy.  (pause) We need to learn acceptance.  A holistic view of man accepts the bad and good as two sides of the same coin.  Acceptance.  The apocalypse, the destruction of humanity, will concern a conflict that reaches to our ancestral roots - the Taker war and the Israeli-Palestinian conflict.  And even if we don't wake up, I think we'll survive.  We learn from waste, but if we are to be totally wasted, what is the point of creation?  God has a plan for us, beyond apocalypse.

(Automatic rifles begin blaring away down stairs.)

David: (slowly) You've gotta hide.  They want me, but if they see you your dead.

Chiam: Then you will hide too.

David: They would search for me and find us.

Chiam: What are you going to do?

David: (pause, scared) I'm gonna die.  All part of the plan, right?  

Chiam: (whispering) Not you.

David: Maybe this is something I've always wanted.  I began life hating myself for my imperfections, just like the antichrist.  I found salvation from this hell in believing I was the chosen one, the messiah.  But while the antichrist loves himself for his newfound identity, I hate myself for the arrogant presumption that I am greater than other men.   S'like I'm trying to be like Jesus; hate myself so much I prepare my own crucifixion.  My suicide solution. (pause) I don't think I have any choice in the matter.

Chiam: But if you die, the blackmail's off, right?

David: No.  If I stay alive, they might use me to call it off.  But if I die . . . well, our CEOs are now holed up in fortified bunkers, listening for America's response.  If old GW responds with weapons of mass destruction, they pull the plug on the US economy. (pause) I'm dead anyway.

(They hug and part. Government agents pound up the stairs, the guards lying dead behind them.  A door lies ahead of them on the landing.   David walks down a dark corridor, gun raised ahead of him.  He passes the only lit area of the corridor.  On the wall hangs a large photograph of a colonized Indian hitting a pipe.  David sees his reflection, and lowers his gun.  In the reflection he becomes a musulman of dead long ago.  He continues down the corridor.  David stands alone on the other side of the door.  With a moment to self.  He's holding out the Colt 45 automatic, regarding it deeply.  David opens the door to see a group of the agents coming up the stairs.  David fires over their heads and they return with a hail of fire and kill David, with a couple bullets to the side of the head.  David slumps against the wall to his knees.  Black blood creeps into both eyeballs, and he has eight-ball hemoraging in seconds.  He is left staring, mouth open, facing away from the killers.  Chiam lets out a tear in her hiding place in the ceiling.) 

III-3-2

(Next day, Chiam's modest apartment, where she sits at David's labtop.  On the screen is the story she has written.  She is at the end, putting a final read on it.  We see on the screen: If i Ruled the World - Microsoft Word, and then the last page of the document.  He slumps back, silence creeping across his face.  Staring off into the distance his eyes fill with blood from his head wounds, and they turn black in respect.  David is left gazing a gazley stare away from his killers, off into the distance.  She presses enter and sends our story to the net for anyone to view, with emails to six million people.  Her gaze falls on the desktop background, where a tree, much like the tree of knowledge, grows by the strings (sun rays) held by the sun.  Zooming in on the tree, we fade out to see it has transformed into the '47 Sicily Boy's picture.  The sun that has been playing through the blinds works down to the face of Sicily Boy.  Zoom in to see the delight in the boy's eyes.  Then light brightens to a blinding glare.)

(THE END BM: “Sympathy for the Devil” by Stones.  Only now do we see the credits.)

· During long monologues, pictures are shown of the subject matter - global and personal video.

· No dates, just specified as the near future.
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