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The Last Transition…
This is a journey into the worlds of digital technology,
personal security, the Middle East and cyberspace. To cope with
his own reactions to September 11th, Bob Marchant began to share
some positive memories about Iran and the Middle East over the
Internet with his friends. Suddenly, unknown forces threatened to
steal his identity and take control of his website and his life. As he
was unable to tell who these people were or what they represented,
he turned to trusted friends to help him find ways to resist and to
make the Internet safer. In the process, he became a champion for
protecting cyberspace for future generations and becomes deeply
involved in restoring civility to the real world. Can he succeed?
This tale highlights some of the fallout of globalization and
some other negative realities that unfortunately you may be already
too familiar with. By looking at these problems through one man’s
perspective, you will be transported through the complexities of
today’s open Internet with ease. In non-traditional wars with closed
societies, openness becomes a strategic weapon. Bob’s approach to
greater security is twofold. First he advocates using technology to
strengthen the Internet and then he promotes its use to enable us to
communicate more freely with others, to talk openly without media
bias or political overtones, and to get more truth on the table for a
better understanding of what we want to know, whether it’s from
sources around the world or across the street. We must be vigilant
and mindful of the needs of others and learn how we can work
together to address those problems that threaten us all.
What’s at stake? What does this turmoil in the world mean
to you? Is there something you can do? It may all be up to you!
Until a printed version is available in bookstores, please tell
everyone that this adventure can be a free PDF download to them
by simply pointing their Internet browser to:
http://web.mac.com/magnant/iWeb/Last_Transition/
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But leave the Wise to wrangle, and with me
The Quarrel of the Universe let be:
And, in some corner of the Hubbub couch’d,
Make Game of that which makes as much of Thee.

For in and out, above, about, below,
‘Tis nothing but a Magic Shadow-show,
Play’d in a Box whose Candle is the Sun,
Round which we Phantom Figures come and go.

…The Rubayyat of Omar Khayyam
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The Last Transition…
…bob magnant

From simple origins…
1
Whoa! I must have dozed off; television will sometimes
do that to me. What in God’s name is this? I have no idea what
I’m watching now; what I’m seeing doesn’t appear to make any
sense. It looks like a scene out of Backdraft or Ladder 49. Roaring
flames seem to be everywhere and bloodied people, obviously
badly hurt, are screaming and crying. Apparently this is a live TV
feed and it looks like an absolute catastrophe. The reporter appears
somewhat traumatized; I can’t even tell where this is coming from.
Suddenly a loud explosion overwhelms him and the images on the
screen shudder. He’s visibly shaken as well.
“I think that blast came from the hotel area near Interstate
4,” he shouts! “Everyone here is in total panic now, trying to exit
the park any way that they can. Three fiery explosions within the
past ten minutes have turned this holiday event into an unspeakable
tragedy. Our ABC crew was here to broadcast today’s parade live
when two large explosions tore through Main Street USA and the
World Pavilion at Epcot. All Orlando first responders are to report
immediately to their assigned disaster staging areas. There are also
other fires being reported in from…”
The screen went fuzzy and a hissing noise indicating a ‘loss
of signal’ filled the room. ‘My God! They are terrorizing where the
world comes to play!’ I bellowed. ‘Somebody has staged a terror
attack at DisneyWorld!’ I tried to extract myself from my chair and
somehow I couldn’t; my leg was caught. Where were Judy and the
kids? I need to find them now but I’m pinned to the floor! I tried to
break free, thrashing wildly! Where is Judy! I cried out for her,
shouting desperately… ‘Judy! Are you here? Where are you?’
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I rolled to one side, kicking out and squinting. The room
was pitch black, like a bottomless pit, and I was soaked in sweat. I
can barely make out three large red numbers - a four, a zero and a
five floating just above my nightstand - glowing in that dull pattern
of a clock radio’s face. With the exception of those fuzzy dots, the
bedroom was like a tomb. There was nothing to see and nothing to
hear and Judy was soundly sleeping next to me. I’m wide-awake…
I didn’t like that one bit! I turned over on my back to let the
sleep slip gently from all my senses. What a nightmare! Where do
these episodes come from? Is it a 9/11 syndrome? Maybe watching
too much TV will do that to you. When I see how mixed up things
are around the world, my disaffection for my fellow man simply
becomes uncontrollable. The violence that was epitomized by the
tragedies of September 11th, Madrid and Bali, coupled with some
deep-rooted frustrations, could probably be the primary source of
my discontent. Whatever happened to the eternal optimism of my
youth? I just don’t know. At least it’s not time for me to get up yet;
that’s not until six or seven. You see, I have never really ‘retired.’
2
I’m over sixty years old now and that by itself might be
cause enough for someone to start reflecting upon their personal
contentment or on their decreased physical abilities, or even their
insecurities. Actually I normally feel great; I have nothing but an
occasional ache or a bit of fatigue, what I’d describe as more like a
sense of heaviness in my body. Perhaps I am carrying an extra 20
lbs as well but that’s not what I’m talking about.
I’ve always believed that if you work hard at something,
you could accomplish just about anything you wanted, especially if
you kept focused. Of course, that kind of tunnel vision doesn’t take
into account greed, natural disaster, human nature, terrorism or any
of the other realities of the world that are stacked against us. When
you do realize that such forces exist and work against everyone
sooner or later, that’s certifiably depressing.
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I will concede that age has been becoming more prominent
in my daily considerations. Before I retired, I’d typically put in a
ten-hour workday and I still do today. But I find that I’m much
more tired by the end of a day than I previously remember. Then,
when I think about the things I’ve accomplished, especially those
that I considered important, it seems that most of them occurred
more than half my life ago! Now I don’t want you to get the idea
that these thoughts of aging always preoccupy my mind, but
sometimes they do grab my attention and cause me to stop and
think, ‘Where did the time go?’
Additionally, I’ve experienced what I’ll call abnormal
sensations during my waking hours. Sometimes I have the feeling
that I’m totally separate from my surroundings and I’m looking
upon things with a detachment that’s almost of ‘out-of-body’
proportions. There I am, in a trance-like state, watching events
from the sidelines like a spectator at a sports arena, who’s also
watching what’s happening through a TV screen. I know that
sounds strange, but that’s the only way that I’ve been able to
describe it to date. It’s almost like being in one world while
peering into another one, kind of like looking into a fish bowl. Try
explaining that to someone that you feel close to, particularly if
you’re not used to getting questioning looks from people! Am I
becoming unstable? Maybe I need some real help.
3
“Bob, someone is talking to you.”
“What is it, honey?” I call out but only silence answers me.
Suddenly, I find myself wide-awake again, trying to deal
with my mysterious dilemma. The clock says 4:05 AM and it’s the
middle of the night once more. Now where was that voice coming
from? Sometimes I could swear that Judy is playing some part in
what’s going on but then again I’m certain that she isn’t. Maybe
it’s all happening right inside my head. That could definitely be a
possibility, but I don’t know for sure.
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On occasion I’ve had some recollections that were as vivid
to me as they were foreign. I have tried explaining these weird
thoughts to others, but to date most of them have been far beyond
the comprehension of anybody that I had the courage to approach,
even some that were fairly close to me. It might be becoming more
of a problem than it used to be.
I haven’t the foggiest idea what it was that woke me up on
this particular night; it might just be that I’m a bit restless. But this
is not the first time I’ve felt like this. Perhaps deep down I have
something that’s eating at me. What that might be or why it’s there
I have no idea. But right now, for the record, waking up for no
reason seems to have become a frequent event. I suddenly find
myself wide-awake in the dead of night and I’m thinking, “What’s
waking me up?” I must admit that I am becoming more than a little
curious and also more paranoid with each time that it happens. But
why me?
I marvel at the accuracy of the body’s internal clock, and
mine especially. It will often wake me within the minute or two
before my alarm clock is set to go off to rouse me for the day. Now
that’s what I call spooky! It’s as if my body already senses that the
alarm is getting ready to go off. I will normally sleep straight
through the night, like a rock as they say. Typically, I’m not the
kind of person who will simply wake up for anything, at least not
without some very good reason – like my darling Judy talking in
her sleep or the cycling of our overworked air conditioner on a
particularly sultry Florida night.
I haven’t been keeping track of these sleepless incidents,
but my sense is that my ‘awakenings for no apparent reason’ are
recurring on a much more regular basis than I may have previously
realized, especially within the last six months. Maybe it’s just
happening more often than I would care to think about. I’ve
promised myself that from now on I will note this unsettling
behavior with a bit more scrutiny than I would have previously
believed necessary. I really don’t know why I have suddenly
decided to do this. First, I can’t imagine why I’d think that I have a
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problem or why I would even assume that there might be a pattern
to my sleeplessness or that the frequency of nocturnal episodes
would mean anything? Still, I find myself looking for answers.
4
Several years ago, my friend Terry Nicholas from
Virginia recommended a book to me entitled The Man Who
Turned Into Himself by David Ambrose. It turned out to be quite a
captivating tale that has drawn me back into thinking about it on
several occasions. It’s a story based on the ‘many worlds’ theory of
quantum physics and it tells of a man who’s dealing with his
existence in parallel worlds. I found it to be more psychological
than technical, but it was obviously an idea that I’ve found worth
pondering, especially when it was four in the morning and I was
wide-awake! Because my roots are technical, I’m always trying to
find explanations for things that I find hard to believe. So I’d
wonder if perhaps I too might exist in more than one world. Maybe
I was already doing just that.
Once when walking through the Dallas Airport terminal, as
a gentleman about my age and I approached one another, I had the
strong sensation that I already knew him. We passed and neither of
us changed pace. But after we passed, I turned to look over my
shoulder at him - only to find that he was looking back at me!
Smiling, we approached each other, exchanged pleasantries, and
confirmed that we were both responding to this strong feeling of
knowing each other previously. As is typical with air travelers, we
both had some time to kill so we spent the better part of the next
hour comparing backgrounds and experiences. We couldn’t come
up with a common thread to link us and continued our separate
ways. That was years ago but to this day I still wonder about who
he was.
I’ve also had other passing episodes that have left me
thinking, ‘Did that really happen or was that something that I
dreamt?’ One time that I specifically remember was smack in the
middle of the day. I had a warm, thoughtful memory about a
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relationship with a pretty young lady, quite complete with feelings
and emotions. It felt more like a flashback than a memory, but no
matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t resurrect a single fact with
which I could ground it. The closest I could come was a cross
between an old Army buddy’s sister and my good friend’s wife but
in truth I knew it was neither.
5
My dilemma is where do you begin to look for answers
to such nebulous questions. Fortunately, the world’s information
resources are virtually at the fingertips of everyone on the planet
now, unlike in the past when it was either impractical or basically
impossible to share information. The personal computer and the
amazing telecommunications technologies that exist today have
transformed the simple world that I remember. When I was a kid,
my telephone number used to be ‘423’ and you had to first turn a
crank to get an operator’s attention to connect you with somebody
else! Now electronic miracles have transformed our world into that
small town again but now it comes with an unlimited, easy-toshare digital library. I never cease to be amazed at what treasures
can be found in today’s ‘libraries without walls’ with only a slight
effort. It’s not just great; it’s wonderful! Forgive me for jumping
onto a soapbox but that’s how I feel about today’s technologies
and the services that the Internet now provides. But it can be scary.
When I wake up in the middle of the night my computer is
still sleeping, but with just a light tap on the spacebar it comes to
life and I can peruse the far reaches of cyberspace. I start browsing
my alternative world by first checking out the news of the real
world on CNN’s homepage to make certain that all is well with
events around the planet. I was never one for reading daily
newspapers before on-line news systems came into existence. I
now faithfully read the new news formats, particularly because
they offer instant access to global information. With television
you’re subjected to all of the gratuitous junk that comes with it. I
choose only the things that I’m interested in learning about now.
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I typed in my first buzzwords for the evening - ‘many
worlds theory’ - and my Google search engine leapt to the task of
qualifying my topic within just a few seconds, finding 5260 web
pages for me to ‘link’ to. Google boasts that they have more than 3
billion pages indexed in their database. Since nothing jumped right
out at me, my next try was ‘parallel universes - alternate worlds’
and a list of 1287 books popped up, dating back to 1865 and more
specifically to Lewis Carroll’s Alice, one that we all know. As you
can see, such a thought might not be considered today’s norm but
it certainly isn’t an idea that comes across as being totally
uncommon or to be thought of as completely new.
I poked around the Web a bit more and came up with the
following facts. The ‘many worlds theory,’ with its origins in
quantum physics, was first presented as science in a journal paper
written by Hugh Everett III, who was a student at Princeton at the
time. Once you recognized that each particle within the subatomic
realm travels as a wave, then ‘simultaneity’ applies to every
possible outcome of each quantum event. So Everett concluded
that the universe was not limited to just one observed reality, but
rather that all other possible worlds branch away from every
possible particle event. The conclusion, therefore, is that many
‘other worlds’ or ‘branches of time’ exist simultaneously that are
just as real as our own. There may be much more fun going on out
there among your many lives than you’ve yet to realize!
Next I ‘linked’ to a page entitled ‘Hugh Everett III and the
Many Worlds Theory’ and read more. Suddenly my mind began to
turn to mush. Someone named Devin Harris created this page as
part of his site called ‘everythingforever.com’. Here he had written
quite extensively on the idea of a universe of all possible states.
He’d noted also that he was currently writing a book with the same
name as the website. It’s not that this was an obscure site; since
1999, some 71,694 visitors had gone to his site before I did!
Reading a little deeper, I learned that 1999 was when Scientific
American had noticed his site and offered a link to it. From the
subsequent postings, his ideas appeared to be well regarded. To
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me, this was another perfect, mind-boggling example of just how
endless the scope of cyberspace appears to be!
I was now drowsy enough to go back to bed and sleep; how
much my brain would retain in the morning was a separate
question. I’m sure that Judy didn’t even miss me.
6
While I’m obviously enamored with cyberspace, I’m
quite grounded in the real world as well, and there are a lot of good
reasons for that. I was born January 1942 in a small New England
town, Robert Craig Marchant. I was a Cub Scout, played Little
League baseball and worked picking apples at the local orchard for
fifty cents an hour. I attended an all boys’ Catholic prep school,
had a girl friend with freckles, studied engineering in college and
went into the Army ‘to fulfill my military obligation at my
convenience.’ It was a kinder, gentle world back then but suddenly
that all changed.
Once you got past the idea that an unknown assassin had
gunned down the President of the United States, you could believe
anything. In 1963, I believed that Communist guerrilla fighters
were attempting to destroy the helpless peasants of a small agrarian
country in Southeast Asia. In truth, the only people that were
aware of what America was doing in Viet Nam back then were
those in-country and their families and friends back home.
Typically no one else had very much interest or any background
information to go on. In fact, many Americans had been involved
in the former Indochina since the French were expelled in the
1950s and several of our military personnel had already died there
‘in the service of their country’.
Apparently these casualties had been reported back home
with all the passion of freeway fatalities and very few people had
even noticed. From 1955 to 1963, the American headcount in Viet
Nam steadily grew from less than 500 troops to the roughly 12,000
military that were there when I arrived in Saigon that Christmas.
We were actually in the process of increasing the US support then,
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across the board, and were in fact Americanizing this war. When I
departed Viet Nam in March 1965, the number of US forces in the
country had jumped to 26,000, the Advisory Campaign officially
ended and the new mission had been identified as the Defensive
Campaign. Two years later, more than a half million Americans
were involved in that horrible conflict.
In retrospect, what lessons had I learned back then at the
age of twenty-three? My experiences in Viet Nam were what made
the first lasting impressions upon my life. I saw that the finality of
death was something tangible, something that you could recognize,
something that you could smell. I also saw how life was valued
from an assortment of perspectives and witnessed first hand the
grim lessons of man’s inhumanity to man.
While I had survived these first tests of life with flying
colors, for all intents and purposes I still had no idea as to who I
really was. Where did I really fit in this big wide world? Life for
me began in Oxford, Massachusetts, a small bedroom community
of 4000 people. The town’s claim to fame was as the birthplace of
Clara Barton, the founder of the American Red Cross. I’d started
down the road of life with tiny little steps, just a babe in the woods.
Then, by some quirk of fate, I’d been flung half way
around the globe to Southeast Asia, to what seemed at the time to
be a vast and uncharted morass, and I still survived! What was next
for this handsome American ‘soldier of fortune’ had not been
written yet. I was still green, literally, and I was just going with the
flow.
One day I was wearing an Army uniform; the next day I
was a Department of the Army civilian on the New Jersey shore,
working as an engineer developing military electronics. And what
was my area of expertise? Why I had just returned from Viet Nam!
And the passion of my youth was still bubbling over. What’s more,
I hadn’t lost my enthusiasm for fighting the Communist hordes and
taking back the South Viet Nam countryside for the poor peasants.
I even volunteered to go back to the war zone as a field
engineer… and I found myself back in Saigon for six months,
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working as a civilian with developmental equipment that had been
deployed. My return in November of 1967 was just in time for the
Têt Offensive, which would turn out to be a major turning point of
the war.
7
These are the political foundations of the world that I
grew up in and there was one other major influence as well;
computer technology and I grew up together! You might say that
we were of the same generation and what a generation it’s been.
But that stuff is ancient history and I’m already getting off track.
That doesn’t relate to what’s happening with me now, to my
sleeplessness or to my anxiety… or does it?
I telephoned Sy Goodman, an old boss and someone who
had always been a great mentor to me. I needed another person’s
opinion and Sy was someone who always cared about what was
happening in the world. He lives right here in Florida. He had
retired to Boca Raton over 25 years ago and we hadn’t seen much
of each other for a very long time; we were overdue. His mellow,
distinctive ‘hello’ made me smile as he answered the phone.
“Hi Sy,” I began. “It’s Bob. Do you remember your
adopted son up in Palm Beach?”
“Hello, Bob,” he said. “I recognized your voice. It certainly
has been a long time. How are you and how’s Judy and all of your
family?” Sy was always the ‘perfect gentleman.’
“We’re all fine here, Sy,” I replied. “How are you doing? If
all’s well with you, I’d like to come down and pick your brain over
lunch tomorrow.”
“Everything’s great and I’d love to do that with you,” he
answered. “What’s the rush?”
“I just need a quick fix of your sage wisdom and your
global perspective,” I replied. “I am feeling so overwhelmed by
what’s been happening in the world in recent years that I’m now
beginning to question my own good sense of balance, that’s all.”
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“Well get yourself down here tomorrow,” he said, “and
we’ll get things sorted out and solved over a hot pastrami
sandwich. There’s really not much under the sun that’s new and
I’ll look forward to talking about it all with you. Pick me up at
noon?” he asked.
“That’s a date,” I confirmed. “I’ll call you when I’m getting
close and I’ll look forward to seeing you. We can save the gossip
until then.” Sy disconnected and I hung up the phone.
As I drove down the Interstate toward Boca Raton, I
thought about what I might discuss with Sy. Since he and I are a
generation apart, I felt certain that he could add some seasoning
and some reasoning to my feelings. He’d been a faithful Middle
East watcher since before the Yom Kippur War but the Internet
wasn’t any more a novelty to him than it was to me. The fact that
we now have the power right at our fingertips to change the world
around us might be lost on him because neither one of us has ever
had that kind of power available to use before. These are definitely
amazing times that we are living in.
8
When technology took off after World War II, Sy was
very much a part of the electronics development that brought many
wonderful innovations into our lives. Sixty years later, most people
are still unaware of how much they benefit from these advances.
Computers and telecommunications, now called the information
technologies, are still the driving forces behind many of the great
advancements in the world today. Telecommunications, which is
defined as the process of communicating with electronics over
distance, began more than a century ago during the development of
the railroads. The telegraph and telephone matured further with the
world wars and now we have radio reaching beyond the stars with
satellites and fiber optics making distances disappear.
Digital technology has now been imbedded into virtually
everything. While personal computers have evolved into extremely
powerful tools, put simply they are only dumb machines put
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together by smart people. Let’s face it, some of the machines are
better than others and some of the people are smarter than others.
Computers can entertain you, interact with you and support your
personal needs. Digital technology is transforming what we hear
and what we see. Today our music and our movies are stored on
shiny discs and chips. We now carry entire libraries and ‘virtual
worlds to explore’ in our pockets. This magic surfaced when this
digitized data began to merge with our modern telecommunication
systems, forming networks of shared resources and giving birth to
a worldwide web of information. This was the foundation of the
Internet and the roots of cyberspace.
The first Internet was built in the 70s as a government
research tool for networking and information sharing. Prior to
1991, using the Internet for commerce was strictly prohibited, but
it was unsecured and open and not designed to be hidden. As
businesses relied increasingly on computer and communications
efficiencies, cyberspace grew. With this, the World Wide Web was
born and the world’s information resources grew exponentially as
did our access to these digitized repositories of information.
Technically the Internet became the World Wide Web
when Tim Berners-Lee showed us how open systems of servers
using specialized HTML coding could easily create, access,
transfer and share specially formatted documents called ‘pages.’
The number of Internet pages ‘linked’ together and accessible
today, through more than 4 million public websites is estimated in
the billions. There may be as many as 50 times that number of
pages that make up an invisible web, those private systems that are
protected from being accessed by the general public. Access to
information is everywhere and the unlimited sharing possibilities
continue to avail themselves. I didn’t realize it then but there were
new forces at work and new worlds being born. I’d just turned 50.
9
“Hello Bob,” greeted Sy as he opened the door to his
apartment. “You look wonderful.”
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“And so do you.” I said as I gave him a hug. “Are you
ready to go to Toojay’s?”
“Sounds good to me,” he replied. “Let me get my hat; it’s
so good to see you!”
Toojay’s is a popular restaurant/deli chain in South Florida
that has great food and there was one located just a few blocks
from Sy’s retirement community. Luckily, we were able to get
right in and order quickly because we were both starving.
It was always good to see Sy. He has a way of looking at
things that invariably makes them seem better, no matter what. Sy
knew of my long time interest in Iran and the Middle East and he
understood that my concerns for the area were well founded. I told
him that I thought the Internet and global modernization were on a
collision course and that the information tools at the world’s
disposal today were not being used very effectively.
“What do you mean by that?” said Sy. “Just keep it simple
and tell me what’s on your mind.”
“The way I see it,” I began, “as the Internet’s wires were
connecting the far corners of the world together, the issues of both
personal security and personal choice became more threatened and
more immediate and that bothers me. Our protections from global
terrorism and our loss of personal privacy have now become the
two sides of the same coin!”
I confided in him how I seemed to be preoccupied by
political events lately and that I don’t think that my sense of
desperation is too healthy a state of mind to be in.
“You’re right,” he said. “It’s not. So what are you planning
to do about it, Bob?”
“I guess that’s the real problem, Sy. I don’t know!”
“Well what are you thinking?” he prodded. “You’ve always
been a smart guy.”
I paused for a moment. “Well you know how excited I’ve
become in recent years about the Internet. I just feel that so much
of our future is riding on it.”
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“Why do you say that?” he countered. “So far, I just
haven’t gotten that much use out of it. My grandchildren all use it
but I just don’t seem to have the time.”
“Well think about it this way,” I began. “Traditionally,
we’ve only lived in a real world. We may take flights of fancy in
our dreams, but somehow we always end up back in our own beds,
safe and warm. That’s ‘real space,’ it’s where we are. Right now
it’s Toojay’s but it could be my old office or maybe in New Jersey,
out in your daughter’s backyard. It’s a world that’s defined both by
man-made laws and other laws that are not of governments. For
example, limited life is not a man-made law; we’ll all die some
day. Man-made laws can’t change that. But cyberspace is a new
landscape, where new rules are being written in ways that place it
far beyond the regulation of governments.”
“OK,” said Sy, “I’ll accept that much; I’m with you so far.
Keep going; I’m finding your comments very interesting.”
“People now live in cyberspace,” I proclaimed, “interacting
and experiencing the same sorts of things that they’ve experienced
in ‘real space’ and even more. These are not just a few individuals
working in laboratories or a group of kids playing with high-tech
computer games. These are people like you and me and they are
trying out ‘life in cyberspace’ through the sharing of information.
Their experiences can be among people that already know each
other or among strangers; they’re like you and me in the most
traditional sense. Some have only come to know or respect or love
in this ‘other world’ that we call cyberspace and that’s a possibility
that simply did not exist 30 years ago.”
Sy nodded and smiled; I continued.
“Cyberspace is not just one place; it’s many places, each
with different characteristics. A unique aspect of cyberspace is that
when you’re in it, you occupy a place in both real space and
cyberspace simultaneously. The differences between them come
from those people who populate them; these folks form virtual
communities that differ from the real communities that they occupy
as individuals in real space. In some ways, the Internet equalizes
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people, embodying them with attributes that they might not have in
real space. Architectural features in cyberspace can enable people
who are considered disabled in ‘real space.’ In cyberspace deaf
people can be made to ‘hear’ and blind people made to ‘see.’ That
describes another world to me; some might call it a parallel world.”
Sy smiled again and then scowled slightly. “That step was
just a little bit bigger than the last one,” he said. “And now you are
beginning to tax this tired old mind of mine.”
Like Yoda, he’d said nothing but he had clearly heard
every word that I said. I laughed and my mind flashed back to
when I first started working for Sy, shortly after I’d come back
from Viet Nam. He and I had experienced many changes to the
world since then from two totally different perspectives. I was still
an awkward child of the 60’s and a part of ‘the establishment’ as
well; he was the boss. He sent me to California’s San Fernando
Valley, working on military electronics with Lockheed as part of
the ‘evil military-industrial complex’ on an Army Attack
Helicopter program. As chance would have it, a boyhood friend
who now lived in LA was also working with the aircraft industry.
A radical ex-marine, he had adopted the gospel of Huey Newton
and the Black Panthers. One day he warned me up front that I
should not try to get too close with him now. “I’d hate for you to
learn something where you’d have to be hurt” he confided.
‘Please,’ I thought to myself, ‘you don’t have to warn me twice!
Oh, the times they were a changing.’
After working with Sy back in New Jersey for another two
years, I was literally ready to run away with the circus. Life didn’t
seem to provide much excitement anymore. After my best friend
quit his job, he and I took off to Switzerland and Austria for nearly
two months to learn all about skiing and to experience ‘how the
other half lived.’ The bottom line was that we both liked it! I was
all set to jump off the deep end of life into obscurity when some
common sense and an Army general who I had previously worked
for intervened. “I’ve got a problem in Iran,” he told me, “and I
could use your help. I know that you were asking about going to
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Europe, but I need you in Tehran first and I’ll work on getting you
to Germany after that.” Being a practical man and having no other
option on the table, how could I say no?
There was just one glitch. During a visit back to Cape Cod
just a few weeks earlier, I’d been struck by ‘a thunderbolt,’ like
Michael Corleone in The Godfather. As I sat in a small seaside
restaurant, I was thoroughly captivated by the brown-eyed Irish
lass who waited on me. But wiser minds prevailed. The general
wanted me in Iran so badly that he had all the details written into
my travel orders! Within five weeks, I had two visits with my new
handlers at their headquarters in Arizona, I changed jobs, I was
promoted and I married the lass from Lowell and honeymooned in
Switzerland. It was all in the orders. When Mr. and Mrs. Marchant
landed in Mehrabad Airport in Tehran in January 1971, I’d reached
another plateau in my life as reality and its basic rules began to
kick in and manifest themselves once more.
Suddenly I was back in Toojay’s with Sy sitting across
from me, paternally smiling at me, watching my thoughts play out
across my face. “There’s a lot to think about, isn’t there” he said.
“The gods have made this world quite complex and things are
seldom simple. But as long as there are good people like you who
believe in the future, it will get better. I know that you’ll figure
things out. I always said that you were smart.”
I smiled and reached across the table and patted his hand.
“Thank you again,” I said. “I just need that occasional reassurance
from the people who I believe in. We should do this more often.”
“Yes,” smiled Sy. “I think we should.”
10
On my drive back to Jupiter, I thought about Iran as
more of the visions from my past continued to play out in my
mind. I had only the fondest memories of the time that I had spent
in the Middle East. Two of the real pleasures that you discover
when you are living in a place like Tehran are the climate and the
geography. It’s high desert, much like that of Albuquerque or
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Denver, with those brilliant blue skies, sunny and dry, and the
beautiful snow-capped mountains nearby. In the early 1970s, I was
fortunate to have had the opportunity to work there as an engineer
there as part of a foreign assistance program that was helping the
Imperial Iranian Gendarmerie to upgrade their telephone and
mobile telecommunications systems. The Gendarmerie, or the IIG
as we called it, was sort of a combination of the National Guard
and the local sheriff units that were rolled into one and spread
throughout the country. The IIG’s job was to help the Iranian
people move into the 20th century as the Shah’s modernization
efforts reached into remote villages, some untouched by time.
After more than 30 years, I still have some vivid images
that are burned deep within my mind. These experiences helped
me to connect with this region of the world and with its people. For
an instant, I will try to transport you to another place, where
experiences transcend time and culture. I want to share these times
with you to promote greater understanding and compassion for all
people of the Middle East as their struggles for change and
modernization continue. In telling this story, I won’t attempt to
analyze the politics of the Pahlavi government or the role of the US
at that time. In my mind, those are really separate issues and not
very simple subjects. However, what I will try to conjure for you
are a few pictures of a different world, but not of different people.
They may come from a variety of roots and histories but, when you
get down to fundamentals, Iranian people are pretty much like you
and me. My first realization of that took place on the street right in
front of my apartment early in my stay in Tehran. It was a city of
three million people then, sprawling in all directions across the
desert plateau and to the north into the foothills of the Alborz
Mountains.
Iran’s economy was booming in 1971 and evidence of new
construction was all around. Not only was the Shah dramatically
overhauling the infrastructures of his vast country, he was
simultaneously preparing its people for a celebration to top all
celebrations, the 2500th Anniversary of the Persian Empire. New
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roads, new businesses and new utilities were visible in almost
every direction. The more that you looked the more that you saw;
the western educated middle class pacing the demand for change.
Tehran was a mix of East and West everywhere and it was not
uncommon to see both the old and the new side by side within the
city. But out in the countryside change came at a much slower
pace. It was said that if you pointed your car in the right direction,
you could easily travel ten centuries back in time before you'd
driven an hour or two.
There were many foreigners - Americans, British, Soviets,
Japanese, French and Germans - the list was endless. The Shah
was building highways, pipelines and hydroelectric dams and
buying Western conveniences, military weapons and all the newest
technology. The world’s businesses were there in force to help him
shop. Consequently, the old bazaars were not that far from Ray's
Pizza or the Tehran Hilton. In some of Iran’s cities, the
government was in the process of creating domestic manufacturing
capabilities through joint ventures with large international
corporations. Foreign workers were scattered throughout the
country, living amongst the middle classes. I lived in the northern
part of Tehran in a modest apartment by any standards, located in a
quiet neighborhood. As most signs were written in Farsi and used
Arabic script, language was the first obstacle that needed to be
dealt with. Unless you could read the script, you had to use
landmarks to navigate. And when you saw nothing familiar, it
could be terrifying.
11
Looking from my front window, diagonally across the
street from my apartment, I could see what I referred to as the
neighborhood ‘bread store’. Not much more than a small stone
oven in a wall, it was where the local baker made and sold his
unleavened bread. Called ‘noon’, it has been a Persian staple for
centuries. I liked watching the people come and go. The young
girls and women of Tehran moved through the streets covered with
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a chador, a traditional black wrap or scarf. They’d wear it over
their head and their western clothes, holding it closed below their
chin with one hand as they went about their daily business.
Oftentimes that hand, or their free arm, would also be clutching a
piece of fresh ‘noon’, wrapped in a page from yesterday’s
newspaper. Sometimes men would stop to buy the bread, too.
While most of them also wore western style clothing, some still
sported a domed felt hat, called the Pahlavi. Long ago, the Shah’s
father had instituted a requirement for tribal men nationwide to
wear it to serve as a symbol of their recognition of the Shah’s rule
of government.
Early one morning as I went out into the street on my way
to work, I noticed a young girl on her way to school. School kids
are easy to spot; they look the same the world over, even in a
chador. She was walking by herself, perhaps eight years old, nine
tops. I had noticed her, even from the other side of the street,
because she seemed very intent on watching me and keeping pace
with me. So I just smiled at her and I watched her and I smiled at
her and I watched her and I smiled; I knew no Farsi. Cleverly, I
thought, perhaps a warm, American greeting just might work to
break the ice with her so I said: “Good morning, Mary Sunshine!”
Without missing a step or letting her chador slip, my young
friend began to transform. As her index fingers on both hands
pushed the corners of her big brown eyes skyward, her pinkies
stretched her mouth grotesquely and her pink tongue wagged
wickedly as she bared her teeth at me and growled mightily.
I knew that she had seen the shock on my face - before I
broke into laughter - for I caught that twinkle in her eyes just
before she resumed her schoolgirl composure and skipped merrily
down the street. And I’m sure that she was thinking, ‘Just like
shooting fish in a barrel’ or something like that, but I’m not certain
how that might actually translate into Farsi. This led me to
conclude my first of three Rules of Communications:
Rule No. 1 – “kids do speak a universal language”
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12
That was only the beginning; there were more of life’s
rules to learn and the laws of nature would begin to play a part.
After working in Tehran for the first few months on the upgrade
plans and the related preparations for the Gendarmerie
communications system, I needed to pay a visit to the southern part
of the country, to one of the many locations that we had selected
for use as remote antenna installations, to evaluate the adequacy of
these radio sites. As I remember it, all that I knew about this
particular site was that it was near the capital city of the province
of Khorramabad and that the National Iranian Oil Company
(NIOC) had previously used it for their telecommunications
network. I had learned a little Farsi by this time to help me to get
around, but most of the people that I dealt with knew English
either from formal schooling or from working with some of my
predecessors. Communications-wise, I felt that I was doing just
fine.
Our trip to the former NIOC site was slated to be a nonevent. It took my partner and I the better part of a day to drive from
Tehran to Gendarmerie headquarters compound in Khorramabad.
What made the trip exciting right off the bat was that it was the
first time that I had driven someplace where I had to stay alert for
the possibility of bandits (!) along the highway. It was evening
when we finally arrived at the IIG compound and we were both
beat. Going right to bed, to prepare for an early morning start, was
certainly an idea whose time had come. I never felt my head hit the
pillow.
My wakeup call came in the form of a thud at the door. The
room had all the comforts of a monastic cell and, in the early
morning light, it failed to change color. It was gray and the hazy
shaft of sunlight that penetrated through its small, high window
failed to add any color or warmth to it. In its own way, the room
was much like the surrounding desert; it was very sparse and
everything came in shades of either brown or gray. But in a way
that’s what made the desert pleasant and, I learned, was what
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contributed to its charm. It was natural - and man had yet to scar or
change it. It was still the way that God, or in this case Allah, had
created it. And it was there for me to see today.
I hadn’t been in open desert before and I was actually
excited about it. I wanted to get an early start, get out to the site
and get the survey completed. My expectations were simple; get
the job done and then move on to another one, or on to some thing
more important in life. The time of the year and the altitude added
coolness to the air that would eventually burn off as the day
awoke. But for now the hot tea and warm bread that we nibbled on,
sitting around a large wooden table, provided just the right amount
of fuel to get my fires started and get me ready for the day.
There were four of us, two Gendarmerie soldiers my
technical assistant and me, who were making the trip to the NIOC
site that day. The plan was that the soldiers would drop us at the
survey site for a few hours to give us enough time to make our
assessments and evaluations, while they continued on to check on
things at a nearby Gendarmerie outpost. After that, if we got back
early enough, my partner and I could head back to Tehran before
the highway became too dangerous to travel. We were off.
We left the small, walled IIG compound and headed back
in the direction of the main road - the one that we had come in on to the outskirts of the town, which wasn’t a very large place to
begin with. Shortly after leaving the populated area, we turned off
of the pavement and onto a secondary hard-pack road that ran
alongside a small, lazy stream. Through the morning mist, I sensed
that we were heading in an easterly direction based on where the
sun’s brilliance was coming from, with Tehran generally to the
north. Because the haze was still burning off, only hints of the
sun’s reds and oranges were shading the distant horizon. All was
quiet with the exception of the whine of the military jeep’s small
engine and the crunch of its tires on the gravel beneath us. The
jeep’s color was a nondescript greenish tan and I’m sure that from
a bird’s eye view, if it weren’t for the plume of dust that was
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following us on our route, that we’d appear to be just another
brown blotch on this desert plain.
I’m not certain from what reference our driver took his cue,
but after about 20 minutes of traveling on the hard pack, he turned
abruptly from the road and off to the right in a more easterly
direction, heading directly into the sun over the unmarked, open
plain. The transition was a fairly smooth one and the ride was
actually not much different from being on the hard pack, and it
may have even been a little quieter. Sometimes the combination of
wind noise and road hum can be mesmerizing and will affect you
when you’re traveling. I don’t specifically recall anyone pointing
out anything to me. Somehow I found myself floating out across
the desert and I remember that my eyes had gradually become
fixed on a dusty, cloud shape on the horizon and that we were
heading directly at it. As it grew, it began to take on color and
character, shape and definition.
Movement, masses, reflections, bits of texture. Animals?
People? Nomads! As we approached, I recognized that we were
heading toward the center of a moving, migrating tribe. My mind
began to scramble to drink in every detail; I had never seen
anything like this! I estimate that there were a couple hundred
animals and probably about fifty or sixty people. The bright colors
of their native dress, contrasted against the desert’s earth tones and
the backlighting of the sun, caught my eyes first. It wasn’t simply
fascinating; it was magnificent!
There was a mix of animals - horses, mules, camels, sheep,
goats, dogs and Allah knows what else; some were being ridden,
some were packed high with all the tribe’s earthly possessions –
their tents, their carpets, their food and their children. Others were
being led or herded in the direction of the migration. Some people
shared the backs of the mules with the baggage or with the smaller
children while others kept pace on foot and helped the dogs to keep
the goatherds in check.
As we closed in, the animals and the people slowly parted
as they made a path for us. Actually it seemed like everything
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stopped… just for a moment. Then we seemed to glide through
their midst, almost hovering on the cool morning air. Colors were
everywhere! Reds! Blues! Golds! And what textures! And those
sounds and smells! It was truly a feast for all your senses! I was
looking at everything just as hard as I could and they were
watching us as we passed through the heart of their caravan. I had
eye contact with history! But then, before I realized it, the
migrating tribe was already fading to our rear and I was straining
to catch a last glimpse of what was to become my most vivid of
memories. So, let me offer you another thought for your
consideration:
Rule No. 2 – “one picture is worth a thousand words!”
13
While I consider most of my rules sacred, this is one that
should not be written in stone because, as was the case here, nature
forces us to qualify the accuracy of that statement. While it is true
that I had taken no picture, an experience like this was unique,
even in the Middle East. If somehow I had gotten a photograph of
that desert panorama that morning, an image that is still clear in
my mind today, it could never have come close to conveying all
the emotion that passed through my body that morning. When I
looked right into the eyes of those nomads, as our jeep passed
among their herd, time disappeared.
It was as if a mighty arm had reached out and pulled me
into the pages of a special issue of the National Geographic
magazine and, for that one moment, I had traveled back to an
earlier time. The seasonal migrations of the tribes, to and from the
winter pastures, have gone on for centuries and still take place
today. The Qashqa’i and other tribes still roam these lands and
carry with them cultures and traditions that defy time. A 71-minute
black-and-white adventure film called Grass first documented
these activities for the world in 1924.
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Needless to say, I considered the rest of the survey trip
uneventful. The NIOC location was another half hour away and
when we finally got there, I found it to be a very desolate place.
From the hilltop, looking toward the horizons in any direction, you
could see absolutely nothing that was man-made. And it was quiet
– as quiet as the moon might be – and with the one exception of
the constant wind in your ears, there wasn’t a sound to be heard. In
one way, those few moments of isolation on the hill gave me a
slight sense of what the daily world of the Qashqa’i was like.
Perhaps it gave me insight as to what drives them across the
deserts and keeps them content there at the same time.
The expression ‘When in Rome…’ is always appropriate
for people living and working abroad. The experience of being a
part of a community is always a rewarding one and if you really
want to understand a country, you must understand its people first.
In the Middle East, this is particularly true and perhaps more
important. The cultural divides run much deeper there than they do
in Europe, where the majority of America’s roots came from. I
think that it may be the cultural contrasts between the religions of
East and West that make those gaps so visible. In 1971, nowhere
were the differences more on display than in Tehran. I’ve lived in
Europe and the Far East, but Iran was unique. On the surface, it
was the blending of East and West; but in the name of religion, the
mullahs would later rise up and overturn the Shah’s government.
But that’s another story.
The work ethic and the family traditions of Iranians are
very similar to those in the West. The one real difference that I
encountered was this. Since the Moslem holy day was observed on
our traditional Friday, sorting out the weekends could sometimes
become confusing, “Did you mean Sunday/Friday or
Sunday/Sunday?” Since dealing with support people back in the
US was part of the job, coordination occasionally became
problematic. But we could generally work things out and on
Persian ‘weekends’, we did the same kinds of things that any
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typical Tehranian might do; we’d relax at home, visiting with
family and friends, or we’d go on a picnic!
When you live in a city anywhere in the world, and
beautiful weather is a part of the package, the weekends are the
perfect time to get into a car or jump on a bus [or climb onto a
horse!] and escape to the countryside for a picnic. In one simple
activity, you get to eat good food, enjoy the company of friends
and take in the beauty of nature in all its glory. It was not an
uncommon sight to see an Iranian family stopped along the side of
the road, sitting on a blanket with a basket of food and a samovar
of tea. Of course there was a practical side to this too. Thankfully,
Howard Johnson’s had never extended its reach to the highways of
Persia, so roadside rest areas were exactly where you wanted them
to be – wherever you decided to stop.
In Tehran, with mountains all about, you had the added
option of taking a road that either disappeared into the hills or went
off the beaten path and led you to take in a shady grove with a
scenic view or to a secret meadow. One bright, sunny
Sunday/Friday, my wife and I set out for the hills west of town
with a picnic lunch, our young friend Rick – the American soldier
who worked with me there – and a spirit of high adventure. Our
1966 beige Bonneville convertible, with a mere 110,000 miles on
it, was still a vision to behold and a joy to ride in. The skies
couldn’t have been bluer or our spirits higher. It’s a funny thing
about adventure, when you’re looking for it, it’s usually very easy
to find. It was just about the time that I was either tired of driving
or hungry when the most perfect picnic spot in the world suddenly
appeared along the side of the road, as if like magic! Or, as they
say in Persia - ensh’allah - if Allah wills it.
We had been slowly driving up a mountain road that
followed the downhill path of a crystal clear river. It flowed along
the left hand side of the road and shifted intensity with each
variation in the terrain. It would change from pooling to raging in a
matter of a few hundred yards, and it did just that as I drove over a
rise and around the curve. A rather large valley, which reached
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back into the hills, was right in front of us along with ‘the perfect
picnic spot’. The river’s path had snaked back several hundred feet
away from the road just a short distance ahead of us leaving a lush
carpet of mountain grass, about the size of a football field, between
the road and the river. An enormous oak commanded the far end of
the field near the river’s bank. As we moved off the road and onto
the grass, there was never a doubt among the three of us as to
where we’d spread our blanket.
Our cold chicken along with the breads, cheeses and
condiments tasted like fine Caspian caviar that day in the crisp
mountain air under that majestic oak. I imagined myself as a prince
of Persia, content to gaze upon my peaceful valley, with its fresh
new pastures sheltered by the distant hills, and bask in the warm
sunshine. Our oak was almost in full bloom as were several of the
trees that were scattered about the valley. It was May and it
appeared to me that somebody had attempted some sort of
cultivation on the far side of the river, which at this point was
about 20 yards across. As if on cue, that somebody or more
accurately two somebodys who had some sort of interests there,
emerged virtually out of nowhere and began to walk along the far
bank. I was at once both startled and surprised. I thought ‘Where
did they come from? Who are those guys?’ It was a scene out of
Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid.
Two local men, probably farmers in their forties with lean,
sinewy bodies that had been weathered by the sun and wind, were
walking up and down along the riverbank directly across from us.
They were apparently surveying the riverbed in some manner, but
none of us had a clue as to what they were looking for or what they
might be doing. Maybe they were fisherman looking for fish!
Perhaps they were travelers looking for a good place to cross the
river. I knew that they could see us but they made no attempt to
acknowledge our presence or to communicate with us in any way.
We sensed no danger so we simply watched and what happened
next almost stopped our hearts. Our visitors began to take off their
clothes!
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What caught me by surprise was that both of these
gentlemen had nonchalantly pulled their coarse, full-length robes
off over their heads in one smooth motion. Suddenly, there the two
of them were - standing on the bank, tan and bare-chested in the
noonday sun - sporting baggy white pantaloons. Next, they both
proceeded to roll up their pant legs. Now there was no doubt; they
were preparing to go into the river, but I still didn’t know what
they were up to! The water looked to be only a few feet deep. As
soon as they waded in and began to reach down to the river
bottom, the mystery was solved. They were pulling up large stones
from the riverbed and piling them together on the far shore. They
were building some form of crude breakwater to keep the forces of
the river from cutting away at the field that they were cultivating.
Just because I’d never seen this done before did not mean that I
didn’t appreciate the logic of it. These guys weren’t just farmers,
they were civil engineers!
By the time I had reached the river’s edge, my shoes were
off, my shirt was off and I had already stepped out of my jeans. I
wasn’t sporting their brand of BVDs, but they understood that I
was there to help. They watched me and smiled as I waded into the
water and began to bring up boulders up from the bottom and
throw them against the far bank. Suddenly, I now understood what
they had known all along; that water had come from snowfields
melting at the top of the mountains! And cold water makes you
work much faster! We laughed and whooped and moved some
rocks as quickly as we could to give the field some protection from
the rushing water. They let me know that they had appreciated my
gesture by clasping their hands together and bowing toward me as
I retreated to shore before I turned to ice, slightly ‘bluer’ for the
experience. I bowed back. There were no words that any of us
could have spoken that would have made that experience any
better than it had been. Therefore, I introduce to you:
Rule No. 3 – “actions do speak louder than words!”
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When I got back to our picnic blanket, I found out that Rick
had been using my camera to record the whole episode and I was
instantly ecstatic. However, my elation was to later turn to
disappointment when my film was lost somehow in the
international postal system. While once again I don’t have any
photo to reflect on, I still have the images of that day in my mind
and I remember the feelings that we shared. The farmers and I
definitely understood each other that day and I also learned that
mountain water can feel very cold at almost anytime of year and I
haven’t waded into a running stream since.
Freya Stark, one of the more romantic explorer-travelers of
the last century, said it best in this passage from one of the books
that she wrote during her travels in the Middle East:
“If I were asked to enumerate the pleasures of travel, this
would be one of the greatest among them - that so often and so
unexpectedly you meet the best in human nature, and seeing it so
by surprise and often with a most improbable background, you
come, with a pleasant thankfulness, to realize how widely scattered
in the world are goodness, courtesy and the love of immaterial
things, fair blossoms found in every climate, on every soil.”
I, too, was smitten by this other world and its basic lessons
would continue to have a strong influence over me far into the
future. This is how that world began to change my life, and down
the road it would change again along with the lives of many others,
in ways that I could have never foreseen. My foundations were
firmly rooted in the deserts of the Middle East and the people of
Iran; they are deeply embedded into my soul.
14
My first introductions to computers and cyberspace
generated some of the same kind of excitement as my global
excursions did. But my acceptance of computers was slower in
coming about even though I’d crossed paths off and on with them
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throughout most of my professional career. As a college student in
the early 60s, I studied analog computers and the basic parameters
of the first transistors; the Internet was something that would not
blossom until much later. Once I actually made a ‘pilgrimage’ to
MIT as part of a senior math assignment to run my deck of punch
cards on their revered IBM 7090, the state of the art in processors
at that time. When you’re young, it’s all an adventure; when you’re
looking back on it, you realize that you were actually among the
pioneers.
My first job out of college involved a 40-foot trailer with a
mobile digital computer in it that had been developed by Sylvania
for military applications and was cleverly named MobiDiC.
However, the rigors of computer code and the tedium of
electronics design never beckoned me down those paths. I was an
idea man and an implementer and I knew it. Consequently, I spent
most of these earlier years developing project and people skills. It
delayed my love affair with computers but I still feel it was the
right choice. Technology was too esoteric back then. It needed
time to catch up and become a bit more human, which is exactly
what it did in the 70s with the advent of personal computers.
By the mid-70’s I was the Technical Director of a
communications engineering entity. My computer focus hadn’t
kicked in yet, but there was one exception. The domestic telephone
system of our nation had been built around more than 15,000 large
electromechanical switching systems, an old technology that was
systematically being replaced by state-of-the-art electronic
switches that were in fact large, sophisticated, special-purpose
computers. The stage was being set for the Internet - computers
connecting computers to computers!
But I was still looking in another direction; I was looking
skyward! As Silicon Valley exploded with microelectronics and
the birth of personal computers, the regulated telecommunications
world was in an upheaval as well with the introduction of those
competitive technologies of communication satellites, microwave
transmission and fiber optics. The FCC - Federal Communications
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Commission - had adopted new policies of competitive
communications in the public interest and what I was witnessing
was the restructuring of a multibillion-dollar industry into
something that was destined to be even greater.
As the push of politics and technology interacted with
economic and social forces, the shape of the future
telecommunications systems were not only being decided by the
new technologies, but also by the marketplace and public policy
and ongoing machinations within the halls of government and
inside the courts as well. At first I had Potomac Fever and yearned
for the power that Washington, DC seemed to be offering. I had
watched the evolution of the commercial satellites as they forced
issues of backward domestic regulatory policies into the harsh light
of competition. They changed everyone’s options for from ‘what
was’ to ‘what could be.’ The seeds of the Internet were beginning
to take root as a part of these new network alternatives and the sky
was the limit.
Unfortunately, by 1985 I’d had my fill of bureaucracies; I
was simply burnt out. I had written a book, given a few speeches,
launched a few innovative projects, gained some notoriety and
made some nice friends. But the traditional mold still didn’t fit me
very comfortably and I started to search for new realities. I had
already traveled around the world twice, working in Europe, the
Middle East and the Far East. As part of my travels, I’d learned to
adapt to foreign lifestyles as well as to the cultures of both the East
and West coasts here at home. I clearly recognized that what I now
needed now was a different set of perspectives and some fresh
challenges to pursue. Wasn’t that what life was all about? On April
Fools Day in 1985, I quit my job of 22 years and I was ready to
embrace the next phase of my life.
15
I had some friends from my New Jersey days, who had
been extremely successful in developing real estate there, and they
were encouraging me to join forces with them on an adventure to
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the sunny shores of Florida. I had been living in the Maryland
countryside for over a dozen years by then and the idea of a
complete change, of both surroundings and activities, seemed to be
just what the doctor ordered. My ex-wife had returned to New
England about six years earlier and Peach, my trusty Rhodesian
ridgeback, was ready to travel at a moment’s notice. Peach and I
gracefully transitioned into ‘early retirement’ by first wrapping up
some of the loose ends on the farm. It wasn’t long before we were
cruising down the interstate on our way to Palm Beach looking for
our next big thing.
The lure was simple; independence, making it on my own
and living the good life in the process. While in Maryland, I had
learned a little bit about fixing up houses and doing your own
thing. During my last few years there, I had decided to make the
best of what was already mine, the hundred-year-old, 1100 sq ft
schoolhouse that I lived in. As an avocation, and as a diversion
from my day job, I’d converted this into 2700 sq ft of rustic living
space without losing an ounce of its country charm. By using over
1800 sq ft of new thermopane windows to look out over some
thirty acres of wilderness, the results were truly magnificent and
rather hard to leave behind. Instead of abruptly abandoning the
farm, I put it on hold in a kind of caretaker status until after I’d
seen how my new alternatives would turn out for me.
My next two years in Palm Beach were a crash course in
renovation and restoration, real estate and personal survival. There
were approximately 500 properties on the island and there was at
least one licensed real estate broker on every block. In selfdefense, I joined the pack but my focus was to buy, update and sell
our own properties quickly and enjoy a good life in the process.
Within a year, my partners and I were into three properties there;
when these properties were scheduled to be turning over after the
second year, the bottom fell out of the real estate market along
with my relationships with my ‘business partners.’
Unfortunately, I was now committed to Florida, as I had
already sold the farm and I’d barely slipped away from these joint
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investments with my skin. But I had an active real estate license, a
little bit of money and I still had my wits about me. I refocused my
efforts on the north end of the county, where growth seemed to be
on the upswing, and I decided to try my hand at general real estate.
But that wasn’t meant to be either. After three more years of
basically scrambling, I came to the cold realization that I was not
going to make ‘big bucks’ selling general real estate in Florida
anytime soon.
I had quickly discovered some of the fundamentals of the
business, like ‘buyers are liars and sellers are worse.’ I had learned
about the cutthroat world of Realtors from the inside and observed
how it all really worked. But there were interesting factors that
came out of my real estate experiences too. I saw how businesses
like real estate were turning more and more to the use of on-line
personal computers with remote databases for managing
information about their products, properties in this case, and
searching the databases to find products that would meet the
specific criteria of a particular client.
Since the use of PCs came relatively easily to me, I became
known to the other agents in the real estate office as someone who
could be particularly helpful. In addition, I was able to learn about
many of the things that are necessary for the application of small
computers to any business environment. Along the way, I managed
to pick up two additional properties of my own, but when it came
to my finances, it seemed that there was more money that was
going out than there was coming in and my future lot in life was
going to have to be seriously reconsidered. I decided to turn back
to technology, where my roots were, and see just where that might
take me. I also decided that it was time for me to get serious and
take the plunge, ultimately buying my own personal computer.
16
When I think back about my initial bonding with
personal computers, I can’t help but wonder why things happened
in the way that they did. But when I analyzed it a little more, I
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realized that as digital technology evolved, so did the power of the
PCs. That in turn made for stronger user interfaces and connections
with these new appliances. As far back as 1983, I had toyed with
the idea of buying a PC; that’s what a lot of people were starting to
do back then, particularly the tekkies. After I had compared notes
with some of my friends, I determined that the machine of choice
for me would have to be the IBM PC-XT. I remember it well;
everything was ‘mega’. An Intel 8088 processor, the first chip to
be used in a PC, was at the heart of this $4000 investment and it
was running at a blazing 4.77 megahertz (MHz), with 56 kilobytes
of RAM, thousands of bytes of random access memory, and a 5
megabyte (MB) hard drive. It also had a 5.25” floppy disk drive,
an amber screen and a dot matrix printer. What wasn’t there to
love about this electronic marvel? I didn’t know what it was then
but I knew that something was missing. In the final analysis I
backed out of making the purchase.
It would be almost ten years later, after I bought my first
Macintosh, that I truly understood what had been previously
missing from PCs that was now finally being offered. It was 1984
when Apple Computer introduced the Mac, ‘the personal computer
for the rest of us.’ Apple had been the innovator in personal
computer technology from the beginning, but it was the Mac that
introduced interactive multimedia to the masses and it was a
natural expectation for a generation that had grown up with
television. Now when I look back on it, it seems so obvious to me.
I still remember the shades-of-gray test patterns that opened and
closed each day’s TV program. Why would anything less appeal to
me? The truth was, nothing had. I finally recognized exactly what
had been previously missing in PCs and now knew what I wanted.
It was that combination of powerful media coupled with dynamic
personal interactivity. The Mac had it all. Somehow, I’d missed its
initial beginnings but that didn’t dampen my enthusiasm in 1992.
It was a conversation with my next-door neighbor, who had
a Mac, which catapulted me into the confusing state of excitement
and awe where I first found myself. For those who are unaware of
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the addictive nature of a Macintosh, I won’t blame everything on
my neighbor. About a year earlier, an Apple systems engineer gave
me a demonstration of ‘multimedia’ at a business fair that piqued
the latent curiosity within me. There were also magazines, those
glossy tomes of the trade like Macworld and MacUser, which
beckoned to you from the newsstands with a simple message. “Buy
me! Buy me! Buy me! Learn all about the wonders of the Mac;” I
was hooked. Also in 1992, Apple first introduced QuickTime, a
software standard that was simplifying the process of bringing
multimedia to the small screen. Interactive games were another
dimension of this equation and they grew more diverse and
complex, hand in hand with personal computers.
Sometimes it was hard to distinguish which was driving
which. Was software driving the demand for higher performance
machines or were the programmers just adding more excitement to
old games as soon as increased computer capabilities became
available? Apple also popularized the use of compact disk
memory, CDROMs, to provide increased storage for graphics,
sound and video. It gave game developers a way to add texture and
realism to what was being displayed on computer screens.
Sophisticated digital environments could now be created for
enjoyment, interaction and exploration. Hardware updates brought
speed and new realism to our senses and opportunities for
enhancements in software.
17
You’re really still virgin until after you’ve attended a
Macworld Expo. I made my first pilgrimage to the Macworld in
Boston in August 1992 in search of enlightenment and some
measure of personal growth. With more than 500 exhibitors and
over fifty thousand Apple fans in attendance, to describe my
reaction as ‘overwhelmed’ is an understatement. There I bought
my first Mac program for $33 that changed my outlook forever. It
was an integrated software package that taught me computer skills,
measured my individual performance and clearly communicated
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the results with sophisticated graphics that were without equal. It
was a true learning yardstick called Prince of Persia no less! It was
a greatly animated game and it was wonderful.
The Prince’s objective was to find the Princess and rescue
her from the Sultan’s palace. Navigating the palace was like
navigating a Mac, full of magic and surprises that could either help
or hinder your effort. And the Prince, much like a Mac user, had to
take several ‘leaps of faith’ in his pursuits. With one wrong step,
you’d plummet into the dungeon’s depths while other paths led
you to increased strengths and capabilities. Like the Mac, the
Prince could rebound at the touch of a button. Even when you met
your ‘alter ego’ and thought that all was lost, a quick keystroke
allowed you to ‘hang on,’ pull yourself to safety and get a little
closer to ‘saving the Princess.’ Now isn’t that what life’s all about?
I was engaged, entertained, educated and enthralled all at
the same time! This simple combination of hardware and software
had the ability to work my mind and assault my senses like nothing
I had ever done before. These new technologies and interactive
games were in their infancy then! With a similar ‘leap of faith,’ I
had taken on learning that Mac ‘cold,’ putting its ‘userfriendliness’ to the test. CDROM-based games were being
developed and a teaser-trailer was given away at the Expo for a
new adventure game called Myst; interactive multimedia was
getting ready to explode. I was 50 years old when plunged into the
Mac world and a full-blown, interactive Internet was still a full
decade away.
18
Myst was an inexplicable phenomenon. While Prince of
Persia had provided the first clue to what the PC’s missing link
was, it was Myst that brought ‘the world’ to personal computing.
To describe it simply as a game would be like describing Viet Nam
as just a war. Sure it was a game; there were problems to solve and
choices to be made just like real life! But with Myst, a new
category of game experience had been quietly created where
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nothing had existed before. There was the traditional story to be
told but there were also worlds to be explored and interactions with
people to be experienced and understood. Myst’s interface was
complete, minimal and transparent. Players primarily used their
minds to interact and were totally immersed in Myst’s wonderful
worlds, completely engaged in surroundings that were consistent
across all their senses.
Myst is a mythic story created by two brothers, Rand and
Robin Miller, which begins on shrouded Myst Island that’s a
familiar yet totally different world. It’s about two brothers, Sirrus
and Achenar, whose father Atrus had the power to create new
worlds by simply ‘writing books’, linking books that connected
you to other ages within Myst. To help you to understand this
universe of its D’Ni people, the books would transport the players
of Myst between the worlds that had been created for them. It was
pure imagination; it was magic.
The Miller brothers, Rand – a former computer
programmer in his early 30s and Robyn – a musician and artist in
his mid 20s, were the joint collaborators and creators of Myst.
Their combined talents added a unique reality to the age of
information. Not wanting to just entertain people, they set out to
create something that we all search for in our hearts, something
that would be good. As Rand stated in an early interview, “I know
it’s possible that art can change people’s lives. That’s what I want
to do.” And over the next ten years, the Millers did just that. Myst
spawned Riven, which begot Exile, and recently gave birth to
Revelation. Each subsequent effort surpassed its predecessor as it
expanded upon the technologies used. The talents of Rand and
Robyn Miller have extended the boundaries of all our minds with
each evolution of their creations.
19
While Myst and its imitators were transforming what
was being seen on the small screen, computers were continuing
to impact what was being shown on the big screen as well, adding
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unprecedented levels of reality to old stories like Lord of the Rings
and making believable fantasy out of new ones like The Phantom
Menace and Finding Nemo. George Lucas’s Star Wars storytelling
was the force that set the graphic technology powerhouses of
Industrial Light and Magic, ILM, and Pixar in motion. They have
both matured to icon status in their own right. For more than 25
years, through the use of computer-generated imagery - CGI, the
ILM wizards have brought realism and special effects in film to
new heights.
In 2002, Star Wars: Episode II - Attack of the Clones
marked the first major motion picture to be shot completely on
digital High-Definition video. It included over 2200 visual effects
shots that were completed at ILM and featured digital
environments, synthetic human characters and even a totally CGI
Yoda. Since the original Star Wars, ILM has been nominated for
academy awards more than 30 times and has taken home the
statuette for at least half of them.
Lucas started Pixar in 1984 but sold it two years later for a
modest $10 million to Steve Jobs after Jobs had parted ways with
Apple. Beginning with Toy Story in 1995, which turned out to be
that year’s highest grossing film, Pixar has released a total of six
major animated motion pictures in the ten years since, each one
surpassing its predecessor and exceeding all expectations. Once
again, their latest release, The Incredibles, has all the markings of
another blockbuster after only a few months in theaters.
Additionally, its predecessor, Finding Nemo is still
breaking records. Not only is Nemo the highest grossing animated
film worldwide, it’s also the 8th highest grossing film of all time
and is the #1 DVD of all time, selling more than 24 million units in
North America alone!
Generations have gone to motion picture theaters to have
their senses assaulted and their imaginations stimulated. There in
the dark, they often escaped to other worlds and other times but
they never interacted with those worlds. With all due respect to the
traditional filmmakers, their technology was limited. Much of the
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power that was needed to escape into the past or the future was
ultimately supplied by our minds. Now artistry, genius and
technology have brought totally believable environments to both
the big screen and the small screens, but interaction still belongs
exclusively to the computer world. This is also where the best
technical achievements of both communities have merged.
Some may not see that those interactions are anything
special, but I see their convergence as an opportunity just waiting
to be exploited. How many times have we heard the media being
labeled as a negative influence or entertainment being blamed for
people’s bad behavior? It’s probably been a lot more often than
not. I believe that we can create new realities using these
technologies that can have a positive effect on people on a global
scale and I’m betting my future on it. Who’s to say what’s really
possible? Everett’s concept of the simultaneity of realities has now
become gospel to me. Coupling the idea of creating new realities
as the Millers and Atrus had done, with Everett’s simultaneity, has
definite promise. While we do recognize that certain technologies
have dramatically changed, we may sometimes forget just how far
we have come overall. It might also be equally difficult to imagine
just how far we might eventually go.
20
I’m awake once more; I simply can’t sleep again. My
mind is spinning out of control, bouncing off walls, reflecting on
Tom Brokaw’s comments earlier today on NPR.
“Who would have thought ten years ago that there would
be something as powerful and as profound in our lives as the
Internet?” noted Tom “We really are at the beginning here of some
changes of great magnitude in how we get information, exchange it
and transmit it.”
That’s exactly how I feel! More than 150 million
Americans now have Internet access and over half of those actually
use high-speed connections, not to mention the rest of the world.
Today, the Japanese are already more connected and more techno-
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savvy then we are in the US, plus there’s China and India out there
as well. Not only do they have over half of the world’s population,
they have both become technology powerhouses in their own right.
The future of the Internet is still something that we really can’t get
our arms around; it is ‘small pieces loosely joined’ as one very
insightful author has recently described it.
Surely there’s another person like me out there, among
these millions that I’m connected with, who feels the same way I
do. In some ways, that’s what the beauty and the power of personal
computing have evolved to. It is now the technology of personal
information and global connectivity. As I explore cyberspace, I
now feel that I am as one with this new world! The question then
is, “What’s next for me?” I think that it’s time for me to refocus
and reflect again. My connections have continued to grow as my
worlds have become unbounded. My transitions continue.
It was a little more than six years ago when I finally bit the
bullet and created my first webpage on an AT&T server. I called it
‘Mom’s on Macs’ and it was a testimony to the contributions and
the unique insights that seniors add to our daily lives. To me it was
an arduous task and I was in no rush to create a second page or
make any other statements for the Internet world’s consumption,
profound or otherwise. But within the next year, my attitude had
swung wildly in the opposite direction. Apple had innovated once
again with something called iTools, making it very easy for anyone
to create web sites and pages and then post them for sharing.
Suddenly, my new website – ‘Marchant’s World’ – was born.
Adding to it and editing it was truly easy and today my site
consists of over thirty unique pages of pictures and shared files,
some of them award-winning.
Empowered, I derived a great deal of satisfaction from
creating these pages and in staking of my claim in cyberspace. I
was now a card-carrying member of something much larger than
anything that I had previously been involved with. I could sense a
change that had taken place in my attitude toward others in general
and a difference in what I felt for people everywhere. Apple was
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helping to change my world again, but the full impact of what was
happening to me didn’t hit home until recently.
21
It goes without saying that I have always been in awe of
the intellectual level of the Miller brother’s efforts. Whenever I’d
find something written about them and their Myst worlds, I would
consume it. There was such subtle genius in their idea ‘that by
merely putting pen to page, new worlds could be created.’ Haven’t
we all, at one time or another, wanted to remake the world, with
the intention that the outcome of our efforts would only result in
something better, and certainly a place that was kinder and gentler.
The ages of Myst were filled with natural beauty, both created and
mechanical, and spiritual beauty that was full of excitement and
hope. Someone once described the original Myst as a kind of
puzzle box inside a novel inside a painting with music, a true
integration of the senses.
For some time now, I’ve wanted to toy with the idea of
taking this one concept to the next level, one of writing pages to
shape better worlds, particularly if we believe that multiple worlds
are already in existence! The only thing that we’d need to be able
to do to ‘link’ to these worlds is to have a full understanding of
what makes them desirable and be able to build portals that will
give us access to them. At this point, I have no intention of
attempting to define these portals, only to say that there will need
to be many portals.
Effective portals will have broad appeal. For universal
appeal, they’ll need to take on a variety of shapes and forms to
match the many ways in which goodness reveals itself to us. This
gets very close to the business of how the pages that make up a
popular Web portal come into being. Surely if we want something
bad enough, we’re willing to take chances that may change our
world for the better. Setting up an email relationship with someone
is one level; building a peer-to-peer connection with them is still
another. Establishing a true virtual relationship in a cyberspace
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community would be yet another step up. Finding that you’re
already established and prospering in a parallel world would define
an ultimate transition! Portals would effect such transitions.
I keep thinking about that old Kevin Costner baseball
movie Field of Dreams and one of the film’s taglines, ‘if you build
it they will come.’ For the last decade, the Web’s has been being
built by all of us, offering each of us options that we’ve never had
before. Our skills and our knowledge base continue to expand
without limits. We keep hearing of great things happening every
day that are only now possible because of the Internet. I sense that
there’s more out there, better choices to be made, better options to
be taken and better futures to be pursued. And they’re all there, just
for me, just for you, just for the taking. All that’s needed is a little
imagination, a little talent, some technology and the belief in a
better world and a better future. All of this is available today in
cyberspace.
Once you’ve immersed yourself into Myst or into one of its
offspring, say Riven or Exile, it’s very easy to conceive of exciting
portals that can transition you to better places. Your travels around
the worlds of Myst are just like flights of fancy within a dream. But
what kind of places will we find to travel to in cyberspace? Will
they be new worlds or perhaps a parallel world? Are they simply
the embodiments of what could have been or are they what is? It’s
going to take a lot more digging to find good explanations and give
some shape to all of this, but I won’t let that stop me. I know it’s
all out there and I believe that it’s about time we started putting
something better together, a better world with better alternatives.
22
Let me offer you two thoughts; imagination is the ability
to form a mental image of something that’s not normally perceived
through the senses and the power of the mind is unlimited. I had an
experience several years back that makes these two points in
spades. For those of you who’ve never had the pleasure, the
interstate highway across Kansas, Route 70, is straight, flat and
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boring. My last experience with it was when I was heading west on
the last leg of a trip to Colorado. It was evening and the sun was
directly ahead of me, slowly ‘going down.’ My car was literally
cruising along; my ears could only hear the soft rush of the warm
evening air and the humming of the tires on a continuous ribbon of
pavement. When driving long distances, particularly under
circumstances like this, I always made it a habit of putting myself
through mental exercises just to keep my senses alert. The cruise
control was set at 80 mph and, looking straight ahead at the sun, I
had no sensation of speed or movement, only floating – almost like
weightlessness.
I’m not sure what made me think of my spatial reference to
the Sun or of the Earth’s rotation, but suddenly I was saying to
myself, “The Sun’s not moving, I am. I’m on the surface of a
celestial body, a sphere, that’s rotating counterclockwise around its
polar axis. The Sun just looks like it’s dropping below the horizon.
Actually, It’s stationary and I’m physically moving backward away
from the Sun!”
Do you know what? At that very moment, for the first time
in my life, I felt the Earth’s rotation! Honest to God; it was simply
spectacular! All that I had needed was to have the proper
surroundings and be in the proper frame of mind and suddenly
there I was, just another body in space, following Newton’s Laws
of Motion. Ah, the power of the mind.
There was something else more recently that also got me
going. By comparison, it was much less profound but its impact on
me was equally as great. Nevertheless, the latest something was
receiving email, but it was not just one email. I received five
different-but-similar emails within the space of two weeks, all
from people who I had never known or ever heard of. The emails
were inquiries related to two personal opinion papers that I had
posted up on my website during the past few years, one pertaining
to cyberspace and the other addressed my reflections of Iran and
the people of the Middle East.
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I exchanged messages with these senders of these queries
and pursued a few related replies with them as well. I was unable
to reach any conclusions as to why these contacts were suddenly
made to me within a ten-day window or to how these senders
might possibly be linked to one another. I felt that the odds of such
connections occurring only by chance were astronomical; I felt that
I’d be more likely to be hit by lightning, and that’s a longshot even
in Florida. There just seemed to be more to this than what initially
met the eye, but how these inquiries were connected, if they were,
might never reveal itself.
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To harsh realities…
23
This morning an ominous email stopped me like an icy
hand around my heart! The message was matter of fact:
“Dear Bob - You are in serious danger of having your
identity compromised. The information that you have posted on the
Internet has been manipulated by others and is being used as a tool
for the coordination of assorted criminal activities. Because of this,
we have been continuously monitoring the traffic of your email
accounts in an attempt to identify and interrupt any acts that we
consider to be not in our best interest. Therefore, we are strongly
suggesting that you do nothing to interfere with this process. If you
attempt to interrupt any of your Internet activities to stop these
processes from continuing, we will have to take further actions to
keep our surveillance in place.”
The message came from roundabout@earthlink.net and had
an innocuous signature; ‘The Planetary Group.’ Okay! What now?
While I’d normally think of myself as being reasonably
worldly, I guess that complacency had somehow lulled me into a
state of dangerous innocence, particularly when you’re dealing
with reality. From the onset, using email will tend to insulate you
from it because it minimizes the effect that emotional components
of traditional face-to-face exchanges contribute. People say things
in messages that they would never say out loud, not in a million
years! And of course, it’s because of that we’ve developed this
tendency to overlook a lot of what we’re presented with online,
like invites to the porn sites that slip past the spam filters, that are
attached to innocuous texts with endless offers for enlarged body
parts! Roudabout’s message went straight for my ‘intelligence gut’
and caused me to sit up and catch my breath. It felt like I was in
the shower and someone had killed the hot water!
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I read the message again and again - slowly, word by word
- even though my pulse was now racing. I’ve received spoof and
hoax messages before; I’d even received a modern version of ‘The
Spanish Prisoner’, where someone was looking for financial
assistance to help them free their imprisoned relative, who would
in turn share his incalculable fortunes with both of us.
Roundabout’s message was different in what it didn’t say. I
knew that searching for the email’s origins would be a dead-end
but the message’s unstated questions spoke volumes to me. I had
the strange feeling that anyone I might consider contacting about
this 'problem' would already be aware of what was happening; they
might even be the ones in charge! The fact that this message was
connected to the five other emails that I’d received gave it added
credibility. Obviously I was spooked.
This was roundabout’s second message to me. His first
email simply said, “I liked your review of Lessig’s Code,” nothing
more. The bomb he dropped was in reply to my query to him for
additional information, like I’d struck a nerve or something. It
made me start to question all reason and process and I’m now
questioning everything that’s happening! I’m suddenly different.
Am I really thinking straight?
Over the years, I have posted some personal reviews and
opinions on my website that deal with a range of subjects - Viet
Nam, guns, the Middle East, Islam and cyberspace - but I don’t
think there is anything that I’ve written that is far off the beaten
path. I exhaled; it’s time to regroup. I don’t want to confuse any
analysis of the information that I have with what I know for sure.
24
I know that I have received five emails from five
different people, I think. Who sent them and what they should
actually mean are two entirely different questions. What I do know
is that these messages have definitely gotten my attention and have
started me thinking in all sorts of directions. It’s almost like one of
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my weird waking episodes all over again, but it’s in the middle of
the day! I don’t know for sure what’s happening.
Initially, the idea of receiving five similar emails back-toback had seemed unbelievable; perhaps a bit startling might be a
better choice of words. I found it inconceivable that suddenly, five
complete strangers from God knows where, were trying to connect
up with me in cyberspace. I sensed there could be some common
threads between them.
Because the inquiries were all related to my web postings,
it was somewhat of an ego boost initially. But all of the senders’
names appeared to be of Middle Eastern origin and I found that
strange. But since identity and anonymity go hand in hand on the
Internet, I didn’t put much stock into where the emails might have
originated. I’d received them within a twelve-day period and I
replied to them individually as I got them. I asked them who they
were, how they’d found my web pages and what interested them in
my writings. By the time I’d received my fifth email I was saying
to myself, “Okay, what’s going on here? Something’s telling me
that this isn’t just a bizarre coincidence. Is it a scam? Perhaps it’s a
joke, but I don’t think so. Who’d be pulling my leg?”
Now, I realize that I’ve occasionally gotten duplicate pieces
of junk mail on the same topic that were supposedly from different
sources, but that wasn’t the case here. As I would soon learn, this
was something else entirely. I received only one response to my
initial replies to the original messages and that was not going to
appease me. The odds were too high to accept these emails as
nothing more than chance. I sent another message to all five
addressees that brought us all together and now I had essentially
started a ‘conversations’ with all of them. I was led to believe that
some dialogue was going on between them as well.
I was rather amazed at how such simple circumstances had
created these ‘connections.’ Without my offering much more than
a thought or two, some short paragraphs that I’d put on paper and
then posted to a website, I had created a community of interest. By
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expressing my mind about some people-oriented themes, I had
sown these seeds with essentially no effort. I was overjoyed.
25
The second email from roundabout had now made
everything questionable. Prior to getting his bombshell, the idea
of receiving five connected emails was definitely amazing in itself,
but all things considered, that still could be somewhat reasonable.
For a few moments my ego had been bubbling over until that latest
wrinkle abruptly surfaced and ruined my day. Now all five senders
were suspect.
Jennifer, one of the five, appeared to be an average college
student from New York, trying to decide who she wanted to be.
She was signing off her emails, quoting the principles of Mother
Theresa while she searched the World Wide Web for writings like
mine, seeking inspiration and new horizons. Hopefully she’s
typical of what youth adds to the future of the world… energy,
enthusiasm. She thanked me for my response and said that she was
off to North Carolina, but would reply to me in depth when she got
back. She never did; probably never would; probably got
distracted. Or maybe she was really part of an Army Web Analysis
Project, code name AWAP being funded by Ft. Bragg’s Special
Warfare School, trying to identify potentially soft targets on the
Web to be compromised using social engineering skills. Could
be… you can never tell!
Rasel seemed pretty black and white; a native of
Bangladesh, he was studying computer science in Canada and
taking a cyber ethics course. He said that his interest in a summary
that I did of a Lawrence Lessig book was tied to an essay
requirement; it made perfect sense to me. But when he made his
last statement, ‘I hope you'll keep adding more information on
your website. Take care. Bye,’ Now I’m thinking ‘Maybe that’s
what roundabout was referring to when he said information that I
was posting was being manipulated by others to coordinate
criminal acts.’ Why not… I’m paranoid now.
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Shaheda was definitely the most interesting of the lot from
the beginning. The name is female but the writing had a male
brashness. I felt that whomever it was seemed to be going to great
lengths to achieve and convey to me a definite measure of
strangeness. While the messages might have been atypical of the
millions that are sent each day, it’s not unusual for someone to ‘try
on’ different personalities on the web, portraying themselves as
another person or switching between multiple personalities from
time to time.
The basics of self-identity have always come into question
on the web. Shaheda proclaimed herself as a serious student of
mythology and Joseph Campbell doing research in biological
terrorism. And just perchance that alarmed me, she noted,
“Shaheda is a pseudo name, just to fool those like you in thinking
that I may be of Middle Eastern origin... so much for cyber age and
identity crisis!”
Perhaps Shaheda Rizvi was a test. On the other hand,
Ellahai was the kind of contact that I’d typically expect to make.
He was an Iranian studying Biology and Psychology in British
Columbia, but his explanation wasn’t all that cohesive either. He
said he’d been searching the Web for oilfield-related engineering
in Iran. Maybe that’s what biologists do.
26
The more I tried to figure out who possessed the kind of
capabilities that it would take to carry out the actions that had been
implied by roundabout, the more paranoid I became. From the way
that I understood the Internet to work, it would take someone with
an extremely sophisticated operational capability, along with the
cooperation of the National Security Agency, to do such things.
The support of others like the Departments of Justice, State and
Defense to name a few, would also be needed either to create a
new persona or to perpetuate a perceived reality or to destroy an
existing person [like me!] in the national interest. I wonder if
they’ve created a Help Desk yet at the Department of Homeland
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Security to deal with these types of situations. I understand that
identity theft is on the rise in the US; maybe that includes ‘identity
borrowing’ as well!
I really don’t have one close friend that I confide in. I guess
that’s either from my excess of confidence or my broad mistrust of
others. As a result, I feel pretty alone right now and I’m racking
my brain to come up with someone who I can confide in. It’s got to
be someone with an open mind who’s outside of the mainstream at
the same time. At first I thought of Sy but he was too conservative.
A realistic choice was Steve Croftin, one of my earliest computer
mentors, who I regard as having one of the brightest minds I know.
He’s out in Arizona living near the Mexican border but he’s still
very connected professionally and extremely sharp as always.
“Hey Buddy!” he shouted as Alison handed him the phone.
“To what do we owe this honor?”
“I just missed your smiling face,” I replied, “and I wanted
to make sure that I could still find you in the daytime. I may need
some good advice and maybe a getaway car to Juarez.”
Steve laughed, “Is that mean old IRS after you again? You
know that I’ll always be on your side… for a small fee!”
In my mind I could see his broad grin. He kind of reminds
me of Joaquin Phoenix, only better looking. He carries himself
with that same kind of dignity that Phoenix displays. Steve and I
hadn’t seen each other in years, half a dozen anyway. He and
Alison married shortly after that, high on a mountain in the Andes
near Machu Picchu, and now they’re busy raising two boys out
among the cactus.
I told him that we had to avoid all email connections for the
foreseeable future and that I’d send him an Express Mail package
shortly that he could peruse at his leisure which would explain
everything.
“Just phones and snail-mail for the moment,” I told him
and then all I had to say to him was, “Trust me.” He didn’t need
anything else; ours was that kind of a friendship.
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“We might want to set up some separate secure email
accounts if you decide to sign on for the long haul,” I suggested.
Once he’d gotten my package, he would understand why I wanted
to keep him ‘off the radar.’ I felt sure that he’d be willing to get
more involved and would help me to untangle this mess, but I still
wanted to protect him and leave him out of it for now. I feared that,
at best, it could quickly get ugly. When he told me not to worry
and that he understood completely, I knew that I had made the
right choice.
27
“Reality – what a concept!” I’d never understood how
significant that Robin Williams line was until now. Suddenly, my
reality was being threatened by somebody else’s reality and I
hadn’t the foggiest idea of what was real and what wasn’t and
where all this was going to lead. This wasn’t The Matrix and I was
certain that I wasn’t just a figment inside of some computer
programmer’s imagination; I knew better than that. But I still
needed some affirmation from Steve, and maybe a little luck. I
somehow had the feeling that I had just stepped through the
looking glass to reach the next plateau in my life and that I was
about to take full charge of my own reality for the first time ever.
The one thing that I didn’t want to change was the status
quo. Roundabout hadn’t given me much, but he (or she? or they?)
had offered me that one powerful piece of information; he didn’t
want my Internet status quo to change either. I could best serve my
adversary by continuing to be myself and remaining a part of his
equation. Hell! I know that if he wanted to take over my identity,
he would have done it already! I had to assume the worst, that such
capability was there, and that I’d have to work twice as hard and be
twice as smart as roundabout to beat him at his own game. So
while I still spend some of my energy being ‘me,’ I’ll have to start
spending most of my strengths and the majority of my time
creating and inhabiting a ‘new me.’ Hopefully the only other
person that will know that this is happening will be Steve.
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There was no time to waste since I had already made my
choices, even though the rules might change again tomorrow. For
now my work was cut out for me and a new clock was already
ticking. My existence, and who knows what else, was already on
the line. The other shoe may never drop or it might come crashing
down five minutes from now. The only thing that I could do
immediately was as much as possible, within the time allocated,
and with whatever resources that were available. Fly by the seat of
your pants and learn as you go! That’s exactly what my reality has
come down to. Welcome to 2005.
28
Getting the package to Steve was priority number one.
Actually that was priority two; putting it all together was priority
one. I had to fit together each and every fragment of fact that I had
with the bits and pieces of conjecture that were bouncing about
inside my skull. I believed that time was of the essence, but I really
didn’t know just how essential it was at this point. My challenge
today was to assemble a single, coherent picture of the inside of
my mind as it spun in four directions simultaneously.
I had no doubt that I could compose that image and
describe it to a wider audience using common language. The real
question was would others understand it? Better yet, could I make
them believe? That, I think, was the key question I pondered.
Maybe none of it matters, but right now my goal was to convince
Steve of the gravity of my situation. After that I’d have a partner in
crime who could be trusted to help me keep my identity out of the
clutches of the opposition. As with the Prince of Persia, there
would be leaps of faith to be dealt with but as it is with most
everything these days, anything is possible.
As I started to compile a list of the information that I
thought would be useful to the effort, I had all I could do to contain
myself. I kept thinking of that classic Buchwald comment, “It’s
true; I couldn’t make that up!” On the first pass, I gathered
together a small pile of papers from which I had made a simple
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index of what information I already had, highlighting the mix of
documents and messages that I’d gathered together. I also included
in this outline the key events of the past weeks as they related to
the papers. It was an attempt to fit everything into some kind of
structure, whether the details were in hand yet or not, with the first
page serving as an overview of where I was headed:
“Steve –
I’m proposing to take you on a rollercoaster ride, the likes
of which you’ve never seen before. How’s that for openers? Think
of it as something like Disney World, except better! Do you
remember their 3D theater presentations that, in addition to the
requisite 3D goggles, they were synced to sensory inputs like air
blasts or seat vibrators, that made it seem like you were part of
what was going on in the film? Well hold on to your hat!
I believe that I’m in trouble and that maybe I’m even a little
desperate right now. But please understand that I’ve not gone mad
yet. The attached messages will tell most of the story; I’ve tried to
fill in the blanks. This is my first attempt at pulling it all together
and trying to make some sense out of everything. I may not be
totally clear right now. It’s two o’clock in the morning and I’m
beat, but please stay with me. Like it or not, I’ve chosen you to be
my best hope!
As I see things right now, digital technology and the
booming information networks of today have already permeated
every corner of our globe. I’m confident that current systems have
already far surpassed the necessary critical levels needed to enable
us to finally realize that ‘Bob’s World’ or ‘Steve’s World’ or ‘Bob
and Steve’s Worlds’ can be whatever we want them to be. In
addition, we can share these personal worlds in much the same
way that we’ve learned to connect with other people online now.
Can’t the immersive environment technologies that started
with Myst be used to silently network us together and provide us
with shared experiences that will change our lives and change our
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‘real’ worlds in the process? I’m convinced they can and that we
can craft our future realities in such a way that they will far surpass
what’s forced upon us today. It’s at this point that I have begun to
cross over to the idea of alternative or parallel worlds. I’ve
included a copy of David Ambrose’s book for you, just in case
you’re not familiar with the ‘many worlds’ theory of quantum
physics. He and others have kicked these ideas around for years
and it’s his story that initially set my mind to wandering.
If the Egyptians tombs were built to serve as portals to the
underworld, why can’t modern digital portals be built to offer us
easy access to new or alternative worlds? We can build the next
generation of Myst-like portals to give us our seamless access to
these new worlds. These mutual choices will then become solely a
function of the strength of our beliefs. Want to make a better
world? Write it down! Create a linking book like Rand Miller did.
All that we need to do is believe in what’s possible and we can do
it! Right?
My first objective is to create a kinder, gentler world, a
world that at least some people would consider better, and then
collectively continue with its development to make it attractive to
others. Naturally I want a world where I can be by myself, but also
one where I can give other people access as well. I’m not certain
how these transitions will ultimately be accomplished but I’m
certain that if the underlying principles are sound, the transitions
will happen. With nine out of ten young people owning and
playing video games today, we should be able to easily tap into the
core of our society and open new doors for them – not just
Windows® - as the old Apple tagline goes.
I’m convinced that the only way to beat the bad guys,
whoever they may be, is by using powerful technology against
them and by keeping at least one step ahead of them. I believe that
you and I can put our heads together and create alternative futures!
Didn’t I always tell you that we were destined for great things?
With my imagination and your smarts I believe that we might
actually do it! Am I proposing that we create the next great
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paradigm? Jeezus, I hope so! I’d hate to think that it’s just the
spooks and the terrorists who are taking advantage of technology.
In a lot of ways, I see how today’s world has really become a
sewer and it angers me. If that’s all our kids have to look forward
to, I feel nothing but pity for all of us. Surely we can do better than
this, at least for you and me and for our kids. OK, perhaps with a
little outside help too, but I think you know that.
Steve, I hope you can see that I’m really in need of your
support in one way or another. Either I’ve already lost it or we are
all on the verge of losing much of what is particularly dear to us,
and a hell of a lot more than we even realize. For my own sanity, I
know that I must start doing something quickly. After you’ve read
this, please call me and let me know what your thoughts are. What
I’m proposing is kind of a cross between the old DuPont slogan
and a General Electric advertisement –
‘Better worlds through computers – we bring good things
to life!’
It may sound like I’m already a little crazy, but believe me;
I’m not completely gone, not yet –
Help…! Bob”
29
Akira Kurosawa’s Rashomon is regarded as one of the
greatest movies ever made. If you’re not already familiar with the
story, it concerns four differing accounts of a rape-murder that
occurred in a rural forest in the era of feudal Japan. Everyone saw
what happened through their own eyes – as do the moviegoers. Is
that so different than real life? I don’t think it is. So here we are in
the 21st century, the Information Century, and essentially the entire
world has been transformed into bits of data and made instantly
accessible to us. What does that do to our perceptions, or to our
references? How does that affect our senses overall and our
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values? If the mass media is the only reference we can rely on, we
could easily become convinced that ‘guns, fear and the 30 second
infomercial’ are the only issues that are important in this country.
An excellent 1998 documentary covered ‘24 hours worth of
shootings in the US’ where guns claimed the lives of 70 people.
Maybe it's good for the news media to have this steady stream of
‘bloody’ events to report on. In 1997, guns killed 4,223 Americans
under the age of 19. That was one every two hours and it hasn't
stopped yet. I can't identify any other group that benefits from this
carnage more than the news media and you hear about such
shootings daily! As the Brits like to say, “The Americans just don't
get it.” If you note the frequency of these acts, you can only
conclude that something's radically wrong. Are there more guns
out there than rational people? Obviously, we Americans have
been missing something fundamental for a while. I read one
comment that stated that during a period where shootings had
actually dropped by fifty percent, the reporting of shooting
incidents had increased six fold! Why I ask?
And now there’s Iraq! That really upsets me. Talk about
making a bad situation worse! Now we’re guaranteed to have
reports of Americans being killed every night, which is very sad. I
believe that all this war is going to do is breed more East-West
hatred for the foreseeable future, which is something that we could
definitely do without. If we can get those jerks in Washington to
quit marketing fear and adding turmoil to the world, at least for a
little while, we might be able to kick back and enjoy life a little.
Constantly having to look over your shoulder is completely crazy;
that’s not the way I want to live.
In truth, so much of the rhetoric that we still hear about the
Middle East is pure crap. For example, Israelis and Palestinians
have been killing each other for well over 50 years and you’d think
things would have started to improve by now. But a few years
back, when radicals on both sides assassinated their own leaders, I
became very pessimistic. That’s simply not the lifestyle that I want
to see emulated in America, or in any other nation for that matter.
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The time I spent in Iran greatly influenced me with regard to the
Middle East, sensitizing me to the entire region. As a nation, I
believe that our lack of understanding for the people in this region,
specifically with regard to the East-West differences, is a handicap.
The US news media could better spend more of their time focusing
attention on ‘how conservative, voyeuristic and apathetic’ that
mainstream America has become. It’s not a very good situation.
Haven’t we learned anything?
30
Without thinking, I might tell you that my fascination
with the Middle East first began with my work in Iran, but that
would be wrong. In truth, I received my first adrenaline rush for
the desert’s beauty while I was watching David Lean’s Lawrence
of Arabia almost ten years earlier. Lawrence, the man and his
mission, mesmerized me so much that on one weekend in 1963, to
escape from the tedium of Army officer’s training in Georgia, I sat
through that three and a half hour film three times! There was
something about the way those vistas on film captured the light; it
was able to draw me in to savor its images and consume the details
of the desert in ways that were more profound to me than with any
other film that I’d seen. Traveling to Tehran in 1971 had only
deepened my interest and my curiosity for the Middle East and my
passion for adventure. I had touched Europe and the Orient along
the way to Persia, but the underlying forces that I’d found in Iran’s
people and in the ruins of its ancient civilizations far surpassed
anything that I had ever seen or previously experienced. Even after
I’d returned to the States from Iran, I had thoughts of finding
employment back in the Middle East, with the United Nations in
Kabul or Islamabad; I wanted to experience Samarkand and see
more of the past before it vanished altogether. Unfortunately, that
wasn’t to be.
Since the Russians had decided to invade Afghanistan and I
hadn’t been selected for the UN job in Islamabad, I let my dreams
of traveling on the old caravanserai road into the back door of
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China slip away. In addition, I personally felt a sense of loss for
the Middle East after the attacks on the World Trade Center and
the Pentagon, as I knew then that the world had changed. Granted,
there had been repeated terrorist acts around the world before 9/11,
but the scope and symbolism of that day’s events renewed passions
that had been dormant for 1000 years. For the life of me, I couldn’t
understand how human beings could be driven to commit such
heinous acts in the name of religion.
Looking for answers to this conundrum, I turned to a book
called Islam – A Short History, that was recently written by Karen
Armstrong, one of the foremost scholars on religious affairs. In it, I
discovered some extremely interesting insights on how we’ve
gotten to where we are. Today’s democratic, secular social
structures in the West evolved away from the traditional religious
influences for over four centuries, and dramatically changed the
way people relate to one another! Since the West’s different
economic basis was no longer founded on the constraints of an
agrarian culture, technology enabled it to reproduce its resources
indefinitely. Consequently, colonization of the agrarian East was
invasive, disturbing and alien and any modernization was
inevitably only superficial. It had taken the West nearly 400 years
to achieve its secular status!
The majority of the Eastern populations were left to rot in
the old agrarian ethos and societies were increasingly divided. In
more recent times, the loss of Palestine in 1948 became a symbol
of the humiliation of the Muslim world at the hands of the West,
which seemed to have no qualms dispossessing hundreds of
thousands. Early reforms throughout the Middle East were
superficial and even the later reformers, like Saddam Hussein, had
acquired military technology and the outer trappings of Western
modernization, without considering the overall effects upon the
rest of the society. The suicide bomber, which is an almost
unparalleled phenomenon in Islamic history, shows us how
desperate some Muslims are today, convinced that they are pitted
against hopeless odds.
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Maybe now I finally understand how a deep-seated
hatred for the West has grown and festered. Four centuries of
suppression and ferment first demands a great deal of compassion
to fully comprehend, and then requires an extraordinary amount of
effort to overcome. Fortunately, we have information technology
tools at our disposal that are extremely powerful. However, on the
flip side, terror merchants like al Qaeda are already using some of
these same technologies to spread their evil gospels of hate and
fear! They’re distributing video CDs, flaunting their terrorist acts
and dedicating websites to the savage beheadings of innocent
hostages. In contrast, I posted my first writings on the East just
after 9/11. I offered these few simple stories, based on my1971
experiences in Iran, as an affirmative view of people of the Middle
East that hopefully would be perceived as constructive. I think that
they may have been at the root of what initially attracted people to
my web pages and prompted that flurry of emails that included the
threat from roundabout. International controversy over the US-led
war in Iraq has only clouded these East-West issues more and the
re-election of Bush raised all sorts of questions at home. Faulty
intelligence, a contrived war, bad planning, public deception,
denial of civil rights; these were all issues that were up for grabs.
Unfortunately, when all was said and done, the American
people - or should I say those who voted – essentially split down
the middle giving only the slightest edge to the incumbent. Should
I have expected anything different? Not really. For the past 80
years, only about 50 percent of those eligible to vote in the US
have put in an appearance! It was bin Laden who noted that neither
candidate was going to make a difference unless our policies
changed. Our leaders have a long history of either meddling in
world affairs or deliberately ignoring them to our detriment. Any
benefits that we should have derived from our wakeups to
terrorism on American soil, be that Oklahoma City, the Marine
Barracks in Lebanon or the Pentagon, have already been lost.
History will not be kind.
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What troubles me most is that it’s probably my government
that has threatened to manipulate me! I can’t think of anyone else
that has the kind of capability that it would take to do such a thing
and I certainly can’t comprehend what possible motives they might
have to want to do it. If it is my government in action, they
certainly didn’t approach me first as one of their loyal citizens! I’m
not one for paranoia but it seems that there is nowhere that you can
turn to and still feel secure these days; I really don’t think I trust
anyone anymore. Do I question government ethics? I certainly do.
In the 1960’s, I saw Brown and Root, the giant base construction
firm controlled by Halliburton, Dick Cheney’s former company,
build multi-million dollar installations in Vietnam during the war.
But guess what? While Brown and Root virtually underwrote
Lyndon B. Johnson’s political career then, Halliburton is in the
same role now, underwriting Bush and Cheney. Not only do both
Democrats and Republican do such things, but also they often do it
with the same companies! Both parties have figured out how to
make it all legal and, by definition, when they’ve made it legal,
they can’t be breaking any laws!
32
I won’t let this personal crisis be sidetracked into stories
about devious politics, since you could easily miss the point then.
Mine is a story about the Internet and the effect that it’s having on
all of us. There have always been politics and there will continue
to be politics; it’s just a part of the equation that I’ll address only if
it becomes necessary. For now I must keep focused on the agenda
to make the Internet safer. By its nature, the Internet has been open
from the start and while I may not be one of the earliest settlers of
cyberspace, I have now staked a claim there and I will let no one
casually threaten my presence there - period.
The Internet was born in the 1970s out of a Defense
Department experiment where multipurpose networks of packetswitched data were used to displace the architecture of control of
single-purpose telephone networks. More simply stated the
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telephone systems were going digital! And with the Berners-Lee’s
Web innovation, the architecture of traditional publishing, like that
of television, radio, newspapers and books, began to move toward
a world where everyone can be a publisher.
People began to communicate and associate with each other
in ways that they had never dreamed possible. The Web promised
a new kind of society that real space could never allow - freedom
without anarchy, control without government, consensus without
power. The belief was that cyberspace was essentially and
unavoidably free by its nature and that government could not
regulate it. That’s not true! But it can still be our goal.
Our real world social connections are constrained by
geography, but when nature was dropped out of the Web, our
nature became dominant. The Web has no landscape, no distance,
nothing natural in it and we each describe it in the way it appears
to us. We’re not being recreated on the Web but we are rewriting
ourselves. The Web feels spatial to us because its pages are a
linked assemblage of places – each one meaningful, each one
different. Unlike a pure communications medium, each new page
increases the value of the Web.
Right now the Web continues to be collectively built by
hundreds of millions of people, without guidance, assistance or
permission. Such an open effort could never be accomplished if
everyone had to ask permission first. The real world assumes
individual privacy but on the Web that flips. The politics of the
Web is that of public rights and public ownership. The Web is
truly another world, at least one, which we’re all creating for one
another and it is full of individual intention and meaning with each
connection; it is actually quite democratic.
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The power of friendship…
33
I can’t wait for Steve to get back to me. It’s been two
days since I FedEx’d him my package of information and I’ve
become even more paranoid than I was before. With no one to talk
to, my mind just keeps spinning like a PC’s hard drive looking for
some input. I know that we’ve got a chance to do something and I
know that what I’ve laid out is feasible. I’m just uneasy about the
scale of things and what kind of resources I’m really talking about.
How much time do I have to play with? That question, I’m afraid,
is an unanswerable one but we can still put a positive spin on it.
‘I’ve got all the time in the world!’ I say boldly to myself. Now,
are we talking about real-world time or Internet time? Internet time
is supposed to be seven times faster than real world time, but I’m
not sure where that comes from. It’s kind of like dog years. It is
true that transactions and communications on the Web do move
faster, unrestricted by any landscapes, matter or inertia. I just feel a
little intimidated sometimes when it comes to applying computers
to real-world issues. But hell, we’re doing some serious innovating
here and all we can do is our best. I’m holding on tightly!
I know that the integrity of what we write will hold the key
to our success in reshaping our world; I started thinking about that
yesterday. I also started thinking about my use of the word portal;
it’s not a new word. It typically means ‘a large or elaborate gate or
entrance to a place or any means of access to something.’
However, our spatial metaphor in cyberspace has added new
meaning to the term and there are already portals all over the Web.
For example, Yahoo! was one of the earliest to declare itself a Web
portal and provide us with a collection of sites that offer a wide
range of services to keep our attention. Instead of passing through
it, like we would a real-world portal, Yahoo! created a mall that
brings things to us; we click a link to go to the Yahoo! portal, and
its assemblage of places are right there. At any instant, we can be
one of tens of thousands of people around the globe looking for
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access and our portal is right there. It comes to us and provides us
with access to other human beings that share our interests. It
sounds pretty much like a linking book to me! But what words will
bring people to our new portal? Playing God is not easy!
34
‘Help Save The Internet!’ Maybe that’s a good way to get
somebody’s attention. Or how about this, ‘Help Make This World
A Safer Place!’ These are two universal themes that could
hopefully pull people together; nothing says that there can’t be
more than one story that promotes a better tomorrow. I just want to
make sure that at least one does – for me! For some reason there’s
a quote from Maurice Maeterlinck, a Belgian playwright and poet,
which sticks in my mind. Some references tell me that Maeterlinck
was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1911, but I don’t
even have a vague idea where this quote came from or why it is
that I even remember it.
It goes - at every crossway on the road that leads to the
future; each progressive spirit is opposed by a thousand men
appointed to guard the past. I guess that’s kind of what I feel I’m
up against right now and that somehow I’ve known that this
challenge has been coming to me for quite a long time. Maybe
that’s what has been waking me up in the middle of the night;
maybe it’s my built-in alarm for ‘seizing the future’ that is going
off within my brain.
I think that I can get something started single handedly
along the lines of my ‘Save the Net’ theme. I had originally
followed some of the more dominant issues but I haven’t given
that much attention recently. The numbers of specific interest
groups are constantly changing on the Web but the potential of the
collective forces that are there are to be rallied are formidable.
I first became interested in the evolution of the Internet
when I picked up a great book titled Code and Other Laws of
Cyberspace by Lawrence Lessig, a Stanford Law Professor. His
scholarly treatise made me struggle like a ten-year-old attempting
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to complete a college course; it even had small print! Nevertheless,
I felt compelled to consume its footnoted pages as quickly as
possible. A second reading that spurred me on was a letter from a
dear friend that began, “If the enclosed article doesn’t scare you,
nothing will.” The article, ‘The Doomsday Click’ by Michael
Specter, was from a recent issue of The New Yorker (May 28,
2001). It asked the question, “How easily could a hacker bring the
world to a standstill?” It was a frightening thought!
Paraphrasing Lessig, his observations are that ‘our Nation’s
liberty was built upon a constitutional architecture that constrained
social and legal power to protect fundamental values which
reached beyond the compromises of ordinary politics. If left to
itself, cyberspace will become the perfect tool of control; values
that are now considered fundamental will not remain and the
freedoms that were at its foundation will disappear.’ As it turns
out, for us to believe that the grounding for liberty in cyberspace
will simply emerge is just plain wrong!
Truly, code is the regulator of the Internet today; it’s the
software and hardware that make cyberspace what it actually is. It
implements the telecommunications protocols that enable the
exchange of data among interconnected networks and it sets the
terms by which we experience cyberspace. Since code is neutral
about the data and ignorant about the user, the exchanges occur
without the contents of the data being known or without any true
idea of who the sender of that data actually is. With government
controls at arm’s length, neutral code would be considered a virtue
in the context of free speech. Obviously, if you were trying to
promote activity monitoring to stop crime or thwart terrorist
activities, such neutrality wouldn’t work. But sometimes, when
governments fail to work, business or other interests will jump in
to fill the void on their own.
Because of the enormous impact that code can have on
businesses and markets, it is the most important context of Internet
regulation being considered today. The Ciscos and the Microsofts
are lobbying hard to insure that any controls that they already have
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in place are not compromised. It is not a simple choice between
‘regulation’ and ‘no regulation’; there will be code! People write
code; code regulates. Code can implement fundamental values or
can deny them. It can enable traditional freedoms or it can disable
them. It can protect privacy or it can promote surveillance. Unless
you recognize that and understand that cyberspace can imbed or
displace the values that we cherish and you work to deliberately
preserve them, the code of the Internet, which describes the
architecture of cyberspace, will ultimately displace them!
35
As you may have already suspected, everyone has an
agenda. Mine is to change the world and to survive in the process,
all as a direct result of my cleverness! As you can see, there is no
shortage of ego here. In the past, I’ve repeatedly performed well
under pressure and accomplished impossible things too! Well at
least they seemed impossible to me when I was first confronted
with them. That’s sort of how things appear to me right now; I
know that I need help. What scares me most is the thought that
some Government entity may currently be browsing my email and
is already playing with my identity. Are these covert activities?
Can they make me disappear as well, in the name of National
Security? Or is it big business that’s involved?
I can remember sending a note to AT&T corporate offices
in New York, asking for a copy of a recent statement that had been
made by their chairman before the Senate committee back then.
This was in the 70s, when I was living in suburban Maryland,
before the Bell System was broken up, and they were paranoid
about critics. When a friend, who lived in the area and worked for
AT&T, asked me what I was up to, I was shocked. As it happened,
it seems that within 24 hours of my request, AT&T Corporate had
queried AT&T Federal, who queried someone in C&P Telephone
who in turn contacted my friend to find out just who was this Bob
Marchant who lived near him and if he posed any concerns to the
future of AT&T. ‘Wow!’ I thought, ‘and I was one of those people
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who believed that it was only the intelligence activities of the
governments of the world that were scary.’
I decided that a good place to start looking for help might
be with Lawrence Lessig and the forces that have been gathering
behind his efforts to champion the Internet’s openness and keep the
corporate copyright advocates at bay. The Creative Commons, a
nonprofit entity, was established to offer a flexible copyright
alternative for creative works. This was a backlash to the Supreme
Court’s ruling that upheld the Congress's 20-year extension of
copyright laws back in 1998, which Lessig and others had
challenged on constitutional grounds. But even as it upheld the
law, the Court expressed misgivings, hinting that decision may
have been unwise. I had met Larry when he spoke at the Law
School at the University of Florida in 2002 and found him an
outstanding individual. I knew that he’d point me in the right
direction, but that I might have to contact him indirectly until I can
figure out how to get around roundabout.
Others I’d thought of contacting included the Miller
brothers, someone like John Gilmore of the Electronic Frontier
Foundation, even Joe Firmage. There was a blurb about Joe in the
trade papers about six months ago, announcing that his company
had just acquired a 3D technology company, suggesting to some
that he was looking to recycle some future ideas and technologies
for a next-generation World Wide Web; there may even be a fit
there.
36
Steve finally called this evening. I thought that perhaps
he’d decided that I’d already lost it. But no, he was the same
wonderful, thoughtful Steve.
“Mr. Marchant,” he greeted me in his typical manner. “So
good to find you at home this evening; I hope I haven’t caught you
at a bad time. I just received your note yesterday and I’ve been
mulling it over. Your situation is interesting, for certain. Have you
heard anything new? Has anything changed?” He was teasing me.
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“Well it’s about time you called! I’ve been going crazy
waiting to hear back from you.” I was lashing out. “My mind’s
been going 90 miles an hour and I just needed to get some kind of
reaction from somebody! No one else knows what’s has happened
so I’ve been frantically waiting for you to call.” I wanted Steve to
know that I felt frazzled, but that I wasn’t crazy. “It’s interesting!
Is that it?”
“Hey, Bob, it’s going to work out OK,” he replied, trying to
sooth and strengthen me at the same time. “What I find interesting
is your response to this situation; I think that it’s absolutely
brilliant! There may be a few bugs to deal with but I think that it’s
something very doable.”
As I exhaled into the phone, Steve laughed. “That’s better,”
he chuckled. “You’re starting to sound like your old self already.
Remember, we really haven’t talked for a couple of years. Don’t
worry; I won’t hang up. I’m signing up for the full tour.”
“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” I gushed, now back to
my normal tone of voice. “I have to ask about the Pretty One and
the boys before I get you sidetracked off into my other world, if
you’ll excuse the pun.”
“Hey, there’s no need to explain. I probably wouldn’t feel
any different than you do under the circumstances,” he confided.
“But to answer your question, the kids are growing like weeds and
the Pretty One’s just getting prettier. It must be the desert air.”
“One more thing,” Steve added. “I kicked this thing around
with Alison last night so that she understands what we’re up to.
Also, if you need something and I’m not here, she’ll be able to
help you or connect us up. I’m really not too concerned about
roundabout right now, but we can talk about that some more.”
I told him some of the thoughts that had been running
through my head and how I had been assessing the situation
overall. I also mentioned my feelings about Lessig to him and my
understanding of his ties with the Creative Commons and the EFF
as well. I added that I’d thought about contacting people in those
groups next. Then I asked him what he thought about the
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possibility of contacting someone at CyanWorlds, the Millers’
home base, which was located on the outskirts of Spokane. Finally,
I wondered if he had heard anything recently about Joe Firmage, of
The Truth fame back in 1998, and his newly announced efforts
under the banner of his ManyOne Networks. If they’re planning to
start the next-generation Web as the press suggested, they might be
just the right folks for us to be comparing notes with or at least be
talking with.
“What are your thoughts about contacting roundabout?” he
countered. “I think that we could possibly learn a lot from that.
You and I may not approve of his methods but that’s really a
secondary issue. As a ‘good’ but frightened citizen, you might try
approaching him and see what kind of a response you get. You
never know what we might be able to learn by replying directly.
This might be a hoax, a second string NSA operation or it might
truly be some really bad guys. We can offer to help and see who
surfaces.”
I thought about that for a moment and I let it sink in. What
was I afraid of? What was it really that set my heart racing? Did I
feel that I was totally helpless? Apparently I was also a threat to
someone else and my only problem was that I hadn’t been aware of
it before I’d received the threat from roundabout. At first, I was the
only one that had seen his threat, but now I had an ally who had
read it too. Like the old joke says, “On the Web, no one knows
you’re a dog.” Perhaps I’ve been giving roundabout much more
credit than he deserves.
37
“As usual, you’ve given me something to think about,” I
told Steve. He was probably right. Once we dig under the surface a
little, who knows what we’ll find. If there actually is government
involvement, first, I wouldn’t be surprised and second, I’m sure
that it will make things much more interesting. I’ve heard stories
about our ability to create customized ‘remote locations,’ any form
of virtual space – on demand - from the combined processing of
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reconnaissance, intelligence and archival information and using
sophisticated graphics tools and broadband communications. These
custom packages can then be electronically delivered to wherever
they’re needed for planning and training within hours of the initial
request. I know that there’s a lot that is possible and it might be fun
to find out what those guys really do! Maybe we could even win
them over to our side.
“I think I’m game,” I continued. “Let me try to lay out
some sort of strategy and get back to you before I actually try to
execute it. My chess skills have been dormant for a while, you
know ‘if he does this then I’ll do that’ kind of thing, but I want to
mull everything over a little bit more.”
“Make sure that you set the preferences on your email
client to display all your header information, just in case your
message gets bounced or redirected,” Steve replied. “We may be
able to glean some additional info about our mr. roundabout by
doing it in any case. I’ll be up late if you want to call me later.” We
agreed that I’d call him back in a couple of hours and then we
disconnected. You know, I think that I feel better already.
Now that I’d received roundabout’s bombshell, I had to
think about keeping who I was after separate from who I was
before. Actually, it shouldn’t be that hard. His email had arrived
only three days ago and I really hadn’t changed much externally; it
just felt like I had. Also using email, I had the chance to think
about what I was saying before I actually had to say it so that was
good. I usually write like that anyway, so whatever I send him
shouldn’t read out of character or sound empty. At least it’s not
like I’ll have to interact with him live and think on my feet. That
may come later, but I won’t worry about crossing that bridge
before I have to.
38
Time flies when you’re having fun, or when you’re
composing emails to people that you suspect might be bad guys. It
doesn’t matter whose side they’re on; if they’re bad guys, they’re
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bad in either case. I’m trying to project an image of someone
slightly confused and hope for the best; that shouldn’t be a hard
character for me to maintain considering the state that I’m in. I’ll
just have to suppress my new ‘superhero’ persona. Fortunately,
that mode doesn’t come with any obnoxious superpowers that
might get in the way and expose me. Steve’s two hours behind me
in Arizona so I won’t be disturbing his beauty sleep by calling him
now, even though it’s almost midnight here. I’ve got a response
drafted to roundabout, but I’m still fleshing out an appropriate
profile of information about myself, stuff that’s not common
knowledge on the Web. It should include innocent things that I’d
be willing to share with those in authority or with friends and
family if I was asked. There will be no stammering and no
unanswered questions if or when I am ever confronted by
roundabout face-to-face. Here’s what my draft message said:
Dear roundabout –
I initially ignored your reply to my November 18th email. I
had decided that you were just some ‘no name’ wise guy who had
decided to jerk my chain for no apparent reason. I had recently
received a few inquiries about a summary I’d put together on
Lessig's Code and figured that you might be just some form of
junk mail reacting to that posting.
Then I thought about your message again, after I’d
celebrated my anniversary, which was the 20th, and I decided to
reply to you directly to sort out what was actually real and what
might be nonsense. I’m a former Federal employee and in no way
do I want to jeopardize anything that you are doing to interrupt
criminal activities. However, as you must already be aware, I
actively change things on my site. I want to continue my normal
activity as you requested, but at the same time I don’t want to
inadvertently disrupt whatever you’re doing.
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If you’re monitoring me, then you already know me and
should have been more forthcoming with me from the start. If you
could be more specific it might help me now. You’re not talking
about my AT&T site, are you? That one’s dormant and has just
been sitting there for years. Please let me know what I can do to
help you now in order to avoid interfering with anything you’re
doing.
I signed it with a simple ‘Sincerely – Bob Marchant’ and I
was ready to let it fly.
Assuming that I’d get a reply, my plan now was simply to
pursue whatever leads are offered. If I don’t hear anything, I’ll
probe again after a week or two. If there’s still no response, then
I’ll charge full speed ahead with my world-rebuilding efforts! If I
truly want a project of this scope to succeed, I have to start treating
it like a real effort. My first order of business toward that end is to
give the project credibility and recognition with a bureaucratic
code name just like the White House does. Henceforth, all of my
world renovation activities shall be referred to as:
‘Project Turnaround.’
39
When I called Steve back, Alison picked up, greeting me
with “Hi Bob, I know that Steve was expecting your call. I get him
right on the line for you; he’s just putting the baby to bed.” I
blurted out a quick, “Thanks, Sweetie” but she was already gone.
She’s a great woman, I thought. She understands that things aren’t
right and she appreciates that it’s not something to be treated
casually. I heard her call for Steve.
Steve was on the phone momentarily and I quickly read
him the draft. He said it sounded pretty nerdy to him and asked,
with a chuckle, if I’d had any help putting it together. He also
thought that the AT&T confusion factor had a nice ring to it and he
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hoped that I’d get a nibble. So far, so good, he said. He was going
to make a couple of calls in the morning to see what kind of help
he might be able to find for us. The ‘us’ gave me that warm feeling
again and the hint of excitement in his voice provided me an added
boost to my mood. I was now ready for bed and perhaps I’d finally
sleep tonight. At least most of my apprehension was gone and I
could start pulling some pieces together tomorrow.
Nifty thing about this Internet; you can work on any part of
it from anywhere. Of course, if you’ve been told that your accounts
are being watched, that might change the dynamics of what you
do. Thankfully, anonymity is still a virtue on the Web and it looks
like I’m going to have to employ an alter ego to get Project
Turnaround underway. But for the moment, Bob Marchant still has
some work to do. I pulled up the draft of my email to roundabout
and ran the spellchecker on it. No errors were found, but I’d failed
to give the message a title. Pausing for a moment, I thought about
what was happening and I then proceeded to slowly type into the
Subject block: ‘Code and Other Laws.’ Larry would be proud. Just
Shift-Command-D and my message was on its way. Would this
provide the first piece of the puzzle or the first roadblock? We’d
know soon enough. Right now it was bedtime for me and I
crashed.
40
There is nothing worse on the Net than waiting for a
reply to an email that you’ve sent. We’ve gotten so spoiled by the
instant gratification we get from automated responses:
Your order with Amazon.com has been confirmed.
Thanks for your order, Bob Marchant!
When you have to wait for the intervention of another
human being, you begin to realize in no small way just how much
these things actually affect you. Why would you want to stand in
line to wait for shopping services or movie tickets when you can
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easily connect to a webpage and always be first in line to be
served? The ‘no time factor’ spoils us in other ways too. We don’t
have to deal with the crossing of time zones or be waiting for
someone to get to their office before we can connect with them,
like we have to do in our real world.
I can send Larry Lessig an email and he will have it
instantly; it will be waiting for him in his private mailbox
whenever he gets around to opening it. If he checks his mailbox
from home or even from the road before he gets to his office, we’re
connected sooner and spoiled even more. As a part of my daily
routine, one of the first things I do in the morning is tap on the
spacebar on my dozing computer as I roll out of bed. First off, it
wakes up the machine, which then checks my accounts for new
emails while I browse through the headlines on CNN’s homepage.
With nothing new on the world front this morning, it’s time to pull
myself together and get ready for another great day.
How dependent I’ve become on the Web. My alter ego,
Bob Montagne, has already set up an alias email account on
Yahoo! - projectturnaround@yahoo.com. I know I’ll want to begin
passing and receiving messages anonymously, at least for right
now. I want to give roundabout plenty of space until I can figure
out who he is. If I let the cat out of the bag, powerful forces could
be put into play and I’m unsure what might happen then. I don’t
want anything to happen yet; I don’t even think Bob Marchant is
ready for that.
Today, I’ve got at least five areas that I’m working on,
maybe six. Through Larry, I’m sure I can pull in some support
from the EFF and the Creative Commons group; I’m hoping that
Steve might have some ideas about contacting the Millers. I also
have friends from the Middle East that I might ask for support.
Stan Walters in particular comes to mind. He is brilliant and he has
a passion for that part of the world. I’m certain that my old friend
Rick Mueller would help too; the last I checked on him he was
working with high-end imaging systems for GE Healthcare and
living in the Baltimore area. All these people have a sense of
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conscience and I have no qualms about asking any of them for
help.
Using my new alias account, I fired off an email to
Carinne, Larry Lessig’s assistant, in an attempt to get something
going there. She’d helped me before and I told her briefly what I
was looking for, a contact at Creative Commons that could help
bolster a Web-based project that’s designed to keep cyberspace
free. I insisted that all I needed was a name, a good phone number
and Lessig’s endorsement and I’d be up and running on my own. If
I could just get an initiative started with them below the radar, I
had no doubt that it would pick up any momentum that it needed
on its own. I know there’s magic on the Web to be harnessed, like
the magic that enticed more than twelve million people to purchase
copies of Myst and who knows how many millions more who have
played the game and embraced the worlds that the Millers had
created. I know that there’s both talent and energy around the
globe that will rally to the cause of the Web. The idea of ‘support
for preserving open Internet access’ is something that’s important
to every one of us. The Web is the reason why there are ‘opensource’ initiatives out there and why so much talent sharing is in
evidence. The ‘small pieces’ are finding each other, building and
accessing enormous knowledge bases in ways that are nothing less
than humbling. Twenty years ago, our wildest dreams for the
sharing of information and for using computers for creativity were
primitive in comparison to the realities that are now second nature
to us. For this reason alone, I’m moving forward with the greatest
of hopes.
41
I worked with Stan Walters in Iran. He was a military
language specialist who worked with the Gendarmerie project as a
liaison officer. In the process of his duties, he picked up a great
deal about the country plus an uncanny sense for the people and
their culture. As it happened, he later went on to couple these skills
with his artistic passion at Harvard. My last conversation with him
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was about five years ago in New York, where he had been working
as Curator for Islamic Arts at the Metropolitan Museum. Over the
years he had returned to Iran on several occasions as part of
ongoing research efforts and had maintained contacts there with
some of our old friends. As usual, I didn’t find him in his office
when I called and I left a voice message for him to get back to me
as soon as he could. Hopefully, Dr. Walters wasn’t off on a lecture
tour of exotic cities or on some form of research sabbatical. The
bucks weren’t great in his line of work but in art their time was
their own and the prestige was awesome. I liked Stan; he never
said much because he knew he didn’t have to. Mixed in with his
formality was a fine, dry wit.
It was another gorgeous Florida day and once again, the
fragrance of the morning air had lured me to the beach. Listening
to the surf’s constant rhythms was my preferred way of relaxing
and escaping. Since I’d come to the South, I found the call from
this state’s 2,276 miles of pristine coastline unrelenting. It is
definitely the best way that I’ve found to purge your mind of
stressful thoughts and leave it open for innovative ideas. I’ve found
the need to do that quite often lately, just to keep my sanity. Free
from people, papers and phones, I just drift off with the rhythm of
the pulsing waves to wherever they choose to take me and harbor
me. I don’t have many choices to pursue at this point, but whatever
path I do decide to go down I hope it will be the right one. I should
concentrate on finding the best people; the stakes are too high for
me to settle for anything less.
Rick was one of the first people that I’d thought about. We
had initially met in Iran where he was serving on active duty as
part of the US military assistance effort. A free spirit with a
curious mind, I later hired him as an engineer after I’d moved back
to Maryland in the mid 70s to help me with the communications
systems in new Army hospitals across the country. Unfortunately, I
could only hold his interest for so long before I lost him back to
those technology giants, who were leading the way in the
application of information systems to the practice of innovative
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healthcare. His aptitude for integrating the biomedical and the
communications systems that were evolving was both incredible
and natural. I knew that any initiative that I was able to get him
involved in now was certain to turn out positive.
42
The recording was offering me several options while I
waited the operator to come on line. “GE Healthcare Systems!
How may I direct your call?”
“ Could you connect me with Rick Mueller please?”
“One moment please; that line is ringing.”
‘Hi, this is Rick Mueller. I’m away from my desk at the
moment but if you’ll…’
“This is Rick; how can I help you?”
“Rick… Bob Marchant. I’m not sure how you can help me,
but first… it’s good to hear your voice. How are you?”
“Bob, what a great surprise! The last time I saw you was
when there was still snow on the Catoctins and that must have been
a hundred years ago. You're not still in the nickel-and-dime
telephone business, are you?”
“Hell, you really have been living in a cave haven’t you?
Let me bring you up to speed.”
With that we launched into a wonderful ‘catching up’
session. He had time to talk and I had lots to say. I think that he’d
had mixed feeling about leaving his job with me years back, but he
was a bright light and I had no desire to stymie him in his pursuits.
We’d just drifted a little in our own directions, but we probably
hadn’t talked for at least ten years - an Internet lifetime. He told me
that he’d gravitated more in the direction of research and I
described for him the details of how I’d arrived at my current state
of paranoia.
“ Christ!” he reacted. “I should have known that something
was up. It’s been a while since you’ve called on the ‘big guns’ for
help. What would you like me to do?”
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I told him that I’d email him some details of my thoughts
and that for now I just wanted him to put on his thinking cap and
get back to me if he had any epiphanies. “No problem” he replied
and proceeded to give me all of his personal phone numbers and
addresses, since mine for him were woefully out of date. “I’ll get
back to you quickly” he assured me. “I can only imagine how
you’re feeling. We’ll figure out something. You know that I never
did trust that ‘evil military-industrial complex.’ I just came to work
for them because of you.”
“I know that” I countered “and I couldn’t have done it
without you. I’ll send an email to your personal address right
away. Your perspective is still very special to me and I’ll be
anxious to hear from you whenever you can get back to me.”
“I’m with you, Chief,” he laughed. And as we said our
goodbyes, I smiled because I knew exactly what he was thinking.
43
Back in our days together in Iran, Rick and I and a third
fellow from the office named Ken decided to explore the Persian
countryside one weekend … in search of history. Our destination
was only about an hour west of Tehran, in a place called the
Alamut Valley. All that we had to guide us was some information
from a Freya Stark book, which did include a simple map, and a
current Gendarmerie map to compare it against. Legend has it that
it was at this location where the last of the invading European
Crusaders were turned back and thoroughly decimated by the tribal
people that lived there. Called the Assassins, a name derived from
the Arabic meaning eaters of hashish, they were known to have
been fierce fighters and were alleged to have launched their savage
attacks against the infidels high on the drug. The ruins of their
impenetrable cliff side fortresses that were there in the mountains
were now referred to as the Castles of the Assassins.
Like true adventurers, forgoing camels, we set out in that
same trusty Bonneville that I described to you earlier. After
locating what was hopefully the appropriate dirt road turnoff, we
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left the main highway, passed a small village to the west of the
track and forded a slow-moving stream that was no more than a
foot deep. We pressed onward, now feeling very confident in the
big beige beauty. Some of the villagers, who were bathing and
washing their clothes in the bubbling stream, watched us pass with
obvious disbelief or indifference. Surely these weren’t the
descendants of the Assassins.
After a few miles across the valley floor, the track began to
climb into the hills, gradually at first and then snake-like as it
undulated over the irregular landscape. The earthen road became
more like two ruts now as the rocks had worked their way either to
the center of the track or kicked out to its edges. Certainly the only
traffic that it ever saw was in the form of a truck or horse-drawn
wagon, or maybe an occasional military jeep. Since I’m certain
that this was the first Pontiac to ever make this trek, I took the
climb slowly and tried to avoid the mud holes, keeping the wheels
up on the rocky high spots. As a precaution, we’d brought along
jugs of water just in case the engine overheated. We turned and
curved and climbed and dipped and then we climbed some more.
The view became grander by the moment and the foothills were
beginning to disappear into a distant silver haze. I’m not
superstitious but the temperature light flashed to red as the
odometer passed our 13th mile inland and steam began to pour
from the engine compartment. I squeezed off to one side of the
path and stopped abruptly.
Since we were the only traffic, I declared it ‘lunchtime’ and
‘a Kodak moment’ and we let the engine cool for a while as we all
snacked. The panorama was magnificent, rolling hills in every
direction. I’d guess we were at about 2500 feet, with the road and
the stream snaking back to the valley below. After refilling the
radiator with our water, we continued on our quest. We moving
slowly upward but after about another 5 miles the temperature light
flashed on again! I saw a wide flat area almost immediately and I
pulled off the trail onto it. This was not good; I scrambled out of
the car to lift the hood and see what was happening. There was
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overflow steam but no broken hoses, thank God! But my joy was
quickly dashed when I inspected the underside of the car. I saw
engine oil running onto the ground from the oil pan! That’s why
the engine had gotten hot again! This was bad.
By the time I’d grabbed a rag from the trunk and wriggled
under the car, the oil was just a trickle. What to do now? I’d have
to think long and hard about this one; I could only guess. On closer
inspection, I saw at least a one-inch gash in the middle of the pan.
No telling how much oil had been lost. There was definitely some
oil still trapped in the engine and with the car now parked on an
incline and the engine off, at least there was no more running out
underneath. How to repair the pan was the next question; it seemed
impossible. I sent Rick and Ken down the hill to get more water
from the stream while I rummaged through the trunk and pondered
our predicament. By the time the guys got back, they found me
whistling and in high spirits once again.
“OK, I’ll ask…,” said Rick, puffing from the climb. “Why
the happy face? Did you fix it?” “Not completely” I replied, “but I
think that I can get us out of here. The only down side is that we’ll
have to cut our expedition short. Look under the car.” In a toolbox
in the trunk, I’d found some old brake cylinder parts and some
very short, fat wood screws. I had put one fat screw through the
center of a rubber, cuplike part and screwed it into the gash in the
pan. It grabbed and had caused the rubber cup to spread out against
the pan’s surface, creating a seal about two inches in diameter that
covered the rupture.
“Amazing!” Rick shook his head. “Just amazing! Is that
why we call you the ‘CHIEF’ engineer?” he grinned. We all
laughed. We weren’t out of the woods yet, but we were getting
closer. After the water was added, I started the car and maneuvered
it until it was pointing down the mountain. With the engine off, we
coasted most of the 18 miles back out without benefit of power
steering or power brakes, using the engine only to get over an
occasional rise in the track and for the final sprint across the valley
floor. Riding high on the stony crests was like trying to control a
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wild stallion by its ears. I finally braked the car when we reached
the highway to replace the seal again and while I did that, the guys
went off to find more motor oil for the trip home to Tehran. Even
though the castles were never reached, we were forever bonded in
trust and Rick had remembered.
44
A ringing phone brought me back to the present; the
caller ID said that it was Steve calling me. Hopefully things were
happening. “Hey Bob Marchant,” he began. “I’ve got something
interesting for you. Remember Corey Hanssen, the tall slim kid
who used to work with us at BlueFish way back when? Guess
where he is now? He’s up in Spokane; Myst country! And he likes
your ideas.” That definitely sounded like good news; who knows
what connections he might already have there. As I remember him,
Corey was a soft-spoken programmer who used to create
multimedia presentations in Macromedia Director. He had picked
up and gone to California when Steve had left for China but I’d
lost track of him after that. The last I’d known he was either in LA
or San Diego.
“What’s he been up to?” I asked.
“I’ll let him tell you” Steve replied. “He was working with
Presto Studios but I guess they closed shop. Apparently he’s
connected up with some of his old buddies from there after doing
some great freelance stuff. Call him; he’ll give you all the details.
I’m still trying to get a lead on the new company that Firmage
bought. Maybe there’s something there as well. Anything else
new?”
I told him about the things I’d started and that I would start
keeping him updated on everything that I’m doing using the
Yahoo! account. He agreed that it should work fine and said he
didn’t think we needed to resort to securing accounts just yet. I
thanked him for staying close and he confirmed that he would
continue to be close until we had a little better handle on things.
It’s nice when you get to realize that you have a friend like that. I
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couldn’t wait to talk to Corey, so I got myself comfortable at my
desk and immediately called the number that Steve had given me.
He picked right up, “This is Corey.”
“Bob Marchant, Corey,” I replied. “Good to hear you’re
doing so well. Steve told me you’d give me all the details of what
you’ve been up to.”
“Actually not too much, Bob” he drawled, “although I have
learned a lot. I’m a good detail man, no matter what you put in
front of me. You’ll like this one, Bob; I did a lot of work on Exile
down in San Diego up until about five years ago. Then I did some
freelance stuff for some big Hollywood films, working as an
independent for ILM and DreamWorks. I just moved up here to the
Washington area last year.”
“What the heck are you doing way up there anyway?” I
probed. “That’s Cyan country. You hanging around with the Miller
boys?”
“Not exactly” he replied. “But I have been working with
some of my old Presto gang on contract to Cyan; we’ve been
trying to salvage some of what’s left of Uru Live. Some tekkies at
Ubisoft got carried away with using the Havoc engine technology
when they launched it and ended up pushing things in the wrong
direction. That’s the FPS world.”
“What?” I cried. “I have no idea what in hell you’re talking
about.”
“First Person Shooters, Bob – the Gamers, Xbox, Doom,
Wolfenstein – you know, the stuff that Riven and Myst put to
shame. When I was working on Myst III back in San Diego, I
really liked Cyan’s approach to development; quality was key and
their story always drove the train. Presto Studios had the Exile
franchise and those Cyan guys were awesome to work with. Story
details really counted for something back then.” With no segue, he
added, “Steve said that you were still a big Myst fan and that you
had some ideas for a story or something. What do you want me to
do for you?”
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With that opening, I summed up my story quickly for him
and hastened to get in my thoughts about the Internet’s impact and
my fervor for what the Millers had done with all of the Myst
worlds. I knew that I was starting to lose him though when I spoke
of portals and parallel worlds, but I brought him right back when I
made the connection between the pages that make for a good
website and the pages that Atrus had used to create new worlds.
“I like that” Corey said. “And now I understand where
you’re trying to go with your portals. It’s got some similarities to
what they were trying to do with Uru Live, but Uru had no good
draw other than Myst’s golden reputation. The story’s drive was
lacking and so it was disappointing, even when you first got there.
You raise some interesting thoughts though, Bob. I’ve never heard
anyone talk about parallel worlds like that before.”
I told him that I really appreciated his feedback and that I
was glad that he felt that at least some of my ramblings had made
sense to him. I asked him if he was interested in reading David
Ambrose’s book and told him that I’d send him a copy of it if he
were. He said that it might be OK, but that he really didn’t like to
read very much. Then he interjected, “Do you think that some of
what was done for the Uru Live portals might work for you?” “I
don’t know,” I replied. “I never got there. Remember, I’m a
diehard Mac user.”
“Heck, that’s not a problem,” he quipped. “We can fix that.
Let’s you and I talk about it more after I’ve checked out a couple
things here with my friends. I’ll call you back.”
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45
For the first time in a week, I was positively excited
about my predicament. I had no idea what he might have, but
obviously Corey was already off and running after something on
my behalf and that was good. I didn’t know much about Uru Live,
but I was sure that I would learn fast. It’s possible that the reason it
never flew was that ‘the devil was in the details.’ It was intended to
add innovation to the genre, an online multiplayer version of the
game to include content updates and social elements like virtual
neighborhoods. But FPS wasn’t where Myst had come from and
maybe that worked against Uru. It was my understanding that Uru
didn't exactly have a storyline to follow. Naturally there was some
background information to discover but you weren’t caught up in
events like you were in Riven or Exile. I understand that Uru did
have some beautiful environments that weren’t just showpieces.
Because of attention to detail, the deserts and forests came across
as living, breathing places just waiting to be explored. Maybe
Corey was actually onto something.
A key aspect to consider when thinking about creating
portals would be their universality. For example, if you go to any
Apple website and click on the bottom of the homepage, you can
choose from some 30 different country sites, each localized in a
different language. Microsoft’s homepage offers over 80 sites to
pick from, with some countries like Belgium and Switzerland
having sites that are represented in multiple languages. Since these
tools that are already being used to attract businesses and
customers alike, it’s my belief is that the clever application of these
capabilities can provide very powerful results. But what is my
goal? I suppose that’s really the billion-dollar question. Change
this world, I say! I guess if someone is going to have to force the
issue, it might just as well be me. I’m definitely ready for some
positive changes.
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To promote transitional portals, I think that a good
marketing campaign will be needed. For many years, I’ve always
considered KMGI to be the gold standard for interactive
multimedia on the Web. As the crisp audio announces from their
active pages:
KMGI combines traditional website architecture with
dynamic multimedia content and produces Flash sites which are
faster loading and have superior functionality than most mute and
static web pages.
I see their approach as simple and sharp. If you want to sell
something today, they’d have to be your first choice of where to go
to for help if you’re using the web. They’re based in New York
City and they are very clever people.
46
Just because the rest of the world doesn’t seem to be
worried about the Internet’s future doesn’t mean that I’m not.
Internet issues are very real to me now and I’ve been stewing over
why for quite a while. Spam, fraud, viruses, spyware, criminals –
none of these things belong on my Web. It’s not as if others aren’t
also concerned, but no one seems to moving very quickly to get the
situation off dead center. Someone has got to lead and take charge.
That doesn’t mean that I intend to stand up and say, “Follow me!”
Nobody would listen. Actually, I intend to stay anonymous
throughout most of what I’m proposing to do. If I can get this show
on the road and started in the right direction, it should take care of
itself. I’m certain that industry as a whole will want to make it
happen and the desire of others not to be left behind will quickly
close the loops around the world.
I read something yesterday that described the spread of
today’s computer viruses as being virtually instantaneous. Within
minutes of a first infection, roughly ninety percent of the world's
unprotected hosts are compromised. Reforms are already underway
to secure the Internet from these disruptive programs that cripple
current systems. New hardware is being built directly into Internet
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backbones to stop viruses and malicious codes in their tracks.
There’s even a government-accelerated process to protect our most
critical systems from attack by physically disengaging them from
the outside world.
Spam and spyware also continue to take their toll on the
overall performance of many PC systems. Some reports indicate
that many people have abandoned using their computers because
dealing with these intruders has simply become too difficult of a
problem for them. Fortunately, there is just too much that’s at stake
for this to continue on unchallenged. Everyone will lose and it
doesn’t even matter if you’re directly a member of the Internet
community or not. No one really knows the full extent of the
Internet’s impact on our modern world, but at this point, all agree
that it’s definitely something of major significance.
These issues need to start being addressed now and, as soon
as it becomes possible, I want to see every user endorsing positive
actions designed to fix the Net. With security mechanisms built
into the code of cyberspace, privacy and intrusion issues can be
suitably balanced. Anyone who’s opposed to such measures will,
by definition, fall outside of the industrialized, mostly peaceful,
rule-of-law abiding, liberal democratic world currently connected
to the Internet and the information economy. The business
community can make certain that this happens with the support of
the associated core governments. The public must also do its part
and insure that the interests of the people of the world are included
as well. It also falls upon the shoulders of the existing Internet
community to push for this open access in order to accelerate the
complete user acceptance of this along with quick implementation.
I say let the transition of the Internet begin!
47
I know that nothing will be more important than the
story that I’ve yet to create and how what needs to be done is
incorporated into it. Consequently, this element is my first priority
and also my exclusive action item. This is how I plan to put my

88

The Last Transition…

stamp on the world but I’ll need a lot of feedback from others too,
including a connection within the Creative Commons world soon. I
definitely want them deeply involved in order to insure that the
openness of the Internet will continue to be a key concern and play
a prominent role throughout the transition. I’d like endorsements
from other key players to flaunt as well, but that can come later.
That includes people like the Electronic Frontier Foundation.
Save The Internet! Make It A Safer World! I think that both
of those themes would work equally well in stirring emotions and
prompting action, but I’ll definitely need to set them into a broader
context in order to make them work. By jotting down what I think
needs to be done, I lay naked before you the clash between my
inner selves – Bob the engineer and Bob the salesman. This orderly
list exposes my nerd factor as I attempt to quantify something
catchy and saleable. At this point, I would rather have too many
issues on the table than not enough and I’ve listed the objectives in
my order of priority:
•

I want to get a secure Internet program up and running
among current users – I want to know who’s been
monitoring me and how I can stop them forever.

•

I want to build appealing, fantastic portals with immersive
technology – I want to entice other people into new worlds
with me that will change the real world.

•

I want to appeal to the better senses of all people
everywhere – I want these portals to have a kinder, gentler
influence on anyone who utilizes them.

•

I want to advertise this program using a KMGI webpage for
the launch – I will explore the possibility of multilingual
pages with them; it will take bucks.
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•

The KMGI site would eventually provide links to the
immersive portals – I think that initially those portals will
need to share common interface scenarios.

•

I want to develop at least three portal themes: Peace, Life
and Tomorrow – I hope that I can draw everyone into at
least one of these three themes.

•

I want to build enough Net portals to have a positive impact
on the real world – all I can do is my best, with what I
have, within the time allocated to me.

Well that’s my simplified plan for securing the future of the
Internet and saving the world. It looks like I’ve got a lot on my
plate and the clock is ticking…
48
Surprise! It was a phone call from Terry Nicholas, my
Virginia buddy, who I earlier had laid the blame on for getting me
off on this ‘parallel worlds’ kick. I’d sent him a short email a few
months ago telling him some of my ideas about the Internet and
that I was trying my hand at writing some fiction on the subject;
but this was before roundabout. His reply was equally brief,
indicating to me something about how he was glad that I was doing
something constructive with my life, but that was about the extent
of it. Now he was on the phone! It appears that he’s finally curious
about what I’m up to; that’s good, I think!
“Terry,” I exclaimed. “Just the man I wanted to talk to.”
Terry was an old AT&T type and because I was in my current
mindset, I needed to talk to someone with his kind of expertise. “I
have to get a sense of how secure the communications industry is
feeling right now,” I continued. He’d worked for an assortment of
the big firms after the Bell System was broken up and his
marketing skills kept him right at the top of his game as the
telecom industry reshaped itself. He was now a consultant
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affiliated with one of the Beltway giants, providing advice to some
of the Government’s most senior overseers of the industry, and to
the carriers also, at rates that would make you cry.
“Do you mean secure as in Homeland Security or secure as
in WorldCom/MCI?” he laughed.
“I guess both, but maybe more of the former,” I replied.
“I’m trying to figure out how I can end up with some better
Internet services for me. I’m tired of the status quo and I want to
lobby somebody for some alternative solutions. Have you got any
ideas?”
“Yup,” he answered, “I think that you’re up to something.”
Having no reason to be coy with Terry, I gave him the
fifty-cent version of my email threat and the circumstances
surrounding it that had brought my description of multiple worlds
into focus. The last time I had talked to him about it, because of the
Ambrose book, my thoughts were incomplete and uninspired. Now
I was a man on fire with a point to prove. But what was it going to
take to rally others around my cause? Love? Hate? Money? It’ll
probably require a little of each.
There was a long silence on the phone after I’d finished my
pitch; Terry was thinking. “You can come hide in my cellar,” he
boomed.
“That’s not funny,” I laughed, “but I just might have to do
that if for no other reason than to bug you!”
“Oh, come on now. It can’t be all that bad yet.”
He was right, it wasn’t that bad. In some ways, this whole
incident had actually become invigorating. As I thought about it, I
realized that I hadn’t felt so alive in quite a while. I had seized on
something positive and I was trying to make a difference in the
world; and the upside was that I thought there was a good chance
that I might do it!
“It’s going to take money,” he interjected, pulling me back
to the moment, “but so does everything else, so don’t let that
dampen your enthusiasm.”
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“Didn’t I just read something that said spam is costing US
businesses over $20 billion dollars a year?” I chimed in. “Wouldn’t
that offer incentives for tightening up the Net?”
“Maybe for some of the businesses who pay the bills, but
not for the carriers who are charging for these services. That $20
billion number is in lost worker productivity costs, not IT.
Increases in IT operating costs still get distributed across all
subscribers like you.
Actually, where it hurts telecom carriers the most is in two
places 1) denial of service attacks that bring down entire systems
and 2) the expense of guarding against viruses and cyber crime.
It’s hard to put cost figures on those issues though because people
don’t want to own up to their existence. The stigma alone could
ruin a carrier’s business in a heartbeat. Overbuilding capacities to
accommodate spam is another area that could affect carriers in the
long run, but cutting short term costs today will offer the real
payback.”
“How big an effort is it to ramp up security on the Internet
for the typical subscriber?” I asked. “Can you migrate an
individual into a more protected environment on request?” He
replied that to do it wasn’t much of an effort technically and that
the cost was minor, but that if carriers were given a choice, it
would more efficient for them to do it in large blocks of users.
“Terry - if someone were to offer that to me right now, I know that
I’d jump at the opportunity, even if it would cost me extra!”
“I always told you that you were different than everyone
else,” he said. “Don’t you know that on the Internet, people want
things for FREE? Give them something free and they’re your
friends forever! Give them a coupon; give them a rebate; give them
a special rate. They’ll brag about you to everyone else. It’s
capitalism at its best.”
“Bull’s eye!” I shouted. “I think I’ve got the idea now.”
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49
Terry and I conspired for another half hour, as we
planned the future of the Internet! It reminded me of old times with
him in a Georgetown pub pursuing the paperless office; we were
trying to save the world then too. The only thing missing now was
the beer. He told me that several of the major carriers were already
required to do essentially the same thing for government systems
designated critical by Homeland Security. He thought that some of
these carriers might be quick to pick up on the idea of offering
similar incentives as free user upgrades. They could even give
rebates in areas where it was to the carrier’s advantage to
accelerate users into the transition process or use it as a draw for
new customers.
I didn’t realize that unsolicited email accounts for over half
of all US traffic. That makes spam not only an annoyance but also
a threat to the future usefulness of the Internet. Spammers have
become so adept at masking their tracks within the current systems
that they are rarely found and stopped. Carriers have had to expand
their systems just to keep up with the crap; so increased security
could pay dividends in several ways.
“I have some friends down in San Antonio that I can check
with. They’re with SBC Corporate who, in case you don’t know, is
in the process of acquiring AT&T, who was actually their former
parent back in the 70s. This move will end them up with a pretty
big chunk of the old Bell System. An attractive user incentive at
this time might just fit nicely into their plans and help start the ball
rolling for you. The smaller companies are usually quick to follow
the big guys as well so your timing may be excellent.
I’ll make a few calls tomorrow,” he continued, “and talk to
some people that I’m close to there. You know, many of those
folks have a reputation for sending me big checks for the sharing
of my ‘gut feelings’ with them. Who knows what my market
instincts might be telling them tomorrow? I might just be able to
make the case for ‘secure service shifts sparked by minor
incentives’ - for you and for the good of mankind! The improved
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security caveat should help to keep the shareholders and regulatory
authorities happy about such things and get them brownie points
also. I’ll let you know what I find out.”
“If you pull this off,” I cheered, “I’ll offer up a thousand
virgins for you! I just want you to recognize that you’ve at least
restored my sense of humor and I apologize. Normally, I try to be
more politically correct than that. For the record, what on earth
inspired you to call me tonight anyway?” Even though we hadn’t
talked for quite a while, we normally kept each other updated with
email.
“Your last note to me about ‘parallel worlds and the
Internet’ had gotten me thinking about this thing called life and the
need to share ideas - not to sell anything - but to pick an idea apart
with someone else and get another viewpoint that helps you to
shape your own beliefs. You and I have always done that well, but
I had really never gotten back to you on parallel worlds. I liked
what you said then and I especially like what you’re saying now,
particularly in light of everything else that you’ve told me. We’ll
save this world yet”, he proclaimed, “in spite of the politicians!”
“God I hope so,” I replied. “I’ll send you an email with
some of the draft scripts that I’ve put together on security and
portals, so don’t wonder who this Bob Montagne fellow is that’s
sending you junk mail on security; it’s just me in my ‘covert
operative’ mode.”
“Sounds like someone on NPR,” he teased. “Don’t be such
a wise guy,” I said. “That’s Renée Montagne; I just liked the
name!”
50
With his traditional ‘Ciao,’ Terry signed off and as I
hung up, I lingered there thinking what a wonderful surprise his
call had been. Gratuitous support rarely falls into your lap like that;
but when it does, it definitely restores your faith in your fellow
man. It’s quite a refreshing feeling in this day and age, but Terry is
special and I already knew that.
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How close to the surface am I? The ocean seems to be
getting deeper and deeper while I’m struggling to keep my head
above water. I sense that many of the pieces are taking shape or
falling into place, so right now I’m optimistic. Terry’s connections
and influence could be a godsend to this effort; I’ll get whatever
I’ve got to him quickly and hope that it’s helpful to him. I’ve been
over these issues backward and forward, but I’m still a bit
uncertain as to what will ring true. I think my problem is that I’m
trying to eat the whole elephant in one sitting and that just can’t be
done. The only alternative I have left is to start identifying and
describing all of the pieces and deferring to wiser minds to pick out
what’s most important for this effort to succeed. Here goes
nothing!
SECURE THE INTERNET
Internet Service Providers [ISP] are securing their systems as part
of a national effort to upgrade to the next generation of technology
that is safe, secure and open. As a current subscriber, you can join
this upgrade now. As a small thank you from your ISP for your
participation, you will receive a free one-month rebate and a
reduction in your current service rate when you are upgraded. Just
reply to this message for further information.
Make Me Safe – Keep Me Free – Empower Me – Switch Me
That might appear to be a little flat because I guess that in
reality it is. But it’s still only the first step. If this program can be
launched by an across-the-board initiative of the carriers using
simple emailings, I feel confident that things will quickly take on a
life of their own. The ISP’s accounts will give them first shot at
locking in current connections.
A generic webpage would be the next step in the process,
along with some public endorsements adding support to the
security initiative. It would have links to all of the participating
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ISPs too, just in case you threw your personal ISP invite out with
the spam or might be contemplating switching to a new service.
Hopefully this would help motivate all ISPs and begin to influence
other providers as well as those abroad. A KMGI webpage might
be introduced at this point to further sow seeds internationally, to
find support for this around the globe and to begin introducing the
‘portals’ concept.
I’m certain that both domestic and international groups
exist that would be willing to support outreach efforts to help
promote global needs and shape secure initiatives. My next priority
is to beat the bushes to find these outreach supporters; I’m sure that
they’re out there; the trick is to find them. Eventually, I want to see
a Middle East portal, where once again I can mix in a world where
kids do speak the same language, where one picture is worth a
thousand words and where actions speak louder than words.
Maybe I’ll find some old friends and maybe I’ll make some new
ones.
I’m still uncertain about how smoothly a culture-crossing
portal might actually work, but I wouldn’t imagine that it would be
any more difficult to interact across a portal in cyberspace than it is
to bridge the cultural divides of the international cities of the
world. My sense is that this is where both the challenge and the fun
of creating portals will exist. To reach that conclusion, all I’ve
really had to draw upon were some personal Internet interactions
that I experienced using dotmac.info, a true Internet community of
common interest for over 16,000 registered Macintosh users, who
come from every corner of the world.
Extending from Afghanistan and Argentina to the Vatican
and Viet Nam, the dotmac members post links that directly
connect the world at large to their creative endeavors, while other
members rate and add comments about their postings. You can
quickly get a sense of who some of these people are from the
comments that they offer and from the contents of their personal
postings. To me, dotmac.info is an excellent example of how a
cyberspace community shares, supports and grows through the
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efforts of its members and makes the value of the whole greater
than the sum of its pieces.
I had another experience that related to the development of
multicultural portals. It’s also a personal experience that I shared
with a former co-worker. Actually, it relates more to the
technology of the immersive portals and involves a dialogue that
took place on and around Temple Island… at my office! Temple
Island is the starting point for Riven – the Sequel to Myst, also
known as Myst II. Shortly after the game had been released, it
seems that Joanne, my good friend, and I had each been exploring
Riven during the evenings at home before suddenly realizing now
that we'd been involved in the same pursuit.
While we each had taken the tramway to Jungle Island
initially, our paths diverged there and Joanne had somehow gotten
sidetracked to Crater Island, while I was off investigating the pod
dwellings above Village Lake. Early one morning, as we drank a
coffee in her office, discussing the differences that we were each
discovering and also experiencing from our approaches, I began to
realize then that it really wouldn’t have made any difference if we
were comparing a Caribbean adventure or a shopping excursion at
The Gardens Mall. What did matter was that we had had common
experiences and references that we both related to and it didn’t
matter to us whether the places were real or imaginary. Even
though we hadn’t interacted online in this particular instance, our
relationships within Riven had created beliefs and values that we
had carried over into the real world. That had promise.
I fired off these thoughts to Terry just to give him
something to chew on and then I sent a copy to Steve to keep him
updated as well. Maybe I’ll give Steve a call a little later.
51
I’ve just finished reading David Weinberger’s Small
Pieces Loosely Joined and I’m more optimistic than ever about the
Internet’s future. His ‘unified theory of the web’ touches on some
of the most positive aspects of the Web’s essence, which is what is
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driving me. In Weinberger’s words, “The Web has hit our culture
with a force unlike that of any modern technology” but he also
notes that “at no point is the Web merely technology.”
He describes the Web as “extending our senses of hearing
and sight. But it’s also creating a new, persistent public space
where our extended bodies can go. The message of the Web as a
medium is this: Ultimately, matter doesn’t matter. If we can be
together so successfully in a world that has no atoms, no space, no
uniform time, no management, and no control, then maybe we’ve
been wrong about what matters in the real world in the first place.”
Those are some very interesting thoughts that deserve a lot of
consideration.
Paraphrasing some more of his thoughts, Weinberger’s sees
the Web as a social place that’s been constructed voluntarily out of
our passion to show others how the world looks to us; he sees that
these writings are the social expression of this passion. These
websites were built because their authors cared enough about
something to take the time to write it down. The bits on the Web
are only bits because they are both physical and mental at the same
time. We find that passion, words and the presence of others are
inexplicably messy relationships on the Web. These are the things
that are most real there and they bind us into something more than
what we are as individual pieces of matter. In some ways, it’s
much like the world we live in… and, at the same time, unlike the
world as we think about it. In the end, it’s an indivisible person
that is having his ideas changed by the Web. Because he is that
same person offline as he is online, those ideas will also affect the
world that he lives in.
In his last chapter entitled Hope, Weinberger’s eloquence
continues, “But the Web is ours. Like a book, we are writing it,
filling its pages with passionate views of our lives and world. Like
a conversation, we are talking across, and despite the distances,
about what matters to us, from the amusing to the life enhancing to
the death defying. Like a language, the Web enables us to meet not
in distance but in meanings. Like the world, it is an abiding place
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where we can accomplish together whatever it is that our caring
natures put us up to.” And then he added, “Unlike the real world,
the new world of the Web is thoroughly and inalienably ours… We
are sharing this new world not because we have to but because we
want to.”
The image in my mind at this point is one of Rand Miller,
putting quill to parchment, crafting a better world because he’s
representative of the type of sympathetic, caring creatures that we
are. I’ll sleep well tonight; things are beginning to make more
sense.
52
It’s a new day and Weinberger’s words have fired me
up. I wanted to talk to Corey again but it wasn’t even 5:00 AM yet
on the West Coast and I was certainly not going to endear myself
to Corey or anyone else out there in the next few hours by waking
them up. Maybe I could try to touch base with Rick this morning
and see if he’s come up with anything new for me to think about.
Actually it was only three days ago when we had first talked after a
twenty years silence! I’m sure that he’s gotten over the shock of
that by now and hopefully he’s had a chance to consider the
predicament that I’d nonchalantly dumped on him. In Iran, he and I
had been very close on an intellectual level and that continued later
on when he came to work for me as a civilian in Maryland. That
bond was obviously something I’d been missing without realizing
it. I guess that’s because I really hadn’t thought much about him
and the friendship we’d previously had until now. I won’t push
him any more than I’ve already done and I’ll give him a chance to
get back to me.
I called Terry but his secretary told me that she didn’t
expect him to be in his office until lunchtime so I was still on my
own, at least for the moment. Maybe I’d try Stan Walters again.
When his recording picked up, I left him a brief message and
decided that I might as well just resign myself to the fact that it
was going to be one of those days. I’ve had days like this before
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and I knew damned well that I would have them again. Bitch!
Bitch! Bitch! What the Hell… I’ll kick back! It's Beach Time!
53
The Federal Beach at Hobe Sound is one of my favorite
places of refuge. Nestled at the northern end of Jupiter Island, it’s
approximately five miles long and beautiful because there’s hardly
ever anyone there. The entrance gate is manned on the weekends
by a kindly park ranger named Jimmy; access by the honor system
is applied to the entrance fee during most of the week. Since the
parking is for no more than 70 or 80 cars, you might find yourself
waiting in a line to get through the gate at the height of the tourist
season. Residents can purchase an annual pass for $12 a year and
for a mere $8, someone over 62 is given a Golden Age Passport
that’s good forever! Who says that good deals are a thing of the
past? Today, I’m sharing ‘my beach’ with five sunbathers, a lone
fisherman, some nosey sandpipers that scurry at the waters edge
looking for sand fleas and maybe a dozen seagulls, stoically
standing and shifting their feet in order to face the on-shore breeze.
I’ve gone there often to unwind and leave the real world
behind in one way or another. I first visited there with Peach over
twenty years ago. The beach stretches to the north end of the island
and we’d normally jog along the shoreline for about a mile before
we’d jump in the water to play in the shallow surf. When Peach the
Wonderdog went to Ridgeback Heaven in 1994, it was the end of
an era for me. He was my fourth and last Ridgeback and he was
the best. I spread his ashes in this same area on a rainy morning,
among the sand and the shells, just so he’d be near me on days like
this. He was just too special; there was no way that he could have
been replaced. I know he’s watching after me today, just like he
always did. I guess it’s all in the strength of your beliefs.
It’s only been a week since the world went topsy-turvy on
me, but it seems like it’s been a year! I’ve tried to maintain my
usual routine, but I can’t tell whether my outward behavior has
changed appreciably or not. Judy hasn’t commented and I’m sure
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that she would have already said something by now if she had
sensed anything strange with me. Outside of a few phone
conversations that I had with old friends and maybe some focused
computer time, I think my activities seem pretty normal. I did
share my excitement with her almost immediately when I received
five emails and I’m certain that she sees some of my computer
activity a result of that, which it is. But she doesn’t have a clue that
anything negative might be going on now and that’s the way I
intend to keep it for as long as I can. Sometimes I go in spurts
when it comes to my computer excursions, particularly when I’ve
discovered something new to investigate on the Web or I’m
writing something. Polishing up my own web pages or creating
new ones can also consume me at times, but there’s absolutely
nothing else distracting me right now and I’m so focused on
Project Turnaround that I’m actually finding it exciting!
I have no issues other than that one message from
roundabout. What it all means is mostly speculation on my part
and mostly in my mind. My ‘save the web’ campaign was born as
much of my underlying frustrations with continuing unrest in the
Middle East as with my concern for personal security. I do want to
help to make the world better and maybe something as harebrained
as immersive portals might help. I think that when ‘portals for
peace’ picks up some steam, I’ll get Judy involved and get
feedback from her without raising concerns. Getting her paranoid
at this point would serve no useful purpose. Also, going off for a
jog isn’t much out of the ordinary for me. Sometimes I run in a
loop over the bridges near our house but occasionally, as an
alternative, I do get away to this beach for a run on the sand and a
romp in the surf. Sometimes Judy comes with me, particularly if
it’s a nice day, but she’s pretty preoccupied with grandbabies right
now. This morning I’ve got the whole beach to myself; now I get a
chance to ponder my fears alone and to think – deeply.
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54
I don’t know why one email has affected me the way
that this one did. Perhaps it’s because I understand today’s
realities all too well. Not many people realize that nearly ten
million Americans were victims of identity theft last year.
Unfortunately, it’s the same information technology that is creating
the wonders of the Internet that has made it possible for traffickers
of stolen information to prosper. Business servers that store
billions of pieces of information on almost every American allow
these thieves to make purchases using personal information that’s
been stolen from the elderly - and even the deceased! Some have
gone to extremes by cloning someone’s stolen identity and living
and working under it! It’s just absurd to have such threats hanging
over your head.
On another level, the key issue that continues to stick in my
mind is the success that the terrorists had in planning and
executing the attacks of 9/11! The idea that at least twenty people
were planted within our borders, funded, trained and orchestrated
to carry out a near flawless assault on our way of life, is deeply
disturbing. In the days following the attacks, Peter Bergen, the
author of Holy War, Inc., did his best to impress upon those
listening to his CNN commentaries that these avowed terrorists,
Osama bin Laden and the al Qaeda network, were not to be
dismissed as simply a bunch of nuts. While we are engaged in a
test of wills, they are patiently pursuing their soul-imbedded
convictions, a battle of beliefs. To win, we have to engage in a
battle of ideas with them and go after the root causes of such
terrorism. How long will it take us to refocus our policies and our
military? The lessons we learned in Southeast Asia, about long
ordeals and wearing down your enemy, seem to have been wasted
on our current leadership or simply forgotten. Do we have to wait
for another major terrorist attack here at home before we start
addressing the global issues affecting us?
These two areas, identity theft and terrorism, aren’t coupled
together and yet they are. The former may be what jump-started
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me but it is definitely the latter that's been stoking the fire within
me! Awareness empowers people and I’m just arrogant enough to
believe that a few dynamic Internet portals, at least as I've
conceived them, will transport this world and the people in it to
new levels of civility and humanity, maybe even spirituality.
We’ve seen how film, television and videotapes, and now even cell
phones and DVDs, have impacted our current world. It's been said
that videotapes from the West, which were being pirated behind
the Iron Curtain, aided in the establishment of a more fundamental
understanding of the people in the West, beyond the Berlin Wall,
and that consequently helped to end the Cold War.
How can we hope to understand what Muslims around the
world aspire to when we don’t know their beliefs or their passions
or have an understanding of their culture? Today, you and I have a
way that we can plug in, connect and be counted together with the
rest of the world and tomorrow’s connections will be even better, if
I have anything to do with it.
55
“Somebody named Corey from Spokane called you just
a bit ago” hollered Judy from the back bedroom as soon as I
walked through the front door. “He said that you’d know who he
was and that you had his phone number. Who is he anyway?”
“Don’t you remember him?” I replied. “He used to work
with Steve and John at BlueFish way back when and now he’s
working out west with some of the gang that created Myst. I
understand that he’s been quite successful; he’s been out there
since Steve went to China and that has to be almost ten years ago.”
“I think I remember him. Wasn’t he kind of tall and lanky,
rather shy? Didn’t he come to our wedding?” she added.
“Yup, that’s him! You’ve won the new station wagon and
the trip to Bermuda!” I cried. “The last time I talked to Steve, he’d
told me that Corey said he was doing some fun stuff out there and
that he wanted to tell me about it because he always remembered
me as a big Myst fan. I’d sent him my phone number in an email
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and told him to call me. He had countered with his number and
said that he would; I’m just surprised that he did it so quickly. I
think I only emailed him less than a week ago. I wonder what he’s
up to.”
I found Judy and shared a kiss and a few pleasantries with
her before settling into my office. She said I’d picked up a little
sun at the beach and I told her I thought that it was windburn but it
still felt good. I told her that I was trying to lose some weight again
and she said that she’d cheer for me when I finally did. I told her
that I didn’t think it would be long from now since it was starting
to warm up again and it would be easier to get back into a routine.
She agreed and turned to puttering in the guest room again to make
it cozier for the visiting grandbabies. I retreated to my desk and
picked up the phone as I checked my email.
“Corey, what’s up?” I asked as he answered the phone. “I
was just up at your old stomping grounds, Hobe Sound; I was
hoping that I’d hear from you soon. You got me pretty excited
when we talked last week and I was wondering what you might be
coming up with. Have you got any good news for me?”
“Kinda,” he drawled. “You remember when I asked you if
you thought what we did for Uru Live would work for you?” And
without waiting for a reply, he continued, “Here’s what I was
thinking. There’s a guy out here by the name of Bill Ritchie who
I’m tight with. He’s the one who’s responsible for keeping Cyan’s
resources straight; he’s like their software banker and he’s their
institutional memory too. He’s been working with the Millers since
the beginning. He’s is a personal friend of Rand’s from high
school; a real good chap. He’s built them one humongous database,
that’s actually a catalog of every piece of the Myst legends, broken
down by chapters, stories, locations, characters and so forth. This
has been cross-referenced with all the software elements that have
been created to depict, display or define these corresponding items,
along with the resources that were used to create the code. This
includes the base programs, unique scripts, original photography,
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music, sounds and so forth, which is also stored in the database.
Get the picture?”
I instinctively nodded and went to reply to him as he
continued. “All that stuff is then coupled to the business side of
things, where Rand and Robyn can keep track of who created
what, who owns what, who’s franchised for what, what’s been
used where, what’s unused. My name is even in there in a few
spots. It’s friggin amazing!”
“I never really thought about that part of it,” I replied. He
was definitely on a roll now.
“We refer to it as Old Fort Knox. But here’s the cool part,
Bob; I think I can get us some of the ‘unused’ or ‘runner-up’ stuff
for us to use to build a portal or two. Bill actually talked to Rand
about it already. He said that it sounded like a noble cause and that
in the long run, it might make for good PR or end up as a donation
or a tax write-off. He said he won’t give me anything right away
but he’s loaning me whatever I want to play with to try out and
I’ve already downloaded a few things for us to work with. I’ve got
a couple of ideas and he trusts me. What do you think?”
It was finally my turn to talk and now I was speechless.
“Corey,” I began, “I’m flabbergasted. I had no idea how much you
were already into this. I’ve just been massaging ideas up to now
and I hadn’t even started to think of plans for pulling anything off.
I can’t tell you how excited I am over what you’ve just told me.
Are you sure you have time to do this?”
“Heck, Bob,” he insisted, “this is my fun and it’s what I do
every day. I do it because I love what I do, Man! I liked what you
were saying from the first time that Steve mentioned it to me. I
think you’ve come up with a really neat idea and I want to jump in
with you and help you to make sure that it happens. What do you
think about that?”
“Corey, that is absolutely wonderful!” He continued to
describe to me more of what he had in mind and I listened intently
with both excitement and amazement. He told me that because Uru
Live had been a largely developmental effort, a lot of its resources
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had either never seen the light of day or had been set aside in favor
of other alternatives. He said at least two of the environments were
pretty generic and had been modeled after the high plains and open
deserts of the southwest and some undeveloped islands in the
Caribbean. I said I felt that generic was good in this instance, and
that the more generic the better.
In that way, I suggested, a single portal could be visually
interpreted in several ways. He said he understood that. We talked
about what problems we might encounter by trying to introduce
multiple language issues into the mix but came to no conclusions.
Uru Live hadn’t dealt with that, but they had set up support sites in
German, French and Italian. I said I thought that was of lesser
importance right now and that the picture, or better yet, ‘the portal
was worth a thousand words’. We laughed and agreed to stop on
that note.
I told Corey that I’d email him the information that I’d put
together for Steve and Terry so he’d have as much of my thinking
in his head as possible as he moved forward. He was already on
autopilot without my assistance, but sometimes even something
written can conjure up a different image, just like in Rashomon, or
help to retrieve a lost one. He was off and running in what I
considered was the right direction and that’s what counts when the
day is over. I’m ecstatic once again and I can truly say we’re
making progress! I copied this to Steve too, plus an outline of
Corey’s thoughts, just to keep my sounding board updated.
56
I had a phone number for Lessig’s Stanford office that I
had previously used for contacting Carinne so I decided to give it a
try again. I realized that it had been a couple years ago since we’d
talked to each other, and without any reply to my email I was
getting anxious. But the girl who answered the phone solved the
mystery instantly. Her name was Donna and she had replaced
Carinne over a year ago; unfortunately my message had never
made it to Donna’s desk, but she did indicate that she’d be more
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than willing to help me in any way that she could. I told her that I
needed someone to help me at Creative Commons and that I
needed a referral and eventually an endorsement from Dr. Lessig. I
then told her my predicament, explaining why I didn’t want to
compromise Larry by emailing him directly. I said that I’d send her
some more information, under my alias account, that she could
pass along to him as coming from Bob Marchant with my best
regards. I thanked her for being understanding and told her that she
should see a new message from me before the end of the day.
I have actually started to build quite a package: 1) the
original summary I sent to Steve, 2) my message to roundabout, 3)
a summary of Corey’s planned actions, 4) my approach to
immersive portals and my marketing strategy for Terry, 5) Terry’s
concept for the ISPs to offer improved security, which I believe is
where the support from Larry and company will be most critical
and pay big dividends. Finally, I attached 6) my one page synopsis
of Weinberger’s optimism for the Internet. These were all attached
to a personal note, which explained my request for support, and
was on its way to Donna within the hour.
I just have this gut feeling that endorsements for tougher
security and for better identification and tracking will go a long
way toward getting the ball rolling for a successful upgrade. In my
world, the balance between privacy and protection will favor the
good guys. We seem to be sacrificing the rights of the masses
much too often these days.
I’m a little anxious about getting support for securing the
Internet, only because it’s been such a hot button from the
beginning. Passions usually flare over free speech or threats to
personal privacy and totally distort the real issues. Then the
lawyers jump on the bandwagon, playing the piracy and copyright
cards and really confusing everything! I hope that Terry’s correct
and we can mount an awareness campaign that will get the world
excited about how much we’ll be gaining as compared to how little
we’ll have to give up for security. Offer me the choice and I’ll
jump in a heartbeat; I know that I’ve got everything to gain and
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nothing to lose. And if everyone can be made to understand what is
really at stake, they’ll jump too. We’re on Internet time and there’s
nothing to hide.
I think I’m probably looking back on the last 30 years in
the same way my mother looks back on the last 90; the changes
have been just unbelievable. When satellites began to broadcast
televised images across borders in the mid 70s, flow-ofinformation issues began to stimulate global economic and social
development. The stakes were high and it wasn’t so much what
developing countries might lose but what the industrialized
countries would lose. The answer was and still is international
peace and it has become all the more evident with the rise of
terrorism around the globe. I thought that satellites would change
the world from the top down, but it’s been computers and the
Internet that’s been driving the transformation from the grass roots
up in just the past ten years!
57
Fortunately, I’m not the only one who had seen things
differently. In the “chaos” and “uncertainty” of the post-Cold War
era, the Pentagon has had all it could do to determine what the
future strategic posture for the US should be. Without a Soviet
threat to guard against, they bounced from Somalia to Haiti to
Bosnia to Kosovo, trying to figure out what the new global security
was all about. The Nineties also marked the biggest-ever peacetime
expansion for the US and the spread of a truly integrated global
economy. And while the information economy was in full swing,
connectivity was erasing borders and transforming business
models to the detriment of global security.
As analyst Thomas Barnett noted, “the US military was
engaged in more crisis-response activity around the world in the
1990s than in any previous decade of the Cold War.” As defense
strategists searched for the new enemy in this changed world, the
Internet was driving globalization forward at breakneck speed, to
the detriment of those not ready or willing to embrace it. It’s a fact

108

The Last Transition…

that different cultures have always valued globalization’s
connectivity and content flows in very different ways.
In his recent book The Pentagon’s New Map, Barnett has
laid out the idea of a future worth creating as one grand strategy
for America. In fact, he was working for the Naval War College,
leading research seminars between Pentagon policymakers and the
Wall Street bond firm of Cantor Fitzgerald at their offices in World
Trade Center One. These seminars, which were started for the
purpose of exploring how globalization was altering the security
environment, had been ongoing for three years prior to the
September 11th attacks. Business was leading the way. Since then,
he says, our national goal has been redirected to define what he
calls the Functioning Core, which underlies the economic reality of
the world at large, as well as those states which fall outside of it,
identifying themselves as part of the Non-Integrating Gap by their
failing to include themselves into that larger economic community
and to abide by the rule sets generated by that division.
Barnett now sees globalization as a condition of the world,
where the line that divides the connected from the disconnected
can be viewed. He now sees disconnectedness as the true enemy of
the US, not a religion or a place but a poor condition. In this world,
to be disconnected is to be kept isolated, deprived, repressed and
uneducated. Globalization is the gift of the American Dream to the
rest of the world. As businesses and Government work to tighten
our links with like nations of the Functional Core, our strategy will
be to extend connectivity in every way possible to those nations in
the Non-Integrating Gap, but only in a manner that promotes
justice as well as order. A more secure Internet should fit right in
to this kind of thinking. We need to be confident that, in fact, with
every difficult step we take we are making progress on some level.
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Maybe it’s time for a trip to the West Coast. On the one
hand I’m euphoric and on the other, I feel like I’m going to
explode. Right now, nothing seems to be happening fast enough
for me. I’m in that instant gratification mode that the Internet has
gotten me used to and I’m wound tighter than a drum. I can’t
believe that tighter security could be just around the corner, but yet
I want it to be! To me, securing our networks should be the
nation’s priority number one. Without it we can’t protect our
institutions, our borders or our lives. Even if the possibility for
better security does exist, I’m afraid that the liberals will cry foul
using privacy as their foil, just like they do when the freedoms of
sex offenders are being curtailed! I realize more than most how
hard it is to keep your spirits up without some positive, intelligent
reinforcement from somewhere. Right now I’m holding on by a
thread only because of a handful of friends; thank God for them!
Checking my email, I found nothing new except for a brief
note from my sister and some product announcements from Apple.
Among those 35 pieces of junk mail that had been automatically
moved to the Trash over the last three days was a Jobseeker
Weekly, an Autos.com sales bulletin, an Apple iPod Giveaway and
best of all, no new threats! Since my Yahoo! account is webmail,
and it’s not being forwarded to my Mail app to keep it anonymous,
I have to check it out separately through my browser. Thankfully, I
found a note there from Donna in Lessig’s office, but it didn’t tell
me much. It was forwarding the info I’d sent Larry to someone
named Peter Werth over at Creative Commons, adding a copy to
me. Besides Werth’s email address, it had his phone number and
mail stop in the body details. I’ll still wait a while before I try to
contact him; I’d prefer he contact me first although I don’t know
what Larry might have passed on to him privately or if he’s even
my ultimate contact. All I can do is look up a bio on him while I
wait and see.
When the phone rang, I thought for a moment that
telepathic forces had taken over and were already connecting me
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with Peter Werth, but it turned out to be a bigger surprise than that.
Stan Walters was on the other end of the line! With excitement in
both our voices, we exchanged the pleasantries of old friends and
he sounded as glad to be talking with me as I was with him. He had
jut returned from where else? Tehran! And he had both some
current stories to relay and some catching up to do. I had only left
a couple of nondescript messages on an answering machine for
him to call me. Other than that, I’d not made him aware of
anything that I was currently dealing with. Since we hadn’t talked
in over ten years, I knew that he would naturally be a little curious
about my calls.
“With two calls from you out of the blue, I was afraid that
you’d had some kind of mishap and I wasn’t sure how I could
help,” he remarked. “What’s up anyway?”
His cards were on the table; the pleasantries were over. “I
was looking to talk with a trusted friend and you’re still on that
list.” I replied. “I’m really not certain what’s been happening, but
some Internet activities had put a scare into me and I started
reaching out to everyone I trusted. To make a long story short, I
received an email that I found to be threatening and I believed that
it was putting my personal safety in jeopardy. Because of
circumstances, I was suspect of the authorities and I didn’t know
where to turn as a result. I’ve been calling on a few friends to serve
as sounding boards and I’d love to add your name to that list, if
you can spare a few minutes. I’d really like to hear your reaction to
everything.”
“I don’t know how much help I can be but I’ll be glad to
give you my perspective on what you tell me and I may ask you for
some clarification or background information if you get too far
removed from my expertise or my comfort zones,” he replied. I
jumped right into my tale of five messages, including with it some
Internet background, some of my concerns for the Middle East
region and the chaos of our current foreign policies and our politics
at home. I emphasized how I felt that the threat had become too
real and had hit too close to home for it to be taken lightly. He said
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he was amazed that something like this was even happening and
that it was too much for him to digest at one time. I told him that I
had some notes that I could send him that might give him a better
perspective of the whole picture. He said that he was game and
then gave me his personal email address. I told him that he’d be
receiving a message from Bob Montagne shortly and he laughed,
“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to trivialize your concerns, but
who in the world is that?”
“Just a figment of my imagination, my alter ego until this
cloud over my head goes away,” I added, “I borrowed it from a
lady on NPR one morning; I thought it had a nice ring to it. And I
didn’t want to disrupt ‘Marchant’s World’ any more that I had to.”
“I understand,” he said in a comforting tone, “and I’ll look
forward to your message. Also I promise that I will get back with
you quickly. I can sense just how upset you are and I’m really very
glad that you called me. Maybe somehow I’ll be able to help you;
at least I hope I can. We’ll definitely talk more soon”
I thanked him for getting back to me but told him that I was
actually disappointed that he hadn’t told me anything about his
recent trip yet. I said I’d look forward to talking about it with him
when he called back and he agreed that we would as he hung up.
59
I do hope that Stan has some good Asian contacts that
we can get involved with this project, I thought, be they in Tehran
or anywhere else within the Islamic world. With my phone’s
earpiece still warm, my mind had already jumped into high gear
and was mulling over new options. Stan’s involvement added new
perspective to Project Turnaround. He brings his strong Middle
East sensibilities into the foreground of the effort, which will be
important to everyone. Maybe he and Rick can work together on
some of the key parts of the overall project. I think that they’d
make a dynamite team because their strengths are so opposite from
one another. Hell, they’ve known each other for over 30 years.
I fired off my package to Stan, which now included a
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synopsis of Barnett’s ‘New Map.’ Maybe they could also lead
efforts to develop the Asian dimensions of portals and bring China,
India, Japan or any country in the East into focus, particularly
those that need to have a separate identification, perhaps because
of the language. Hopefully after a prototype portal has been
fleshed out and is actively online, we’ll be able to define the
international parameters that need to be considered to create
African and European portals. I intend to personally stay on top of
the prototype’s creation with the major work being done by Steve
and Corey. Their insight will hopefully make the job of finding
more people to work on these tasks a lot easier. After I hear back
from Stan, I’ll marry him up with Rick.
I’ve got to give Terry one more try, to keep things moving,
before calling it a day. It’s one thing to say that we’re going to start
a major global shift in Internet security and it’s another thing to
actually make it happen. If he’s not in the office, I can always call
him at home later. The phone rang and rang and I’d almost decided
to hang up when the voice of Mr. Telecom boomed onto the line,
“Hello, this is Terry Nicholas! How can I help you?”
I smiled at the charm that oozed from his simple greeting.
“Terry, you really should have a full time secretary or get a job on
the radio,” I teased.
“I let the whole gang go early today,” he countered. “One
of them got engaged so they’ve all got a good excuse to go out
partying this evening. They wanted to take me with them except
I’m not ready for a heart attack yet; they’re all drop-dead
gorgeous… and fun too! I get enough of that kind of thing trying to
keep up with Kristin and some of her friends when they’re in
town.” Kristin, Terry’s daughter, is the spitting image of Patti, the
beautiful Mrs. Nicholas. “I was in the process of putting on the
service because I was getting ready to call you and that’s no lie
either! Why don’t you let me go ahead and wrap things up here
and I’ll call you right back.”
“Sounds great,” I said. “I’ll just sit tight and wait.” I
browsed to check for my daily dose of Doonesbury at Slate.com
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and Terry was back on the phone before I realized it.
“First reports are good.” He started right in, saving the
coloring for later. “Since we talked, I took the temperature of
several key players at Verizon, BellSouth, SBC, Qwest, MCI and
AT&T and most agree that using increased network security as an
incentive is a no-brainer in today’s climate. Hardware standards
have already been tightened to meet the needs of business and the
government’s demands, as part of the Homeland Security
initiatives. Core hardware systems are already being put into place
and Cisco’s making lots of money. Now that’s not saying that this
security turnaround will be a simple issue, because today’s telecom
industry is not the same industry that you and I had a handle on
twenty years ago. But a security campaign is still very doable.”
“I understand what you’re saying,” I agreed. “I was looking
for some familiar references on the Web after our last conversation
and I saw just how different things had become. I was trying to
come up with some ideas for spreading the word about ‘better
security.’ When I saw no familiar faces, I recognized that it was a
whole new ballgame. I knew that the trade publications world had
transformed over the past ten years, but I had never realized how
much or to what extent. It was definitely an eye opener for me.”
“You can still find a few of the old war horses, but they’re
mostly web based now,” Terry added. “The USTA is still one of
the biggest and they have over 1200 member companies; they’ve
been around forever. The only difference is that the association
changed its name from ‘Telephone’ to ‘Telecom’ when the
Communications Act was rewritten in 1996. When we are ready,
I’ll get someone there to pick up on our action. In that regard, it
would probably be best if Project Turnaround surfaced as an
obscure public interest group so that no one gets accused of
pushing their own agenda.”
“I think I understand; the more neutral we are, the more
support we can muster. Is that it?” I asked. “I’m rather new at this
and I think I’ve been out of the mainstream for too long.”
“You’re exactly right. We may want to be able to attract a
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few ‘public interest’ donations to cover any of the administrative
costs and also be able to purchase some good web support, which
really needs to show up as independent too. I’ll get my lawyer to
draw up something here to launch this, which will keep you
anonymous for the time being. I’ll be spokesman to the press for
this ‘private, not-for-profit public interest entity’ and I’ll get some
of the big guys within the industry signed up right from the start.
They’ll think it’s a cover for them but it will really be a cover for
you. But we’ll also be leaving the door open wide open for
everyone to jump on the bandwagon, as long as we’ve got it
configured to work that way right from the beginning.”
“Why are you doing this?” I asked. “Aren’t you really
going way beyond the call of friendship here? Right now, I really
don’t know what I should say to you.”
“Bob, I just think that you have a great idea whose time has
come and I’m having a blast! I’m glad to be involved. Some of
these guys that I’m talking to owe me some favors ‘big time’ and
some have me on retainer to keep them in tune with what’s
happening within the industry. Not everyone is aware of the extent
that some of the carriers are already scrambling to meet these new
demands and threats. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be well taken care
of and you’ll get by with a little help from my friends!”
“You know, I feel the same way, Sergeant Pepper. It’s time
for Turnaround! How’d you like the information I sent up to you?”
“To be honest, Bob, I didn’t even take a look at it yet,” he
replied. “I already had a good sense of what you were trying to
start from our conversation and that was all that I really needed to
make a few calls. I’ve already passed your notes on to a group
that’s done a lot of work for me before to see what kind of a
campaign they can sketch out for us. If that’s works for you, they’ll
get something back to us within a day or two and that will give me
time to pin down some carriers for a campaign launch. Timing is
everything.”
I told him I was still waiting for a few more pieces to fall
into place, but I knew that his efforts would be crucial under any
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circumstances. I volunteered to draft both a flowchart and a
timeline to track events and make sure that nothing falls through
the cracks. He thought that was a good idea and promised he
wouldn’t let his enthusiasm carry him off without warning me first.
“I’m not worried about any such nonsense,” I protested.
“It’s just that I never realized that I had such enthusiastic friends. I
have Steve in Tucson, Stan in New York, Corey in Spokane, Rick
in Baltimore and you in Washington, all charging full speed ahead
and I’ve got all I can do to keep up with everyone. I’ve been trying
to get some up-front endorsements out of Creative Commons and
the Electronic Frontier Foundation also. I think that they represent
the key to keeping the naysayers at bay right from the start. I’d bet
that you know lots of folks that we might like endorsements from
but I’ll defer to you on that.”
“I agree that there’s a need to track all events closely and
that you are the focus for that. But I also know that you’ve bitten
off a lot to chew on, my friend,” Terry warned, “and you should
understand that I want to see you stay afloat as well. You’re
playing with the big leaguers now and you’ve got no one watching
your back. I know what the stakes are here and it’s all a very
serious situation. From here on out, you’ll need all the help money
can buy. I’ll be looking for your timeline topics and your
flowchart.”
“You’ll have that and more to work with shortly,” I
promised.
“So will you,” replied Terry. “I’ll make sure of it.”
60
I started to work on the timeline after supper and I
actually found myself nodding off sitting in front of the computer.
I guess that my fast and furious pace is finally catching up with
me. When I get like this, I have to stretch out on the couch in front
of the TV, put on my headphones and escape into a good movie.
Anything by Ridley Scott will usually work best and so tonight
I’ve chosen The Duellists, featuring some of the most beautiful
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country images of Napoleonic France on film. Harvey Keitel and
Keith Carradine are the duelling protagonists that the cameras
revolve around. Within fifteen minutes, I was in the arms of
Morpheus; and when I finally woke to the snoozing DVD player, I
slowly shed my clothes and slid into bed next to Judy in a smooth,
almost trance-like motion. Gladiator will often consume me just as
quickly, but The Duellists is still my favorite.
Waking up to another beautiful Florida morning, I went
into my office with a tall glass of fresh apple juice in hand and
started to pour over my notes. I like fresh orange juice too, but
only when it’s in season and I can pick it up at the grove stores.
My attempts at a timeline were still half hearted, mainly because I
still have so many things that are up in the air. I guess that’s what I
was really trying to convey to Terry last night. I’m actually hoping
that Terry’s marketing folks might be able to contribute a sense of
realism to the phasing of this type of campaign. It’s all new
territory to me. But today was Saturday and I really didn’t expect
to hear any more from Terry until the first part of the week. I knew
that Judy was up and about because I could hear her puttering
about at the other end of the house.
“What’s cooking?” I asked as I rounded the corner to the
kitchen. “You got a date?”
“Not for breakfast,” she answered, “but I am meeting the
girls at the Mall for a little shopping and a late lunch. Want to have
a bowl of cereal with me?”
“Love to; thought you’d never ask.” Judy and I have a
special concoction of two of Post’s Great Grains cereals that we
mix together that ends up with just the right combination of grains,
fruits and nuts, particularly if you put some frozen peach slices in
the bowl! It’s the next best thing to eating ice cream. “I’m just
going to putter around here this morning and then maybe I’ll go
out for a run later. Maybe we can go to a movie tonight?”
She said that sounded like a good idea and we discussed
what was playing over our Great Grains feast, along with other
household trivia. I keep wanting to bring up the subject of Internet
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security, but right now she’s preoccupied with setting up the
nursery for doing some serious granny-sitting and any discussion
of what’s happening in my world would go over like cell phones in
a movie theater or talking in church. I won’t force the issue; it will
come up eventually. She kissed me goodbye and was off to meet
the girls. “Have fun,” I called out, “and y’all behave yourselves.”
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Through dark glasses…
61
It was near lunchtime and someone rang the doorbell.
As I entered the hallway to the front entrance, I saw a strangely
familiar person looking back at me through the glass panes of the
French panels. As I opened the door to let him in, there was no
doubt in my mind that I was looking at someone that I hadn’t seen
for quite a while and my greeting said it all. “Stan Walters! What
in hell are you doing here?”
He smiled, “Hi Bob! May I come in? It has been a few
years, hasn’t it;” Stan came to visit me once when I still lived in
Maryland and that was well over 20 years ago. “That is what I’d
call an oversimplification, to say the least,” I snapped. “Please tell
me what’s going on here. Did I just wake up from a coma or
something?”
“When we spoke yesterday morning, you made me aware
that you were dealing with some kind of a problem and that you
wanted me to help you with,” Stan began, “but I had no idea at that
moment that I was already very involved with your problem or just
how intimate the extent of our involvement was until after you had
told a little more about what was happening. Your email helped me
to fill in some of the blanks also. I’m just sorry that I couldn’t say
anything more to you right then; I just couldn’t.”
“Obviously, I wanted to talk to you in person because of
the sensitivity of the situation;” he continued, “I knew that this was
the only way that we’d be able to connect and make any sense out
of everything.” I nodded; it was his nickel and I knew that he’d tell
me what his being here was all about soon. My mind was just
spinning, totally out of control.
“Bob, please try to understand how sensitive the situation
that we’re both in is. I’m only here to diffuse the danger; the
problems are yet to be solved. There are several innocent people
involved and that includes you. Realize that tomorrow our
discussions will have never occurred and you and I will be back to
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our old selves. These things happen.”
I was speechless. From the telephone to my front door in 24
hours, where was Stan coming from? Who was he really? What
could possibly be going on? “Keep talking Stan,” I forced the
words through my clenched teeth, “I still need to catch my breath.”
“I have a second job,” he continued, “but what I do and
who I work for is not important. But I can tell you that it does
involve the Middle East, as you may have already surmised. Let’s
do this; I’ll explain to you what I already know and that should set
the stage for you to ask me any questions that you want to. I know
I can help you; that’s why I’m here.”
I was starting to feel that it was my friend, Stan Walters,
who was visiting me and that the tightness in my neck and
shoulders was beginning to ease. I knew that this was still going to
take a while, but at least I was starting to feel that I was going to
survive in the end. “Thanks, Stan,” I replied. “That sounds like a
good idea; I think I’m breathing again.”
He said that his awareness of the pulse of the Middle East,
through his ongoing dialogues with people across the region, was a
valued asset that he shared with ‘others.’ The way he described it,
a sense of the region’s politics was not much different from
understanding the art markets there. He’d been doing this since the
first Gulf War and the current focus on the Iranian nuclear program
had only heightened the demand for his information. The fact that
your name had somehow popped up on an email listing of the Iran
Lighthouse was what had first drawn attention to you and your web
writings. More recent activities had led to the identification of a
suspicious Canadian group that they are monitoring as well.
“You should understand,” he said, “that I only learned
these details yesterday after we had talked.”
He asked me if I remembered Don Carlisle from the days
of my IIG activities and I told him that I remembered exchanging
emails with him ‘out of the blue’ about three years ago and that I’d
never heard anything from him after that. Stan said he used to
monitor Internet-based activities from an office in Europe until he
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was found in a canal there about a year ago.
“That put our folks on high alert” he revealed, “and
refreshed a connection between you and me and him once more.
The roundabout alert that you received is one of several brute
force approaches that we take to smoke out additional links and
threats. They claim that false email is an effective tool, but I
personally find it crude because you can never tell how people are
going to react. But that’s not my area of expertise so I’ll defer to
others on such issues. Maybe your response gave them something
new to think about. I feel that you gave them what they deserved,
but supposedly such tactics often generate panic reactions in the
questionable characters they typically track.” I thought
McCarthyism was dead. Thank God for small favors.
“I’ve attested to others involved to your allegiance and I’ve
diffused some of the levels of surveillance of you, but I’m sure
they’ll continue to monitor your website for a while and track
you!” he added. “Just because I know you’re not dangerous
doesn’t mean that they or the bad guys have lost interest in you or
your site. They can open your digital graphics and insert encoded
messages into them that won’t be apparent in the images. You had
to have realized that if it wasn’t ‘us’ probing, it had to be ‘them’
and that they play by a whole different set of rules! These cyber
terrorist wars are just starting to pick up speed and we are just part
of the advanced guard. I’m not saying that you should be looking
over your shoulder any more than the next guy, but the world is not
a very nice place right now and we’ve got to start making changes
if we ever expect to stop these folks!” Now I was numb.
“I am extremely intrigued by the initiative that you’ve
started because of this,” he went on. “It might even be a blessing in
disguise. The more that we can do to tighten up security on every
front, the better off we’ll be. I know that Defense and Homeland
Security have been working hand-in-hand on the Internet aspect
and your focus on Barnett’s thinking is right on target.”
I began feeling a little more comfortable, but I was still in
shock at finding Stan Walters smack in the middle of everything.
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On the bright side, it was comforting to know that it was someone
with his intellect that was involved and that he was on my side.
“Do you think that there’ll be any opposition to my security
effort?” I asked cautiously, trying to pick up on his positive tone.
“I’d hate to find out that I was up against Goliath.”
“You’ll get no resistance from the good guys,” he assured
me. “As a matter of fact, I can probably point you toward some
people who might actually be willing to help you, but they’d never
become visible in any way. They’d probably be pushing some
similar ideas themselves if they weren’t so afraid of being painted
as ‘Big Brother’ and end up as a negative influence to such efforts.
Tightened security will only make their job easier.”
I now felt comfortable enough to shift to small talk, asking
about family and our mutual friends and of his recent trip to
Tehran. Despite the restrictions of sectarian rule of the past 30
years, many developmental projects that the Shah had initiated
when Stan and I were together in Iran had since evolved but in
different directions and at different rates. Stan told me that he was
still in contact with both Apgar Dadi, a translator for us back then,
and Sharee Zamani, a sweet lady who did clerical work. He added
that he’d be able to point me in their direction, as they both were
Internet users. He closed our discussions with this comment, “I
hope that my visit here has reduced some of the anxiety that
unwittingly befell you. It was all I could do for you so I wanted to
try. Now I will solemnly ask you for the only thing that I must
have in return; for you and me, today never happened. We are free
to continue as we were before, but TODAY NEVER HAPPENED.
Is that understood?”
I drew my breath and took his hand in mine. We locked
eyes and I repeated, “Today never happened.” He then started to
move toward the front door and I told him that I’d keep in touch.
Stan slid out as easily as he’d slid in and I thanked him for coming
and for his efforts to help me. Suddenly his car was turning at the
end of the street and he was gone from view. No one would ever
know the difference. When I got back into the living room, I
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promptly draped myself across the big leather couch and dozed.
62
The afternoon sun was dropping and I heard the garage
door closing; Judy was back and I was just waking from one of
the strangest dreams that I’d ever had. But I really felt good now; I
guess I needed that nap. “I’m in the living room,” I hollered as I
heard the front door open. “What did you buy me?”
Judy kissed me on the forehead as she plopped into the
easy chair near my head and dropped assorted shopping bags onto
the floor. “You know me and TJ Maxx; there’s always at least one
bargain hiding there for me on every visit that I make. How do you
like this one?” From one of the bags, she pulled out a long-sleeve,
button-down Polo for me that was the color of lime sherbet; the
light from the windows added a rosy sheen to the fabric. “That’s
gorgeous,” I said. “I really deserve that! How did you know?” She
laughed, “Is this all you’ve been up to while I was gone?”
“I’ve been trying to get through a very important book but
it is a slow read,” I protested. Barnett’s New Map was still lying on
the floor, where I’d dropped it last week, “I’m trying to better
understand the world so I can make it a better place for our
grandbabies!”
“Well you’d better hurry up,” she said, “Dylan’s almost
three and Baby Ella will be here before you know it. You can kick
back and read some more of it tonight and I’ll take a rain check on
a movie. I picked up a new James Patterson novel for myself so I
won’t feel that I’m being neglected.”
I agreed that it sounded like a great idea, but added for fun,
“Haven’t you read all of his books yet? I just don’t understand
where these new James Patterson books keep coming from.” I
could use the rest of the weekend off; maybe we’ll hit the beach
tomorrow.
I’m going to have to forget involving Stan with
Turnaround. It would be senseless of me to expose him to any
more than he already is since I’m not off the hook yet. God knows
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who’s fiddling with my website. I’ll get him to connect me with
his Internet contacts, give me more advice if things get tense again
and leave it at that. I have good reason to believe that Stan’s
circumstances these days are already far too complex without me
adding any elements of confusion to the process. Actually, I’m
lucky that he turned up where he is. I know that I could never
repay him for what he’s already done in my behalf. Unfortunately,
I can’t tell a soul. It’s a good thing he’s not in it for the glory.
In a couple of days, this may really hit me hard again, but
for now I’m going to accept it as a positive thing and start trying to
introduce Judy to my involvement in the security dimensions of
this project. Perhaps I can pass it off as a consulting job, even
though I haven’t done much along those lines for the past several
months. Maybe I’m overdue.
63
It was an early brunch at the beach with Judy; we
hadn’t done that for quite a while. All it took was a quick stop at
the Super Winn-Dixie on the way to our favorite Hobe Sound
retreat and a bit of imagination to make it all happen. Our spread
today consisted of macaroni salad, a small lemon pepper chicken
hot off the rotisserie, fresh fruit and a few other sweets, like key
lime tarts and dates with cream cheese. Suddenly we were
American nomads, sitting on a blanket at the shore’s edge, taking
in the sun and fresh air and sending all of our worldly cares out to
sea on the morning breeze. I could easily get used to that life.
“Do you want to do this all the time?” I teased.
“As long as there’s a Winn Dixie or a Publix nearby,” she
smiled. “Why, are you beginning to get the wanderlust now?”
“Not yet,” I replied, “but it could strike at any time!
Actually, Terry Nicholas asked me last week if I’d consider doing
some work with him. It might be interesting; it’s related to some
DHS efforts, Department of Homeland Security that is. I told him
that I’d think about it and he said he’d send me some information.
It might mean that I have to make a trip to Texas for a few days,
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but other than that it should be pretty straightforward stuff.”
“Well you’ve always liked doing things for him in the past,
haven’t you? We don’t have anything scheduled until the Kravis
Center next month and if you stand me up for Texas, I’ll just find
another date,” she taunted. And I knew that she would!
“We’ll wait and see what happens and we can talk about it
again when I know a little more. Today, I don’t want to think about
anything that smacks of being work related,” I said emphatically.
“For the rest of the weekend I intend to focus on the sunshine and
Dan Brown’s ‘Angels and Demons’ for a little escapism and
relaxation, unless you’ve got a better idea.”
“No,” she replied, “ I like this just fine. If I start feeling
burned, I’ll let you know and we can leave.”
“OK,” I agreed, “Then that’s your job for today.”
We continued being bums for the remainder of the
weekend, doing nothing to disturb the relaxed mood that our
beautiful Florida weather can occasionally induce. Without
elaborating on anything, I had opened the door to new directions
without disturbing the complacency that we’d recently achieved.
There’d been some anxious moments for Judy just after the
holidays when her mom was hospitalized with some new heart
irregularities, but her heart is a condition she’s been dealing with
for much of her adult life so an occasional medication adjustment
or pacemaker tune-up isn’t too out of the ordinary. She’s doing just
fine now.
On Sunday afternoon, that disturbing dream that I had
awoken from yesterday, just as Judy had returned from shopping,
came back to me. Don’t ask me what had triggered it or retriggered
it because I have absolutely no idea. All I know is that I was seated
behind a desk in front of three computer screens while a man and a
woman looked over my shoulder. I was attempting to demonstrate
to them how they could set up a special navigation tool that would
allow them to jump between the several different images that were
displayed on the screens. The couple was obviously arguing,
apparently speaking in a language that I’d never heard before and I
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kept shouting, 'Look! You’ve got to select the whole thing.’ Their
expressions betrayed no acknowledgement of even hearing me,
never mind understanding me, and that was only a part of this
nightmare. Was it portal anxiety? Maybe a premonition of things
to come? Or was it just weird? I’m voting for the latter!
64
FEDEX and Terry didn’t let me down and by 10:30 AM
on Tuesday, an overnight package had been delivered to me. Inside
the box were two envelopes; one was from a Georgetown law firm.
It contained papers that apparently had established a nonprofit
organization called Project Turnaround, which was incorporated in
Virginia and being run out of a downtown office on K Street. The
second envelope was a marketing proposal from a firm called
JustDoIT, which I fully appreciated but I’m not sure what the folks
at Nike think of it. The tag line did clarify their meaning though,
Marketing with Internet Technology, but sometimes those big guys
get real sensitive about what they consider infringements on ‘their
words.’ Also with the envelopes was a piece of Terry’s letterhead
on which he had scrawled, ‘You’re on; just say ‘Go’ when you’re
ready.’
I wasn’t concerned about the legal stuff. The lawyers would
keep things straight. The cover letter on the JustDoIT package had
a personal tone to it and was addressed to Terry and from a Marc
Sellers, telling him that this first draft had been assembled ‘fast and
furiously’ and that if I had any questions or comments I should
contact him anytime and he listed his direct phone number. By his
response time and by sheer volume of information, I was very
impressed. Marc was a doer, who apparently toted a Blackberry
and a Nextel on his hip as well, just to make sure that everything
was working according to plan and staying on track. I started
thumbing through his proposal; I think I could get to like this guy.
His overview and his descriptions of the issues had a global
perspective, which I hadn’t anticipated, plus the words that he used
were very much to the point and on target. His identification of the
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tasks at hand and his analysis of the status quo were right on target
as well, at least from my point of view. Let’s hope that we’re both
right. The first few pages opened with some well-documented,
post-9/11 assessments of our national IT security and made
comparisons to similar national systems around the world.
Then the package shifted to discussions of the Internet in
the context of global expansion and national security, identifying
its unique role in each camp. Then he showed how a user-based
initiative, supported by the major ISPs, would complement the
DHS initiatives within Government and business. There were
projections for operational and capital equipment savings over the
next five years as well as the cost benefits to the consumers. A
separate list of ISPs identified those carriers who were initially
behind the Turnaround project. A lottery system would be used to
determine who got the first opportunities to purchase name button
placements on the main webpage. All the other participating ISPs
will be listed in drop-down menus alphabetically.
The webpage concept was simple and stunning. The servers
would choose from one of a half-dozen beautifully classic images,
boldly captioned with the words ‘Make Me Safe – Keep Me Free’
across the top of the screen. The pictures were stunning and they
would randomly transition every 10 seconds. Below this header, a
simple message could easily be read, ‘Let your service provider
protect YOU, YOUR INTERNET and YOUR FREEDOM!
Select the ISP of your choice to receive an improved, secure
Internet connection and reduce your monthly cost of service
NOW!’ Several eye-catching, 3-D icons instructed you to ‘Click
on your Internet Service Provider and learn more.’ If PC
operating systems were configured with Flash plug-ins, the users
could also hear these messages being spoken aloud to them,
bracketed by the words ‘be safe; be free’ and ‘don’t be left out.’
Once you were linked to an ISP page, you could complete
the upgrade to a secure service with simple clicks on a ‘transition
request.’ The JustDoIT templates and guidelines for the creating
the ISP’s pages were simplicity in themselves. The pages were set
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up to let you ‘personally’ tell your friends with ‘one-click’, there
were 800 numbers for obtaining further net information and there
were links for public service endorsements as well.
You could tell by their proposed press releases that these
folks were definitely skilled ‘viral marketers’ in only the best
sense. I guess that you’d have to be if you planned on surviving
within the Beltway. They had four contributing carriers in place,
BellSouth, SBC, MCI and AT&T, and they had included a list of
proposed celebrities who were known to lend their names to good
causes. We’ve all seen how the names of William Shatner or
Whoopie Goldberg can add to brand awareness. Turnaround
already touched all the bases; it was a give-away, effortless, it used
existing resources and it exploited all the proper common
motivators. Puppies, motherhood, freedom; all the right buttons
were being pushed.
Marc had even prepared a timeline, where we would begin
to rock and roll within five days of project turn-on. He showed
how actual upgrades could begin to be cutover within 10 days,
when they coincided with ongoing activities. After three months,
the impact of Turnaround could start to be measured. The schedule
included the fielding of portals and international efforts and both
needed to be underway within six months. Marc also noted that
better descriptions of immersive portals were needed to sell the
idea and lay the foundations for them. Without them, portals were
not going to sell – period.
We all need to recognize that ‘bigger picture’ right from the
beginning and I’m glad that Marc Sellers already understands that;
he’s right on target with that one. I’ve got to get back with Corey
and Steve quickly and make sure that the concept that we’ve called
portals will be ready to be phased in as soon as practicable. Right
now, everything that describes what a portal should be is still in
my head and riding on my trust in Corey and his faith in my
dream. My bottom line is this; although we may be able to start
moving toward a more secure Internet within a week or so, without
portals as the second act, we won’t be changing the world! I don’t
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have any international contacts established yet to help with
upgrade efforts and without global participation, we definitely
won’t turn the world around, and it won’t matter how good the
portals turnout to be! It’s details; always details!! I must talk to
Marc Sellers, but I’ll better get some answers ready for him first.
It was now mid morning in Arizona and I needed to talk
with Steve. The past few days had really been a rollercoaster ride
for me and I wanted to run some options past him before I made
any quick decisions. I’ll have to see if he’s ready to have a face-toface discussion with me, because I think that Turnaround is already
at the point of requiring that level of attention. The phone was
ringing.
65
“This is Steve,” he announced as he picked up the
phone. I knew that he often worked out of an office that he
maintained at his house, particularly when he was doing the initial
research for a new program or was chasing a problem, so it turns
out that the odds for my finding him at home were actually very
good.
“It’s Bob,” I chimed in. “Things have been moving pretty
quickly here, so I think that it may be time for you and I to have
some in-depth discussions on how to proceed from here. I believe
that I’d feel more comfortable doing this in person and I’ll
willingly come out there if that’s possible. Will you be close to
home over the next few days? If your answer is yes, I’d like to fly
out to Tucson and go over detail with you the alternatives that are
realistically on the table for us. Your turn!” Now I’ll really hear
what’s on his mind.
“Well hello to you too, Mr. Marchant,” he replied. “Are
things getting to be interesting?” I could sense the smirk on his
face and I hadn’t even told him anything! Actually, I think that my
opening had told him everything; I’m a little wound up. “I’ll be
around all weekend if that will work for you, so you don’t have to
decide right this minute. Just consider a trip here to be an open
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invitation, and if that doesn’t work, we’ll just have to figure out
something else. Now what else is on your mind?” He was trying to
reassure me in his own special way.
“I’ve had feedback from several people and sometimes it
gets a little confusing trying to unravel the status quo all by
yourself,” was my response. “There are some sensitive issues, too,
that I think you and I should go over privately. I have already had a
couple of conversations with Corey, as a follow-up to your initial
contact with him, that has gotten me very excited about immersive
portals and I know that I need to follow up with him again soon.
Did you speak with him after that initial talk you had?”
“To be honest, I never checked back with him,” he
continued, “but I know that I need to. Maybe I can try to line him
up for this weekend, too, although I have no idea what he’s up to.
That summary you sent me gave me the gist of what he’s thinking
about, but that’s been the only feedback I’ve received. It sounds
like he has some good ideas though; along with the fact that your
idea has at least one very enthusiastic supporter.”
“You’ve got that right,” I said, “I just hope that it’s
contagious.” And as I paused, I thought to myself ‘and it just might
be.’ “Let me try to get out there by Friday and we’ll play it by ear
from there.” Steve thought that it sounded like a plan and I
promised to give him a call back as soon as I’d pinned down an
itinerary. This was good. It would raise our overall intensity level
and focus the effort for both of us. Once again, I can’t wait to get
Steve’s input on everything that’s happening; he’s the kid brother I
never had. “Talk to Corey and see what’s up with him and I’ll let
you know what my flight is before Friday.”
I checked with Delta and they have an 8:20 AM flight out
of West Palm that will get me into Tucson before noon that will
work. It’s not bad but it’s very deceiving; everything goes through
Atlanta and the time change makes it look quicker than it is. It’s
still five hours of flying and a plane change. Coming back will be
even worse; it’ll take half a day!

Through dark glasses…

131

At first I had thought about trying to get to Texas too, and
possibly even to San Francisco or Spokane, but Terry’s idea about
keeping me invisible for a while was definitely the more prudent
approach. I think that a one-on-one with Steve right now will be
good for me and help me to keep a balanced perspective. When
you’re sharing the same space with someone while you’re
exchanging ideas, particularly when you are already familiar with
each other, it seems to add a quality to the communication, which
somehow improves it and seems to make it more efficient.
Maybe that’s when the emotions get communicated as well,
something that you can only sense over a phone. But isn’t that
what I’m trying to do with the portals, share space in cyberspace?
It’s something like that. It’s like learning a foreign language
through total immersion or it’s the classroom experience in
general. IBM did some in-house studies on the communicating of
visual information back in the late 70s when they were dabbling
with broadband satellite systems.
I told Judy that I was going to a security seminar in Tucson
on Friday and that I was going to try and connect up with Steve
while I was out there. “I thought you were going to Texas?” she
asked. I explained to her that the DOD had a major headquarters
for communications security operation at Fort Huachuca, an Army
base in Sierra Vista just south of Tucson, and that it was they who
were hosting a combination seminar/golf junket in an attempt to
get more industry involvement into the IT security process. I’d just
be going there to meet up with some people on Friday evening and
maybe Saturday. I’d plan to come back on Sunday. She shrugged
her shoulders and gave me one of her classic plaintive looks, that
said ‘sure, desert me for some of your old communications
buddies,’ while saying, “Do your thing; I’ll be fine.”
66
The I-95 traffic past the Palm Beach Airport hasn’t
started to build yet at 6:30 in the morning so I had a leisurely drive
to PBI; an hour later traffic would have already started to bog
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down with Miami-bound traffic. The state had just completed some
access ramps off of the interstate direct to the airport. Getting to
and from the terminal has now become a simple process and
there’s an air-conditioned catwalk from the parking garage right to
the ticketing areas. Delta has even set up some self-service kiosks
for check-in and the TSA security screening seems to be working
smoothly. That’s something you’d never assume that from the
negative press that they receive.
The human element is often the weakest link in any system,
but at other times it can be the strongest. Once politics are set
aside, apolitical technology can always be put to work to make this
a better, safer world. That’s my agenda anyway. I believe that
Project Turnaround can contribute toward that and also keep our
Internet interests secure. I want to feel happy and safe in
cyberspace and I want my kids to feel the same way. I still
remember what small town life was like and can recall feelings of
community and trust that they’ve never known. All we can do is
keep trying to make things better each day and, in addition, we can
still hope for the best.
As the plane climbed steeply off the end of the east-west
runway, I could see Mar-a-Largo, Donald Trump’s landmark estate
below me and I thought about the noise. These planes used to
make a racket when I was living down there too, but I was across
the water in a condo on the west side of the Intracoastal. I’m sure
the noise level was the same on either side of the water, but maybe
you didn’t mind it as much when you lived in Mar-a-Largo. I was
keyed up, but I was also unwinding at the same time and I was
catnapping before we reached cruising altitude. I awoke for the
seatbelt check before landing in Atlanta and we were airborne
again before I knew it, heading due west. As I ran to make my
connection, I’d had barely enough time to grab a couple of Sponge
Bob trinkets for Steve’s boys from one of the concessions. Steve
said that he would meet my plane, so I had nothing more to worry
about or take care of there. I’ll grab a bunch of flowers for Alison
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at Tucson; Steve will just get me! I dozed off again; at this rate, I
shouldn’t even be fazed by the two-hour time change there.
67
On final approach, I could see that the Tucson
International Airport and the city had both grown during the
twenty-plus years since I’d last been there. The heart of the city
had been less than ten miles to the north of the airport and now this
city of half a million people had spread out to meet the TIA at its
gates. One smooth touchdown and I was inside, scanning the
crowd for that familiar smile. “Hi Bob Marchant!” The voice came
from my left and as I turned I found Mr. and Mrs. Croftin and all
the little Croftins holding a paper banner that read ‘We Love You
Bob Montagne.’ As I quickly moved to hug them all, I roared,
“Wow! I needed that.” They all looked great and the boys were
darling; they were two and four and very much coming into their
own. “You did good,” I told Alison as I kissed her. “You’re still
gorgeous, your family is beautiful and your husband looks quite
trim and happy and no worse for the wear. I hope you don’t mind
having company that invites themselves,” I continued. “I guess I
just missed being in Tucson.”
“Well we came here today to play ‘take a traveler to
Tucson’; it’s a game that the whole family can play,” announced
Steve, “So it looks like you’re in luck, right boys?” They nodded
their heads in agreement, shaking most of their upper body as they
did, like shy little children will do. They were definitely two peas
from the same pod, but two years apart, almost two and almost
four. I had one piece of carry-on luggage so we were out the door
and on our way in no time. They lived in a nifty old stucco house
on the edge of the foothills to the north of the town, with a lot of
wide-open spaces conveniently nearby. It was a middle class
neighborhood with a touch of the dusty southwest thrown in for
good measure. The boys’ shyness had disappeared by the time
we’d gotten to the house and they gave me an instant tour as soon
as the front door was opened, each one tugging on a hand; I was
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instantly at home. There was a covered patio that was attached to
the back of the house, which provided some shade and a wonderful
view of the hills and the cactus. Steve and I settled in out there
with a couple of beers and a bowl of pretzels while Alison fed the
boys and gave us a chance to catch up.
Steve listened while I highlighted the events of the last few
weeks; my discussions with Corey, Terry Nicholas and his
involvement, Corey’s second call, the ‘Pentagon’s New Map’, my
conversation with Stan Walters, Terry’s follow-up and, last but not
least, Stan’s visit to Jupiter. Steve and I decided that we’d have to
beat that last one to death before we could get past it. If we could
agree upon where we thought Turnaround now stands, then maybe
we could get into the JustDoIT proposal and where Corey stands
with the portals. Steve indicated that he’d talked with Corey
yesterday and that they briefly went over what he’d been doing. He
planned to call in the morning and give us a full overview, and
possibly an interactive update on what he’d been able to put
together so far. Steve told me that he’d prefer to wait until
tomorrow, deferring to Corey before commenting on what he
already knew, and that made sense to me. As we sat there looking
out at the hills, it reminded me of being at the beach. It had that
same relaxing effect, but it did it without the sounds and the
dynamics of the surf. It took Alison’s entry to break the silence.
“I’m glad that you two are bubbling over with excitement
to see each other!” she teased. She was carrying a large tray with
sandwiches and a pitcher of fresh lemonade for us. “Now I’m
excited!” I replied as Steve added, “You should be; that is the
Florence Nightingale of the kitchen and she’s got three happy men
right here to prove it.”
“But where are the little guys?” I inquired.
“They’re taking their naps right now,” she smiled. “The
airport was a big adventure for them this morning and they were
overdue. They’ll be hanging all over you again before you know it
so enjoy the quiet while you have it.”
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“You certainly have a peaceful spot back here, and those
wildflowers are just delightful,” I said, “but I definitely appreciated
that wonderful welcome at the airport the best. It was a great
surprise and I can’t thank you enough for letting me drop in like
this. I just felt I needed a little spiritual healing, Sonoma style.”
“Know that you’re welcome here anytime. Now have a
something to eat,” she added, “it’s almost suppertime in Florida.”
We continued with our discussions across the colorful mosaic
patterns of the large round table that dominated the other end of the
patio. I listened to how Steve told Alison about the things I’d just
shared with him as he brought her up to date. Listening to the way
that he described events, all things seemed to fit together and that
was good. After he finished telling her of Stan’s surprise visit, he
paused for a moment and then asked her what she made of it all.
After reflecting for a few minutes, Alison looked at both of
us and said, “It sounds like Stan is a good friend who has put his
neck on the line for Bob, don’t you agree?” We both nodded. “And
you two are probably more curious about what he is rather than
who he is,” she added. We nodded again, almost like the boys did
at the airport. Alison smiled.
“But is there a threat?” asked Steve.
“Yes, there certainly is” she replied, “the threat comes from
being disconnected, being isolated, deprived and repressed. What
you are promoting is the flip side of that, being connected, and that
should be an easy case to sell.” We both smiled. She’d gotten right
to the core issue. “How will Corey’s piece fit in?” she continued.
“We’re not sure yet,” Steve answered, “but he’s supposed
to be calling us in the morning with an update. You should listen in
if you’ve got the time.”
“I’ll be taking the boys to swimming lessons first thing in
the morning but I’d love to hear what he’s been doing if I am here.
Let’s see what happens.”
“Can we at least plan on letting me take you guys out to
dinner tomorrow night?” I interjected.
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“Sounds like a great idea,” said Alison. “I’ll check with
Grandma Johnson to see if we can drop off the boys for a visit.
She’s usually up for it unless they’ve got other plans.”
“Maybe we could go to Mama Louisa’s,” Steve offered.
“We haven’t been to Mama’s for quite a long time and we can
even make a reservation there. For the moment, it seems as if we
have everything under control. All we can do now is sit and wait
for the gremlins to resurface to take over our lives and turn this
calm into chaos.”
“And I’m sure it won’t be long now,” Alison added.
68
Alison was right. Steve and I were curious about Stan
but that wasn’t key to Turnaround. It might be worthwhile to
follow up with him though and find out who the contact is that he
mentioned who might be able to help us. You never can tell where
a road might lead. I pulled out the original copy of the JustDoIT
proposal and gave it to Steve to digest while I perused a second
copy that I had made to leave with him, but I wanted to make sure
that it was clean, complete and readable first. Steve was impressed
with the amount of detail that Marc Sellers had put into the
package and he commented that if Terry’s current assessment of
the industry was accurate, we just might find this project taking off
very quickly. He said the web stuff was very simple and scaleable,
so it could be easily supported. Also, multiple servers would insure
a capability for quick response and dynamic hosting.
“What do you think about the timing of this?” I asked. “Do
you think that there is anything we should be taking into account or
keeping an eye on that has not been identified yet? I’m not
paranoid but I don’t want to be overconfident either.”
“Think back about what started all this,” Steve said, “an
email! And it sent you running. You’ve since learned that
roundabout is not a threat to you, but that the possibility of other
threats is still very real and that has now been reinforced. You’ve
also learned that a very active government is closer to you than you
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had previously thought it was and that our world’s problems are
still very serious. On the plus side, you’ve found out how powerful
one committed person can be, that you have friends that you can
call on for help and that your insight into what’s happening to the
planet on a global scale is pretty damned good.
I think that the jury’s still out on parallel worlds, but I’m
not one to be a naysayer. I like the idea, personally, and it fits in
nicely with the thoughts that you’ve pulled together and tracks
with the effects that the Internet has already had on many of us. I
think that a lot of the data that’s now available is still only
qualitative, but I strongly believe that you won’t recognize this
world in another ten years, as we know it today. Turnaround, as
you first described it, consists of several pieces that all won’t
happen at once. Some of it will take a lot of time and time is all
we’ve got. We just need to make sure that we get Turnaround
moving in the right direction. Agree?”
“You know, Steve, you’ve got a very nice way of putting
things. How could I disagree with you? Maybe my concern for
timing has more to do with the longer term and the numbers on the
future are anyone’s guess at this point. I’m anxious to find out
what Corey’s been up to because I think portals could add a whole
new wrinkle to things.”
“Bob, do you remember Terry Gilliam’s film Time Bandits,
where these little guys would slip in and out of periods of history
through tears in the fabric of time?” Steve smiled. “Please forgive
me, but that’s the image I conjure up every time you mention
portals. Maybe Corey can help me to be a bit more open-minded
with my imagination tomorrow.”
“God, I hope so,” I said, “but I have to admit to you that
Gilliam’s movie is one of my favorites too.”
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As if on cue, the boys burst onto the patio, jumping on
Steve and me like they’d been shot from guns. In keeping with the
Time Bandits theme, they had the same impact that the film had
when the knight in shining armor, mounted on a white charger, had
burst out of the doors of the old clothes schrank, which was against
the wall, and then leapt over the bed and rode out into the night
through the opposite wall. That was our signal to set aside our
plans for building new worlds for a moment and to set out and
explore the one in the backyard. Steve and I meandered across the
fields along a natural path to the hills while Miles and Reed played
like puppies and touched absolutely everything that they saw.
What a treat it was to watch them; what a motivating force; what a
wonderful way to get totally exhausted. By the time we’d gotten
back to the house, we had all we could do just to keep up with the
boys. We’d get back to building them a new world tomorrow.
Steve and I spent the rest of the day playing ‘what if.’ I
continue to have thoughts popping up regarding this whole affair
that have me questioning the adequacy of our efforts. Steve feels
that this is just a normal reaction to stress and he’s amazed at how
much progress we are making. I asked him what difference he
thought that portals would make and his reaction was ‘a lot, I
hope.’ “I guess it depends on how they evolve,” I thought out loud.
I see the first step as ‘getting connected to the secure side of the
Internet’ with the ‘introduction of immersive portals’ to follow.
Portals will provide you the believable environments, like
the foothills here, and voice narratives that deliver information and
prompt you for input. In some ways, they make me think of those
message walls that accompanied the devastation of 9/11 and the
tsunami disaster. Communities were created on walls, where
members could share their emotions, their hopes and their grief
using personal pictures and simple messages. Portals will create
electronic versions of these walls, like world stages, and we’ll
watch the players build upon them by sharing their feelings and
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questions. Who knows what will follow? I’m not a user of chat
services, but I’m not a kid with a multimedia cell phone either.
There is also a whole other school out there that warns
about the dangers of information overload and promotes the
importance of thinking and the preservation of such rare
commodities as silence and sanctuary. I don’t exclude the
possibility that portals could serve as sanctuaries and provide
support for the contemplative dimension of information. Portals
can offer common connections in much the same way that small
towns did a century ago. They can offer the silence of the town
library or the camaraderie of the church meeting hall.
Differences between what is real and what the media
portrays as real can usually set off discussions. The distinction
between living an event and having a second-hand experience of
the same event calls the very definition of information into
question. While there is value that can be derived from a secondhand experience, it’s a different value than having lived the
experience in the first place. If I can find a way to share those firsthand emotions and experiences faithfully across the Internet, I
believe it will humanize the Web and cause it to have an even
greater influence on the real world. I think that both the technology
and the talent exist out there today; let’s hope that the timing is
right also.
70
Alison and the kids were off and running before 8:30
AM; Steve and I sipped coffees and waited for Corey’s call. In a
way, I sensed that his call would be anticlimactic to some degree
because I think that we are both very optimistic about his initial
efforts; it’s probably because we’re already aware of his work ethic
and his talents. It was just past 9:00 AM when the phone rang.
“You’re early, Corey,” said Steve as he picked up the
receiver, “but we’re ready for you. I’m putting you on to the
speakerphone so that Bob can hear you too.”
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“Hi Bob,” said Corey excitedly, “everything was ready here
so it made no sense to make you guys wait. Here’s what I have
planned. I’ve already sent you a link that will enable you to
download some large media files that will self-install as part of a
background application; it’ll maybe take about 15 minutes to
download. After you’ve installed it and rebooted your machine,
your browser will automatically use this data as cached files for the
web pages. I’ve set the pages up at powerportal.cyan.net and
from there I’ll walk you through everything that we’ve got running
so far.”
The three of us continued to talk as the file Corey called the
basic PowerPortal installer was downloaded. Already I liked the
name. Why couldn’t I have thought of that? He said that the
servers would easily connect with any machine that was built
within the last five years. The software was designed for people
with enhanced secure services in place and broadband DSL links in
mind. Access and installer requests, as either a download or a
CDROM, could be made with only a dialup connection.
As the installer was downloaded in the background, Corey
directed us to another link and walked us through a series of still
images that were out-of-this-world beautiful. Actually most of
them were from an area of the southwest where the Millers had
spent time growing up. In and of themselves, these higher
resolution images created a sense of depth and feel that was
atypical for any normal Internet interface. Because these images
appeared universal and no recognizable landmarks gave away their
locale, to my eye they could probably represent Iran, Iraq, the
Arabian Peninsula, Western China, the Kalahari of Southwest
Africa, Australia or even India. Regional ‘coloring’ could easily be
added. Next Corey flipped through a selection of colors, font styles
and patterns that, when overlaid onto these southwest images,
implied foreign origins in different regions without saying a word.
When we alerted Corey to the fact that we were in the
process of rebooting, he said that he’d connect with us back at the
powerportal homepage. We were as ready as we’d ever be and
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now I had to admit that it was actually getting exciting. I’m not
sure if I could really describe my anticipation in words because I
had never visualized a portal in my mind. But I had worked with
artists before and after I had explained to them what I felt and what
I was looking for, they’d invariably surprise me with more than I
had imagined. I had bought my ticket and the curtain was rising;
the show was about to begin…
71
Steve was running a new PowerMac G5 into a 23-inch
Cinema Display and as the powerportal homepage flickered to
life it was a sight to behold. The crispness of the high-resolution
images had set the bar for what was unfolding before us, in much
the same way that IMAX® films had done, but a few more tricks
had actually brought the screen to life. The desert panorama that
appeared before us was breathtaking in itself, so the gentle sounds
of a warm breeze seemed to bring the air back to our lungs. By
slowly shifting the viewing perspective ever so slightly, the
illusion was created that you were surveying the landscape without
having to turn your head or shift your gaze. As if on cue, a bird’s
cry raised your eyes and your perspective to follow the flight of
some white-winged doves across the sky. It seemed as if someone
had thrown open a window or removed a wall and you felt that you
could touch things by just reaching out.
Slowly a simple, three-dimensional message came into
view, suspended in space on an invisible marquee, the color of
sunlight, and you heard a most comforting voice invoke the words
‘Welcome to the Future.’ That message faded and the voice
continued to intone a new one as a small banner appeared with the
spoken words, lingering for a while and then fading as another
entreaty came to life, both audibly and visually, on another area of
the screen. There were half a dozen messages, each one only a few
seconds in duration, that would visually linger and fade before the
cycle repeated itself. There was just enough of a pause between
them to make you anticipate the next one, while still reflecting on
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the last one. These messages covered a range of simple emotions;
‘join in peaceful efforts, take action for world safety, bring love to
the children, protect your planet, share your information with
others, you can make a difference.’ As the words in each banner
faded, a video clip whose content brought more meaning to that
message, ran in its place.
After this first cycle, a new banner asked you to ‘join with
others and make the future yours’ and then the message cycle
began again. After the second cycle, the banner offered you two
choices, either ‘continue on’ or ‘begin again.’ Still on
speakerphone, Corey was listening to nothing but the silence on
our end. “This model,” he interjected, “which I built for this
demonstration with spare parts from Uru, is currently only a two
page site. In other words, if you choose to continue on, the
background perspective will change to another equally comforting
vista and six new thoughts will be offered for your consideration.
However, each page runs at least two more layers deep, providing
some focused choices such as: links to common interest areas,
something I’ve called ‘stickies’ that let you leave simple notes
behind, ‘instant links’ to those who are currently visiting the portal,
and ‘add a message’ – your way to leave your own ideas with a
community.”
Not waiting for comments, Corey continued, “Select ‘begin
again’ and we’ll follow the first message down a layer. Then
choose ‘join in peaceful efforts’ and see where that takes you. The
associated video will display about 45 seconds of natural disaster
relief efforts, international charities in action and neighbors
helping neighbors. The banners at the next levels will speak to you
when selected and offer you an assortment of ways to interact
further. Note that as you change layers, the images will focus in on
a selected portion of the main panorama and establish specific
graphics that relate to each topic.
But right here is where the hidden beauty of these portals
begins to kick in. In a live setup, you would already be networked
with others who are there with you at that moment. Some of your
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choices will identify all parties to you and let you broadcast to
everyone, or you can respond to specific stickies or just leave a
question behind for future visitors to find. As you will see, I have
now joined you directly. I’d describe this as a kind of ‘a communal
website’ with evolving rules and content. I haven’t even touched
on the language issues because I feel that we’ll get a lot of mileage
out of just using English. But I will say that with this kind of an
interface, I can easily do some country-of-origin tailoring and
possibly even some multilingual stuff as well.”
With that, a bright yellow sticky jumped on the right side of
our screen. The note read:
From Corey Hanssen –
Well, what do you guys think?
Bien, que des types pensez-vous?
Remember, this is a work in progress…
Recuerde, esto es un trabajo en proceso…
“Corey, this is amazing, truly amazing! No, you are
amazing! It’s as if you’ve read my mind in so many ways. It was
impossible to explain and yet there it all is right before my eyes. Is
it as easy for people to access as you’ve demonstrated?” I asked.
“That is some really incredible work, Corey!” added Steve.
“Thanks, Bob; thanks, Steve,” he said, “and the answer to
your question is yes, the portal is very easy to access, but also
remember that we’re still on speakerphone. Actually with the
‘voice over IP’ technology moving so fast now, I don’t think that
it’s going to be much of a stretch to add VOIP as an option in the
near future. We are really creating is a mechanism that can bring
folks together with each other and with information just like they
do at Yahoo! The portal’s initial size and shape will depend on
you.”
“Corey, if all portals can be built to be as intuitive as
you’ve demonstrated this one to be, I know that we will get a boost
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from the universal language factor also. And who knows what the
true commonalities will end up being, but this is definitely a great
start! You’ve got to get back to me with some estimates of how
much effort it took you to create this one and how much more
would it take to produce several more similar to it but with
different formats, and last of all, how much will it cost to support
and maintain them?” Then I added, “If you need a full time job,
name your price. The big world is out there waiting to be saved.”
We talked some more about links between portals, other
random animations like the doves in flight and imbedded applets
causing actions that catch the eye. I thought of portals as open
forums and playgrounds for the creative at the same time. Our
earthbound communities need to be influenced by truly unbounded
global communities. Nothing like this has ever been possible until
now.
72
The three of us continued to play for nearly three hours,
and even though Alison and the boys hadn’t gotten home yet, we
decided to wrap things up around noontime. But then Steve’s gang
finally did return and Corey had left the server up for us to test.
Alison had picked up some great looking sub sandwiches, which
we all voraciously shared, and after lunch we took turns exploring
the powerportal demo some more. I love watching boys with a
mouse in their fist and a screen in front of them. Inevitably they
will focus in on some of the more minute details, things adults
would never notice. I’d seen that exact response before, watching
kids dig into those old interactive Living Books CDROMs that
Broderbund created. They didn’t want to miss a thing on the
display. The Mercer Mayer classic, Just Grandma and Me, or
Harry and the Haunted House could keep my Dylan going for
literally hours. Eventually though boys become distracted, even
these two, and Alison had a chance to investigate different layers
and banners without being interrupted. She’s the one with the real
intellectual curiosity.
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By the time we got to Mama Louisa’s that evening we were
all pretty mellow. The past day and a half had been wonderfully
intense and rewarding for me. I would be on my way back to
Florida first thing in the morning, feeling extremely successful.
Because of the time difference, I’d be traveling all day and I
wouldn’t be getting in until 10:00 PM. The Valpolicella Classico
was dry and velvety and the veal picatta was to die for. It was my
duty to savor the moment and drink it all in. I was returning to
Florida with renewed confidence and the knowledge that I would
have much more to do in the weeks to come.
But I was finding life wonderful once again and I couldn’t
wait to see what would happen next. Things were definitely
starting to jump and I was the man on fire. Steve took me to the
airport bright and early; I’d be airborne by 9:00 AM. He wished
me luck at curbside and I thanked him profusely for all of his help.
I told him I’d call him Monday as soon as I talked with Terry. We
both felt that Turnaround was ready for launch. There were still a
few things up in the air, but there was nothing that I’d consider a
deal breaker. I boarded the plane; it was time to let loose the
dogs…
What I needed next was some quick input from Corey, so I
decided to try to call him on the AirPhone that was staring me in
the face. I’d never had any use for these phones before, but for
some reason the urgency for action seemed more genuine this
morning; the future was at stake. I wanted to catch Corey before he
went anywhere. I hoped he’d be able to email me some numbers
that would beat me home and I’d kick them around with Terry
tomorrow. When his answering machine picked up, I just left a
message and asked him to email me some time and cost estimates
for talking purposes. I assured him that I wouldn’t hold him to any
of the numbers right now, but rather I just needed some place to
start from in my discussions with Terry. I told him that I’d call him
again when I got back to Jupiter and then I left a PS, asking him to
leave the portal server running if he could? I just wanted to play
with it some more! And then I thanked him once again. I also
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called Terry and left a message on his machine, telling him that I’d
been in Tucson under the guise of doing a ‘consulting job for him’
and that I’d fill him in on Monday. All was well.

Preparing for launch…
73
It was close to midnight before I finally pulled into the
garage, but I wasn’t that tired because I was still on Arizona time.
Judy was in the bedroom watching television and luckily for me I
walked in during a commercial. As I kissed her hello, she greeted
me with, “Well hello weary traveler! Did you save the world yet?”
“Almost,” I replied, “I met with the people that I needed to
talk with and then I linked up with Steve and Alison. That was the
best part of the trip. The boys are cute little critters now and
they’re growing like weeds. They all said to say ‘Hi’ to Aunt
Judy.”
“Well I’m glad you had a good trip. You sure were missed
here.”
“Well I’m certainly happy to hear that!” I crowed.
“No, really,” she continued, “you’ve got a bunch of
messages on your answering machine. And of course I missed you
too, but you already knew that.”
“I’ll check on them later. Right now, young lady, you have
my undivided attention,” I proclaimed, a statement that was only
partially true. My head was still spinning with all the excitement of
the visit and I had all I could do to contain my curiosity for who
had called. It also wasn’t the right time give Judy any tekkie details
so we just chatted for a little while and then she urged me to take
care of whatever I had to do to get settled and ready for bed. I told
her I thought that was a wonderful idea and quickly got to it.
One message was from Terry, one was from a very
English-sounding Peter Werth, one from Stan [which was a
surprise] and the last one was from Corey, saying that he’d sent
what he thought I was looking for to my Yahoo! account. I quickly
called him back; thanking him once again for everything he’d
done, assuring him that we’d talk tomorrow, as soon as I’d had a
chance to digest everything. I wasn’t even going to turn on the
computer tonight; I already had enough in my head to put me to
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sleep. I switched off the lights and slid into bed next to my Honey;
it felt good.
74
By 6:30, I was up with the sun and already finished with
Corey’s lengthy email; there was just no stopping that guy, or me
either! He had put together a detailed breakout of what pieces and
parts went into building a basic portal model. By his estimate, 80%
of the coding and graphics could be transferred over to the building
of similar programs for the specialized portals and he had already
come up with an estimate of fifty for the number of portals that he
thought would be practical. He said that there’d be at least a manyear’s worth of software effort required and that the unknowns that
he was most concerned about were the foreign variables and the
requirement for some amount of ongoing operational support. He
added that Cyan was willing to donate the software that he’d used
and would use, as long as it was for a legitimate, not-for-profit
cause, but they’d retain the rights to any images and software used.
I’ll run the whole thing by Terry and then maybe I’ll have a
talk with Marc Sellers. I’d like to get a feel from both of them for
what the overall sense of timing should be. For instance, I’m not
even sure when it would be most appropriate to start the
introduction of portals. While I see them as the key to making a
difference, I also see them as the second phase, so I think we have a
little breathing time there. But we will have to start sometime and
somewhere and I’m certain that it will take all the cleverness that
Marc’s group can muster for their success. I know that we’ll be
looking for the portals to be self-sustaining to some degree, but I
feel that someone has to be monitoring their evolution too, at least
initially. I believe that we will to get a better sense for the levels of
support that we’ll eventually need to maintain portals from
feedback during the first phase of Turnaround.
Stan’s message had been brief and to the point, “The
person that I think you should talk to is Mitzi Macdonald and her
direct line is 202-995-1213. I hope that she will be able to give you
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some help. She already knows your name and that we’re old
friends and you can take it from there. You and I will talk again
soon; I haven’t forgotten that I promised you some contact
information for Sharee and Apgar. Until then, stay well and best
regards.” Let’s hope that a call to Mitzi turns out to be something
worthwhile, whoever she is.
Peter Werth simply left only a proper message of
introduction, along with his private line at Creative Commons and
a ‘looking forward to speaking with you’ note. Terry, being the
consummate straight man, left a message that announced my entire
agenda for anyone who might overhear, “Hope you found that
package I sent useful and that your trip to Tucson was worthwhile.
If you’re back by Monday, give me a call. We need to talk about
some follow-up here. Say hello to Judy for me.” This just might be
a hectic week.
I reread the JustDoIT package once again to make sure that
I hadn’t missed any fine points. I also wanted to be able to talk
confidently about it when I called Terry. I tried reading the news to
kill a little time while waiting for people to get their coffee and
begin their day. This morning, CNN was reporting that Iran said it
was likely to resume its uranium enrichment-related activities
soon, a process it voluntarily halted last year to build some
confidence in talks with the European countries and avoid referral
to the U.N. Security Council for possible sanctions. Iran also said
that it might reveal details of their plans, which will provide legal,
political and technical guarantees that its nuclear fuel activities will
remain peaceful. But the headline there read ‘Iran may restart
nuclear program.’ It is just that the kind of pandering that makes
me nervous! Not of the Iranians, but of those people who live in
ignorance and don’t understand that part of the world. I get so tired
of distorted media and their fear campaigns that I want to scream!
That’s why I’m trying so hard to connect people directly with each
other, to let them fill that information gap with the truth.
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The phone was ringing. It was time to talk to Mitzi and
see where that might lead. I’ve only known two Mitzi’s during my
life, Mitzi Gaynor and an old friend of my mother’s who was an
Italian. Maybe Ms. Macdonald’s character would fall somewhere
between theirs. “Mitzi Macdonald,” she announced.
“This is Bob Marchant,” I replied, “Stan Walters suggested
I call you. He thought you might be interested in a project I’ve
been pursuing.”
“Nice to hear from you, Mr. Marchant, “she replied. “Mr.
Walters said that he had spoken with you and that you might call
me. I’m always interested in people who are trying to make this a
better world. Am I correct that your project relates to the Middle
East?”
“That’s just a part of it,” I said. “It actually relates to
globalization and the Internet. Are your interests in the Middle
East?”
“Not specifically,” she answered, “but the current conflict
in the Middle East makes it of interest to me. I’ll be glad to clarify
my interests with you, but unfortunately not over the phone. Is
there a chance that we could connect to talk directly?”
“I assume that you’re in Washington. I currently live in
Florida. I plan to be traveling to the DC area this week and I’d love
to meet with you at anytime that will work for you.”
“You’re correct; I am in Georgetown. Do you think that
you could you fit me into your schedule on Wednesday morning at
9:15?”
“Certainly, just give me an address and I’ll be there,” I
replied. “I believe that I’ll be able to give you a better picture of
my efforts face-to-face. I hope that you will find it of interest and
worth your time.”
“It’s a date then,” she confirmed. “I’m at the intersection of
th
34 and ‘O’ Streets on the northwest corner. The number is 3401
‘O’ Street and the name is on the gate. I’ll look forward to meeting
with you on Wednesday. Thank you so much for your call.”
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With that, my first contact with Mitzi Macdonald was
concluded. I’m committed now to visiting Washington. I can’t wait
to find out if Terry knows anything about her; she sounded
‘interesting.’ I hope that he’s ready for me as well. I’ll know soon
enough; his line was ringing. “Nicholas and Associates,”
announced the receptionist, “How may I help you?”
“This is Bob Marchant calling for Terry,” I replied. “Is he
in?”
“Yes he is, Mr. Marchant, but he’s on the other line. May I
put you on hold? I’m sure he’ll be with you in just a moment.”
After a short pause, she came back on the line, “I’m putting you
through now, Mr. Marchant.”
“Bob-O,” roared Terry, “How was Tucson? Are we all set
to start Turnaround?”
“I think that it’s almost showtime,” I replied, “so I’m
coming up to DC tomorrow to bring you up to date and compare
notes with you; and also to keep a date with a Ms. Mitzi
Macdonald of Georgetown. Have you ever heard of her?”
“Can’t say that I have. Why, should I? Remember,
Washington is a big/small town but her name doesn’t ring a bell
with me. Tell me more about her.”
“Terry, that’s the point. I don’t know any more about her
and I don’t think that I should say anything else for the moment.
But I’ll be flying up in the morning and we’ll have the rest of the
day to go over everything. I have an appointment to meet her on
Wednesday morning. Can you fit me in?”
“What time’s your flight? I’ll clear my calendar and plan to
meet you,” he replied. “Also, plan on spending the night with us
out in the suburbs. I’ll share Patti with you and we’ll go out to one
of our favorite hideaways.”
“That sounds wonderful. I’ll be coming into Reagan on
Delta 772 and it should be landing by a quarter past eleven. It’s
been a while since I’ve been there but I’ll look for you out front.”
“Don’t worry,” said Terry, “I’ll find you. I’ve done this
before. I’ll see you then.”
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“Terry, one more thing; we may want to connect with Marc
Sellers at some point, too. Their package was really great but I
never did touch base with him because I knew that it was still
premature; but perhaps we’re ready now. Maybe I can meet up
with him and his people some time tomorrow afternoon.”
“I’ll give them a heads up and let them know; have a safe
trip. Ciao!”
I’ve got two more calls to return but they’re both to the
west coast so they’ll have to wait until after lunch. I asked Judy if
she’d like to have a leisurely lunch on the ocean at the Lazy
Loggerhead Café because my grilled tuna ‘fix’ was just about
overdue. She accepted while grumbling something about it was
probably the only way that she was going to get to see me for a
while so she’d go for it. With that, I went on line and bought a
roundtrip ticket to Washington-Reagan National. “Don’t worry,
Honey,” I called to her, “As soon as things settle down a bit, I’m
scheduling some interesting trips for you and me to take.” Little
did I know then that there was an element of truth in what I was
saying to her. After savoring the Duke’s ‘grilled tuna platter du
jour’ and a wonderful iced coffee, we returned home and I
continued with my calls to the West Coast, both of which went
rather well.
Peter Werth came across as a very kindly gentleman, who
said that he was calling at the request of Dr. Lessig of Stanford,
who assured him that my efforts were most honorable. I told him
that I was very glad to hear that because I was championing what I
considered to be a very noble cause. “What it is, in a nutshell,” I
continued, “is a project that I call Turnaround, which is intended to
add greater security to the Internet. By mounting a grass-roots
campaign for security upgrades that will piggyback on government
efforts to better protect the National Information Infrastructure, we
hope to safeguard the openness of the Internet and our freedom as
users. What I’d hoped Creative Commons might do is give their
endorsement to these efforts.”
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He asked if I could get him more details on the initiative
and I told him that I’d get a press package directly to him within
the next few days. I also asked him if he could refer me to the
appropriate person at the Electronic Frontier Foundation for the
same purpose and he said he would.
“Just send the addresses to projectturnaround@yahoo.com
and I’ll make sure that both you and the EFF are kept up to date.
You should have press packages in hand, pre-announcement,
within a few days. We’re looking forward to having all of the
support we can muster for this one. I will personally work with you
and your staff and the people who are helping Creative Commons
in any way that I can.” I thanked him for his personal support and
told him that I hoped to meet him in the near future.
Next I got Corey on the phone and told him how truly great
all his efforts were. I said that the figures he sent were just what I
needed and that I’d be traveling to Washington tomorrow. He
thought that I meant to Spokane and it disappointed him when I
clarified that I was going to DC. “Don’t worry,” I promised. “I’ll
get out there to see you soon, Man. How much time do you think
that you’ll be able to spend on this?”
“I can give you half my time,” he said, “and I can always
muster up additional help out here if it’s needed, depending on
what kind of schedule you want to meet. There’s a lot of ‘wanna
be’ talent that has migrated to this area that wants to be involved,
so you can count on me to find you any support you need. Just let
me know what help you want and I will plan for it.”
“I’ll know more after I’ve been to Washington. I will definitely
count you in and I’ll get back to you with more details by the
weekend. It’s going to be good fun, I promise!”
76
It’s Tuesday and I’m already on the road again. While it
seems that my involvement keeps pulling me deeper into the
chaos, it appears that I’m enjoying it more and more! When you
fly out of West Palm Beach, you inevitably have to connect
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through Atlanta, which automatically adds a couple of hours to
your travel time. Eventually, you become immune to it and you
just take it as it it’s dished out to you, but this wasn’t one of those
days. Today I’m anxious and it shows. I’m ready to launch
Turnaround just to see what happens. Once we can get things
started, I will then turn my attention to the portals and get the
international efforts going.
When the news started to surface recently, hyping the latest
nonsense about Iran, my palms began to sweat. Iran is a country
that’s been heavily influenced by modern education and western
values; it’s not just another ethnic rogue nation, I don’t care who
says that it is. But if you’re like most people, you’ve never had any
experiences with the Iranian people or learned anything about them
or how they live. So how would you know the difference? I see a
desperate need for something to offset the current cowboy
mentality that’s coming out of Washington. That’s exactly why
I’m adamantly pushing for the creation of immersive Internet
portals and why I’m so excited!
People connected with people on a global scale; isn’t that
what the Internet is all about? Now let’s crank those connections
up a notch, increase the intensity level and facilitate the sharing of
emotions and the commonality of man. It can make a difference
and turn the world on its head and I’m going to prove it. We will
use the power of the media and the sharing of space – across
cyberspace – to demonstrate that the global village is alive and
well – and compassionate. But it’s got to be done quickly because
the opponents of freedom have already drawn their swords!
I must have fallen asleep as soon as we had departed
Atlanta and now we were on final approach into Reagan, flying
low over the Potomac. It looked like it was a beautiful Spring day
down below and we’d be there momentarily to confirm it. Security
has always been tight at Reagan and passengers had to wait until
they were outside of the security zones before they could start
looking for those who were looking to retrieve them. As I stepped
through the main entrance to the outside, I instantly spotted an
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impeccably dressed gentleman with a sign bearing my name,
printed in large block letters. He read my body language as I read
his sign and immediately moved toward me, taking my bag.
“I’m Baxter, Mr. Nicholas’s driver,” he announced. “Right
this way please.” We moved toward a black Lincoln Town Car that
didn’t stand out but it did, a Signature model with none other than
Terry Nicholas in the back seat. He threw open the door for me as
we approached and he gave me a bear hug as I slid into the rich
leather interior. “Welcome to our Nation’s Capitol,” he chorused.
“It’s really great to see you again. Hell, it’s been a while. Twenty
years? No, maybe fifteen tops. Kristin tells the story; she was
maybe ten last time you were here. Now she’s two years out of
college!”
“God, you must be getting really old,” I teased. “Good to
see you though. I’ve really appreciated everything that you’ve been
doing for me; I really have.”
“Hell, Bob, you’re what inspired me. Now it’s time to get
down to some serious business. Where do you want to go for
lunch? Better yet, I’ll surprise you.”
As the car drove across the Parkway, past the Pentagon and
the National Cemetery, it distracted me for moment to reflect upon
the real security issues that I hoped our paltry efforts would
contribute to. After crossing over the Potomac and into
Georgetown at Key Bridge, we turned south on ‘M’ Street for a
few blocks before pulling to the curb in front of Clyde’s. “Been
here before?” he smiled. I laughed. This was our traditional first
stop after work in days gone by. It had been here for over forty
years and it always fit us like comfortable old shoes. “We’ll grab
Patti later and go out first class tonight.”
Over lunch, I updated Terry on my visit with Steve and I
described for him how Corey demonstrated a portal for us. I
elaborated on how much Corey’s contributions to date meant to
our efforts and that I hoped that we could keep him involved in the
future. I told Terry just how psyched I’d become for the potential
of the portals because of what Corey already had laid out for me.
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Terry agreed that Corey’s effort sounded phenomenal and that he,
too, was amazed at how much progress we’d made in such a short
period of time. We talked of timelines and of a meeting with Marc
Sellers to work out more details, press packets and politics, and the
state of the telecom industry as a whole.
“What’s this date you have tomorrow?” he asked. “Who’s
this woman you’re meeting?”
“I wish I knew,” I replied, and my voice dropped to barely
a whisper as I described for him in some detail my surprise visit
from Stan, where he had come from and what he apparently
represented now. Stan, I said, had referred me to my blind date,
who in turn had revealed absolutely nothing about herself to me
during our brief phone conversation, with the exception of a
Georgetown address. Terry said that she was definitely in the high
rent district and he was very much amazed that he didn’t even
recognize her name. I was too; we both knew that he’d been all
over this town for many a year. “I guess I’ll find out tomorrow.”
Terry said that he was pleased with Marc Sellers work once
again and that he was sure that they’d run a good campaign for us.
He felt that the climate was right for the carriers to put forth a lot
of the initiative and that the collective frustration of the users with
spam, spyware and fraud would quickly add fuel to the fire. He felt
we’d be ready to launch the web campaign next week and that
some Sunday supplement press coverage, introducing Project
Turnaround, would begin to surface on the subsequent weekend.
“Once we’ve got something out there, then we’ll know what we
need to do to build on it. The carriers have already been into this
for a couple of years, but it’s going to be all new to the ISPs since
they’re not typically the primary service provider for government.
The ISPs will probably pick up the ball and use the security
initiative to represent themselves as innovative and leading edge.
Maybe the term ‘value added’ will begin to mean something once
again.
We went back to Terry’s office, a high-rise suite close to
Key Bridge, overlooking the Potomac on the Virginia side. He’d
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gone somewhat upscale since last we were together but he was still
Terry. I wanted to try and demonstrate the portal prototype for him
just to give him more of a feel for my babbling. It wasn’t an access
to a parallel world yet, but it had the potential! Terry set me up in
the conference room adjacent to his office, where he had a new G5
set up with a 30-inch screen for media presentations. There was no
reason to be testing portal prototypes on a PC; I’ll leave that for
Corey. He’s been developing this technology for both platforms for
years, but like many people he prefers to design and create things
on a Mac. I just like their simplicity.
It took less than ten minutes to download the software from
the powerportal.cyan.net server. While it configured the
conference room machine, Terry and I chitchatted more of the
afternoon away. Our exchange was specifically aimed at creating a
shopping list of questions, that we both felt needed to be qualified
by Marc, before we could say ‘Go!’ Terry indicated that his past
experiences of working with JustDoIT were all good. Marc was the
principle owner and he had good staff that backed up his
commitments. They’ve worked on a lot of big lobbying efforts and
they definitely know the territory.
“That’s pretty classy,” exclaimed Terry as the sunny desert
vista lit up the screen.
“I was actually thinking the same thing. I’d bet that they
can probably see that screen from all the way over at the White
House!” I added.
“My lobbying pays me very well,” he noted, “and my
clients expect nothing but the best from me.” Terry sat transfixed
as those brilliant desert images began to unfold and by the apparent
depth of field that their high-resolution projected. He smiled
broadly when he heard the announcer’s descriptive narrative begin
and the message banners began to fade in and out of view. “This is
very cool, very cool.” Suddenly, a small child appeared out of
nowhere, paused to stare at us, put her hands to her face and
giggled loudly. Then she turned and scampered out of sight as the
warm voice intoned ‘we share the world with others; make it better
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and keep it safe.’ Before Terry could comment, a powder blue
Sticky popped up on the screen which read, ‘I knew that we’d
eventually connect. Join with me in a peaceful effort with one
click.’ Terry instinctively grabbed the mouse and clicked the
Sticky, which turned into an instant messaging [IM] window that
announced “Hello Terry – This could also become a video chat
session if that’s what you’d like. It depends where a user wants to
take it.” Without pausing, Terry jumped on the keyboard with this
reply: “ABSOLUTELY WONDERFUL!!” He shouted the words
at the same time. Then he added, “I’M SOLD; IT’S GOING TO
BE LIKE NOTHING BEFORE IT.”
I quickly got Corey on the phone and Terry continued to
praise him for his portal efforts. “What is it going to take to keep
this thing going?” he asked, to which Corey replied, “People –
people just like you and me.” Terry was truly impressed. He
wasn’t typically a bells and whistles type but he did appreciate
what could be done with technology. Like me, he hadn’t been this
involved or up close with something that was this exciting in a
long time. It was rather like our own private Internet boom. We
had to make sure that we could keep Corey excited and involved
for as long as possible. Much of his effort had been on his own,
inspired by my idea and basically following my lead. And he
didn’t have to budge; he could work from anywhere!
77
The success of the afternoon prompted us to leave early.
This way, we’d beat the traffic out to Fairfax Station, enjoy the
sunset on the deck and retrieve Patti for an elegant dinner back in
town. Terry had ‘arranged’ a reservation for us at Citronelle, a
wonderful French restaurant here in Georgetown, for 8 PM. When
we left, he asked Baxter to swing by 3401 ‘O’ Street on the way
out, just to see where I was going tomorrow. Aside from the fact
that it was huge and it was old, early 1800s, there wasn’t a clue as
to what it was or who lived there. I guess that will just make my
meeting tomorrow that much more interesting.

Preparing for launch…

159

Before I realized it, we were already getting off of Route 66
and we were standing on the front steps of the Nicholas country
manor. It was delightful to see Patti again and the prospect of a
wonderful dinner in a relaxed setting with the two of them was just
what the doctor ordered. I was finally feeling that I could almost
see a light at the far end of the tunnel. The race wasn’t over yet but
it did have a finish line, thank God. Patti gave me a big kiss hello
and I told her that my whole trip was now worthwhile, no matter
what the final outcome turned out to be. We adjourned to the
outdoor deck for gin tonics and talk.
It was fun witnessing the monster that I’d created and
listening to Terry describing today’s experience at the office.
Naturally, I insisted that none of this would have ever happened if
Terry hadn’t come to my rescue, suggesting that the carriers start a
grassroots security upgrade program. If it weren’t for Patti, we
would have kept that up all night. Finally, she told me that while
she’d picked up some bits and pieces from Terry about what we’d
been doing, she now wanted to hear how I saw things.
“Straight from the horse’s mouth,” she said, “describe
what’s been happening for me in 200 words or less.”
“Since September 11th,” I began, “I’d been posting personal
writings about the Middle East on the Internet. I wanted to some
share positive feelings with others, based upon experiences I had in
Iran in the 1970s. Recently, I had several email inquiries within a
two-week period regarding my stories. But one in particular came
as a threat, alleging that some criminal use of my website was
demanding that my identity be taken over to control the situation.
Because both good guys and bad guys have the kind of power it
takes to manipulate like that, I felt alone. Not knowing where to
turn, I called upon some old friends. And as I tried to find ways to
change things, I became the champion for everyone who’s eager to
safeguard the Internet for future generations and wants to restore
our planet to civility in the process. So I’m here, trying to make
things better for all of us. Life goes on.
How was that?” I concluded.
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“Not bad,” she replied, “and can I assume that you’re going
to be successful?”
“You certainly can because I’m convinced of it,” I boasted.
“I’ve got great friends!”
“I’ll drink to that,” cried Terry and we toasted the future. It
was time for fine dining and we were headed back to Georgetown,
he announced, and the Citronelle would have the pleasure of our
company this evening. “Oh goodie!” squealed Patti. “How did you
ever get us a reservation there?”
“Marcel owed me a favor,” declared Terry, “and he made
me promise to bring you!”
“Terrance Matthew Nicholas, you are so bad!”
78
It was a pleasant ride back to the Latham Hotel where
the restaurant was located, right next to Georgetown Park. Its old
red brick exterior contrasted wonderfully with the bright airy
interior of the lobby and the Citronelle itself, resplendent its rich
crème and ivory décor and its contemporary furnishings with
accents of teal and coral. It was elegant and I was certain that
anything served there couldn’t help but taste delicious in such a
warm setting. We were greeted and seated and treated like royalty
and I’d like to think that this was a kind of a sign of deference that
we were being given for the nobleness of our cause rather than
Chef Marcel had a thing for Patti or that Terry’s clients were
always spoiled.
The menu was an assortment of French and American
culinary masterpieces and we dined leisurely and sumptuously for
the next two and a half hours. The tastes were superb and the
presentations were classic. I hadn’t enjoyed so fine a dining
experience in quite some time. We talked about kids, fun times
past and optimism for the future and the only dip in my mood was
when there was no longer any crème brûlée lingering on my plate.
Terry teased me a little about my furtive meeting that was
set for tomorrow with some mysterious lady, who’s address was

Preparing for launch…

161

just around the corner in this posh neighborhood. I was somewhat
excited, realizing the circumstances and knowing something of
Stan’s background. I felt that the meeting would only add to the
adventure and we hadn’t even said ‘Go’ yet. Marcel stopped at the
table and thanked us for coming in, charming Patti with a kiss on
the hand in the process. He looked like the consummate chef and
his officiating presence added a ‘jewel in the crown’ of this
wonderful evening. We thanked him profusely and slipped out into
the night, where Baxter was waiting to take us home.
By the time we’d gotten back to Fairfax Station, we all
knew that it had been a full day. Baxter said he’d be back at 7:30
AM to pick us up and I thanked him for taking such good care of
me today. Once we were inside, we all admitted to total
exhaustion. There were hugs all around and Terry walked me back
to the guest apartment, where he had gotten me settled earlier.
“Until morning then, my friend” he said. “Thank you, kind sir” I
replied.
As I lay in the dark, I was elated from the day while I
anticipated tomorrow, which was certain to be another doozy.
After my meeting with Mitzi in the morning, Terry and I would
connect up with Marc and his team to do the fine-tuning on a final
launch plan for Turnaround. Assuming that we could fill in all the
blanks and agree to give Marc the ‘go-ahead’ by the end of the
day, I’d be on my way back to Jupiter Friday morning. I was
looking forward to getting back home. I’m a little out of practice
for this ‘scrambling to save the world’ mode, but I have to admit
that I’d forgotten how much fun it can be. I’ll be happy to see this
thing off and running. I just hope that we can get enough talented
people involved to keep the momentum going once it’s started. It’s
funny how easily your perspective can change. If you had asked
me six months ago if what we’re doing was possible, I’d have
given you an unequivocal ‘No.’ Today I’m saying ‘of course we
can’ and I’m charging blindly forward to prove it to everyone!
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Morning came quickly; we were coming down the home
stretch. I went into the office with Terry and while he took care of
some issues that were totally unrelated to me, I went over my notes
on Marc’s package once more. I told Terry that I’d check back
with him here as soon as my morning meeting was over and I
hoped that we could wrap things up with JustDoIT this afternoon.
He said he thought that we could and that he had planned for us to
go to their offices after lunch to make the process easier. They
were just ten minutes away. Baxter would bring me to my meeting
with Mitzi, wait for me there and then bring me back here to
retrieve Terry. It sounded like a plan to me.
As we left for my appointment, I felt a nervousness about
me, like a school kid on a first date, which I couldn’t explain. I
think that it was because I felt Mitzi had controlled our first
conversation so completely that I had felt helpless. The traffic
seemed to be a little snarled this morning, too, and that was also
making me anxious even though we didn’t have far to go. I laid my
head back against the seat, closed my eyes and pretended I was on
the beach at Hobe Sound. Maybe I was getting too old for this
stuff, I thought, as my mind drifted off. Baxter’s voice startled me
as he announced that we were approaching 34th and ‘O’ Streets.
The front entrance to 3401 was in a courtyard that was back from
the street, which allowed Baxter to drop me out of the view of any
casual observers. It was a wonderful old place with what appeared
to be a converted carriage house on the far side of a formal garden.
I thought, ‘I bet she dines at Marcel’s, too.’
I rang the bell and a small, older woman opened the door
almost instantly. “Good morning Mr. Marchant; Ms. Macdonald is
waiting for you in the study.” I followed her through the foyer and
she opened a set of double doors off the main hallway into a large
library suite, where the morning sun lit up the polished oak floors
and maple furnishings and invitingly warmed the rich leather
upholstery. Two elegant Eames loungers, half-turned toward each
other, looked out on the garden and standing between them was an
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equally elegant woman in her late thirties. She was approximately
5’10” with dark auburn hair, full lips that framed a broad smile and
large deep-blue eyes that were to die for; she was like nothing I’d
expected. “Welcome to Georgetown, Mr. Marchant,” she declared.
“I’m Mitzi Macdonald and I’m so happy that we could get
together.” Her voice was deep and smooth and she was comforting
as she firmly grasped my offered hand with both of hers.
“So am I,” I replied. “Please call me Bob.” She was
wearing an ivory linen pants suit and her blue silk blouse matched
her eyes. Lost round one; I was caught off-guard; she is a
knockout. I sensed an ‘Angelina Jolie’ mystique about her that
didn’t help either.
“Please be comfortable, Bob,” she began, “There are a few
things that I’d like to talk over with you that I think will be of
interest to both of us. First let me congratulate you on the concept
of Project Turnaround. Stan Walters shared with me your basic
ideas and some of the notes that you sent to him. You are right on
several counts; first, it’s overdue; next, somebody has to start the
ball rolling. Third, it ties right in with the Pentagon’s Core-Gap
thesis, which by the way is not a smash-and-grab by the US
military. Fourth, by setting the stage for the introduction of
immersive portals, your moves are both timely and in a positive
direction. Portals can open channels for understanding that neither
diplomacy nor intelligence have been able to accomplish to date.
But still, there’s something wrong with your effort.” I just lost
round two; she’s both beautiful and smart and she has obviously
done her homework. I would not want to be negotiating with this
woman. Being a good guest, I jumped right in as her straight man.
“What is that?” I asked.
“You don’t have the international portion identified –
anywhere,” she replied, “and it is definitely crucial to your success.
Globalization has already moved things way beyond the critical
point for everyone and Internet security cannot be deferred any
longer. If you were attempting to do something internationally, I
would have already known about it.”
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“You’re absolutely correct, Mitzi,” I said, “I’ve had all that
I could deal with just trying to get a handle on each of the issues
involved in our domestic setting. But I agree; we’ll have to be
ready to draw the line. Do you think that the Pentagon is ready to
help us?”
“I don’t know,” replied Mitzi, “but I can assure you that the
business world is not ready to let you disconnect any of the inroads
that they’ve made. You’ll have lots of resistance to deal with as
soon as you try but that may be just the leverage that you need to
get them to tighten their security.”
As we kicked this back and forth, I knew she was right. I
told her that I was just assuming that there was a well-connected
‘international Terry Nicholas’ who already existed and that he
would be willing to raise his hand to say ‘count me in too’ as soon
as we hoisted our banner high and announced our security
intentions on a national scale. Not having a good alternative, I just
had to let that piece slip by. It was hard enough to get people to see
your point of view when you were all on the same side! On that
note, I decided that it was time for me to raise the stakes to the next
level. “Who do you represent?” I asked.
“Who do you represent?” she parried. “I don’t think that
should matter to you. We share the world with others; I want to
help to make it better and keep it safe. Don’t you agree?”
Wow! Now I know I’m in over my head and my only
choice is to swim with the sharks. “Yes, that shouldn’t and doesn’t
matter! We can definitely agree on that,” I replied, “but what does
matter is what we do together and your actions will speak louder
than words. Now, how can you help us?” Suddenly the vast chasm
between us disappeared and we began to truly communicate. We
were together now, face to face, both on the same side, sharing the
same space, breathing the same air. Because of the intensity that
we each carried as we approached one other, this newfound
intimacy was almost sensual.
While she had never met Terry personally, she knew of him
and of his activities and she expressed only the highest regard for
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his integrity. I told her how our friendship had spanned some 25
years and she told me that I couldn’t have chosen a better ally for
this undertaking. She indicated that she was amazed to find me at
the heart of all this activity and I told her that my presence
represented a set of values that I had accumulated over a lifetime. I
also told her that quite a bit had been accomplished over the last
two weeks with regard to Turnaround and that I felt we’d be well
underway by this time next week. She thought that was great news
and told me to be sure to let her know immediately if anything
arose that attempted to interfere with what I was telling her.
Mitzi said the issues that she was most concerned with
were on the international side of the equation and that that was
where more effort would need to be brought to bear soon. “Would
you be willing to help me after next week’s launch?” she asked. “I
know that you already appreciate the criticality of what I’m telling
you, particularly since you sincerely believe in the potential of
your portals. By necessity, there will have to be a lot of trial and
error initially and there will be a need for an ongoing program for
their continued development. We’ve got to first make what we
have safe before we can promote the flow of information, emotions
and ideas around the planet, and I know you’re all for that.
What we eventually want to end up with is what I call an
intelligence network, not in the sense of military or political plans
or secret activities, but in the context of access to rational thought
and to highly developed skills. Businesses will simplistically see
the sharing of useful information with their customers as assets and
then see the compromising of raw information to their competition
as strategic liabilities. Someone has to walk that fine line in
between. As you’d say, it might as well be you and me. We don’t
want to be fighting the terrorists and the copyright lawyers at the
same time!”
“You’re going to have to let me think about this for a bit;
I’m a little overwhelmed by your request at the moment. I believe
that I completely understand where you’re coming from but I’m
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not sure how I could help you. Don’t get me wrong; I’d certainly
be willing to try but I don’t typically do this kind of thing.”
“Well I don’t know why not,” said Mitzi rhetorically.
“You’re obviously good at this and you bring a uniqueness to the
table with you. You don’t have an agenda!”
“Oh, but I do,” I fired back. “I want to reshape this world
and share the goodness that I’ve found in it in the past with others.
I want to stop the carnage in the Middle East and turn back the
clock to more peaceful times. I was dead against the first Gulf War
and equally opposed to Gulf War II. I don’t for a moment see the
people of Iran as my enemy and I will not stand idly by and watch
a conflict fester there. When I was in Tehran, the Shah was
building a highly westernized society, sending his people around
the world for the best educations available. Now, after 25 years of
Islamic Revolution, disillusionment still runs deep within that
system and the impasse that their nation has reached with us. For
example, some of the press has taken recent comments about Iran’s
uranium enrichment activities way out of context. If you consider
the comments of Iranian officials speaking to the international
community, you would hear a much more moderate tone. In Iran,
as in most places, some things are said for domestic consumption
and others are said for the world.”
“And you do have passion!” she exclaimed. “Wouldn’t you
like to be involved in opening up new channels of communications
with the Iranians? Wouldn’t your friend Steve be a great asset to
have working on portals for China? How about Stuart Pascal in
Hawaii? Don’t you think that he could help to show us the way in
India?” Christ, she’s obviously aware of Steve from the
information that Stan passed on to her, but I hadn’t even thought
about Stuart! He’s been doing satellite networking on the Arabian
Peninsula and across Southeast Asia for years. “How in God’s
name do you know Stuart?” I asked.
“He provided us with some dedicated services when the
first US forces were deployed to Afghanistan,” she replied. “Like
you, he’s also someone that’s very good at making things happen.
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We were watching that area with everything that we could get our
hands on during the first few months of that invasion. Good people
make a difference; you know that. He mentioned your name to me
once, that you were his hero in graduate school.”
Yes, I know that good people can make the difference but I
still don’t feel right about jumping in with both feet just yet. I
know that there is still time, which translates into I still have a little
time left before I totally capitulate to her and say ‘I’m yours and
I’ll do anything you want me to.’
Sometimes I don’t think about the fact that I’m married and
I believe I can easily pick up and go at a moment’s notice, in much
the same way that I used to, without any ramifications. The truth is
I know I can do anything I want to, but not without consequence.
Ah, the perils of a virtuous man. It wouldn’t have taken much for
her to convince me that I was the only person in the world for this
challenge. It would have been a tossup between Mitzi’s charm and
my ego as to which would push me over the edge, God, she’s
lovely; and smart too! And that kind of smart is sexy…
“Terry and I will be meeting with the folks that are doing
the security campaign for us this afternoon and I’m assuming that
we will be putting things in motion as of tomorrow. I’m not sure
how you’d like me to help you, but I’m flattered that you’d ask. I’ll
be flying back to Florida in the afternoon, but before I do, perhaps
we can talk about any specific ideas that you might have, if that
would be possible.”
“Bob, it wasn’t an idle comment. I was thinking about
getting you involved before we met this morning; you convinced
me since then that it was a good idea. Will you call me after your
session this afternoon and I’ll go into more detail with you?” I
didn’t want to admit to either her or myself that I might be in over
my head, because I was actually feeling that things were going
well. But I was over my head and I knew it. I can depend on Terry
to give me some good first reactions to Mitzi but I may want to get
some feedback from someone a bit more neutral, or perhaps more
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objective. Maybe I’ll give Alison a call later; she usually has a
pretty objective view of the world.
“Can I call you this evening?” I asked. “I would suspect
that it is going to be a very long afternoon for us.”
“Certainly,” she replied. “That’s no problem. My phone
follows me wherever I go. I will be looking forward to your call
tonight.” At that point, it seemed to me like a good place to break
off our discussions and I rose slowly, thanking her as I did for her
invitation to meet, her time and her kindness. She said that she
needed to thank me as well for my candor and all my good
intentions, and that she hoped we’d find a way to make everything
work out. I told her that I thought we could and that I’d look
forward to talking with her later. Before I turned, she reached
forward and squeezed both my hands with hers and our eyes met,
“We can do this, Bob!” she proclaimed. And at that moment I
thought, my God, and I had almost gotten away clean! I would
now carry away with me her delicious scent from the Gardens of
Shalimar to remind me that she was awaiting my call. I don’t think
that I’ve ever worked this hard before, no matter what the
challenge was, in my entire life!
80
I had been with Mitzi for over two hours and it seemed
like it had flashed by in an instant. As Baxter drove back toward
the office in Rosslyn, he called ahead to alert Terry, who was
planning to meet us at the building’s lobby entrance. He had
arranged a noon meeting for us with Marc and his staff at their
offices on ‘K’ Street and we’d make it a working lunch. That
sounded great to me because it would first give us the best shot at
finishing up with them today and it would also delay any
discussions I’d have with Terry about my morning meeting and
what it might mean to Turnaround; it’s first things first.
As Terry climbed into the back seat with me, he exclaimed,
“Hey, this is pretty classy! I really appreciate you picking me up
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like this.” His grin was from ear to ear. “How’d your meeting go?”
he continued.
“Not too bad,” I replied, “but she kept me there for over
two hours. I’ll give you all of the details over a drink after we get
finished with this afternoon’s session.” Terry said that he thought
that sounded like a great idea, particularly the drink part, and that
maybe we’d hit Clyde’s at Tyson’s Corner on the way home. With
that, it was all settled and we focused the remainder of our fifteenminute ride upon a half dozen issues that we had identified earlier
as still needing some clarification.
Marc Sellers was everything I’d expected him to be, good
looking, late thirties, tan and articulate. He looked like he should
be heading the campaign staff on The West Wing but he was
leading our team instead. Everything appeared well prepared for
our visit. In their media room, two information packets had been
set at the head of a large conference table for Terry and me. We sat
down facing a large rear-projection screen and Marc made
introductions all around. Then he and three members of his staff
took seats down the sides of the table. He announced that they
would begin with a fifteen-minute presentation followed by a
roundtable session that would focus on the key elements of
Turnaround. After that, lunch would be brought in and we would
continue our discussions informally.
The lights were dimmed and Terry and I listened intently as
Marc and his team took turns at presenting the project’s main
topics. There wasn’t much deviation from the original package that
I’d reviewed, which was a testament to its initial completeness.
The fact that their plan had been fleshed out more came across in
the richness of their presentation. Their overview was still great
and it still had a fresh punch to it. Its message now was presented
as less nationalistic and more in the context of global business
interests trying to protect everyone, which sounded good.
These security preparations were now being connected to
‘new’ Internet technologies and unspecified international
improvements that were in development. The new services were
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now being referred to as EIS, Enhanced Internet Security services,
and essentially every major carrier was now offering these EIS
services. The timelines had been specifically moved up by three
months for security purposes, to be in concert with other programs
that were underway. The portals, per se, were not mentioned.
There were one or two areas that I felt needed more definition and
some responsibilities clarified, but nothing that was worth
interrupting for; I’d get to asking about them during the roundtable
follow-on. We’d announce them later.
Marc noted that he had budgeted for a six-month campaign,
which we could review after 60 days and included renegotiation
options after 120 days. Their breakouts indicated that over half the
costs were in media services and web support and since those
items were to be handled primarily in house, it would make them
easier to manage and control.
“Do you have anything specific on international
improvements in IT security that you can enlighten me with?” I
asked as the room lights brightened. “I’m somewhat behind the
times in that area.”
Marc shot right back at me that there had been some new
work done by the Organization for Economic Cooperation and
Development, which was born to coordinate the Marshall Plan
after World War II. The OECD represents 30 market democracies,
working together to address the challenges of globalizing the world
economy. Since the networks drive the markets, IT security is an
item that’s already of primary importance to them. He added that
the European Union and the NATO allies are also actively
involved in making their major systems more secure but that the
data wasn’t available to us.
“No problem,” I replied. “I was just trying to get some
sense of where we stood. I know that immersive portals weren’t
mentioned specifically, but it’s still something that we’re leading
to. I hope that it will happen more quickly than not. We’ve actually
made great progress in just a few weeks and my plan is to have
Corey, the man who’s driving the effort, working directly with you
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as soon as possible. He operates out of Spokane, but I will make
sure that immersive portals are introduced to you in a timely
manner. I think that their greatest impact will take place
internationally, so we’ll be gearing up for that soon.”
“You’ll really like what’s been done, Marc,” added Terry.
“These folks will add another dimension to the picture and I’m
looking forward to some great results.” Marc said that he didn’t see
any problems and that he’d work out the details with Terry.
“Are there any other comments?” asked Marc. “I think we
are ready for primetime.”
“None from me,” I replied. “I think that you and your folks
have done a terrific job.”
“Then with nothing more to say, the clock is running!”
cried Terry. “Just do it!”
They all cheered! The gauntlet had been tossed and the
project was officially underway. As more staff joined us, cold
drinks and platters of sandwiches were passed around the table. I
first thanked Marc for a great effort in preparing for the launch.
Then I began to dig through the information packet in front of me.
Each of the staff members there were bright and eager to please as
I talked with them about what their relationships would be to the
different tasks at hand and those yet to come. I knew that I’d get to
know some of them intimately in the weeks ahead and as I spoke
to each one, I couldn’t help but wonder what our next conversation
would be about. It was certainly a new day. As I turned, I caught
Terry looking at me and smiling, “We’re on our way!” he cheered.
“Yes, dammit, we are,” I replied, “and it’s not time for Happy
Hour yet!”
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A new wrinkle…
81
I had no doubt that we were in the hands of capable
people and Terry could tell that my mind had suddenly gone off on
an excursion. He wrapped things up tastefully and we thanked
everyone for their efforts as we made our grand exit. “Was
everything OK?” he asked as we exited to the street, “You seem to
be preoccupied with something.”
“It was wonderful,” I replied, “more than I could have ever
dreamed for. It’s just that it was time for us to get out of there and
onto the next phase, and that’s just you and me right now. I haven’t
even told you about my discussions with Mitzi this morning.”
“Well she must have struck some nerves,” he said, as he
opened the car door, “because I sense that you’ve got some new
concerns.”
“Well I still don’t know who she is, but she’s smart and
beautiful and now she wants me to work with her and help her to
make sure that secure IT happens on a global scale!”
“Sounds like a great idea to me,” cheered Terry. “Baxter,
you need to take us to Clyde’s!”
Terry said that he’d felt my uneasiness when we’d picked
him up before the meeting but that he’d initially dismissed it as just
jitters. “I’m not exactly sure what’s going on,” I continued, “At
first I was overwhelmed and then I was intrigued, smitten and
euphoric, all at the same time! I think that I’m in over my head,
Terry. Please throw me a line.”
“Sit back and relax for a minute,” he smiled, “You’ll have a
Dewar’s and soda in front of you before you know it… and then
Father Nicholas will be ready to hear every juicy little detail of
your confession. I’ll save you my son; have no fear. This too shall
pass.”
I joked with Terry about the décor of his church as we
exited the car in front of Clyde’s and he replied that he thought it
helped to bring in a better class of sinner. We kissed the afternoon

174

The Last Transition…

goodbye as we charged through the front door and found our way
to a quiet booth, deep in the back of the bar. Our drinks quickly
arrived and the healing began.
I had Terry speechless for at least five minutes as I began to
describe for him, almost word for word, my introduction to Mitzi
Macdonald this morning. It was when I started to describe to him
how she challenged the missing international dimension that he
finally jumped in. “What the Hell does she know about security?”
he asked.
“Apparently quite a bit,” I replied, “at least she implied that
she did. I was in total awe.”
“Who is this woman?” cried Terry. “Why haven’t I heard
of her before?”
“Well there you go,” I said, “she said that she’d heard of
you, so she must be smart! I know she’s not DOD and she’s too
polished to be a spook. I’d place her somewhere in the
international business world, but as she said to me ‘it shouldn’t
matter.’ She obviously wants us to be on the same side and is
willing to help us to make sure that it happens.”
“What makes you say that?” he continued. “What is she
offering to do for us?”
“Nothing yet but she asked me if we’d be willing to help
her after next week’s launch, and I told her I’d definitely be willing
to try. I didn’t commit both of us, though,” I explained, “but I’ll
personally need your fulltime support just to keep me straight!”
That made him smile.
“I know you’ll need it, too,” he laughed. “What does she
want you to do for her?”
“Just continue to be my charming self!” I quipped.
“Actually, I think it was some of my rationale behind creating
portals that caught her fancy, along with the fact that I’m on the
side of the good guys. I told her that I’m going back to Florida
tomorrow and that I’d call her this evening after I’d had a little
time to think more about her request.”
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We repeatedly went over my discussions with Mitzi’s this
morning, along with her comments and the background
information that she’d been provided by way of Stan. We still
came to the same conclusion each time, that she was definitely
well connected and well heeled. I told Terry I was certain that she
was genuine and that she possibly came from very old money. She
appears to have contacts with either intelligence sources or their
products and she also seems quite savvy about international
business. She is a magnificent mystery!
“You’ve definitely hooked a live one this time; and
apparently a big one too! Are you going to cut her loose or reel her
in?” asked Terry. “What do you want to do?”
I told him how Mitzi had baited me with the thought of
fielding portals in China and the Middle East and played to my
passion for connectivity with Iran once again. I knew that I was
unique and that I could personally make a difference in some areas.
If she could furnish me with connections and the necessary
support, I could be taking the next phase of the ‘Bob and Terry
Show’ on the road. I thought that it might be worth a try.
“You’ll be the guy on the front line with this one, my
friend,” said Terry, “but I’ll still be glad to back you in whatever
way that I can. Just remember, security is an enormous task and
it’s a process that will still be ongoing long after you and I are only
memories. But you are the reason for the success of our
homegrown initiative so I’m sure that you can make a difference
on the international stage as well. But how much of yourself are
you still willing to give, Bob? The answer to that question is
strictly up to you.”
“I’m glad that you’re supportive, Terry, because I see it as
simply our concerns elevated a notch. If we can deliver a solid
foundation for that issue that’s really global in scope, I won’t mind
being out in front knowing I’m not alone and that I have your
backing.”
“All you can do is give it your best shot, Bob,” he said, “I
know you’ll do fine.”

176

The Last Transition…

“You’ve got that right!” I echoed back, as I raised my
glass, “I’ll drink to that!”
82
I guess I now know what’s been waking me up in the
middle of the night, but in retrospect, I can see that my anxiety
was obviously ill placed. This is hardly the kind of future that I’d
been envisioning! It certainly wasn’t anything to fear. I can’t
remember when I’ve ever felt this excited before about living.
Somehow, the passion for tomorrow just wasn’t there. I now feel
as if I’m someone who’s preparing for space travel and I’m
anticipating the vast unknown. It is truly an awesome feeling.
Terry suggested that we scramble and beat the traffic out of
town and I heartily agreed. I couldn’t wait to kick off my shoes and
take a long, hot shower to unwind. He also offered to throw some
burgers on the grille out on his back deck so we could just hang out
with Patti and enjoy a Spring evening. The clocks had already been
moved forward and the days were beginning to get longer. I told
him that sounded perfect and that the only thing I had left to do
was to call Mitzi; my flights back were already confirmed.
“You might want to call her from the car,” he suggested as
we left the restaurant, “and get that out of the way.”
“I think that’s an excellent idea,” I countered, “since I
already know what I’m going to say to her. I’m sure I’ll be back up
here shortly and I know that I’ll have some catching up to do if I
ever expect to make this ‘run for the roses’ a respectable one.”
Once we settled into the car, Terry offered me the phone
and I dialed Mitzi’s number. After three rings, she answered,
“Mitzi Macdonald.”
“Bob Marchant, Mitzi,” I replied, “We just finished with
the pre-launch meeting for Turnaround and everything’s a go for
next Wednesday. I’m sure that there still may be a wrinkle or two
yet to come up but we’re well prepared for almost anything.”
“Sounds great,” she replied, “Congratulations!”
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“Thanks,” I said, “but I think you’d best save the ‘well
dones’ for a few weeks after launch, just to keep us on our toes.
I’m very excited about working with you on the international
perspective and I’m anxious to get back with you just as soon as I
can so that we can discuss more of the details. That probably won’t
happen until after next Wednesday, but I wanted to let you know
that I’ll be in it with you for the long haul. I’ll probably start to
scratch out some notes just as soon as I get on that plane
tomorrow.”
“That’s terrific news,” she said, “I’ll look forward to
hearing from you later and I’ll probably send you some things to
look over before then. And please, don’t be afraid to ask me for
anything, information or otherwise, that you think could be useful
to us. If I don’t have it or have access to it, we can always get
someone working on it. I have some tremendous resources at my
disposal for just this kind of thing, and for other things too.”
“That should work out fine,” I said, “and I’m sure that
we’ll be able to get into some specifics within the next two weeks.
I just wanted you to know how much I enjoyed meeting with you
this morning and that I’m already looking forward to the next
time.”
“Those are my feelings as well,” she replied. “and we’ll be
neck deep in phase two before you realize it. Do have a safe trip
home and pass my congratulations on to Mr. Nicholas as well.
We’ll talk again soon. Thank you again.”
“And to you, too,” I replied and she was gone.
“Yes!” I exclaimed.
“That was short and sweet,” commented Terry.
“No Terry,” I corrected him, “that is tall and extremely
sweet! And she asked me to send along her warmest
congratulations to you as well!”
“I’m sure that you’re right…” he laughed, “and she is
obviously dumb like a fox too…”
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“You’ve got that right,” I agreed, “and I’m sure that you
two are destined to meet each other very soon. As long as you’re
watching my back, you can count on it.”
“OK, Marchant,” he barked, “I take back everything bad
that I’ve ever said about you.”
“Thank you, Terry!” I smiled. Now, I thought, I’ll just
stretch back and relax and enjoy the ride home and with that,
Terry, being no fool, slapped me on the knee and kicked back
beside me. Within a few moments, we were both dozing, oblivious
to the world.
We came to as Baxter swung the car into Terry’s driveway
and slowed to a stop at the front door. “We’re going to hang close
to home tonight, Baxter,” said Terry, “but we’ll look for you at
around ten o’clock tomorrow morning.”
“That will be fine,” he replied. “Enjoy your evening,
gentlemen.”
Terry could tell that I needed some decompression time and
he and Patti would make it extremely easy for me to unwind. I’d
called Judy to let her know I’d be back tomorrow afternoon and I’d
taken a hot shower to drive some of the arthritis from my weary
bones. I hate to admit it, but I sometimes feel the ‘wear and tear’ a
bit more than I used to. An evening on the back deck would be just
the right medicine for the occasion. Terry and I had started
something rolling and there was certain to be a bump or two along
the way, but there would be nothing that couldn’t be resolved.
Everything was in good hands.
I brought a new dimension to the table today and in doing
so I began a personal transition to a level that seemed completely
new to me, but yet it wasn’t. I kept thinking of myself as needing
to adapt to some new persona, but still everything seemed to be
normal. I was stepping up to a level in life that I’d never
confronted before and yet I had. I was finally beginning to realize
that I had always been preparing myself for great things and that
I’d already reached that level, intellectually and emotionally, a
long time ago. My skin still fits fine and my eyes still sparkle with
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excitement. Things happen the way they do for a reason and I was
meant to be the voice of common sense at a time when insanity
seems to be more in vogue. I’ve been seduced by the power of the
processor and forced to rethink the foundations of communication
in the age of the Internet. My experiences have caused it all to
make sense to me and that’s all I need to reach out and touch
others. I’m truly on fire!
Patti and Terry let me bask in their company, reflecting on
the good things in life and the marvels of the world until we lost
the evening light. Our kids were about the same age and it was
great fun trying to analyze how the perspectives changed with the
generations. I told Patti that I had decided to try and export our
efforts overseas in an attempt to open some doors and lessen the
tensions around the world. She thought it was a wonderful idea and
asked me where I planned to start. I told her that hadn’t been
decided yet, but that I’d probably gravitate to wherever I thought I
could do the most good and I left it there. I was truly charting new
worlds in more ways than one. Who knows where it might lead.
83
On the drive into the office, we discussed what might be
the best way to tie Corey in with Marc and the JustDoIt team.
Terry suggested that he continue to act as the bridge between them
until the portal efforts are better defined and I agreed. Portals will
take on greater importance as international opportunities come into
their own. Naturally I’m hoping that this will happen sooner rather
than later. The only item that I know of that’s still open is getting a
press package out to Peter Werth at Creative Commons. Getting
their endorsement for our effort up front is just an extra insurance
that I’d prefer to have before going forward. As I hadn’t received
any contact from him at the EFF yet, I’ll just ask him to be sure
and share the info with them so that they don’t feel left out. On
second thought, I’ll send a package directly to Larry at Stanford as
well, just in case any questions come up.
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Once we got into the office, Terry’s staff just couldn’t have
been more helpful, assuring me that they would take care of any
loose ends that I was leaving behind. Their excitement for
Turnaround was genuine and contagious and they thought it was
just great that we were trying to insure that tomorrow’s Internet
would be better just for them. ‘Not only a better Internet,’ I teased,
‘but a better world, too.’ Oh, the sweetness of youth. May its
optimism always prevail! The electricity was already in the air and
it would continue for the next few weeks as their enthusiasm for
Turnaround grew.
I felt a real ambivalence heading back to Florida today, but
there’s really no reason that I should. It was just that the past
couple days had been such a rush for me. It’s only natural to expect
that my perspective would revert back but it won’t. My
perspectives have been changed already and I’m bringing a new
reality back to Jupiter with me. It’s like growing up, a coming of
age in a way. I was stepping up to something that I’d not
considered to be within my realm of possibilities before, only
because I hadn’t dared to imagine it, not because it was too
challenging. I know that Judy will understand and will be happy
for me, as long as I don’t stand her up for our date at the Kravis. I
wouldn’t dare do that.
My flight home was uneventful and contrary to my earlier
predictions I did not start pondering the international issues. I
simply pushed my seat back and slept for most of the trip. Some
things just can’t be approached without a fresh mind, and there will
be time for that soon enough. The next item on my agenda is to
bring Judy up to date on my DC activities with Terry and then to
convince her that unnamed leaders of the Free World have chosen
me to help them secure the Internet. This will require me to take on
responsibilities that I had never dreamed of before and to be their
champion for the next few months; my success could have a direct
affect on world peace! I know that I’m good, but I’m not sure if
I’m that good. Fortunately, Judy will understand; she always does.
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Somehow this felt like the calm before the storm. Phase
one wasn’t fully off the ground yet and I was already wading into
phase two. I told Judy that our efforts thus far were a rousing
success and that our domestic security project would be kicking off
next week. The only downside was that it was already begging for
more of the attention of 'yours truly’ at the international level. But
I had anticipated that and I am planning to turn it into some trips to
‘far away places with strange sounding names’ for just the two of
us. “That’s the engineer in you,” she laughed, “always talking
about how good it’s going to be.”
“I think that the tekkie in you would have gotten a kick out
of the demo we did of the stuff that Corey’s been working on for
the project,” I teased her. “It was pretty slick. The idea behind it is
to use immersive visuals to create a sense of community.
Technically, it falls somewhere in between chat rooms and
videoconferencing, neither of which have yet to prove themselves
to me. But it’s that intellectual, interactive piece that we’re
gambling on, which can still offer something, perhaps add depth to
the shared experience.”
“I’ll have to remember that if you need to travel to
Timbuktu and you want me to share the experience with you!” she
laughed. Well at least I’ve broken the ice with her, I thought. As
long as she’s preoccupied with the coming grandbaby, I don’t
think that she’ll be too concerned about how much effort I’m
expending to save the world. I’ve still got some issues to iron out
with Corey and Steve about the domestic portal prototypes, as well
as their development and their logistics in general. Those same
issues will be multiplied tenfold as soon as the emphasis shifts to
global and I sense that could be happening very quickly.
Of the two things that I still see hanging for me, ongoing
portal development is the most important. It also ties in with the
second item that I intend to follow closely, and that is an Iranian
portal. If the administration can have a Middle East roadmap, then
so can I. But I’ve got the power of the Internet on my side and that
will be my advantage.
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I called Steve; I had to let him know just how far we’d
come and what I saw for the immediate future. Even though Terry
was fully in control of things now, for all intents and purposes, I
still considered Steve to be my Shadow Warrior. I had no idea
what would happen next. “Who’s this Mitzi?” he asked. “Do you
know who’s pulling your string?” I had to admit to him that I was
running on gut emotion at the moment. He reminded me that there
were still a lot of variables at play with globalization. An IBM
study a couple years back noted that even as grid and peer-to-peer
technologies were rapidly evolving that we were still less than five
percent into the Internet revolution. “Look at what Apple has done
single-handedly to the music industry,” he cried, “and it’s not even
over yet!”
“At this point,” he continued, “technological change can’t
be stopped and it can only be directed if we’re lucky. And any
grand changes that get introduced can have a profound impact on
how we evolve, so it would be nice to know whose side we’re on!”
I felt as if I’d been scolded and there was dead silence for
the moment. “You’re right, of course,” I began, “and with my first
sense of being overwhelmed, I decided that the only chance we’d
have to influence them, whoever they were, was as an ally. Women
don’t typically intimidate me, but this Ms. Macdonald was truly a
force to be reckoned with. The fact that she was tall and good
looking didn’t help any either.”
Steve finally laughed, “You always were a sucker for a
pretty face, weren’t you?”
I told him that I was only torn between the possibility of
being involved in something that was really momentous and the
opportunity of screwing up big time and that was exactly the
reason that I was calling him. I felt that our domestic initiative was
picking up on a balance that had already been established between
the government and industry and that I was attempting to advance
that into the international arena, through a window that had been
accidentally opened to me by an old friendship. In my optimism, I
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wanted to try to do what the politicians were failing at. I wanted to
create a connection with Tehran just as quickly as I could and
attempt to tone things down a bit in the Middle East. He said that
he understood; he knew that I had a soft spot in my heart for that
part of the world.
“What happens next I’m not sure, but I was going to try
and take a stab at working with her and see what surfaces,” I
confirmed to him. “She has to be connected with national security
in some way, but I sense that her leanings are still more toward the
international business communities. I’d expect to find someone
like her behind the scenes at a Davos Economic Summit when
she’s not in New York, Beijing or London.”
“All I can say is tread carefully,” he cautioned, “ and I’ll
stay by your side.”
“Can you continue to monitor Corey’s effort as well?” I
asked. “I’ve got him tied in directly with Terry to be paid out of
DC funds and my plan for him is the development of the first
international portals as soon as possible, but he’ll need some good
political talent supporting him in such a task. I’m going to try to
get a portal going quickly for use in Iran that combines both
English and Farsi, which may be a real trick, and maybe you could
start thinking about a similar multilingual system for China. I
would think that somewhere within the CIA’s resources that kind
of creative talent already exists. He’s got the web interface down
pat but it may require continuous creative scripting just to keep
them moving in the right direction.”
“I agree and I have no problem with that. Let’s see how
things work out over the next couple of months. It’s not as if we
won’t continue to be in close contact, but you can count on me
being right here for the immediate future, and as soon as you’re
ready to start something going in China, just let me know,” added
Steve, “My bag is already packed.”
“I intend to call Corey next to keep him close and to let him
know what I’m trying to do,” I said, “but your follow-up with him
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will be very important for both of us. I’ll be running as fast as I can
but I believe his cleverness is very key to each portal’s success.”
“I understand,” said Steve, “Corey and I go way back and
we’ve always stayed connected so what you’re asking will really
be second nature for us. We’ll work it out.”
“Great!” I said. “I’ll give him a call as soon as we hang up,
so whenever you can get to him after that will be fine. And don’t
forget to give me a shout if you have an epiphany about anything!
I’m new at this you know.”
“Don’t worry.” He replied as he signed off, “you’re doing
fantastic! I’ll talk with you later.”
I thanked him for everything and I closed with a jolly
“Think China, Steve!” He laughed as he hung up the phone but I
knew that his mind was already spinning. I remember when some
of his early work was centered on the creation of an interactive,
multimedia English-Chinese dictionary. I never knew how far he’d
gone with that but I suspect that now I may just end up finding out.
I know such amazing people.
I dialed Corey while I was on a roll and he was on the line
in two rings. I told him about my trip to Washington and how he’d
be paid directly by them and have total control for all portal
development. He could be paid any way he wanted but I assumed
he’d need to have independent contractor status to cover his
overhead. And if he would let Terry know what kind of
documentation Cyan would need for their ‘software’ contributions,
we’d get it out to them. I also told him that I’d be back in DC to
make certain that the international momentum kicked in right
away. As soon as the first overseas portals are identified and
committed, I’ll start to push for their deployment. “I’m going to try
and find some folks to collaborate with you on the contents of the
different portals just to keep them interesting. Right now, my short
list is Tehran, Beijing and Bombay, with Johannesburg, Tokyo and
Paris not far behind. Got any favorite countries? We’ll add them.”
Corey laughed, “I’ve not traveled much so they all sound
like fun.”
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“Remember, you are Rand Miller! You are Atrus and your
pages are opening these worlds to others! If you need to do some
research to sharpen your senses, we’ll make it happen. Let me first
see what kind of folks I can find to work with you and they can
show you around if it comes to that. Have no fear. I plan on getting
personally involved in Iran and Steve wants to be included in on
China. One more thing,” I added, “we both know that there’s more
than enough work to go around and in that regard, if you think that
you’ll need more help there working with you, let Terry or me
know so we can budget for it. I’ll be talking with you more after
launch day, which is set for next Wednesday, and I’ll keep feeding
meeting information to you to keep you on top of where we’re
headed. Let me know if you need anything! Remember, you’re the
number one man on this.”
“Thanks a lot, Bob,” he said, “I know that you have a great
idea and I just want to thank you for calling me.”
“No, thank you, Corey! You really blew Terry away in his
Washington office; you were there! It’s your cleverness that’s
going to make all the difference. We’ll talk lots more later.”
“Lookin’ forward to it,” he drawled. “Me, too,” I said and
hung up.
I’m psyched enough to want to wake up Stuart right now,
but it’s still too early to be making calls to Hawaii. I’m looking
forward to talking with Stu for two reasons. First, it’s always a
treat and second, he might just be able to shed some light on Mitzi.
I guess that I’ll try him later. Right now I’ve got to get my
latest information out to Steve and Corey and contemplate my
upcoming priorities a little more. After I get this stuff mailed, I
think that a little beach time and a bit of playtime would be in
order and Judy’s already asked me if I want to take her shelling.
The weather is just perfect for it and that’s where we shall start.
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The weekend was leisurely and wonderful; we played
with the kids, we dined with friends, we had a beer at The Square
Grouper. I was ready to begin to reassess where I thought my
attention should be focused. There’d be more to do with
Turnaround once things began to percolate but there is no time line
for the things you don’t plan for. All you can do is measure how
well you respond and track things as they change. My head was
clear now; I knew the task was doable.
I rolled out of bed Monday morning, refreshed and ready
for action. I had a small to-do list that I’d made. I knew it would
grow but it at least gave me something to focusing on, a place to
start. I want to get contact information from Stan for our friends in
Iran and I need to talk to both Rick and Stuart, I want to outline
some talking points for Mitzi and I want to touch base with Terry
by afternoon. I’ll probably spend the day on the computer,
carousing the web and doing some research. I need to find some
background information on nuclear controls and check on the
current situation in Iran, the India-Pakistan issues, American
outsourcing and Beijing and the Internet. It would be just your
everyday analysis of the fun stuff that’s right before our eyes. And
who knows what tomorrow will bring?
It seems I have emails from everyone this morning. Terry
said he’d be in his office most of today and Tuesday, working to
fine-tune any issues that the carriers come up with. Steve said he
was glad that I’d called him and he felt good about what I was
doing. Peter Werth thanked me for the package I’d sent him and
said that he’d sent a draft of a positive press release to Terry. It
would go out on Wednesday as a response to our announcement of
Turnaround. This week was starting well.
I sent a note to Corey asking him when he thought he’d be
ready to post downloadable software bundles for both PC and Mac
users. Naturally, people won’t be able download any software that
lets them access active portals until they’ve switched over to EIS
services, so that’s going to push things out a month anyway. But I
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still want to have a couple of test portals in place to make sure that
we’re ready when people are so we can get their feedback. We
should be able to announce that immersive portals will be coming
to the Internet when the Project Turnaround promotion begins.
Out my office window, I saw the FEDEX truck stop in
front of the house. By the time the courier had reached the front
door, I had it open to greet him and to sign for the delivery. It was
from 3401 ‘O’ Street; apparently my homework from Mitzi had
arrived.
She’d sent a package of books, monographs and studies
that were from an assortment of sources. As I thumbed through the
titles, I couldn’t help but shake my head in amazement;
Proceedings of the Halifax International on Media and
Information, a report on the Information Technology Access For
Everyone initiative that was launched by the World Economic
Forum in 2004; a recent issue of the Harvard Asia Pacific Review
containing articles like Building China’s Information Technology
Industry and Asia’s Entry Into “Dot-Com” Universe; an editorial
from the Journal for the AHC on Globalization and Changes to the
Internet; a summary of former FCC Commissioner Nicholas
Johnson’s Cyberspace Law Seminar at the University of Iowa, a
copy of Thomas Friedman’s The Lexus and the Olive Tree, which
was the text for the seminar and a copy of Friedman’s latest The
World Is Flat, which has tongues wagging in all directions.
And that was my first glance. Talk about an eclectic
sampling! This one was a classic. If Mitzi was trying to convince
me that the issues were enormous, she certainly did that. At least
she had given me a few clues about which directions she might be
coming from on the international issues. Obviously, Friedman was
on the table, which promised to keep our conversations lively. At
least this gave me some place to start; now I was beginning to get
excited again and that was good. I work well when I’m fired up.
I spent the rest of the morning browsing through the many
documents that I’d received and I found that I thoroughly enjoyed
reading everything that I opened. With many of them, you couldn’t
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be exposed to their viewpoints and still remain on the sidelines.
Their collective message was clear. The Internet had already
become central to individuals, businesses and the governments
around the world. It was a cultural phenomenon that both spawned
new industries and transformed old ones.
But there was a dark side even before 9/11. The ability of
criminals and terrorists to communicate without detection was a
major concern to law enforcement like the FBI. After the Twin
Towers fell, the Internet was quickly identified as the key element
in the ability of that hidden enemy to plan and to execute that act
of war. Thus any ‘war against terrorism’ would now include a
substantial electronic element that would impact the Internet’s
future and blur the line between foreign and domestic intelligence
gathering.
The positive influences of the Internet were simply too
great to be ignored. Rapid globalization and the development of
the Internet had become so closely intertwined that to separate
them had become impossible. However, when people speak of
globalization, they refer most often to its economic impact. But
globalization also embraces cultural issues and spreads a wide
range of ideas beyond national boundaries into the world arena.
The Internet is a dynamic process rather than a static entity. It’s
been a major cause of globalization, and perhaps the single most
important channel by which the values and practices of all people
are spreading. And as dramatic as these changes may have been,
far greater ones are in process and yet to take shape.
I kept remembering what Barnett had said about the
Pentagon’s new role, “Eliminating the disconnectedness that
defines the Gap goes far beyond simply defeating those forces
willing to use violence to achieve or maintain it.” He sees terrorists
as “nothing more than parasites feeding off this political and
economic isolation” that’s found in the Gap and they’ll fight to
keep those people disconnected and hopeless, and beyond the
reach of any future that’s worth creating or having. “And once…
broadband connectivity is achieved for the masses,” he continues,
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“the forces of terror and repression can no longer hold sway.” The
first time I read that, I thought ‘he’s singing my song.’
Obviously the power of great minds, democratically
connected, is an awesome force. When Friedman talks about the
world being flat, he’s really describing how all nations are
competing economically on a leveled playing field because, as he
sees it, the Internet has eliminated the barriers of time and space
around the globe. Hierarchies have been put on notice also, and the
power of information technology has had a flattening effect on the
vertical elements as well. Some say one person’s economic
liberation could be another’s unemployment; I just see new
opportunities. Secure immersive portals are devices that can pull
people together. I see these portals as a way to collaborate with
others, to gravitate toward those with whom we share common
practices and values. This isn’t post Cold War Europe; we’re not
tearing down walls. We’re building communities without borders;
we’re creating neighborhoods in cyberspace and forging
relationships of trust. We have tools and powers that we’ve never
had before and we now have the opportunity to do it.
I was just about ready to put something together for Mitzi,
but before I did I decided to fire off a short email to Stan, asking
him for the email addresses he’d promised and any contact
information that he might want to refer me to in Tehran. I also
thanked him for directing me to Mitzi and I confided to him that it
was becoming more and more obvious just how important it was
for me to take up this challenge with her. I explained to him how
I’d already had one productive meeting with her and that I had
promised to try to assist her in any way that I could on all the
international aspects. I also told him that I’d appreciate receiving
any feedback that he could share or any specific ideas that he
might have on these issues. The global situation certainly wasn’t
going to get any simpler and I was sure that things would continue
on like this for a while. I decided to try and call Stuart next to see
what he might be able to tell me about the mysterious Ms. M and
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maybe to lay some groundwork with him for portal efforts on the
India subcontinent.
86
Someone picked up on the second ring. “Stuart?” I
called out, “Greetings from Jupiter… 2-X, 2-L; 2-X, 2-L … Is
anybody there?”
“What the hell do you want, Marchant?” he bellowed. “Are
you coming to visit me?”
“You can never tell, my friend,” I replied, “Did you finish
renovating that castle yet?”
“You bet,” he answered, “We’re just sitting around on the
beach now, just waiting for company.”
The Pascal family, which included Stuart, his wife Gaye,
two kids and a dog lived in a magnificent house perched high on a
hill north of Honolulu. It overlooked the east coast of Oahu Island,
with beautiful beaches and offshore reefs just half a mile below
them.
I explained to him that I’d been doing some work on a
national security upgrade of the Internet and that I’d been
approached to expand the efforts into international areas. “What
can you tell me about Mitzi Macdonald?” I said. “She said that
you’d done some work for her before, but I’m not sure who she
represented then.”
“Me neither.” replied Stuart, “but they definitely had deep
pockets. I got connected with them through my Washington
attorney after 9/11 but I only spoke with the lady on the phone. She
sounded like she could possibly be Canadian or Swiss, but I’m not
sure which. I do remember that they bought a lot of bandwidth
across Asia and that they paid their bills on time. She was my kind
of client, Bob. Would this be more of the same?”
“No, this is different. We may try to do something with
broadband in India and when I mentioned your name, she told me
of the past relationship that they’d had with you, so that worked
out great,” I told him. “I’ll send you out some background
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information on what we’ve been up to and we’ll talk more later. I
think that this one might end up being fun. Maybe you could even
take me to Delhi and show me around your old haunts.”
“Be glad to,” he said. “I’m sure the caves that we used as
shelter are still there, too. I can’t wait to receive your info. I’ll get
back to you as soon as I’ve gone over it.”
“I’ll try to email it to you tonight,” I said. “Most of it is
already in electronic format and I can fill in any blanks for you
when you call back. It’s just too involved to try and explain it all to
you right now, and quite frankly, it’s still a bit sensitive.’
“I think I understand what you mean,” he answered. “Just
let me know how I can help.”
We chitchatted a little more before we hung up. The last
time I’d actually seen him was about five years ago but we’ve
always managed to stay in touch. He’s one of those rare
individuals that you’re sometimes fortunate enough to meet in life;
I’ve described him to others as a 6’ 5” leprechaun. I had adopted
him as my little brother when we were together in graduate school
back in the 70’s and I’ve been tracking his escapades around the
world ever since. While he may have established a home in Hawaii
a dozen years ago, that hasn’t stopped him from continuing to
bounce around the Far East like he used to do in his twenties. He’ll
make a difference to any efforts that we undertake there.
Next on my list is Mitzi. The more I think about what’s
ahead of us, the more enormous the problem becomes. And when I
go back to my original thoughts on portals, I’m shaken once again.
I have to make sure that she understands where I’m coming from;
there are portals and then there are portals. Web portals have been
a part of the Internet since its inception, offering e-mail services,
forums and on-line shopping. Then search engines began to
transform themselves into portals to attract larger audiences. What
I’m talking about today is what I call totally immersive portals,
shared experiences in cyberspace, and as Captain Kirk used to say,
‘where no man has gone before.’
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I began to draft a message to Mitzi, thanking her for the
package and summarizing what I’d gleaned from its contents. It
was also time for me to start laying out for her the issues that I felt
strongest about and identifying for her the kind of forces that I
knew that we would need to be mustering soon. Certainly the
power of information and the Internet will make the difference.
But I keep asking myself what is it exactly that I feel will make
something different happen? That’s kind of like asking me what
makes a song great or a book a best seller. I’m going strictly with
gut feelings on this. The Library of Congress has a website called
Portals to the World that will link you to an assortment of facts and
electronic resources for hundreds of nations around the globe, as
does the CIA’s World Factbook. But there are no people; they’re
missing! There isn’t any human connection!
I believe that increased security and totally immersive
portals in cyberspace can connect people once again and give a
new dimension back to the human experience! Only the cleverness
of people will make this happen and give those who are disenfranchised hope for a future that is worth living. I want to be personally
involved in giving the people of the world access to the future. I
will start by linking the West with the people of Iran and I will
demonstrate to everyone how immersive portals make a difference.
I will look to Mitzi to help me to make this happen because I know
that she can. I’ll make sure she understands that.
Resources are important and I know that they can be had
for the asking. The obvious need is to support portal servers and
creative specialists around the world. We can get things started,
building on the skills of those who have preceded us, but in the
long term, users will create portals just like they now create web
pages! If Mitzi can help to connect me with sources that have the
capacity to carry the traffic load and to ‘seed the clouds’, we’ll see
a new dawning quite soon. And if we can ‘hide’ me in broad
daylight, I know that we have the ability to ‘bury’ or mask any
business or government support that may be offered to help make
it people-friendly. All it will take is that first spark, followed by a

A new wrinkle…

193

KMGI-type campaign, to make the world take notice. Naturally,
many would like to have a foot in the door to try and claim a piece
of it.
My message told her that I was ready to sit down and talk
specifics with her but that I’d prefer it if she gave me at least a
week to digest the launch data before she and I became consumed
by international issues. I let the email fly; I felt it was a good first
effort. It was both broad and specific at the same time and it put
Mitzi on notice that Turnaround was looking for some resource
support. What she ends up offering freely will give me a good
measure of the commitments that ‘she and those around her’ are
willing to make.
87
The last thing on my to-do list was to call Rick. I’m not
sure how he’ll be able to help, but I still want to keep him on-board
and up to date with me. He may end up being a reserve player on
the team, but that’s the kind of backup that I want. He is such a
good head! Because it was late in the day, I first tried calling him
at home. One ring… “Hello, this is Rick…” and there he was. He
said that he’d wondered what had happened to me but was
somewhat reluctant to call. The last time that I’d sent him anything
was before I went to Tucson and I’d let it drop there. The dynamics
of the situation had changed with Stan’s visit and I had refocused
on Steve and Terry only, becoming ambivalent about just how
many people I could trust to help out. I briefly told him how an
industry friend had helped me to rally a security initiative within
the major carriers, that was launching within the next 24 hours, and
just how excited and involved I’d become with it.
I added that I was already quite embroiled in the
international issues too and that, by necessity, there would be
follow-up required overseas. I told him that I’d personally planned
to spearhead an initiative that would be focused in Iran. I also had
new concepts that I was attempting to work out with some West
Coast people that are intended to revolutionize the networking of
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people! I told him that I’d send more background and that he
should be watching for announcements and press coverage related
to something called Project Turnaround that would be starting on
Wednesday. “I’d love to be able to call upon you as a brain trust
over the next few months,” I said. “I like bouncing things off of
you. Maybe you could serve as my secret sounding board on this
effort. I wouldn’t want to interfere with your current activities
unless it worked for you as well. After things get rolling, perhaps
taking a sabbatical with me to pursue some excitement would not
be out of the question but that would have to be your call.”
“Wow,” he replied. “You sure sound a lot better than you
did the last time we talked. It’s really good to hear you like this. I’d
love to help you in whatever way you think I can.”
“I knew you would,” I said, “but I haven’t gotten to the
point of putting it into words and knowing what help I’ll need.
Let’s just leave it at that. So far, things seem to be going along
better than expected but I’ll probably call you again anyway. It’s
just nice to know that you’re there.”
“You can count on me being here for you,” he said, “and
don’t be shy. You can call me, day or night.”
“Don’t worry,” I replied, “you will be hearing from me…
and thanks again for being there.”
As we said our goodbyes, I finally realized that I’d now
touched everyone that I needed to for the moment. All that was left
to do was to track the events of the launch and plan for my next
moves. I think I’ll go to the beach in the morning to clear my mind
and then I’ll be ready to give Terry a call. I already feel the tension
building.
88
I’m trying very hard not to get ahead of myself. Am I
going through another phase of life or am I possibly just changing
from within? I don’t know and I can’t be sure. I think that I’m
getting ready to explode in about five different directions at once
and I don’t want to miss any of the action. I feel like I’ve given
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birth to some dimension of me that I’d never known to exist
before. Some might think that just sounds like I’m feeling full of
myself. I’d prefer to describe my feeling as ‘being more than I’ve
ever been.’ As the morning sun climbed above the cloud layers just
off the shore, it warmed me all over and comforted me. Deep
inside me, I believe everyone will be safer with what we’re trying
to do. I feel quite good about that and with what’s been happening
to me in the process. But still I’m anxious for the sun to go down
again so that tomorrow can start this process going and everything
we have been planning can begin to evolve. I am convinced that I
am more today than I was yesterday and because of that I can’t just
lay back now and wait for things to happen. I’ll be jumping out of
my skin by Friday; somehow I need to decompress.
It was still pretty early and my beach was deserted.
Suddenly I was automatically doing something that I hadn’t done
for a long time. I was jogging toward the area of the beach where I
used to go to play with Peach. Then, without breaking my stride, I
threw myself into the surf and let the waves bounce me around for
a while. When I finally stood up and walked out of the water, I felt
no less than wonderful! I was alive, my head was clear, my mind
was sharp and I was all ready to call Terry. It was time to talk.
“Terry, it’s Bob,” I announced to him as he picked up his
phone. “I need to talk.”
“Oh really?” he replied, “And what is Mr. Marchant up to
today? Would you like to take a shot at saving the Internet? Or
perhaps the world? We’re having a special today on noble causes
and I thought that you might be interested.”
“That’s very funny,” I said. “Right now, I’m up on the
beach at Hobe Sound and I’m calling you on a cell phone, and I’m
trying to save my sanity!”
“Why?” he queried. “What the heck is the matter?”
I replied that I wasn’t sure and then I babbled a little, trying
to explain my mood and describing for him the anxiety that I was
feeling then. He said that he thought he could appreciate where I
was coming from and he thought that things would settle down
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after a few days and that the launch might even be a little
anticlimactic until the word began to spread. I told him that I
realized that too and that that possibly it could make things even
worse. I tried to make him understand that I was feeling this
tremendous need to be doing something and that I probably wasn’t
going to be happy until I was. He said that he understood and even
though I wanted to believe him, I still wasn’t totally convinced.
“Do you want to come back up?” he asked. “You know that
you’re more than welcome, but I’m certain that it’s too premature
and it wouldn’t help right now. Why don’t you give it the weekend
and see what the press has to say and maybe plan on coming up the
first of the week. I can even give you a call on Thursday or Friday
and discuss it with you more. In that way at least Judy won’t think
that you’re just trying to get out of the house.”
“I guess that sounds reasonable,” I replied, “Has anything
new come up?”
“Nah, not yet,” he said, “but I do wish that I had a lonely
beach ten minutes away from my house that I could kick back on!
Why don’t you just try to relax some more and I’ll call you in a
day or two and then we can talk about where we go from there.”
“OK, my friend; you’ve convinced me,” I said. “I’m going
back to counting seashells. Hold all my calls. But I will definitely
talk with you again on Thursday.”
“You’ve got a deal, my friend!” he said and then he signed
off, “Ciao.”
Sometimes you just have to be reminded how lucky you are
and how good you have it. I stretched out on my towel once more
and let the sun bake my shoulders. It felt good.
89
Terry was right once again; launch day for Turnaround
was anticlimactic. There had been something mentioned on the
CNN business news around mid-morning, about an announcement
by the USTA that increased Internet security was soon going to be
available for consumers and businesses alike, but that was just
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about the only fanfare that I picked up on, not that I expected a lot.
So far today, I was just being a bum to mark the occasion and
scanning the Internet for any morsels of information or reaction.
When the phone rang, I thought of it simply as some karmic
reaction to the lack of news that I was finding on the Web.
“Mornin’ Bob,” said Corey, “Well I hope things are off and
running smoothly. I had a good talk with Terry the other day and
he assured me that he’d be right there for me for anything that I
needed. I have the capability to leave three servers for the portal
demonstrations in place for the moment, but when you’re ready to
go live with immersive portals - I call them IMPS, by the way –
we’re going to need additional resources.”
“I’m already working on that for you, Corey,” I replied,
“and a good morning to you as well. I think I must have already
read your mind on the topic of server requirements. Hopefully, I’ll
have some preliminary answers on IMPS for you – I do like the
sound of that – sometime next week. I think we can do a lot of the
initial flag waving with English IMPS for starters. Let’s face it,
wherever there is Internet technology around the world, you can
always find savvy, English-speaking multilinguals. They’re the
folks that we really need to train to be involved with portal
development and tailoring the regionalized IMPS in the long run.”
Corey began to laugh; “I can see it all now, Corey
Hanssen’s Immersive Multimedia Portals School! Or shall we call
it CHIMPS for short?”
On that note, I howled, “Corey, you are just too much!
We’ll have to have a graduation, print diplomas and everything!”
Corey continued to chuckle, “Well the real reason that I
called was to let you know that, in addition to leaving the pilot
portals up, I’ve burned some Demo Software CDROMs, that are
compatible with both Macs and PCs, that you can hand out for test.
I just shipped you a package of thirty and you should see them by
Friday. It’s an update from what you’ve already seen; it gives you
a choice of two different scenarios and the performance has been
optimized to run both smoother and faster, even on older machines.
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I know that you’ll like them, but if you see anything wrong, please
give me a holler. I’ll be here.”
“That’s great Corey. I’ll watch for them and I’ll probably
be back up in Washington next week. We can test them then or I’ll
call you before that if I’ve got more news for you.
“Keep plugging,” he said. “And you too,” I replied. “I
really appreciate your efforts to stay on top of everything. I’ll talk
with you next week.”
Now the fact that there’s very little news on the TV about
Turnaround doesn’t matter so much. That phone call made my day
and more than compensated for the apathy of the news networks.
It’s solid individuals like Corey that will ultimately make the
difference.
Terry called to give me an update later in the afternoon.
He’d spent all day in the office and indicated that everything had
been pretty much routine. The official announcement had been
posted on the USTA website first thing this morning. The 800number for inquiries was a service provided by JustDoIT with
standardized responses that we had furnished to them. From now
on, Terry would only need to be involved by exception, when there
was a problem to be resolved or when a new issue surfaced.
Turnabout was finally launched, for better or worse, and it would
now be interesting to watch how it was reported on and how it
would evolve. It’s hard to believe that the program wasn’t much
more than an idea just a month ago. Where will we be in another
month?
Just before suppertime, the phone rang again. It was getting
to be like Grand Central Station around here. I picked it up and
found that Mitzi, who had been meticulously tracking our progress
today, was on the other end and was very ready to start the next
phase of my cyberspace crusade. She thanked me for the ideas that
I had surfaced and told me that she had already sent out inquiries
to other people addressing all of my resource questions. I told her
that I’d probably try to connect with her sometime next week to
focus on some of the international issues we faced. I was already
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anxious to start taking the next steps, whatever they were, and felt
that the sooner we qualified them, the sooner we’d know the scope
of what we were up against and we could plan our next steps.
She said she thought I might want to review The New Rule
Set Project, Tom Barnett’s blog and the Center for Independent
Threat Analysis and Research. She felt certain that I’d find some
useful information in them. The scope of this is not small by any
means. She asked me to call and let her know what my schedule
was as soon as it was finalized; I agreed that I would. She said that
she too was eager to make thing happen and she knew that I was
the guy that could do it. I told her that I appreciated her confidence
in me and reaffirmed that we’d start things next week. As I hung
up the phone, I couldn’t decide whether I’d simply received a pep
talk from Mitzi or if I’d just been hustled.
For a change in pace, I took Judy out for supper to a little
Italian restaurant near the house called Vulcano’s. I updated her on
the events of the day over a white pizza and a beer and she said
that she was glad that some progress was being made. I told her
that she would probably see more mention of it in the news as
things developed. When she asked me if I was finished with my
part of it, I told her I thought so, at least for the domestic portion of
this initiative, but that I’d already had one call from some
Washington people who wanted my help internationally.
“I may have to go back up there next week,” I told her, “but
I’m still waiting to hear from Terry on that.”
“As long as you’re enjoying what you’re doing,” she said.
“I think that it’s great that you are helping with something as
timely and important as this is. But don’t forget that I still want a
trip to Paris!”
I laughed, “How could I? That’s the prime thing that’s
motivating me right now!”
“Sure,” she teased, “that and your super ego.”
“Well, maybe a little,” I chuckled, “but somebody’s got to
do it so it might as well be me.”
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90
I’d hoped to sleep in this morning, but that proved to be
unsuccessful. Instead, I opted for a quick trip up the road and a run
down the beach. It’s something that I’d gotten out of the routine of
doing that I’ve got to get back to on a regular basis. Just loosening
up a bit can make all the difference in the world in how your
muscles feel, plus regular cardiovascular activity will help to keep
your mind sharp too. This recent mental stimulation has done
wonders for me and now a little jogging will only add to it.
In truth, I can’t wait to get back to DC, but for now
spending a little time on myself and Judy and our life here won’t
hurt a bit and can only make things better for us. Maybe I’ll
surprise her by picking up some asiago bagels from Einstein’s on
the way home. It takes either that or a blueberry muffin to begin
her day properly, so I’ve got a fifty-fifty chance of being right.
This morning started off wonderfully so dare to be bold, Mr.
Marchant. Try your luck…
With two steaming cappuccinos in hand and two toasted
bagels, I slipped back into the house and peeked into the bedroom.
“Is that you, Honey?” Judy asked groggily.
“No,” I replied, “it’s room service for the neglected…”
“What have you been up to?” she smiled. “Now I’m really
getting suspicious.”
“Remember that time you told me that if I found you a
perfect seashell on the beach that you’d make love to me? Well,
I’ve been walking the beach since dawn and I still couldn’t find
one. So what I was wondering was if you might consider a bagel
instead.”
“Robert Marchant, you’re being naughty!” she squealed.
“Let me think about this over coffee.” I smiled my approval and
we had our breakfast picnic right there in the center of the bed.
After the bagels were history, Judy placed our empty coffee cups
on the nightstand and moved closer to me in one smooth
movement. She kissed me lightly on the mouth and then moved her
lips close to my ear, pressing the weight of her body against my
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chest and moving me backward as she whispered, “Actually, there
are no perfect shells…” and then she kissed me again, deeply,
lovingly. I’d found my perfect shell.
We were bums for the rest of the day, poking in area thrift
shops, searching for decorative tidbits and undiscovered treasures.
We broke things up with lunch at Panama Hattie’s, a funky
seafood restaurant with an outside deck overlooking the
Intracoastal Waterway. It was a gorgeous day, as are most days in
Florida, and we basked in the warmth of the sun and each other.
My crabcake sandwich was perfect and Judy confided that her
grilled dolphin Caesar salad was the best she’d had anywhere and
was exactly what she wanted. It always seems that when things are
good, they’re very good.
Judy continued, sipping her iced tea, “If I didn’t know
better, I’d think that you were planning to run off on me.”
“I admit that’s true, but Washington’s not that far and it
won’t be for that long. It’s just that since things have been going so
well, it has inspired me to stop and smell the roses today. I’m sure
I’ll hear from Terry tomorrow and find out what he’s set up. I’ll
probably be flying up Monday or Tuesday; we’ll see. Want to
come up with me?” I asked.
“Not this time,” she said, “I’ll let Terry keep an eye on you.
But I’m ready for Paris whenever so see what you can do about
that.”
“Will do, boss,” I said as I raised my glass. “I’ll try to make
that happen just as soon as possible and you can take that to the
bank, my dear.”
“I’m counting on you, big guy,” she replied. “I’ll keep the
home fires burning ‘til then.”
I had two messages on my answering machine when I got
home; one was from Terry telling me he’d had another good day
and the second was from Stan saying that he’d gotten my email
and that I should give him a call. I would continue to pursue my
self-absorption mode tonight and deal with both of them tomorrow.
I had already decided that tonight we would top off a wonderful
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day by seeing the latest Ridley Scott film about the Crusades, aptly
titled The Kingdom of Heaven. That ought to put me in the right
frame of mind for my upcoming international endeavors.
I waited until the next morning before I tried calling Stan
back. It was 7:30 AM and he picked up right away. “I’m glad you
got my message,” he said. “I’m sorry I missed you yesterday, but
I’d already read your email and I wanted to run an idea by you. I’ll
be making a quick trip to Tehran soon and since you’re planning
on extending your efforts into the global arena, I thought that you
might want to consider traveling with me. It will be an opportunity
to personally introduce you to some people there that I know could
help you. If you’re game, I can arrange everything for you.”
Flabbergasted, I asked, “When would this be? Obviously
I’m more than interested.”
“Probably within two weeks,” he replied. “The departure
date hasn’t been firmed yet.”
“You know we launched Turnaround on Wednesday,” I
told him, “and I’ll be going to Washington next week for some
follow-up on actions. Can I get back to you from there, maybe on
Tuesday or Wednesday?”
“Sure,” he replied, “that might even work out better. Bring
your passport with you to DC and I’ll get you connected with
people there that will get you set up to go. Tehran’s about fifteen
million people now, just a little different than when you and I
explored the bazaars there some thirty years ago. You really must
see all of the changes for yourself. They even have a large subway
system now in Tehran. And to help you to keep your references in
order, my daughter Erin who was born there is all grown up now
with kids of her own! Most of our old friends are still there and
their kids have kids too. And, as you and I both know, kids are the
same all over the world, no matter where you are.”
“Those are my sentiments exactly.” I replied. “I’d be
thrilled to go back with you. I just hope we can work out the
details so I can. I was going to try to get back there sometime
down the road, but you’ve definitely caught me off guard with this.
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Suddenly I’ve got a million questions I want to ask you. Believe
me, I do want to take advantage of your offer.”
“Well, go to Washington and see what your commitments
are going to be,” he said. “Then call me next week and we’ll take it
from there, but I’ll tentatively plan on you going with me. It should
be fun and hopefully you can fit it right into your plans.”
I hung up in a daze, promising to get back to him by
Tuesday. There is no doubt in my mind that I’ll go with him, that’s
assuming that it tracks with what’s already on the table with Terry
and Mitzi. I can’t have anything that’s out of sync between what
we’ve been doing and what needs to be happening next. That was
not exactly what I’d expected out of my call to Stan this morning.
I need a little time to absorb it all. It is definitely time for another
walk on the beach; I can pick up on this with Terry after I’ve
thought about it a little more. With this new wrinkle, I was sure
that my weekend was not going to be a dull by any means.
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When I got back from the beach, I took a shower. The
next phase had begun. I went out onto the rear patio with my
portable phone and dialed Terry’s office. One of his girls picked up
and let me know that he was on another call. I told her that I’d hold
for him. He was on with me after a few minutes, “Hello, Robert,”
he began, “you’re definitely getting your money’s worth out of me
today. Campaign activity has picked up noticeably and we are
starting to get some good feedback.”
“Have any of the carriers started their emailings yet?” I
asked. “I haven’t seen anything from mine, AT&T, but I have to
admit I didn’t check their website either. Is anyone signing up or
am I, the champion of all this hoopla, the only person feeling
apathetic?”
“It’s starting,” Terry replied. “Marc Seller’s guys have been
helping the carriers to get their web announcements going, linking
our stuff to theirs and to USTA, and vice versa. We’ve got
reporting mechanisms in place for hits and sign-ups and the live
data should be flowing in by the first of the week. I feel pretty
good about the way things have been coming together so far. The
press was well prepped and I’ve had additional requests for
comments from guys I know well. It will be fun to watch how
business and politics come down on the issues in the Sunday
papers, then Monday should be a great day as well."
“That’s good to hear,” I remarked, “because I’ll be coming
up to see you on Monday!”
“Oh sure,” he replied, “and you won’t be making plans to
start working with Mitzi because you don’t trust her, right? Hey,
this is Terry you’re talking to. Slow down, my friend… don’t you
think you might first figure out what her ballgame is before you get
in too deep?”
“Don’t worry, Terry,” I said, “I’m first working for myself
and I know it. But hear me out anyway because what I’m going to
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tell you next may really curl your hair. I got a call out of the blue
last night from the-one-and-only Stan Walters!”
“What?” cried Terry! “I thought that he had already faded
into the background.” Terry was obviously as surprised as I had
been. “What the heck does he want this time?”
“You’ll love this,” I answered. “He wants to take me on a
visit to Iran with him sometime within the next two weeks. He says
that he’ll introduce me to people there who can help us, which I
think could be excellent. I’m excited about that possibility, even if
I haven’t sorted out what I’d want to accomplish in Iran at this
point. But I want to take him up on his offer. Hopefully by
traveling with him, I can get a better idea of who he really is now.
He said he can make it happen and that he’d take good care of me.
In reference to everything else that’s happening, I see it as a
genuine opportunity for all of us. But I also want to stay on track
with you and Mitzi at the same time.”
“Oh sure,” he said once again, this time with more of a
twinkle in his voice. “I don’t want you to forget that the last time
Stan Walters introduced you to someone, that someone was Mitzi
Macdonald!”
He spoke as if he was scolding his own son and that made
me chuckle. “I haven’t even talked to her about this yet, honest.
But that is part of why I’m coming up.”
“Really?” said Terry, conjuring up more sarcasm with a
single word than I ever believed possible. “I thought that you were
coming back up to take me out for a congratulatory dinner and to
thank me for all my personal contributions and hard work on
successfully launching Turnaround.”
“That too!” I sputtered, “It’s just that I’m having a difficult
time keeping everything sorted out these days. I wasn’t planning
on traveling to Tehran so soon, but I think that it only makes sense
to strike while the iron is hot and see where it leads.”
“You’re probably right on that point,” he replied, “and I
sure would like to know what Walters is all about. He’s on our
side, I think. At least let’s hope he is.
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“We may never know, Terry” I said, “but I will gladly
share with you whatever it is that I learn about our Mr. Walters.
The one thing I do know for certain is that he is one very sharp
gentleman, who has established relationships in several Middle
Eastern and Asian camps, which is an asset that is not to be taken
lightly these days.”
“Well, we’ll have to continue this talk on Monday then,” he
said, “unless something major comes up over the weekend. What
time will you be arriving here?’
“I’m going to try and come up on the same flight that I took
last time. Plan on me getting there around lunchtime and we can
catch up on everything over lunch at Clyde’s.”
“Sounds good,” said Terry. “I’ll send Baxter to retrieve you
at Reagan in any event. If for some reason I’m not able to be at the
airport, at least he’ll know where I am. He can make sure that we
get connected up for lunch, no matter where I am.”
“I can’t wait,” I said, “and thanks again. Oh, one more
thing. Corey just sent me some Mac/PC CDROMs with updated
portal interface software. Also, he’ll be leaving the pilot servers
running for us until we’re ready to start promoting and fielding
finished IMPs, as Corey has cleverly nicknamed them, Immersive
Multimedia Portals to you and me.”
“You definitely seem to have everything under control, my
friend,” he confirmed, “and I have your back. So do have a safe
flight and until I see you at Clyde’s… Ciao.”
92
The weekend dragged on a bit, but it gave me some time
to take care of a few things around the house and to discuss with
Judy the fact that I’d be getting together with Terry again on
Monday. I had received my first email from AT&T, offering me a
free security upgrade to my DSL, and there was a good note in the
Sunday business section of the Palm Beach Post that also talked
about the new Internet initiatives. The Post report said that the
companies had started these upgrades in response to 9/11, and
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emphasized how important they were to both consumers and
businesses alike. It made for good copy, but we knew what the real
story was, at least I did. I could tell that Judy was tickled by the
fact that I was involved. She just didn’t realize how deeply I would
continue to be a part of it and perhaps I didn’t either. Maybe it
would all become apparent in good time.
I decided to call Mitzi to tell her of Stan’s call and how I
felt about the possibilities that it raised for us. When she answered,
I first apologized for the Sunday call and then went on to explain
to her that I thought Stan’s offer was important enough to let her
know about it right away. She and I had already spoken earlier
about my thoughts in general. I told her that I hoped we could get
together early Tuesday morning so that I could confirm it with
Stan later in the day. She said that she thought that would work out
and that was glad I had called her. She promised she’d have the
coffee waiting for me then, “Anytime after 8:30 AM will work just
fine for me,” she confirmed, “and I’ll look forward to it.”
I glanced at the Departures display as I processed through
security the next morning, noting that Delta 772 was on schedule.
It’s one thing to start becoming familiar with flight numbers and
schedules and quite another to begin recognizing familiar faces
among the TSA screeners. The flight was uneventful and Baxter
was waiting to retrieve me, as promised, as soon as I exited the
terminal.
“I had to leave Mr. Nicholas behind to run an errand in
Georgetown,” he said, “but he’ll be waiting for you at Clyde’s by
the time we get back.”
“Lead the way, Baxter,” I said, greeting him. “He probably
just wanted to get a head start on me. I can’t thank you enough for
coming to my rescue on such short notice. It’s always good to see
you under any circumstances.”
At this time of day it was a quick trip up the parkway to
Clyde’s and I found Terry in the same corner booth that he and I
had commandeered on my last visit. “Do they make you pay rent
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here?” I teased, “Or maybe they give you special attention so
you’ll come here and add some class to their atmosphere?”
“It probably works both ways,” he replied. “They always
seem to pour me an excellent drink. By the way, how was the trip
up? You’re becoming quite a seasoned traveler, it seems. Haven’t
you been jumping on a plane to somewhere at least once a week?
And don’t forget Tehran next week. Isn’t that half way around the
world?”
“I remember,” I replied, “and that was half a lifetime ago,
too! I know that I’ll find the changes there very interesting, for
sure. There was a young, Western-educated middle class evolving
in Tehran when I left and there were a lot of good modernization
programs underway. I’m sure that the country grew right along
with that group as they matured. I can’t wait to see how it all
turned out.”
“I’m sure that it will be fun for you,” said Terry, “but do
you already have things in your mind that will describe exactly
what you hope to accomplish by making a trip there?”
“In my mind, anything that’s positive for the people of Iran
will be a step in the right direction.” I said. “I know there’s a pretty
Internet-savvy community in many of their cities there and
particularly in Tehran. And if I can establish a contact or two, then
perhaps we can get some pilot portal testing going with them. I’d
like to think that will be a giant step forward, even in English,
because there’s already so much English being spoken around the
world. I feel that it will give us a real advantage in the staging of
pilot portals in general. Iran makes a good test case. In conjunction
with contacts there, I hope that we will eventually help them to
develop multi-lingual portals that are specific to their region and
more people friendly. From my experiences with the Iranians, I
don’t think it will take much effort to jump-start the local
development of regional portals. I always thought of the Persians
as extremely clever, even before computers.”
“Let’s hope that you’re right,” said Terry. “I definitely
agree with you that a trip with Stan could turn out to be quite
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wonderful for everyone, particularly because of your past
relationship with him. He does represent a unique opportunity.”
“I’m glad you see it that way too. I have an appointment to
meet with Mitzi in the morning and I’ll be interested to hear what
she’s thinking. I gave her a heads-up on Stan’s call yesterday, but
it didn’t seem to faze her. I sure would like to know what she’s all
about, too.” I replied.
“Really?” said Terry, conjuring up his facetious tone once
more. But now I could see that twinkle! It was not just in his voice;
it was in his eyes as well. “Let’s have some lunch.”
93
After we left Clyde’s, Terry took me to see Marc and
the JustDoIt team’s Operations Center. As they do with each of
their campaigns, JustDoIt had set up a command center for Project
Turnaround, where the status and statistics on all scheduled actions
can be tracked and managed from computer consoles that feed to
an array of flat screen displays that are wall-mounted above the
workstations. Without interfering with the AOD, the Action
Officer on Duty, Marc gave us a rundown on what was currently
happening, displaying websites, dynamic data presentations, tables,
maps, the works! Without digesting any of the information that
was being displayed, I was already impressed with the basic
presentation technology! Let’s face it; we’re a visual generation.
“On the grand scale of things, we’re still early in our
campaign to secure the Internet,” announced Terry, “We’ve got a
long way to go to reach 150 million users and that’s just here
within the states. System will eventually shift toward gateways
with predetermined levels of security and you’ll either be on the
inside or the outside.
Services that aren’t economically supportable without
connections to the Internet economy will fall by the wayside. It’s
sort of like what happened when music CDs made vinyl LPs
disappear. Of course in this case, economics is not the only driving
force. The price of security and the cost of terrorism can’t be
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measured simply in dollars and cents. We know that ‘peace of
mind’ is worth a great deal to most of us, and we’re willing to give
up some things of lesser importance in order to attain it and keep
it.”
As I listened to Terry, my mind drifted off for a moment as
I compared the freedoms that we now have against the openness in
which he and I had grown up. Sure some terrible things did happen
to people back then, even right here in the good old U.S. of A. We
were naïve and innocent at first but we grew up as a society and we
matured. We even got smarter! The very fact that he and I were in
an office building in downtown Washington, attempting to use
powerful tools to reshape the security of the world; that was an
overwhelming thought to me. If we can secure the Internet, we’ll
have a safe foundation for shared interactions that can change our
lives and maybe the ‘real’ world in the process. I’m still convinced
that we will soon be able to craft the future into alternative futures
and that will far surpass anything that’s been previously handed
down to us by our ancestors.
All systems were working and the tracking processes were
in place, but that’s about all I could conclude at this point. The
attention of the press was superficial thus far, merely a factual
reporting of 'an initiative’ that had sprung up in the business world.
There was no significant data yet to start a buzz or to get some
speculation going on what the outcome would be. Perhaps there’d
be more to work with after a couple of weeks. Eventually, there
needed to be a spark, something that could start a roaring fire.
Could immersive portals provide that spark? I don’t think so, not
by themselves. Hell, even the tragedies of 9/11 only woke up the
nation briefly. I hope that portals will smoke out new people and
get them into the loop, involving them with real issues like terror,
poverty, hatred and fear.
When dynamic individuals and the power of the Internet
combine globally, watch out. Anything can happen. When you’re
skeptical about what you’re seeing on television or reading in the
papers, don’t waste time bad-mouthing the media, bypass it! I’m
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insulted to no end when I try to watch the news on television and
some journalist is telling me what I’m looking at or what I'm
hearing, and it’s contrary to what I’m seeing on the news! Go into
an immersive portal and use your own instincts! Take the pulse of
a foreign country by connecting with its people! What is a country
anyway? Isn’t it just an area defined by the people that inhabit it?
“Marc, this is terrific,” I commented, “This certainly gives
you the capability to keep you on top of things. It’s simply
fascinating to me what you’re able to do now.”
“And it’s only going to get better,” he promised. “I
guarantee it”
“That reminds me,” I added, “I brought some finalized
portal software with me for you guys to check out.”
“I’ve already got you covered,” said Marc. “Corey sent us
some copies also and the folks here have already been checking it
out.”
“It’s pretty slick too,” added the AOD, “particularly the
Mac version. Here’s how iChat videoconferencing comes across
with their new OS.” And with that, the largest screen above his
console lit up and there was Corey on the left third of the screen
and Steve on the right third! “Hello Washington, welcome to
Spokane!” and “Greetings from Tucson too!” they chimed. A wide
shot of the Operations Center commanded the center third of the
screen and a smaller inset showing the AOD was in the lower
foreground. “The gang’s all here and we’re all doing great,” said
Tom, who was the AOD today.
“Terry, as you can see,” said Corey, “video chat is another
tool that’s now available to Internet users on a broad scale; and it is
so easy to use too.”
“Here’s an even simpler option, Bob,” said Steve. “I can
insert what I’ve called a Cameo, as a high definition video stream
that’s broadcast live to everyone that is connected to that IMP, and
it appears in the portal’s vista as a headshot of myself. Users don’t
need any special hardware to view video like this. All they need is
a computer that has the IMP access software installed.”
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“Now I know why I retired,” I added. “I could never have
kept up with you guys.”
“What do you mean?” challenged Corey, “We’re only
doing what you’ve taught us to do. Remember, Bob, we create this
software for kids! If we don’t make it easy for them to use, we’ll
never keep their attention. They’ll jump on this because they can
and it’s free! You’re the real innovator here today. Anybody can
do this!”
“You know that I know your fibbing,” I replied, “but I’ll
accept your flattery graciously. I’ll be traveling overseas soon and
will need all the help I can get. I’ll be trying to find you some IMP
visitors that can do some regional development for us. Actually,
they’ll do it for themselves but they’ll be the first ones and we’ll be
learning from them at the same time.”
“Sounds great!” they chorused, “We’ll look forward to
meeting them and working with them. That’s all we have for now.
We hope you enjoyed our visit this morning.”
“Immensely!” bellowed Terry, “and we thank you all for
everything that you’re doing!”
With that, Tom went through an informal signoff with
Steve and Corey and reverted back to monitoring the networks.
Marc took Terry and me into his office across the hall and we
talked more about how things were going. “I think that the
campaign got off to a great start,” he told us, “and I can’t wait to
see where we’ll be in a month or two. Personally, I feel that this
has been one of the best launches that I’ve been a part of. And I
truly mean that, Terry, and you know that we’ve both been through
a few super ones.”
“That’s great to hear,” I said, “and it looks like you don’t
need any input to start running teasers for immersive portals.”
“No sir, we don’t; you’ve got that right,” said Marc. “Corey
and Steve have been doing their part to warm up this crowd. When
we heard that you were coming up, we checked out their software
over the weekend and we’re now portal zealots! As they said, that
stuff is extremely easy for people to use, even for the likes of me.”
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“Wonderful!” I replied. “Let’s hope that your instincts are a
sign of things to come.”
94
Terry suggested that we go directly back to his house
and sit out on the deck. “It’s been a long week,” he offered, “and
I think that we already know all the details of what we’re up
against. Let’s just sit back and talk about nothing. I think it would
do us both a world of good. How’s that sound to you? Can we do
that this afternoon?”
“That’s what I like about you,” I replied. “You are always
thinking ahead for me.”
Patti wasn’t there to greet us when we arrived. Terry said
that he thought she’d gone to a community meeting and that we’d
still get a chance to surprise her when she came home. We found
our way out to the back deck and Terry grabbed a couple of beers
for us along the way. It felt good to just stretch back on the lounge
chair in the warm afternoon sun. “I knew that I needed this,” began
Terry, “but I can never quite tell how you’re doing.”
“I needed it too,” I confirmed, “but probably for a different
reason than you. I hope I’ll have enough stamina to run off to Iran
next week. I’m not sure what to expect. I really haven’t had any
contact there for over 30 years and I know it will be different.”
Terry sighed, “For what it’s worth to you, I believe that
you’re doing the right thing, attempting to do something good. You
shouldn’t have any reservations about that. Because you are who
you are, I am certain that you will be what makes the difference,
no matter what choices you make.”
“What time will you be talking to Mitzi?” he continued.
“I’ll meet with her first thing, at about 8:30, and then I’ll
wing it from there. I’ve already asked her about finding resources
to support the server capacity needed for a network of portals. I’d
like her to help us find some regional IT specialists to help drive
IMP development and to fund a KMGI ad campaign to help
JustDoIT market IMPs. On the international level, the incentive of
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open connectivity with a connected Core is what I hope will lure
users, with the security switch as the price of admission. If we
don’t create ways to share our future with the people of the world,
I suspect that the future that we will share won’t be very nice.
We’ve shown the world that we have the economic power and the
military muscle; they already know that. But can we muster
enough commitment, understanding and intellectual wisdom to see
the future through the eyes of those less fortunate? Do you think
that we can get an industry-wide commitment for real information
security around the world, Terry? God, I hope so.”
“Sweet Jesus, Bob,” gasped Terry, “it sounds like you’re
planning to save the world and not just securing the Internet. I’m
not sure if that’s what Mitzi is looking to you for.”
“But don’t you see, Terry,” I protested, “they’re linked
together! When people truly understand the problems they share,
they can solve them. Maybe we’ve lived in our world of mutually
assured destruction for too long and now we don’t know how to
deal with the differences of others. If we don’t communicate with
one another we may never know these worlds or even understand
them, much less care about them. Way back when, I personally
knew several Iranians as the people that we were trying to help! I
do not like the saber-rattling sounds that you can hear in this town
these days and I just can’t ignore it anymore, for everyone’s sake.”
“Maybe Stan and Mitzi will be able to help you out there,”
Terry replied. “At least they represent a start.”
“It’s simply the way that I feel and I can’t help that. I won’t
even try to sort out Iranian politics. I’ll leave that to the people. I
was there when the Shah was in power 30 years ago. That world
was changing dramatically then and it changed even more after our
State Department broke off relations with them in 1980. It’s still
changing today only now it’s at Internet speed!
I just don’t understand how the Europeans are willing to
work with Iran and yet we’re not. It’s somewhat akin to when we
wanted to go to war with Iraq and the rest of the world didn’t want
us to and look where that’s gotten us. Those feelings have become
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much easier to understand now that we’re into the ugly phase of
things In Iraq. We can’t have that happen again, anywhere. There’s
no justification for it, especially in Iran.”
“Maybe there is no justifying it to you and me,” said Terry
directly, “but there are others that see it as being linked to oil and
the politics of energy.”
“You want energy politics? I’ll give you energy politics!” I
shouted. “Tomorrow we can declare that our automobiles must be
run on hydrogen and that we’ll no longer have to be dependent on
oil from the Middle East. Will that solve the problems there? No,
not really, because in the very near future, China’s total energy
needs will be double what ours are today, and that will place more
pressures on the global economy than Detroit SUVs ever did.
Global economies are already so closely tied together that when
others have a problem, everyone feels it. Can we tell Beijing that it
can’t expand its nuclear energy program in the same way that
we’re trying to stop Tehran today? I don’t think so. Will we learn
more about China’s people soon? Yes we will because within five
years, there will be twice as many Chinese that share the Internet
with us than there are American users today. Do we need to know
more about the true needs of China? Unequivocally yes.”
“Are you sure that you’re ready for all this,” asked a very
serious Terry. “You seem to have things all pent up inside of you.
You definitely needed this break, but for different reasons than I
did. I’m not sure what I can do to help you with these issues but I
agree with you totally on your basic premise that the Internet and
its security are very key to all of our futures.”
“Terry,” I replied, “I used to find myself waking up in the
middle of the night and always wondered why. Since I’ve been
involved with trying to change reality with help from you and
Steve and everyone else, I’ve been sleeping like a baby and feeling
like a new person. I’m doing something now. If it doesn’t last, I
might decide to become a permanent fixture on your deck.”
Suddenly, Patti opened the door from the kitchen, “What
are you boys up to out here? Are you skipping school today?”
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“No, my love,” replied Terry, “I needed a little advice on
how I might help to save the world and Bob was kind enough to
take the time to come out here and review the fine points with me.
We were just about to decide what endeavor should be tackled
next, and you waltzed through the door to remind us of what was
important.”
“It’s good to see you again, Bob,” she said, as she hugged
me and kissed my forehead on her way to kissing Terry hello. “Are
you guys taking me dancing tonight?”
“We would,” said Terry,” but Bob here is running off to
Iran on a secret adventure and so in preparation for the trip he’s
trying to conserve his energy.”
“Is that true, Bob?” she responded. “That sounds like an
awful lot of fun. Secret huh! Are you excited?”
“A little,” I replied. “I haven’t been there in over 30 years
and I’m sure the changes will be quite dramatic. I’ll be traveling
with an old friend and I hope to finalize my plans with him
tomorrow. We’ll probably leave sometime within the next two
weeks.”
“How about I make some spaghetti and meatballs for
supper? Then we can sit back and sip some Lambrusco over ice
and mellow out for the rest of the evening.”
“That sounds wonderful to me,” I said. I knew that
tomorrow was going to be tough for me and that I’d need all the
energy and gray matter that I could muster to survive it.
We spent a wonderfully leisurely evening of good food and
good company at the Nicholas home, and we talked about
everything from Congressional funding of Public Radio to car
bombings in Baghdad. What a strange way we have of relaxing!
I can’t imagine what it must be like to be there now with
that constant threat of terrorism. After I’d lived in Saigon during
the war, I used to respond uncontrollably to loud noises. That
reaction stayed with me for several years after I’d left Vietnam. I
can’t conceive of a life that’s constantly plagued by such fears.
Somehow we need to find a way to cure this disease called
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hopelessness and bring a new era of prosperity to the Middle East.
If what we’re trying to accomplish can move that part of the world
in a positive direction, it will be worth committing every resource
that we have to insure that it happens.
95
Terry and I listened to the radio’s morning news and
the traffic reports as Baxter drove us to our appointed rounds. It
wasn’t a morning for conversation. We had both purged our brains
last evening and now we were lost in two separate worlds of
thought, tied to our day’s events. When we dropped Terry off in
front of his office, he asked me to call and let him know what
happens so that he could plan the rest of his day wisely. He has
always tried to look ahead for me. I guess that’s what a friend is
supposed to do.
As I got out of the Lincoln at Mitzi’s, her housekeeper was
already opening the front door in anticipation of my arrival. We
said our good mornings and she took me directly to the library
where I found Mitzi standing in the doorway that opened to the
garden.
“Good morning, Bob,” she said. As she turned, she took my
hand and walked me into the garden. Squeezing my hand, she
continued, “Isn’t this the most glorious morning that you have ever
seen? Just smell that air!”
The garden was lush and the cool morning air was heavy
with the scent of night-blooming jasmine and Shalimar. I thought
to myself, ‘if I can continue to control the rush that this woman
seems to arouse in me then there will be absolutely no limit to
what I’ll be able to accomplish with the rest of my life.’ “It a
perfect morning,” I agreed, “and this garden is a special place. I
think that I’m ready to take on the whole world now.” I squeezed
her hand and led her over to where the coffee was set up. “How do
you take your coffee?”
“Black with one sugar,” she replied. She sat down at a
wrought iron café table for two that was sheltered by a leafy maple
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near the edge of a large flowerbed. When I joined her at the table,
delivering two steaming coffees for us to nurse, she asked. “Are
you ready to start traveling?”
“I think so,” I smiled, “but I hadn’t planned on a trip to Iran
quite this soon. What do you think of the idea? I wasn’t sure if
you’d find it premature?”
“No,” she replied, “I’m certain it will be just fine. Stan had
asked me to be supportive in whatever way I could if you decided
to go with him. I see no problem at all. As a matter of fact, it may
provide you with a perfect opportunity to do some good where it’s
badly needed. Did you bring your passport with you?”
“Yes, I did,” I said. “Stan told me that he’d connect me
with people while I was here who would be able to help get things
set up on this end.”
“May I introduce you to your one-stop Middle East travel
service,” she smiled. “And you were concerned about keeping your
commitment to me; I think that’s sweet. I wish that I was going
with you, but it is not a good time for me right now; maybe another
time.
Stan is an Islamic arts expert and an academic. Since you
are neither, your relationship to him will be as an investor, a
private collector of antiquities. The purpose of your visit to Iran
will be to meet with some Persian collectors, who are interested in
buying back some priceless carpets and prayer rugs that were
smuggled to the West many years ago. People like you and Stan
can help them find such items and make that happen.”
“Really?” I was smiling now. “Have you ever considered
working as a career counselor? I think that you’d be terrific at it.
May I ask what part you will play in all this?”
“Of course, Bob,” she cooed, “I’m your official mystery
woman and you know me intimately as Misty rather than Mitzi.
Does that help clear things up for you?”
“Do you realize that it’s not even nine o’clock yet and
you’ve already started to pick on me?” I retorted. “At least let me
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get another cup of your wonderful coffee before you take off the
gloves. Would you like more coffee too?”
“No, not yet,” she said, “but remember, you’re the one that
made the smart remark about career counseling. I just wanted to
make sure where you were coming from and that you could keep
your sense of balance. You realize that you have chosen a
particularly delicate region of the world in which to begin your
work. But who knows, there just might be the right balance of
technology and politics in Iran today for you to strike gold there
right away. And believe me, if Stan Walters hadn’t been an old
friend of yours, you and I would never be having this conversation.
Maybe it’s all simply kismet.”
“Ensh’allah,” I replied. “You told me before that you
wanted to build an intelligence network and create access to
rational thought. I can agree with you and help you to do that but I
also want to take your goal a step further. Not only do I want to
deny terrorists access to my world, I also want someone to take
some actions to reverse the ‘terrorism’ that Congress imposed on
us with its Digital Millennium Copyright fiasco and make sure that
these corporate copyright lawyers are reined in as well!”
“That still bothers us too and we’re working on that. I
noticed that Creative Commons has endorsed your security
initiative and I was glad to see that,” she continued. “As the
technology landscape continues to change, security must be a
fundamental consideration to all of it. As I see it from here on out,
security policy should not be used to inhibit sharing and creativity
on the Internet.”
“I believe that we’re in sync, Mitzi,” I told her. “Why don’t
we get Stan on the phone to make sure that we’re all on track right
from the beginning?”
“Let’s go back into the library,” she said. “I have a
speakerphone in there that we can use to call him.”
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“Stan, this is Mitzi,” she began, “and I’ve got Bob
Marchant with me.”
“Well, good morning to two of my favorite people,” he
replied. “What are we going to be doing today? Something
interesting I hope.”
“I’m not sure what’s on your schedule but Bob is here and
he’s chomping at the bit to go running half way around the world
with you,” she confirmed. “I’ll be sitting this one out but I plan to
help you with this adventure from right here in whatever way I
can.”
“That’s great news, Bob,” he exclaimed, “I was hoping that
you’d work things out and be able to come with me. If we can
arrange to leave from here a week from tomorrow, it will get us
there on their weekend and give us a chance to catch up on the 12hour time difference. As you remember, their Sunday is our
Friday. How does that sound to you?”
“We might as well get this show on the road,” I replied.
“I’m as ready as I’ll ever be.”
“Mitzi, if you can get his passport over to Jim Daley this
morning, he’ll clear him for travel with me right away. A week
from tomorrow will be the 15th and hopefully he can get what he’ll
need back to you by tomorrow. Bob, I’ll get Continental to issue
you electronic tickets through New York. We’ll switch in Paris to
Air France, and that will take us on into Tehran. Pack for about a
week, but still plan on traveling light and don’t worry about being
too resourceful. Tehran has become quite a modern city over the
last 30 years. Anything that you think you’d need is already
available there. Just concentrate on bringing your brain, Bob,” he
instructed. “You’ll find that it’s the best tool that you’ll use on
your visit. I will make sure that you meet a mix of people on
several fronts; some could be important to your follow-on efforts.
Because the situation is so complex there, it’s hard to predict just
how things are going to work out. I guess, in that sense, it’s a lot
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like it is here, so it’s best just to cover all the bases. Do you need
anything from me?”
“No, not that I know of right now,” I replied, “but maybe
I’ll think of something later.”
“Don’t worry,” said Stan, “there’ll be lots of time en route
for us to go over who we’ll most likely be meeting with and what
you can expect. Also, if you want to play tourist, let me know what
you want to do and I’ll see what we can work into the schedule.
Tehran still has much of what we remember that made it special
but it has grown dramatically.”
“You’d better make it a good experience for him,” added
Mitzi, “because this is going to be his first stop on our international
campaign to bolster Internet security for everyone. In my mind,
and in his too, it’s the first step in defeating disruptive forces, such
as al Qaeda and others like them that exploit the weak and the
impoverished. We have to stop their misuse of those resources,
which were originally built for sharing and intended for the benefit
of all. It’s important that we help Bob to succeed with this one
from the very beginning. The terrorist’s unfettered access to our
technical tools has got to become a thing of the past and this is the
start of a worldwide commitment to do just that.”
“I want you both to know that I appreciate the things that
you’re trying to accomplish,” I interjected. “I’m not quite sure of
the forces that brought us together but I believe in the difference
that people-to-people communications can make. I want to spread
that force around the globe and use cyberspace to influence and
alter our real world for the better. I know that it can and that
eventually it will, and I can’t think of any better people to be
working with to try and make that happen. Thanks again.”
“Thank you Bob and thanks, Stan,” said Mitzi. “I’m going
to wrap this up for now and get your show on the road, as Bob
says. I’ll take care of everything here and I’ll keep you up-to-date
on any follow-up that needs your help. I wish you well, Stan; so
long.”
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“Thanks again Mitzi, you and I will talk soon. Bob, I’ll see
you in New York next week and I’m looking forward to it,” and
with that Stan then disconnected.
“OK Bob,” said Mitzi, “your clock is running. Now what’s
on your mind? What can I do for you?”
“I guess I sometimes wonder if this is all real,” I told her.
“The last time I was on an adventure with Stan, we were haggling
with carpet merchants in the Tehran bazaar over a couple of
hundred year old kilims and a three-meter Serafian that I still have.
Those were heady days back then that I’d almost totally forgotten
about it until now. Then it all seemed quite natural. Being pulled
back into it today almost seemed a little unnatural.”
“I understand, Bob,” she said forcefully, “but there is so
much more to you since then. You have this wealth of experience
and perspective to contribute now that had almost escaped us.
Please believe me when I tell you that when I first met you, I was
truly delighted that Stan had connected us up. You have a unique
way of seeing things and I liked you instantly. I can’t wait to see
what will result from your trip.”
“Now unless you’ve got anything else for me at this time,
give me your passport and let me get Jim working on your papers.
I know that you’ll need to get back to Florida and get ready to
travel, so it will be best to get this done quickly. Hanging around
Washington will only get you into trouble,” she smiled. “Why
don’t you tend to Turnaround today and give me a call later in the
morning. I should have everything back by ten o’clock tomorrow.”
“That’s fine with me,” I replied. “Maybe you can meet up
with Terry and me for lunch then. I’d like you to finally meet each
other. I think that you’d like him and he’d like you as well.”
“I’m sure I would and perhaps that could work out,” she
said. “Let’s see what’s happening when you call.”
We continued talking as she walked me to the front door. I
found that her personalizing manners were very exciting; a fact
that I’m certain was unknown to her. They were really nothing but
small gestures… the softening of her voice, a warm smile, her
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hand touching my forearm as she emphasized a point. She
heightened my senses, but made me uneasy at the same time. She
was all business, no doubt, but she was all woman as well.
I had never thought of myself as a guy who was constantly
on alert for the opposite sex. I used to believe that I’d matured
beyond that and that I had removed myself from that world a long
time ago. Maybe, as it turns out, I’m not much different than the
rest of them, but in this instance I knew that there was simply no
need to be tempting fate. I shall just enjoy basking in her charm.
Her goodbye was warm and she paused to slowly close the
front door behind me. I walked across the bricks to where the car
was waiting. “All set Baxter,” I said as I opened the door and slid
into the back seat, “Let’s go see what Mr. Nicholas is doing.”
97
“You’re back sooner than I anticipated,” said Terry as I
walked into his office. “I’m happy to report to you that the New
York Times had a short blurb in the business section this morning,
saying that the promotional campaigns of Project Turnaround were
starting to raise some awareness for Internet security. What’s new
on the international front?”
“The Internet now officially has a new champion for the
enhancement of international security,” I boasted, “and I hear that
he’s very good.”
“Sounds impressive,” said Terry. “I guess that means
you’re abandoning me to do all your work here while you go to
Iran to play with your old friends.”
“You’re just trying to lay a guilt trip on me and take all the
fun out of it,” I retorted. “I bet you’d go in a minute if you didn’t
have so much to do here. Who talked you into all this anyway?” I
teased.
Terry just looked at me and winced, “I think it was some
guy with an email problem!”
I laughed, “That is just about how all this came about, isn’t
it. For a while I thought it was because there was this guy I knew
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who’d gotten me thinking about parallel worlds! Does that ring any
bells, Mr. Nicholas?”
“We’ll have to continue this later,” he said. “I could
definitely go for some lunch at Clyde’s.”
“You know, Terry, that’s an outstanding idea. I think I’m in
the mood for a Bloody Mary and a cheddar burger,” I agreed, “if
that gives you any sense for how I’m feeling.”
“Like I told you before,” he said, “it sounds like you’re
getting prepared to save the world and I think that’s great!”
We had beat the lunch crowd to Clyde’s today and our
favorite booth in the back was empty. After ordering drinks, Terry
jumped right in to the subject at hand. “OK,” he asked, “what’s
your game plan? When are you planning to travel?”
“A week from tomorrow,” I replied. “My passport was sent
for processing today and Mitzi hopes that she’ll have it back in the
morning. I told her that I’d check with her tomorrow and that
hopefully the three of us could meet for lunch. I think that you two
should meet so that I can have another perspective of her beside
my own. She simply amazes me. It’s as if she effortlessly keeps on
top of everything, but yet she seems to have the ability of doing it
from a gut level. She’s not pretentious or overbearing and she’s
obviously quite bright; but I still can’t figure her out.”
“I do want to meet her,” replied Terry. “You’ve already
made me quite aware of how special she is and since I’ll now be
sharing you with her, I think that it’s about time that we met faceto-face.”
“I still don’t know where she fits but it’s more than obvious
now that she is tied closely with Stan. I guess that she specializes
in Islamic art too,” I teased.
“Yea, right,” cried Terry, “and I’m the exiled heir to the
Pahlavi throne! Do you have any specific plans for what you’ll do
when you get there?”
“Not really.” I replied. “Stan said that he’d make sure that I
met an assortment of people who represent some of the different
factions there that might be important to ‘our efforts.’ We didn’t go
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into it any deeper than that. I’ll be flying up to New York to marry
up with him and we’ll go on to Tehran from there by way of Paris.
We’ll be spending lots of time together and I hope he’ll give me
more insight on the way over. I’m counting on it.”
“Hell, just the contrast of today’s Iran with what you
remember should tell you oodles about the country. You’ll
probably never know much more about Stan than you already do
though so I wouldn’t even worry about that one,” he advised.
“That’s definitely a very good point,” I conceded, “ so I’ll
leave it at that for now. Why don’t we talk about Turnaround for a
while instead? How do you see things developing?”
“I think it’s going good, so far,” he said. “Hell, we’re only
a week into the campaign so it’s too early for the numbers to have
any significance. But it won’t be long before the carriers will have
collected enough data to project how much the increases in per unit
costs for systems security will impact their capital investment
plans. Since a lot of the underlying costs are associated with the
government-mandated upgrades, they might see their profits get an
initial bounce from the improvements, just because the costs of
some of the investments in this first phase would be distributed
over a larger base and will show up as minimal.”
“If you say so,” I replied.
“Well you asked!” Terry snapped. “Where is your mind
this afternoon anyway?”
“It’s like I said to Mitzi, I sometimes wonder if this is all
real,” I replied. “The last time I was in Tehran, I felt this wonderful
mix of East and West. And I had no fear of hostilities toward me as
an American because we were all working together. I had totally
forgotten those heady days until Mitzi and I started to discuss them
this morning. Then it seemed quite natural; today I’m not so sure.”
“Hell, Bob, that’s exactly why this trip will be so good for
you. Things in the media are not always as they appear to be and
you know that. I think that’s exactly what you’re wanting to dispel
about the Iranians right up front if I read you correctly,” he replied.
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“You are right once again, my friend,” I said. “Now I know
why Patti keeps you around. It’s just that my mind’s going a
thousand miles an hour now in anticipation of the trip and I just
want to get on with it. This next week will probably be the slowest
in my life!”
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I told Terry that I thought I needed to try and
disengage for a few hours and just let my mind settle down.
Things seemed to have been moving too fast and too furiously for
me over the past twenty-four hours and I felt like I needed to go on
cruise control for a little bit. He suggested that he could drop me
down at the Georgetown Waterfront, which had been wonderfully
restored several years ago. From there I could just stroll along the
Potomac for a while. He said that if that didn’t cure my ills, I
should shop in some of the boutiques along the way and buy
something extravagant for Judy. I chuckled and told him that I
thought because he always gave such excellent advice to me, that
perhaps he might have missed his true calling. He said that he
wasn’t sure what that might be, but in my present state of mind he
didn’t dare to ask.
Baxter stopped to drop me at the Waterfront on their way
back to the office.
“Call when your head has cleared and we’ll swing by to
retrieve you wherever you end up,” said Terry.
“I don’t think that there’s any need for that,” I said. “I’ll
just catch a cab back to the office when I’m done.”
“Nonsense!” said Terry. “All that would do is kill a perfect
excuse for leaving the office early. Just give me a call when you’ve
finished and we’ll snatch you up and take you home to Patti. She’ll
change your mood; that’s her job.”
“That’s a deal,” I said reluctantly and they pulled away
from the curb. This day started out as beautiful morning and it had
now turned into a magnificent afternoon. It was a weekday, so the
town didn’t seem to be crowded with tourists, but it was busy. I
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walked along the ribbon of decking that ran between the old brick
pavers and the Potomac. With my hands in my pockets, I let my
arms go limp and whistled a tune that set my pace. The afternoon
sun warmed my body as the river’s breezes cooled me, and I could
feel the tightness in my shoulders start to dissipate. I laughed to
myself as I thought, ‘you should have been a doctor, Terry; that’s
what I was thinking; your true calling may have been to be a
doctor…’ I’ll have to tell him that later.
I’ve always thought of Washington as a fun city and part of
that appeal is the result of its international visitors and residents.
Some 180 countries have embassies or consulates here. The
opulent mansions that serve as the offices and homes to diplomats,
statesmen, writers and artists are primarily in a lovely area of town
called Embassy Row. It stretches south along Massachusetts
Avenue from Observatory Circle where the vice president's
Victorian residence is located, to Dupont Circle where almost
every variety of ethnic cuisine imaginable can be sampled in
neighborhood restaurants. Nearby New Hampshire and Rhode
Island Avenues are also influenced by the dense diplomatic
population and there are wonderful hotels as well throughout the
area that cater to these foreign visitors.
I especially enjoy it when I spot a foreign family, quite
often clothed in the traditional dress of their country as they tour
our museums and monuments and visit the institutions and
symbols of our democracy. I sometimes wonder how difficult the
experiences are for them when compared to the worlds of their
birth. We sometimes forget how dramatic cultural differences can
be. While the Internet has helped to close the economic gaps across
borders, it has threatened some of the very foundations of several
cultures. It will be interesting for this foreigner to gauge his own
reactions to cultural differences once again next week. Hopefully,
better communications will increase our understanding and soften
the impact of our differences. Look how far we’ve come in just my
lifetime. Now think of how far the world might be able to advance
within our children’s lifetimes.
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This stroll was almost like being on the beach at Jupiter
Island. Amazingly, fresh air and sunshine and a positive attitude
can work wonders on a person’s sense of well-being. I decided to
sit on a bench for a while and become the observer rather than the
observed. Equally relaxing, it gave me time to daydream without
the fear of falling into the river! Now I needed to give some
serious consideration to shopping for Judy. I don’t think a souvenir
plate of the US presidents is quite her style. Maybe something
different and fashionable from a fine Georgetown shop for women
would do the trick.
I had walked quite a bit, so I decided to catch a cab back
into the heart of Georgetown to try my hand at shopping. I asked
the driver to take me to whatever fine ladies boutique he
recommended there. He suggested a new shop called ‘Betsey
Johnson,’ which could have been Howard Johnson to me, and we
were off. It turned out to be a bright, fun place and I let one of the
sharp, young salesclerks talk me into a brightly colored, bold print
dress that looked like Judy. Dare to be bold, Mr. Marchant. Go
where no one else has gone before. I called Terry to tell him I was
at Betsey Johnson’s on Wisconsin.
“I know where it is!” he cried, “I’m married to a
fashionable woman, too. Hold on to your wallet; we’ll be there in a
few minutes.”
“Too late,” I replied. “They’re already boxing up my
treasures for me.”
“Well you’d better get out of there now, while the getting’s
good” he said. “We’ll pick you up in front of the store.”
“I’ll be there watching for you. And Terry,” I said, “I feel
great! That’s what I was trying to tell you before. You should have
been a doctor.”
“Right,” he replied, “Baxter and I will pick you up shortly.”
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The rescue team was there quickly and we were on our
way to Fairfax Station. Terry said he was glad that I was feeling
better because he wasn’t licensed for dispensing much more than
advice. “Would you also recommend cinema therapy?” I asked.
“Sometimes I like to escape to a great movie and Spielberg’s new
War of the Worlds has just been released. Would you and Patti be
game for something like that tonight? I’ll buy the popcorn.”
“That might be fun,” he agreed. “There’s a Sony Theater
Complex at Tyson’s Corner and I’m sure that it’s playing there.
We’ll check with Patti when we get home. She usually likes those
kind of big budget productions, and that one’s reported to be a
good one.”
“If I can just stay loose enough to get through tomorrow,” I
said. “Hopefully, Mitzi will get my passport back in the morning
and I’ll be able to catch a flight back to Florida in the afternoon.
I’m sure everything will work out, but I’m still a little out of
practice in dealing at this pace and at these levels. I’m also a bit
sheepish for not letting Judy in on the entire roundabout story right
from the beginning. I didn’t want her to worry about anything
unnecessarily, particularly when some of it raises personal safety
issues and the specter of terrorism. I plan to tell her all about
what’s been going on after I get back from Tehran. Hopefully, I’ll
feel more comfortable talking about everything by then.”
“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” said Terry, “you’ll see. Just try to
relax and hang in there.”
“Thank you, Doctor Terry,” I replied. “I know that you’re
right as always.”
When we got to Terry’s, Patti jumped at our offer for a
‘night at the movies’ and we all had a much-needed diversion,
complements of Mr. Spielberg and Mr. Cruise. More than
anything, it drove home what can be done by a group of talented
people with a budget of $135 million. The film, a devastating
mixture of special effects, was a reasonably faithful retelling of the
original H. G. Wells classic. While I’ve seen several generations of
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CGI-based blockbusters evolve, I’m still in awe every time at what
ends up projected on the screen. When Robbie, Cruise’s son in the
film, tries to comprehend the destruction that is taking place, he
brought all of us back to reality when he asked, “Is it terrorists?”
And I thought, ‘kids today probably don’t differentiate
much between ET and al Qaeda. With the memory of the terrorism
of 9/11 and Oklahoma City still fresh in the minds of most of us,
that is probably not atypical of how an American teenager might
react!’ Oh well, so much for our escaping the real world. We
talked about the movie on the way home, wondering if it measured
up to some of our better film experiences. Then of course we
argued, in a fun and friendly manner, about the relative merits of
our favorite movie moments. I did learn one thing; don’t put down
anyone’s favorite film under any circumstance. By ten o’clock we
were home and exhausted, finally calling it quits to watch the
news.
Terry and I were in his office by 8:30 AM the next
morning. Sitting at a worktable in his conference room, we went
over the network news, the Washington papers and the daily status
summaries that he was now receiving each morning from Marc.
The press inputs that I looked at were generally positive and
upgrade requests reported so far appeared to be steady. That was
good in itself, but there wasn’t anything earth shattering going on
so far to get excited about. Perhaps by the time I’ve gotten back
from Tehran, enough data will have been generated by the carriers
to let us become more proactively involved in these upgrade
efforts. Maybe some strong endorsements or the promise of portals
could also give the conversions a boost. “Terry,” I asked, “do we
have anything scheduled yet for a KMGI marketing campaign?”
“Marc already received some preliminary information from
them and both groups have been working together to come up with
something,” he replied.
“How about actual security upgrades?” I continued. “Are
we tracking them separately?”
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“Not yet,” said Terry, “but we will. As soon as things pick
up a little and we can get some portal activity going, we’ll have
some real numbers to work with. Actually, there were already a
large number of upgrades underway as part of Homeland
Security’s original initiative. I’m sure we will be able to work
those numbers in with ours. I hope they will add some credibility
to this whole effort. Sometimes I can’t seem to get things moving
forward fast enough to suit me. Did you ever have the feeling that
time is standing still?”
“Tell me about it,” I replied. “I wanted this trip to Tehran to
be over and done yesterday. It’s like waiting for every Windows®
update that I ever installed rolled into one!”
“That bad, huh?” he laughed. “Are you about ready to
check on our lunch date? I’m anxious to meet this mystery woman
of yours.”
“Let’s hope she’s taken care of everything for me and that
she’s every bit as good as I’ve told you she is,” I replied.
I called Mitzi and she answered the phone directly. She
said that she hadn’t received my papers back yet but that they’d
been promised to be couriered to her before noon. She assured me
that she’d have them and then gave me instructions for meeting
with her at lunchtime. I told her that would be wonderful and then I
got off the phone with a smile from ear to ear. “She’s going to
have my passport for me and meet us for lunch…” I chorused, “at
the Citronelle!”
“Well, I’ll be damned,” said Terry, “the lady certainly has
good taste. This will be fun.”
100
We arrived at the Latham Hotel promptly at noon and
the Citronelle’s maître d’ advised us that Ms. Macdonald had
already called ahead to reserve a table for us and to say that she’d
be joining us momentarily. Terry and I were seated in a private
corner of the dining room where we had a full view of the
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restaurant’s entrance. Terry said that he approved because he
didn’t want to miss one moment of this long awaited meeting.
Within a few minutes, Mitzi descended the three steps that
led into the main dining area, and it was just as grand as when Liz
Taylor made her entrance into Rome in Cleopatra. Mitzi looked
absolutely stunning this morning and she paused momentarily as
Chef Marcel, who was hovering near the entrance, welcomed her
in his suave continental style - with a kiss on each cheek. As she
approached the table, we stood to greet her and I introduced her to
Terry as she handed me a plain envelope.
“It’s nice to finally put a face with a name, Terry,” she said.
“Bob has made it seem like I’ve known you for years. I actually
did see you testify on the Hill once, but that was years ago when
cable and the carriers were going head to head.”
“That was quite a while back.” Terry probed, “Were you
part of the industry then?”
“No, just an interested party,” she replied. “I’ve always
been on the lookout for changes to the industry that can result in
vulnerabilities or have national security implications. Let’s just say
that it’s been a special interest area of mine for a long time.”
“Was I eloquent?” Terry teased.
“You were magnificent!” she snapped back, and then
laughed warmly, “as best I can remember.”
The conversation was light and the lunch was wonderful, or
vice-versa. In every way, the meeting was all very pleasant. Mitzi
had obviously been close to some of the same circles that Terry
had tracked and he obviously found her interesting. She also
explained that she had obtained a current situation analysis on Iran
that was in the envelope that she’d given me, which included
background on the recent bombings in Ahwaz and Tehran and on
the politics of the recent elections. She thought that I might find
reading it of some value in preparation for the trip. I thanked her
and told her that I’d get back with her if I had any questions about
it. She told Terry that she was going to try, with my help, to pull
together some international consensus for the security initiative

234

The Last Transition…

that he and I had launched. He said he concurred that it was
absolutely necessary and that we welcomed her support.
She said that she hated to cut things short but that she had
other commitments to get to. However, she also said she was
certain that this was only the first of many such meetings we would
have to discuss our progress and our common goals. She wished
me luck in Tehran next week and said that she’d look forward to
seeing me when I return. We rose as she stood and excused herself
and she was gone in a whisper like a perfumed breeze. “That was
very pleasant,” said Terry. “She is definitely a very enchanting
woman.”
“I thought that you’d like her,” I replied. “I’m glad that you
do, because that makes me feel better as well. I couldn’t get rid of
the mixed emotions that I’ve had over abandoning you and running
off with her, particularly after everything that you have done for
me. I think that we both always knew that the international portion
of this puzzle is critical to the overall success of security. Actually
Mitzi was the only person from any corner who was gutsy enough
to shove that fact into our faces and make us admit it.”
“Joining forces with her and bringing other powers to bear
was probably inevitable,” he replied. “This has always been a
bigger issue than just you and me and we knew it. It’s been a good
run, but we’ll have to regroup with her after you get back from
your trip. She’s very classy but maybe we can talk her into going
to Clyde’s with us next time!”
“I’m sure she’d love to,” I laughed, “particularly with us.
That means that you two will have to wait until I get back from
Tehran. I don’t want you two scheming at Clyde’s without me
while I’m off evangelizing the Iranians!”
“You’ve my word on that, good buddy,” said Terry. “Right
now it’s time to get you going. Are you all ready to fly back to
Palm Beach?”
“I put my things in the car this morning,” I replied. “I just
need to have your secretary book me on the next plane headed
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south. I think United has a direct flight that I can still catch. Just
you wait; I’ll be gone and back before you know it.”
“Give ‘em hell, my friend,” he cheered. “Let’s get this
world straightened out.”
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Actions speak louder…
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I caught a direct flight with United from Reagan
National to West Palm Beach. Although I was heading back
home, I felt very strange, as if I was just setting out on my own for
the first time, like a kid fresh out of school. In the past, I’d
undertaken tasks comparable to this, but somehow I sensed that
this time the stakes for this effort were higher. I was betting my gut
understandings of human nature against the power of politics and
big media. In addition, I believed that individuals communicate
better than the more sophisticated communications systems that
have come to dominate this planet. Somehow, throughout my adult
years, I’ve sensed that the personal communication skills that were
a part of my growing up have been relegated to obscurity within
these mega-systems. But now, by way of the Internet, individual
voices were coming to the fore once more. And through portals,
I’m hoping to bring personal communications back in vogue.
Speaking of personal exchanges, the next daunting task I’m
facing is with Judy. I don’t think that she’s going to be happy with
my taking off again, particularly for about a week. I plan to tell her
that Terry and I will be doing a promotional tour of the key cities
on the East and West coasts along with Chicago and Houston. I’ll
say he’s still developing the itinerary and we’re planning to start in
New York next week. I’m sure that if I told Judy I was going to
Iran, she’d murder me on the spot with her bare hands. I’ll have to
come clean with her as soon as I return from Tehran before the
damage becomes irreparable, I’ll take her on that trip to Paris too;
it’ll be my first priority. We’ll both have earned it.
I tried browsing the papers that Mitzi had given me but my
lids began to get heavy almost immediately. I put my head back,
knowing that there’d be time for that later, and that was my last
recollection. The landing was whisper smooth, but I woke at the
sound of the tires clipping the runway. I had cheated death once
again and it was just good to be home.

238

The Last Transition…

As luck would have it, this turned out to be the weekend
that Judy had been waiting for. Il Divo was performing at the
Kravis Center Saturday evening and she had scooped up a pair of
coveted tickets for us over three months ago. Handsome beyond
description, these four exceptional young men had taken popular
songs to another level, showing that great arias and classic pop
songs are but two sides of the same coin, making them soar with
the heart-stopping quality of their vocal performances and the
arrangements. I had heard their debut album and I was as excited
about it as Judy was. Our outing helped to make the weekend
special. The dress I’d picked up in Georgetown was perfect for the
occasion, which was as much of a surprise to me as it was to Judy.
I had no idea that this was the weekend that I’d been sworn not to
miss and I had completely forgotten that I’d promised to go. My
guardian angel was unquestionably working overtime on this one,
particularly with the surprise frock to boot! The dress was perfect
and Judy looked simply beautiful in it, as usual.
I waited until late Sunday, after we’d gotten back from the
beach, to talk with Judy about my upcoming trip. I then told her
that Terry was still making travel arrangements but that we were
meeting in New York on Wednesday to start the tour. When she
asked when we were going to Paris, I vowed that after this trip was
over, taking her to Europe was definitely my first priority. “It
better be,” she warned. “I’m not going to share you with everyone
else only to be left behind in the process.” I promised her that
wouldn’t happen and asked that she just bear with me for a little bit
longer. She agreed that she would as long as my taste in women’s
fashion didn’t falter. That made me laugh.
I had already received electronic tickets from Continental,
leaving from West Palm Beach on Wednesday afternoon and
arriving in Newark by 6:30 PM where I’d meet Stan. We’d leave
by 10 PM and be in Paris before noon on Thursday. After lunch,
we would depart Charles De Gaulle on Air France and land at
Mehrabad in Tehran by 9:30 PM that night. Not bad for traveling
nearly half way around the world. Our return was set for a week
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later. I called Stan to let him know I’d received the tickets and he
said he’d meet me at the arrival gate in Newark. His plan for us
was dinner in one of the private lounges at the airport and then
we’d be on our way. “Things will happen so fast that you’ll think
that you dreamed it all,” he cautioned, “so just relax until
Wednesday and show up with your wits about you. I’m glad that
we’re able to do this together; I know it will be fun.”
“I can’t wait,” I replied, “and I’m not sure if I’ll ever be
able to thank you enough.”
“Don’t worry about it,” said Stan. “I’m actually looking
forward to traveling around with you as well.”
102
I spent Tuesday morning at the beach in an attempt to
keep my mind uncluttered. I wasn’t apprehensive; I just wanted
to try and get as much out of this trip as I possibly could. It was
unfortunate but I wouldn’t be able to gauge how successful I was
until we’d gotten home and I could look back on it. But like Stan
said, ‘we’ll be back before we know it.’
On Wednesday, Judy had lunch with me at the Lazy
Loggerhead. I took off to the airport from there. Check-in was at
three o’clock and once onboard, I’d be ready to take another shot
at the papers Mitzi had sent me. In my mind, I wanted to feel as
comfortable as could with the recent events in Iran as viewed by
the world’s media outlets. Seeing how people in Tehran tracked
with these impressions should give me a good sense of the true
situation there. It sure would be easier to have a few portals in
cyberspace where I could connect with friends and test the waters
day or night. We’ll get there eventually.
What was obvious in the assessments that Mitzi had given
to me was the absence of passion as opposed to the televised
commentaries that I’d seen on the same topics. Here issues were
plainly stated and analyses were drawn from them; no polls, no
unnamed sources, just facts. Iran’s national elections and the recent
bombings in oil-rich Ahwaz just prior to them had set world
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opinions buzzing. However, it should come as no surprise that
frustration with the Islamic Republic, the regime’s political leaders
and the religious establishment runs deep. This was not the first
sign of unrest in Ahwaz. Arabs and Persians had clashed there
previously, as recently as April. This region supplies 80% of Iran’s
oil output.
UPI quoted Iran’s President Khatami saying “these blasts
are desperate acts aimed at intimidating the Iranian people and
keeping them from participating in the presidential elections.” The
Pakistani press quoted State TV reports that either perpetrators
loyal to Saddam or an exiled opposition group had infiltrated from
southern Iraq, trying to create insecurity in Iran prior to the vote.
While some attempts were made to implicate US involvement, it is
a known fact that the Iran Revolutionary Guard had established
contact with US Forces in the past during our campaign against the
Taliban. They are still thought to consult with us and help us in
maintaining security in Afghanistan and Iraq.
Even though clerics and their conservative political
supporters have actually shut down dozens of newspapers and
magazines over the years, there is still an active and varied press in
Iran that has an important impact on the government. Aljazeera
reported that the recent bombings were not seen as a growing
separatist movement but rather as a deadly warning for the
government to address local grievances. Ethnic Arab-Iranians, who
are mostly Sunnis, feel that they are not being offered the same
opportunities as their Persian and Shia counterparts. Funny thing,
those who are protesting are not even from Ahwaz or from the
Khuzestan province. In general, it can be seen that Pan-Arabs with
political agendas are definitely exaggerating this cause. I hope that
I’ll be able to clarify some of these perspectives for myself during
the next few days.
My flight arrived at Terminal C and there was Stan waiting
for me at the gate, as he had access within the secure area as a
ticketed departing passenger. I was glad that I didn’t have to go
hunt him down because the place looked more like a mega-mall
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rather than an airport. Stan stopped at the Presidents Club there to
leave our carry-on bags, check on our Paris connection and
confirm our reservation at the nearby Gallagher's Steak House. It
offers the tradition of its 52nd Street roots to the discriminating
traveler close to the gates. If this was Stan’s normal style, I could
easily get used to his manner of travel, not withstanding the $2500
ticket that he’d had sent to me! We went directly to the restaurant
and were seated in front of a large window where we could watch
this ‘ballet of the planes’ unfold in the evening sky. The neverending activity makes one wonder ‘who are all these people and
where are they headed?’
Stan and I discussed some of the issues that were raised by
Mitzi’s papers, but because he was someone who traveled to the
area frequently, he had a different perspective of things.
“Understand Bob,” he said, “that I’ve maintained
relationships with many people in this region for over 30 years.
These are relationships that are based on mutual trust and global
perspectives and are unfettered by any political or religious factors.
My sense is that much of the current political rhetoric is for
national consumption and the West simply doesn’t know how to
deal with Eastern cultures; it goes against their grain. I’ll never
forget when the last Shah was already in exile, undergoing cancer
treatment here in the States, and someone asked him about
democracy in Iran. Old Reza Shah snapped back, “My people
aren’t ready for a democracy!” and he was right! The press had a
field day with that statement anyway and the politicians jumped all
over him, partly as a way to justify the abandonment of their
support for his government after being in bed with him for so
long.”
Stan didn’t let such talk get in the way of what was
outstanding food. I’d never pictured myself ordering a filet mignon
with sauce béarnaise at an airport, but I followed his lead and it
was definitely the correct choice for this evening. We toasted our
trip with a bottle of Australian Shiraz, Barossa Valley 2002; how
appropriate was that! It was simply a wonderful way to kick things
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off. “You’ll like my friends,” Stan continued, “and I think you’ll
see them as a perfect bridge into the heart of their country.”
“I know that they’re going to add a great deal to our overall
effort,” I said. “Do you have a list of people that we are planning to
meet with?”
“Yes, but it’s in my head,” he replied. “I’ll probably go
over who they are with you several times during the flight.
Hopefully that will give you a better frame of reference to work
from when you meet them. And please trust me, the more
information that ends up burned into your brain, the better your
interviews will work for us. Remember, I told you to ‘bring your
brain’ and that is still to be your best asset for sure. The Iranian
people already appreciate ‘smart’ and they will size you up very
quickly.”
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Boarding of the Boeing 767 was on time and efficient.
Our flight didn’t appear to be packed, maybe three quarters full
with a couple hundred people max, which I felt would make it
comfortable. There would be at least seven hours of flying to Paris
and another six hours on Air France into Tehran. With time
changes added in, it would take roughly 24 hours total to get there.
We’ll arrive just in time to go to bed tomorrow; that should be
interesting. It wasn’t long before we were airborne, climbing out
over the Atlantic. The moon was a white disc tonight and from its
reflection off the clouds you could get a sense of the black water
below. I had Friedman’s 400-plus pages of The World is Flat and
Mitzi’s intelligence assessments with me for diversion. I decided to
browse over the latter one more time and then trash it in Paris. I
don’t think that accounts of local bombings and elections are the
type of reading materials that a foreign business traveler should be
carrying into a country with him. No need to raise any concerns
unnecessarily.
I told Stan what I was thinking and he laughed, “Just the
fact that you’re carrying a US passport will make them suspicious
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of you so traveling with me has its advantages. They don’t often
see people who look like me that are fluent in colloquial Farsi
dialects. I can usually play a form of Henry Higgins on them,
telling them where they’re from while speaking to them in their
native tongue. Most find it unnerving and a little disarming.”
“I’ll follow your lead,” I replied. “I’d assume though that
most of the people that I’ll meet speak English, correct?”
“Generally yes,” he confirmed, “but because I’ve known
most of these people for a long time, we’ll speak in both languages
quite often. Things sometimes lose their subtle meanings in
translation, but you’ll have the advantage of traveling with an
interpreter whose native tongue is the same as yours. I’ll try to give
you a rundown now of the people we’ll meet with and I’ll go over
each of them with you again before we do.”
Stan said he had about a dozen people in mind to connect
me with and then we briefly discussed each of them. With the
exception of one senior official in what used to be the
Gendarmerie, they were all typically mid-level individuals within
the society involved in archeology, art, education, government,
business or religion. Two things they all had in common, he said,
were a western education, that was either a US or European based,
and strong beliefs in the future of Iran. As he spoke of them in a
first person context, I could tell that they represented more than
acquaintances; these were his friends.
I discussed with Stan that it was my intent to convey to
them the importance of our program to secure the integrity of the
Internet and why I felt that it was mandatory for Iran to lead the
way in that region. If these individuals weren’t personally involved
in the Internet now, I felt sure that they’d have associates or even
children who were. I’ll give them copies of the portal software to
explore and I’ll put out the call to drum up some native software
developers who can work with us remotely. I’d be offering a pretty
simple message and Stan said that he was sure that we’d be able to
find a very receptive audience.
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The steward announced that the movie Finding Neverland
starring Johnny Depp and Kate Winslet would be starting shortly
on the entertainment system. Individual media displays were built
into the seat backs in front of us and they offered a variety of
alternatives to pass the time. I was ready to settle in now, as they’d
already served us a light meal and they’d be offering breakfast just
as soon as the sun began to rise over the continent.
When we finally began to descend, you could see the Paris
skyline 20 miles off the right side of the aircraft as we approached
Charles de Gaulle International for landing in the bright morning
sun. Stan told me that CDG is the second busiest airport in Europe,
handling over 200,000 passengers daily. Only Heathrow has more
traffic. We had barely enough time to change planes, never mind
perusing the exclusive restaurants and shops found in this complex
of three modern terminals. Lunch with a French flavor was served
as soon as we were airborne again and I could feel that we were
now on the home stretch. Later, after they had fed us dinner and
the sunlight began to fade, I knew that Tehran was now only a
couple of hours away. Needless to say, I was ready. My internal
clock had just kicked into high gear and it was almost time for my
final nap of the trip.
104
Landing in Tehran late at night took some of the
excitement out of it. That was mainly because you couldn’t see
any of the mountains or distinguish any outlines of the sprawling
city that I remembered. As I looked out the window of the plane,
an overcast sky had killed most illumination, with the exception of
the runway markers up ahead and the beams of the aircraft’s
landing lights. “I forgot that we were landing at night,” I told Stan.
“I had hoped to catch a glimpse of something familiar.” The
wheels barked when they hit the tarmac, stopping me cold.
“You won’t recognize the place,” Stan replied. “There were
only 3 million people in Tehran when you were here last;
remember that there are now over 15 million.”
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As we taxied, I noted to Stan that the airport didn’t appear
to have changed very much.
“That’s a whole other story,” he laughed. “In the 70’s, just
after we left here, the project for a new airport for Tehran was
launched but it never got off the ground until about ten years ago.
Now called the Imam Khomeinei International Airport, it’s a
showpiece that is out in the middle of nowhere. It’s in a less
convenient location that is actually the desert, and it’s still in
transition! IKIA ended up being 25 miles south of what is now a
badly congested Tehran.
IKIA was originally to be opened in early 2004 to serve an
estimated 2.5 million international passengers annually. A Turkish
and Austrian consortium called TAV built it at a cost of $330
million. Then issues surrounding its construction, including who
would supply its fuel no less, forced several delays until midyear.
To top things off, within hours after its official opening, the
Revolutionary Guard stormed in and closed it for over a year,
citing fears for its security with ‘foreigners running the airport’
who had ‘alleged’ dealings with Israel.
It finally reopened just this past May, with the Armed
Forces declaring that security obstacles had been removed since
foreigners were no longer in charge. That could change
tomorrow.” Our plane pulled into a gate next to an IranAir 747 and
came to its final stop.
“Farda,” I said. “Pas farda. See, my Farsi’s coming back to
me already!”
“Let’s hope that’s the extent of it,” Stan warned. “What do
you think about just sticking to sa’lam al lekum and leaving the
rest to me?” Stan was fluent in both Farsi and Arabic.
“OK,” I replied. “I’ll be on my best behavior. You get to do
all the interpreting.”
“Someone from the Ministry of Education will be meeting
us and taking us to our hotel,” said Stan as we began to disembark
the aircraft. “His name is Manouchehr and he is also the one who
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made the preparations for our arrival and all arrangements for our
visit.”
We were guided to a section marked Customs that was also
‘designated for foreign travelers’ where we were given only a
perfunctory check of our passports and declaration cards before
being moved on to claim our luggage. Stan and I had brought but
one suitcase each and we were quickly passed through.
Stan and Manouchehr spotted each other simultaneously as
we entered into the passenger reception area and we immediately
moved to greet each other. “Dr. Walters,” he said as he clasped his
hand and kissed him on both cheeks. “So good to see you again.”
He then turned to me, grabbed my hand and bowed slightly from
the waist, saying, “And you must be Mr. Marchant. It’s so nice to
meet you as well. May I help you with your bags?”
“No thank you, Manouchehr,” we both chimed in unison.
“Just lead the way,” said Stan.
“We have a suite for you at the Esteghlal Grand Hotel in
Shimeran,” said Manouchehr, “where I know you’ll be quite
comfortable. I’ve been assigned to work with you for the length of
your visit. Mr. Bakhtiar will be coming to your hotel to meet with
you first thing in the morning and I’ve arranged for a breakfast
buffet for four to be delivered to your suite at 8:30 sharp; we’ll
arrive about fifteen minutes before that.”
“That’s wonderful,” said Stan. “I’m sure that we can let
you go after we’ve met with Bakhtiar and you can spend your day
off at home with your family while we lay out by the hotel pool.
How is your family anyway? I haven’t seen them for quite a
while.”
“They’re just fine,” Manouchehr replied. “My daughter
Samira is already in her second year at the university and my son
Darius has just finished high school. Of course, my beautiful wife
Farida still works at the National Museum and I know that you’ll
be seeing her there later in the week.”
“Most definitely,” confirmed Stan, “but I don’t think that’s
scheduled until Sunday.”
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The drive to the Esteghlal took us about twenty minutes.
Stan told me that when we were last here, the hotel was the old
Tehran Hilton, to which they’ve since added a new wing. It was in
the north end of the city where we both lived then and I was sure
that the view of Tehran from there would be quite spectacular in
the morning. I was quite flabbergasted at the number of tall new
buildings, obviously business complexes, that I saw lining the road
along the way to the hotel. Things had definitely changed.
Upon arrival we were checked into a lush, two-bedroom
suite on one of the upper floors, overlooking the city. The lights of
greater Tehran were twinkling where there had only been darkness
before, stretching further than I had imagined. I’m sure that the
morning light would bring me some wonderful visions and
surprises to take in. I felt as if I had just rubbed an old brass lamp
and had been transported to this magical place and given the eyes
and the senses with which to appreciate Iran as I never had before.
I was tired but wired, and I knew that I’d be wide-awake at the
crack of dawn.
105
I was waiting out on the balcony at 5:45 AM to greet the
morning desert light. Tehran was built on a high plateau that
extended to the south from the base of the mountains where we
now were. My first order of business today was to establish my
geographical orientation and get my head on straight. My next
task, with Stan’s help, would be to reach out and touch the people
of Iran. Mr. Bakhtiar, who had been a long time friend of Stan’s,
would be our first appointment for just that reason. We could be
relaxed in his presence and not waste any time in beginning our
visits. The bonus was that he was also from the Education
Ministry. Friday was the Sabbath here, the Iranian Sunday, and we
didn’t want to start out by offending anyone’s sensibilities.
We could hit our stride by Saturday and would start by
meeting with Brigadier General Mohammad Paydar of the Islamic
Revolutionary Guard. He was the son of an American-trained
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general who commanded the former IIG’s Communications
Training Schools when we were here thirty-four years ago. General
Paydar had followed in his father’s footsteps, but expanded his
communications expertise into the security field. He was another
of those people who trusted Stan. Making sure that he and others
like him recognized that increased Internet security was of the
greatest benefit to everyone was my task.
Even before the sun began to creep above the mountains to
the east, I could clearly identify the new Tehran by the sprawling,
twinkling glow from the houses and the streetlights that now
carpeted this high desert for as far as one could see. As the day
broke, from our hotel vantage point I could identify even more
dramatic changes as outlines of enormous high-rise buildings
popped into view across the landscape. Our prime location let us
also see to the north, along Zaferaniyeh toward Tajrish. In this area
where I used to live, the foothills at the base of the mountains,
enormous homes and lavish, ten-story apartment complexes had
replaced the small flats that were there. With Tehran’s majestic
mountains as a backdrop, the sight was absolutely breathtaking.
Things had changed and yet they hadn’t. As someone had later
described it, no human construction can ever compete with the
majestic beauty of the mountains surrounding Tehran.
Promptly at 8:15 AM, the concierge announced the arrival
of Mr. Ahmed Bakhtiar and Mr. Shahram Manouchehr. It was
showtime once again. Stan greeted them at the door and after he
had carried on with them for the appropriate length of time like old
school chums, I was formally introduced to Mr. Bakhtiar.
Breakfast promptly arrived and I got to know both men in a
personal, relaxed setting. Ahmed, as he insisted on being called,
and Stan had worked closely for over 20 years, going back to when
Stan had been invited to be a guest lecturer in the School of Fine
Arts here. While Ahmed’s formal training was as an engineer, he
had initially gravitated into the school’s administration, which was
how he had first met Stan. He was now the head of the Computer
Science Department and he teaches in the School of Engineering.
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“I understand that you want to make a better communicator
out of me,” began Ahmed. “How do you intend to do that? I’m
certain that my wife will be interested.”
“Ahmed, I’m sure that your communications skills are
superb,” I replied. “All I’d like to do is introduce you to some new
Internet technology that can provide you with some better tools to
work with, interactive services on a broader scale. I have your
future in mind and nothing more. How involved is Iran today with
using the Internet at its universities?”
“Quite a bit,” he replied, “but some more than others. Since
the 1979 Islamic Revolution, there were astonishing developments
in our society, not the least of which was a doubling in the
population and an increase in the number of females aspiring to a
university education. Since 1995, the trend has been that more than
half of the applicants for university access are female. More than
50% of our population today is in the 14 to 24 year age group.”
“I had no idea,” I said. “That definitely challenges the
stories of repression and negative opportunities, particularly for
Iranian women, since the Revolution.”
“Quite the contrary,” replied Ahmed, “but there are
prisoners of opinion in Iranian jails. In the national elections of the
last fifteen years, a large majority of the Iranian people, and the
youth and women in particular, have asserted their will that
reforms take place within Iran to establish democracy and respect
for human rights. Unfortunately, the conservatives are still creating
obstacles that deprive people of this. As educators, we can only
hope that our efforts will continue to change this in a positive
manner. Have you ever heard of Shirin Ebadi?”
“I don’t recognize the name,” I confessed.
“In 2003, Shirin Ebadi, a renown Iranian judge, was the
first Muslim woman and first Iranian to be awarded the Nobel
peace prize,” Ahmed said. “I had the opportunity to hear her speak
at the University on two occasions. Judge Ebadi works a lot in the
area of human rights and she’s quite an incredible woman, one of
the many in this country.”
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“I’m sure of it,” I said.
“And there will be more to come,” he replied. “Are you
familiar with our Payame Noor University? It was begun in 1989
with 50 learning centers spread throughout the country. They
established distance learning here and increased access for those
interested in pursuing university or higher education, especially
women. It paved the way for women to get their just share of
higher education. The number of Payame Noor centers gradually
increased, and today there are over 200 centers and 750,000
students in the system with the women of Iran making up over
two-thirds of them!”
“Those are pretty impressive facts,” I replied. “I had no
idea of the scope of the changes that have been going on from
media reports. I guess that’s part of why I’m here. But there is
another reason also and it should be of particular interest to you
because it involves your favorite subjects, the Internet and
computer software.
Now there’s nothing proprietary about this software. We
have developed an Open Source application that we call IMP,
meaning Immersive Multimedia Portal. IMP standardizes how
visual interactions will be handled by the Web and will sit on top
of an Apache Web Server, which is also Open Source. Our only
criterion for its use is that the hardware that the IMP software is
installed upon has to meet the next level of ISO security. In doing
so, it will better protect the overall network and its users; I think
it’s a fair tradeoff. You get global networking; everyone gets
global security. You can install the client software on any current
personal computer but to be networked beyond an IMP, you’ll
need to have the secure hardware criteria built into the server.”
“How do you plan to get this off the ground?” asked
Ahmed. “Isn’t this a ‘chicken and egg’ situation? There must be
startup costs involved. Who pays for these upgrades?”
“We’ve just started this program in the United States and
we believe it will support itself,” I replied. “The carriers are
offering free security upgrades because the long-term savings to
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them are significant. Some grant monies supported the initial IMP
software research but that software is now being turned over to the
Open Source community. My goal is to bring individual voices to
the fore once again and to add a new level of security to the
Internet. Through portals, I hope to see personal communications
back in vogue. We developed demonstration software and have
pilot IMP portals on the Internet that will allow anyone to get
involved who wants to. I’d like you to join forces with us and help
to disseminate these ideas, both formally and informally.”
I could tell from his initial reactions that Ahmed Bakhtiar
was quite intrigued by the discussion of portals and the IMP Open
Source software. He said that he agreed with me that visual
interactions would be ‘the next big thing’ in cyberspace and that it
would add another chapter to the Internet’s fantastic global growth.
When I told him that I was surprised by the amount of Internet
activity that existed in Iran, he said that he saw it as an indication
of the openness of the country, the optimism of its youth and the
insatiable desire for learning that existed there. He added that he
felt he was in a good position to introduce this information to his
friends and colleagues and to various student groups throughout
the university. I asked him if he would be able to initiate its
immediate distribution, as it might help us to measure the speed of
acceptance of this concept within a virgin community. He said that
he thought he could and promised to give it his best.
Manouchehr then said that he too might like to try his hand
at a less formal process of distribution. He said that he was aware
of how his son and his friends shared music and games over the
Internet, the same way kids do in the rest of the world and I
thought, ‘you know he’s right.’ It’s just such simple solutions that
can sometimes make the difference between success and failure.
You just never know where the next level of innovation will come
from. I told them that the pilot servers were now available online
for them to access and test. People within the Open Source
community were also available to collaborate with them and help
them with unique network and software issues.

252

The Last Transition…

Our conversation continued to cover current events in Iran
and the region and before we knew it, the minutes had turned into
hours and the morning had all but disappeared. I apologized
profusely for dominating half of their day but not for finding their
company and their commitment to their people’s future engaging.
Stan promised that we’d not take up any more of their precious
time today and that we’d continue to keep them informed on our
progress while we were there. I thanked them for their kindness,
their generosity and their support and said I hoped that we’d
continue with these interactions for a long time to come. I gave
them several of the software CDROMs to distribute and I wished
them luck. From my perspective, this was a wonderful beginning
for our visit and we’d been in country less than 24 hours.
106
We spent the afternoon relaxing poolside in an attempt
to overcome the effects of jetlag. Stan said that he wanted to be
well rested for our visit with General Paydar tomorrow. “He’s
someone who trusts us and it’s important for you to keep him in
the loop,” he stated. “But he will have to be convinced that an
increased Internet security will help him to deny access to
insurgents and dissident radicals and be good for his overall
efforts. He has a lot of input into Iran’s national policy community
for communications security and his influence is important.
Remember that his job includes keeping the borders secure.”
“I’ll give it my best shot,” I replied, “but you’ll have to
help me out on this one, since you obviously have a larger
perspective of Iran than I do. How do you see the future here?
“I think it looks pretty positive,” said Stan, “but you have
to consider the history also.”
He explained that in the 50s, the US had played a
significant role in orchestrating the overthrow of the then popular
Prime Minister Mossadegh, who had nationalized Iran’s oil
industry and thrown out the British. Though the Shah had fled to
Europe, it was our CIA agents working within the US embassy
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who returned him to his throne. The embassy hostage-takers in
1979 remembered that and feared that history was about to repeat
itself. This was all a setback for any real grass-roots political
development within this country and is why many Iranians still
distrust us today.
“Any unilateral US actions that disregard international law
or territorial sovereignty won't help our popularity in this part of
the world,” he noted, “and will tend to make the local people
nervous. Iran bounced back from its eight-year war with Iraq quite
well without our help. The youth of the country are very driven
now and in many ways they have become quite democratic.
There’s a lot of dialogue that’s taking place with them that
includes the youth of Europe and Russia. Some of it is obviously
more visible. We need to help Iran maintain its momentum, while
keeping our respective national saber-rattlers and radicals in check.
It’s a delicate balancing act for sure but we’re getting there.”
“I’m happy to hear you say these things. It gives me more
optimism for what I’d like to see happen here,” I added. “I always
thought that Iran was destined to be a stabilizing influence in this
region when we were here years ago. Maybe it will be yet. We can
always blame a lack of understanding and foreign greed for our
past problems here, but not the Iranian people! It’s all going to
change because, in deference to Friedman, the world just isn’t
round anymore.”
“I think that you’re right,” said Stan. “Let’s definitely hope
so.”
107
Stan and I were up bright and early the next morning in
anticipation of the meeting with Brigadier General Paydar, which
had been set for 8:30 AM. His headquarters was located at one of
the regional compounds of the Law Enforcement Forces in the
northwest part of Tehran just beyond the Mehrabad Airport
perimeter. Since his office had arranged for an LEF limousine to
retrieve us, the Front Desk called our suite promptly at eight
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o’clock to announce that a Lieutenant Colonel Hosein Latifi was
awaiting us in the main lobby.
As soon as the elevator doors opened we spotted Colonel
Latifi directly across the room from us in an open lounge area,
standing tall, looking smart and ready-and-waiting to greet us. Stan
spoke to him first in Farsi and then turned to introduce him to me
in English. Latifi was a handsome man in his middle forties with
close-cropped hair and a thick black moustache. “It’s a pleasure to
meet you Mr. Marchant,” he said. “I hope that you’re finding your
stay most comfortable.” His English was impeccably British.
“I’m pleased to meet you too,” I replied smiling, “but your
accent has certainly caught me off guard.”
He laughed, “I was schooled in Canterbury for four years
before studying psychology at the Sorbonne. You should hear my
Parisian accent too, but we’ll have to save that for another time.
Now, if you’re all set to leave, please follow me to the General’s
car.”
With that he turned and walked out the front entrance
toward a black Mercedez limousine that was parked under the
main portico. Its driver was standing at a military brace, with the
rear doors open waiting to assist us. This was a far cry from the
small Paykans of days gone by, which I understand they recently
stopped building in favor of some joint investments in
manufacturing facilities with Renault, Peugeot and Volkswagen. It
seems that the Europeans were definitely helping Iran to
modernize their automotive industry.
The car headed south down Zaferaniyeh toward Vanak
Circle, a route that was still familiar to me from my daily travels to
work with the Gendarmerie a long time ago. Colonel Latifi asked
me what I thought of the new Tehran and I told him that it seemed
just as exciting to me as the old one. He said that he had to agree
with me and that he hoped I’d be there long enough to feel just
how dramatic the change has been in Iran.
“My boyhood was here,” he continued, “but truly I grew up
when I was in England. And I was just getting settled in Paris
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when the Revolution picked up momentum. By the time I returned
to Iran in the mid 80s, things had pretty much hit their lowest
point. It was at that time that I joined the military and I’ve
continued to derive a lot of satisfaction from it ever since. After
beating back Iraq, we pulled ourselves ‘up from our bootstraps,’ as
you’d say, and kept our nation from falling into the abyss. We have
built all this.”
“I sense that I’ve been here before,” I said, “ but as I look
around, in an attempt to find references that I can relate to, it seems
that the scale of things is all out of proportion.”
“Give yourself a few days,” he replied, “and then maybe I
can take you on a whirlwind tour through the city. I know that
you’ll be amazed. Then, when you think about the fact that there’s
been similar growth ongoing in places like Mashhad, Isfahan and
Shiraz as well, you’ll realize that Iran today is truly a whole new
country. Tabriz today probably looks like Tehran did back in the
70s.”
Stan picked up on the conversation with Colonel Latifi, as I
seemed to find myself mesmerized by the passing landscape of
new building after new building. We finally turned off the major
highway into what at first looked like a business park. It actually
was, but it was predominantly a government complex. Our
limousine pulled up in front of a pilastered, four story building in
the central part of the compound. This was the main headquarters
building of the Law Enforcement Forces for the entire country. A
large antenna farm that supported contingency communications
services was located a few hundred yards behind the headquarters
building and toward the rear of the complex. The Iranian Flag of
the Post-Islamic Revolution hung down from a flagpole that was
fixed to what looked like a reviewing balcony. It protruded front
and center above the main entrance at a thirty-degree angle and
extended out over the steps that led to the main doors. A guard,
whose function was ceremonial, saluted first and then opened the
limousine doors for us.
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The tall, wooden doors opened to a large two-story atrium
and a grand staircase of gray marble, which led up to the second
level where Paydar’s office was located. A secretary stood to greet
us as we walked through the outer doors into his area, immediately
led us to the entrance of his paneled office and then bade us to
enter. The General rose up from behind his desk as we entered his
spacious suite. In the movie version of this meeting, Ben Kingsley,
whose portrayal of Colonel Behrani in House of Sand and Fog was
simply magnificent, would be equally well cast as General Paydar.
In his mid to late 50s, Paydar’s accent linked him closely to his
Persian past. He was proper, courteous, noble and in control.
“Welcome back to Iran,” he began while shaking my hand.
“I trust that Colonel Latifi has made sure that everything is being
properly taken care of for you. Please sit down,” he continued. “As
you know Dr. Walters and I are old friends, Mr. Marchant, but I
also understand that you were here before and that you haven’t
been back here to visit us for quite a while. Is that correct?”
“Well it has been over thirty years,” I smiled, “dating back
to when Stan and I were part of a team that was attempting to help
your father modernize the Gendarmerie.”
“He worked very hard at it,” said Paydar, “but somehow
politics and the Revolution made it almost impossible to
accomplish anything lasting back then. Unfortunately, he passed
away in 1990 so he never really got to see what the energy of our
young people has been able to accomplish the over the last ten
years. What do you think of what you’ve seen so far?” he asked
adding, “I hope this will be the first of many return visits to Iran
for you.”
“I hope so too,” I replied. “I’d forgotten how exciting it is
to actually be here. And now I’m working on a program that
perhaps can help convey that same feeling to others beyond your
borders, in direct opposition to the radical propaganda that makes
us all victims. There’s a lot of ignorance in the world that needs to
be turned around, but that will never happen if good people just sit
back and do nothing. I have no intention of letting global terrorism
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continue to undermine the common values of humanity, either in
the name of a state or a God. My plan to accomplish this begins by
putting everyone on an equal footing in cyberspace and then
opening dialogues, lots of dialogues.”
General Paydar smiled, “Stan warned me that you were
passionate but he didn’t tell me that you were fearless as well.
How can I help you?”
“Well, sir,” I began, “I know that you’re smart and I know
that you’re influential also. I want to make sure that you are well
aware of what we’ve undertaken in the States with regard to
Internet security and that you understand it. Then I want you to
help influence others to adopt a similar policy for Iran as quickly
as possible. I know that you don’t want radicals infiltrating your
borders any more than we do. We’re sharing those borders with
you in both Iraq and Afghanistan. Nor do you want terrorists
threatening the lives of your loved ones or denying you your
pursuit of happiness. Perhaps I could discuss the nature of the US’s
open source security efforts to date with some of your staff, so that
they might be aware of the positive impact that increased Internet
security can have on your own defenses. National security is the
one place where I know we can start off on a common note.”
The General paused for a moment to think about what I had
told him and then he began:
“You and I both know that the only way Iran can truly
prosper is with a healthy, democratic government which generates
sufficient income to provide the poor of my country with benefits
similar to those which smaller Gulf States offer to their people.
Our sole dependence on America in the past was a disastrous
policy. Your economic boycott did nothing but put us at a
disadvantage with that bully, Saddam. Then the US gave him
chemicals to make weapons, which he used against us. Later,”
added the General, “you used that as an excuse to attack him! I
hope you see that I’m not shy either!
The world has changed significantly since you left here,
Mr. Marchant; we’ve learned to stand on our own since that time.
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The enemies that still surround Iran have become much lesser
threats to us. You’ve destroyed the Iraqi war machine; the
Russians have been working with us since the breakup of the
Soviet Union; America saw the warning lights after 9/11 and
neutralized the Taliban and the Pakistanis are less of a threat now
by extension. We’re tired of fighting. We are very prosperous and
we want to continue to prosper. We are already working with
Europe and we are still looking for ways to have more dialogue
with your country. If you say that a secure Internet will help in this
regard, then I’m all for it and I’ll lobby hard for you on this end.
Why don’t we plan to have you come back here to the
headquarters on Tuesday and talk about this in more detail with
some of the best people on my staff?”
“I’d love to General,” I replied. “The question for this visit
is really ‘what can I do for you?’ The fact is that better security in
Iran will also help other free nations of the world to be secure. By
moving in that direction, you will not hurt anyone except those
extremists who are dedicated solely to the killing of others. I can
guarantee you that improved Internet security will hurt them.”
108
General Paydar thanked us for sharing our time with
him. He said that he’d look forward to seeing us back again on
Tuesday and that he would personally introduce Stan and I and the
topic at hand to his staff. He asked Colonel Latifi to make sure that
any special arrangements that we might need were addressed. With
that, we took our leave of the General to head back to the Esteghlal
with Latifi. The Colonel said that if we’d like, he’d have the driver
return to the hotel by a different route so that we could take in the
city from a different perspective. Heck, I was feeling so good that I
was ready for him to drive us to Isfahan. When you finally reach
that point in your life where you first use your brain and then say
exactly what’s on your mind, your life is just beginning. We
deliberately hadn’t scheduled anything for the afternoon. We put
ourselves totally in the hands of Colonel Latifi and asked him if he
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could take us to a place where we could partake of traditional
Persian dishes and requested that he join us. We would figure out
something more constructive to do after lunch.
The driver went across the center of the city on a major
East-West expressway that only emphasized the enormous growth
that had taken place. Latifi pointed out the significant landmarks
and provided us with some of the coloring for what we were
seeing. He told us repeatedly that much of the transformations we
were seeing had taken place within the last ten years. He spoke to
the driver in Farsi and he turned north into the eastern corridor
expressway toward those magnificent mountains. Latifi then told
us that he had a perfect restaurant to take us to in Tajrish. Ah,
that’s the charm I remember about Tehran; the mountains, the
fresh air, traditional Persian hospitality and good food. My
attention was now focused on those beautiful mountains and the
anticipation for the delight that we were sure to find there. I was
totally relaxed.
The Colonel took us to the Alborz Restaurant in the Nikoo
Ghadam Alley that was just off the square in Tajrish. There we
had, without a doubt, the best chelo kabab in Tehran if not all of
Iran. They served it with their own recipe of refreshing cold yogurt
soup, which had just the right mix of green onions and raisins to
suit my taste. The steaming rice was perfect and its crisp, nutty
crust melted in your mouth. The lamb fillets were tender and
seasoned to perfection as well. We praised Latifi for his excellent
choice of restaurants and while we probably should have taken a
long hike up one of the nearby trails to walk off the effects of such
a sumptuous lunch, instead we pleaded with him to return us back
to the Esteghlal so that he could get back to work and we could just
expire! He laughed as he gave us his private cell phone number
and told us to contact him anytime with respect to our follow-on
meeting with Paydar’s staff. I promised to call him early tomorrow
if I felt that we needed any special support for Tuesday.
Back poolside at the hotel, Stan and I went over the events
of the morning. “He liked you,” said Stan, referring to Paydar.
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“I’ve been working with him for a long time and I could tell that
just by his response to you. And for good reason,” he added, “You
were simply excellent. Your honesty and sincerity were very
visible and both those traits go a long way with someone like him.
I was proud to be with you.”
“Thanks Stan,” I replied. “That comment means a lot to
me, but truthfully I have only you to thank for my being here
now.”
“Give yourself some of the credit, too, Bob” he replied.
“Remember that it was you who initially called me for help and
I’m just glad that I was finally able to respond. From day one, you
were the driving force behind all this. You definitely have good
instincts.”
“Thanks,” I replied, “but what are we going to do
tomorrow? What do we have next on our agenda? I think that
today might be a hard act to follow.”
“One step at a time,” said Stan. “Each day is unique in its
own right, my friend. I think that tomorrow we’ll spend the day at
Iran’s National Museum. Actually, I’ve already spoken to
Manouchehr and he’ll be picking us up in the morning around
nine.”
“You’re like a chess player,” I said, “always thinking a few
steps ahead of the other guy. That must come from your being so
involved with this part of the world. Didn’t chess originate in
Persia?”
“Actually, India,” replied Stan. “Many feel that chess was
probably invented somewhere in northwest India in the 6th century
and it was then known as Chaturanga, The game quickly found its
way to Persia where its name changed to Shatranji and it
flourished.”
“Did you have anything specific in mind with regard to the
Museum?” I asked.
“Two things in fact,” said Stan. “Using the museum
exhibits, I’d like to briefly give you a greater sense of the history
of these people and we’ll have lunch with Farida, who is
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Manouchehr’s wife and a staff member there. Many times Farida
has helped me to find information on pieces of Islamic art that I’ve
worked on over the years. She’s a very lovely lady; I know you’ll
like her.
Also, the museum is presently undergoing a restoration,
which began earlier this year, and I’ve asked Farida to arrange for
us to meet with the woman who’s in charge of the project. You
might want to ask her how she sees the future. Her viewpoint is
certain to be different than mine and she may be someone who’s
interesting to talk with as well. Next I’m trying to arrange for us to
meet with some Iranian business leaders and possibly some
religious clerics later in the week. How does that sound?”
“It sounds like a plan to me,” I replied. “Do you think that
we may get a chance to get to Isfahan? Or maybe Persepolis? I
missed visiting it the last time I was here.”
“We’ll have to play that one by ear,” said Stan. ”The
government did have Persepolis closed off to tourists for a while. I
guess that it just offered too much glorification of the past for some
tastes, but it is a nice experience. I’ll check out what the options
are for us.”
109
The next morning, Manouchehr came to retrieve us
promptly at nine and we were waiting for him in the lobby when
he arrived. He said that he was delighted to be with us once again
and that he was excited to be taking us to the Iranian National
Museum. “There you will get to see the most precious jewel in all
of Persia,” he boasted with a smile, “my beautiful Farida!”
“Manouchehr,” smiled Stan, “you are incorrigible, but I
love you anyway. We shall all have lunch together; my treat, and
that will be the high point of the day for certain. Until then, you
shall be our official historical guide, agreed?”
“It will be my pleasure,” he replied and with that we
proceeded out to his car. He said that he was hurrying us along
because the museum was in the heart of the city and that we’d be
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bogged down with traffic soon enough. “Did you know that Iran is
known as the Land of History and Civilization?” he began, “And
that it’s the 17th largest country in the world? Also Tehran was
originally a village on the suburb of Rey, the old capital. Its name,
sometimes pronounced Teh-e-ran, means ‘warm slope’ in Farsi.”
“No! No! No!” I laughed. “Please continue, Manouchehr;
this is fascinating.”
Stan chuckled as he listened to Manouchehr play with his
latest captive audience. He was really quite knowledgeable about
Iran’s history and he set the stage for us for the rest of the day. It
also made our drive to town quite pleasant.
The Iran Bastan Museum, or Ancient Museum, is
comprised of two buildings. The first one was built by the old Shah
in the early 40s and houses the pre-Islam era items. An adjacent
building was made into a museum after the 1979 Islamic
Revolution to house the post-Islam era’s objects. The old
museum’s current renovations will structurally reinforce it and
quadruple its exhibit space.
Stan decided to jump into the conversation, “Did you know
that written records of human activities began in Iran,
Mesopotamia, and Egypt around 4000 BC? They were the main
empires of the world back then,” he noted. “Prior to that, relics like
pottery were the only symbols of pre-historic culture. Ceramic
vessels were most notable because of their use in trade. Pieces
decorated with images in relief were discovered on Iran’s central
plateau rim, dating back to 6000 BC. This museum has got lots of
good stuff, 7000 years worth!”
Suddenly we were there and Manouchehr’s lecture was by
definition complete. Allah be praised. Unfortunately, even best
made plans can sometimes go awry. Parking was ridiculous and
some accesses to the buildings were either blocked or closed by the
renovation-construction at the museum. Fortunately, Manouchehr
was familiar with this situation and he did his utmost to avoid all
barriers. After about ten minutes of searching for a place to park,
we were finally able to get out of the car and into the building
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through an obscure side entrance. “Well that was fun,” he sneered,
“and here we are. The public’s access was being controlled during
the renovations but Farida had arranged for us to have staff access
for the duration of our visit. Manouchehr took us directly to her
office and announced our arrival. She beamed when she saw Stan
and she couldn’t be gracious enough to me. There was a genuine
warmth about her that could be easily seen. I looked forward to
hearing what she’d have to say over lunch. She gave us Visiting
Staff badges so that no one would disturb us while we looked
around, along with a map that indicated which exhibits had been
closed off, and sent us on our way. Stan assumed the duties of tour
guide, as this was familiar territory to him.
The way that Stan brought the old museum to life for me
was fascinating. It housed a variety of treasures that were crafted
from the early years of Islam up to the 14th century. There were
some handwritten copies of the Holy Qur'an that were set in the
spiritual atmosphere of a mosque. There were other handwritten
books also, collections of poems, prose and some scientific
materials; some were decorated with fine calligraphy and miniature
paintings. There was even one dating back to the 5th century.
There were lamps, astronomical tools, glassware, hand-woven
carpets and fabrics, writing materials, pottery and metalwork.
The displays showed a wide array of items; ceramics made
through molding, glazed painting and enameling; metalwork set
according to historical evolution and style; and the ornamental arts,
such as gilding, encrustation and inlaying. Typically, engraving,
grating and printing shaped metals in the Islamic era and each item
had a story. Between Stan and Manouchehr, no stone was left
unturned. I never thought that I’d learn about the history of man
through the discussion of ancient pieces of art in a museum in
Tehran.
The museum’s library is unique as well, housing more than
25,000 archaeological books pertaining to Iran and the neighboring
areas, with over half of them written in several foreign languages,
6000 of them in either Persian or Arabic. “As excavations by the
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world’s experts have expanded here, this library’s collection has
become richer,” said Stan. “It is truly one of the world’s unique
libraries.” I was extremely impressed with what he’d presented to
me and I was beginning to understand why he had decided to give
me this grounding. It only reinforced how important I felt Iran was.
Farida had made arrangements for us to have an early lunch
at a popular restaurant across the street from the museum called the
Sassanian, the name for the museum’s architecture. She’d also
made an appointment for us to meet Dr. Maryam Zamani, the
archaeologist who was heading up the restoration effort, for right
after lunch and she didn’t want to create any conflict with that. As
a result, Stan and I and the Manouchehrs had a perfectly delightful
familial lunch, where we talked about jobs, kids, money and the
relatives like any normal family would. The Manouchehrs were as
nonplussed about their leaders as we were with ours. I told Farida
one of the reason that we were there was to create some dialogue
between people around the world to offset shortcomings in our
political processes. She said she had heard her husband and Darius
talking about doing that over the Internet last night and that she
thought it sounded like a pretty good idea. “Let’s hope so,” I said.
110
Dr. Zamani was an attractive woman in her midthirties. She exuded the confidence of someone that was very
much in charge, which was a circumstance that I didn’t expect to
find in a land where the rights of women seemed still to be in
limbo. I told her of my previous experiences in Iran and briefly
gave her a rundown of my activities since, also describing the
current reason for our visit and asking her how difficult it was for
her to work there.
“I think that it is the best place in the world for me to be
right now,” she said without hesitation. “In my field, working so
close to where civilization began adds a special bonus that is
extremely hard to beat.”
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“But as a woman, aren’t there more restrictions on you and
what you can do since the Revolution?” I asked.
“Not that I’m aware of,” she replied. “Mr. Marchant, I was
just eleven years old when the Revolution took place and I really
don’t remember that there was anything much different before. I
know that the war with Iraq and the American boycott did raise
havoc with our economy in the 1980s, but there’s been a great deal
of progress here since then. The way that I remember it,
throughout all of my schooling, was that women were always in
the majority. I’ve never felt that I was disadvantaged as a woman
here. Maybe if I had pursued a religious career I’d feel somewhat
different.”
We discussed some of the real issues and some of the notso-real issues and in the end, she had reasonably convinced me that
the society there was becoming more and more democratic and that
the situation was in fact improving rather than declining. “You
can’t believe everything that you read in the papers,” she smiled.
Then she continued, “Do you know that after this
restoration is finished, the first Human Rights Charter, that was
drawn up by Cyrus the Great in 570 BC, will be put on display
here? The charter is a declaration inscribed on an ancient clay
barrel that lists the laws of the period and is another part of the
history of civilization. I feel that we have a young, vibrant nation
here and that I am at the center of the world.”
“I’d certainly have to agree with you,” said Stan. “You
have a fine museum here too and you are definitely doing some
great work in Iran. I hope that I’ll get another opportunity to
collaborate with you more in the future. We must definitely keep in
touch.”
“Please do,” she replied. “At least plan to come back for
our grand reopening in 2006, if not before. You will always be
welcome here, Dr. Walters, as will you, Mr. Marchant. May your
passion for my country bring you the same satisfaction that it does
me.”
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We took our leave of Dr. Zamani and found Manouchehr
back at his wife’s office. He suggested that we call it a day and get
back to the hotel before the traffic got too crazy. While it didn’t
have the drama of our meeting with Paydar, our visit to the
museum did give me a different look at Iran, this time from the
refreshing perspective of two female members of the younger
generation, and once again I found the experience enlightening.
As we drove out of the heart of downtown, Manouchehr
seemed somewhat more reserved than he had been earlier. “You
seem a bit preoccupied, Manouchehr,” said Stan. “Didn’t our tour
live up to your expectations? I thought that it all went quite well.
What did you think of our trip to the museum, Bob?”
“I found it all extremely interesting,” I replied. “I had no
idea just how deep the history of civilization ran in this country,
even though I did spent over a year here previously. I’d missed
understanding that last time.”
“I am glad to hear you say that,” said Manouchehr.
“Unfortunately, I was preoccupied with a rumor that was being
passed around by the staff there before we left. Apparently there
was a problem reported earlier today from one of the western
provinces, but no one seems to have any more details than that. I
understood that it had something to do with terrorists again and
that it was still being investigated.”
“Whatever it was I’m sure that we’ll learn more about it
soon enough,” I said flatly. “Just know that it was a wonderful day,
Manouchehr, thanks to you and Farida. Let’s leave it on that high
note and hope what we do tomorrow will be equally productive.”
111
There wasn’t much more said on the drive back to
Shimeran. The frenetic pace of the traffic was no different than it
had been on the way to the museum. Manouchehr dropped us off at
the lobby entrance and assured us that he would call us if he heard
any more news about terrorism. We thanked him again for the day
and told him that we’d talk soon.
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I had drinks sent up to the suite and we watched the
afternoon bustle of Tehran from our balcony. Since the news on
Iranian television had nothing particular to report, we set about
making our preparations to brief General Paydar’s staff in the
morning and to visit a mosque here in the city in the afternoon.
When the phone rang, Stan stepped back inside to grab it. As I sat
there, gazing out over the landscape below me, I couldn’t help but
smile at what an amazing experience this trip was turning out to
be. I’ll have to come back again soon and bring Judy with me, I
thought. There was just no way for me to describe how exciting it
was to be here. Stan’s return brought me back to the present.
“Who was that?” I asked, wondering if Manouchehr had
heard anything new.
“That was General Paydar’s office,” said Stan. “There’s
been a change for tomorrow’s meeting. Apparently something has
come up that has created a conflict so he’s sending Colonel Latifi
over in the morning to connect us up with some other people.”
“Did they give you any idea who we’d be meeting with?” I
asked.
“Not an inkling,” he replied, “but I’m sure that we’ll find
out soon enough.”
The hotel had several fine restaurants and we opted for the
Abshar, which offered dining under the stars, cool breezes from the
surrounding gardens and a magnificent view of the Alborz. We
talked about the day’s events and what the change in the schedule
might mean. “It does no good to speculate in this part of the
world,” said Stan. “I’m sure that Colonel Latifi will fill us in on all
the details in the morning.”
Actually, we didn’t have to wait that long. When we got
back to the room, the flashing phone indicated that there was a
message waiting for us. It was from Colonel Latifi and Stan
returned the call. It was a brief conversation and pretty much onesided. “No, I understand,” “Yes, that will be fine” and “We’ll be
ready for you in the morning” was all that I got out of it. As soon
as Stan got off the phone, he turned to me and said, “Here’s the
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deal. Apparently there was some kind of incident today along the
western border with Iraq and events still seem to be unfolding. It
was Paydar himself who has decided that we should not remain in
the city, at least until things get sorted out, so he has put Colonel
Latifi in charge of taking us to the Caspian for a day or two. I think
it’s a smart move. These kinds of things can sometimes get ugly.
Latifi said that he’d be here to pick us up at 7:30 AM sharp.”
“Didn’t he have any more information than that?” I asked.
“I have no doubt that there is more,” Stan replied, “but I
don’t think Latifi wanted to say anything more to me over the
phone. I’m sure that he’ll have all the details for us tomorrow. I
don’t know about you but I’m going to try and crash right now. I
have a feeling that tomorrow is going to be a very long day for us
and I do want to have my wits about me.”
“I think that you’ve got the right idea, Stan,” I continued,
“but I hope that I’m not too keyed up now and that I’ll be able to
sleep. I think my system might still be whacked out from jet lag.
Maybe a day or two at the Caspian is just what we need.”
“We shall soon find out,” Stan smiled. “Just relax tonight
and we’ll sort this all out in the morning.” With that he said good
night and went to his room. That was when I suddenly realized that
this trip, this amazing experience that we were having, had just
been ratcheted up a notch.
The knock on the door startled me awake. I looked at the
clock on the nightstand; it read 4:05 AM! Stan was already up. He
had called Room Service and had coffee and breakfast sent up to
us. I asked him what was going on and he told me that Latifi had
called him back last night and said that he had to change our
pickup time to 5:30 AM. “The only thing that we can do is be
ready for him,” said Stan. Was I dreaming? Had I been at this point
in time before? I knew that I needed some serious coffee!
I had something to eat and then I proceeded to clean up and
pack. The sky began to lighten outside and the time disappeared.
Before we knew it there was another knock on the door. It was
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now 5:25 AM and the concierge had brought Colonel Latifi up to
the room.
112
“Good morning, Colonel,” I said excitedly. I was truly
glad to see him again. I don’t know if it was the fact that he
projected the strengths of a professional soldier or that I found him
so bright and polished that it made me feel very secure in his
presence.
“We’ve got a long drive ahead of us,” said Latifi, “and I
know that you want to find out what’s going on. I figured that it
would be best to retrieve you a little early to get a jump on things.
I’ll share everything I know with you as soon as we’re in the car
and on the road.” “Then let’s not wait another moment,”
announced Stan. We then grabbed our bags, made our way down
on the elevator and exited the hotel. Just like that, we were in
Latifi’s car and on our way.
Any way that you looked at it, the Caspian Sea was 150
miles to the north of us, on the other side of the mountains. There
was no quick connection yet, but some road improvements had
been underway for a while. Colonel Latifi didn’t wait to be asked.
“I know that you’re wondering what’s going on and so are
we. There was an incident yesterday along the Iran-Iraq border. As
you know, we watch that area very closely. It started when either
American or Coalition forces from Iraq were engaged in a fight
with hostile ground forces, which were apparently well organized
and well armed. An Apache attack helicopter that was badly
crippled in the process ended up crashing into Iranian desert there.
A coalition Search and Rescue bird, with fighter aircraft flying
cover, then illuminated the Islamic Revolutionary Forces air
defense radars and the Russian-made fighters of our regular Air
Force were scrambled. Somehow one of the American fighters was
hit by a missile as well and went down on the Iraqi side of the
border. Suddenly, the alarms went off everywhere! Everyone was
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crying ‘foul’ and somehow, all actions were miraculously put on
pause while attempts were made by everyone to sort out events.
By eleven o’clock last night, our time, after both pilots had
been rescued and the threat alert status had been dropped a notch,
the media battles began. All official news here had been blocked
prior to that, but it had not been in the west. As a consequence,
accusations of ‘Iranian-supported paramilitary’ and ‘insurgent
safe-havens in Iran’ were the lead stories already hitting the news
outlets. Overnight, the ‘US Attacks Iran’ stories and the ‘Iran
Drives Back US Forces’ rebuttals were being put on the wires and
spread around the world in time to surface as headlines in the
morning papers. General Paydar thought that it might be best if we
tried to spare you from dealing with those issues in Tehran today
and kept your Internet security efforts moving forward.
That, gentlemen, is just about everything that I know. The
whooping and hollering will go on for at least a few days and
hopefully when it’s finally died down, cooler heads will have
prevailed. The General has asked me to bring you up to speed on
other important issues that we’re dealing with today and requests
that in turn you teach me everything that there is to know about
your secure Internet efforts to help us to bring his staff on board
quickly. With that said, I’ll now ask - Do you have any questions?”
“Yes, ” I said. “Is there anything to drink in this car? I think
that I’m a little overwhelmed right now.”
The Colonel spoke to the driver in Farsi and he pulled to
the side of the highway that we were traveling to go into the trunk
of the car. “We’ve got some bottled water and some Cokes,” said
Latifi smiling, “for just this type of emergency. We will continue
to head east for about another 50 km where we’ll pass through the
ancient city of Damavand. It’s just southeast of Mount Damavand,
which is a dormant volcano, and at over 18,000 feet the tallest peak
in Iran. Have you visited this area, Stan?”
“Yes, but it was a while ago,” he answered. “I do remember
that it was beautiful there and that it had some pretty incredible
mosques as well as some historic castle ruins and caravanserais.”
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Stan took a Coke, as did the Colonel and I, and we now
became engaged in conversation as we went on down the road. I
chuckled to myself; if this situation weren’t so damned serious, I’d
say that that scene had all the makings of a pretty good Coke
commercial!
“You have to go through the Alborz to get to the Caspian,”
Latifi continued. “No matter which way you go, there are still
narrow, curving mountain roads and one-way tunnels.”
“I had my first experience with that back in 1971, on an
adventure to Dizin with a Brit in an Austin-Healy Roadster. He had
driven to more places than I had flown,” I added. “It was very
exciting. They had just installed a European-style lift there and we
made a great day of it. This trip may just be my greatest adventure
since then!”
Latifi laughed as he continued, “Dizin is one of the 20
highest ski resorts in the world and you wouldn’t believe what it
looks like today. For the kids from Tehran, one of the best things
those slopes offer is escapism. The mountains give them the
opportunity to pretend that they’re not living in a fundamentalist
state, at least for a little while. The women wear western ski gear
and the basiji leave them alone as long as they have a hat on.”
“The basiji?” I asked. “I’m not familiar with the term.”
“The religious police,” he replied, “They’re kind of like the
condo commandos in Florida. They enforce the Muslim dress
codes and generally mind other people’s business. They used to
put a rope down the middle of the slope to divide the sexes and
they forced the women to ski in their billowing chadors. Thank
God that all recently went away.
We’re now headed for Mazandaran province, which takes
in just about all of the land north of the Alborz that borders the
southeast shore of the Caspian. It’s about 200 km beyond
Damavand and it has some very special places that you should see.
The Ramsar Grand Hotel is one of them. It has a history dating
back to the old Shah and it’s set on a terrace looking out upon a
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restful, wooded landscape. It is truly ‘grand’ and a long alley of
palm trees leads from the hotel proper down to the Caspian.”
Latifi let us catch our breath as we took in the town of
Damavand and only pointed out one or two significant landmarks!
I really did enjoy listening to his stories though. It only reinforced
how similar we all are, with hopes and dreams, problems in
dealing with the daily realities of the world, and fears. Even a
Damavand shepherd has to figure out how he can stay warm. Once
we got outside the town proper, the Colonel continued talking.
“We’re currently heading north on Route #9, which will
eventually intersect on the other side of the mountains with Route
#2, the main paved east-west road that is sometimes referred to as
the Trans-Asian Highway,” added Latifi. ”We’ll be there before
you know it.”
“OK, it’s my turn,” I said. “You told us this morning that
General Paydar had requested that I teach you everything that there
was to know about our secure Internet efforts in order to help you
get his staff up to speed. Well I’m ready to start my lecture right
now, so I want you to pay attention.” Latifi smiled broadly. He had
already heard my pitch to Paydar so he knew that I’d have to come
up with something more just for him.
With that segue, I launched into a long version of the ‘200
words-or-less’ description of how I had gotten here, the one that
I’d given to Patti out on the deck at Fairfax Station. I told him how,
trusting no one else, I’d turned to my friends to help me to reverse
the bad situation that I found myself in. Then I described Steve and
Terry to him and referred to Stan to emphasize to him the kind of
people that were pitching in to help shape the world into a better
future, no matter how minor the change. “Now I’m turning to
you,” I said, “to take these ideas to your people so that the world
can better know who you are and understand Iran.”
113
We had already wound our way down the backside of
the mountains and were beginning a gradual decent from the
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central plains altitude to the sea level of the Caspian coast. Nature
and climate had visibly transformed this landscape into a foreign
territory before our eyes. No wonder they say you can turn back
time just by taking some of the less-trodden paths of the world.
Mesmerized, I gazed out the window and took it all in.
After an almost mystical period of contemplation and
transition, Latifi broke the silence once more. “I have another story
to tell you about the Ramsar Hotel,” he noted. “In 1971, while you
and Stan were here, the Ramsar was the site where the first
International Convention on Wetlands was held. When it was over,
roughly 150 parties to the world convention had agreed to provide
international cooperation for the conservation of wetlands around
the globe and accordingly had signed an intergovernmental treaty
to do it.”
He stated that they had identified over a half million square
miles of wetlands for protection. One of these unique places is near
the Ramsar and it’s called the Miankaleh Wildlife Refuge. That
area has more than 150 sq mi of brackish lagoon, with seasonally
flooded marshlands along with thickets that are almost completely
cut off from the Caspian Sea by a peninsula that’s 60 km long.
Those marshes are an important component of the habitat that is
available for native waterfowl because they embrace some of the
richest feeding environments in the region. They also provide for
undisturbed areas where the waterfowl can rest during the day.
“I thought that you were a psychologist not a biologist,” I
interjected.
“I am,” he replied. “Biology is just a hobby with me, as are
archaeology and history.”
“How do you remember all these details?” said Stan.
“Don’t you ever run out of facts?”
“Not usually,” he replied. “I’m told that I have a
photographic memory.”
“I can believe it,” I said, “and I’m very impressed.”
“There’s more,” he teased. “I’m now aware that Caspian oil
reserves are a significant influence on global politics, from as far
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back as the Clinton years. Since Iran’s proven oil reserve is the
fifth largest in the world, we automatically become a factor. Iran’s
commitment to developing its Caspian oil reserves and the
capacities of the Neka-Tehran pipeline is a strong national
statement. Russia's growing oil ties to Iran have also shown their
determination to follow their national interests, despite US efforts
to weaken Iran economically and politically. Where will global
politics take us next? I don’t know, but hear what I say: don’t let
anyone tell you that oil is not involved, because it is!”
The rural terrain on the Caspian side of the mountains was
quite different from the broad deserts to the south. By comparison,
this appeared to be a more hospitable area to the casual observer,
but I’m sure that tribal traditions and differences could disturb
those close feelings that these small villages project in a minute.
You could see Persia’s history here.
“Let’s change the subject,” said Latifi. “It’s your turn
again. I’d like you to tell me more about the security that you’re
advocating. How does it work and what can it do for me, in
layman’s terms? How will it differ from what we have now, Bob?”
“I’ll begin with a declaration,” I said. “On the Internet, I
have nothing to hide. I respect that it’s a shared resource and what
I choose to say or do when I’m using it should, in no way, impact
any other users of the Internet or what they do. Internet users must
honor that responsibility to each other. Internet Service Providers,
ISPs, complete the picture. They were initially governments and
institutions with good intentions for the sharing of resources. When
the offering of services shifted to the private sector, the costs
associated with these services became a part of the issue and the
Internet was no longer a free resource.
Now, I’m not one to complain about paying my fair share,
but I don’t want to be abused or taken advantage of in the process.
My ISP has a responsibility to provide me with safe, reliable
services. Accepting less is a compromise and I don’t like it; and
neither does my government! After September 11th, when we
finally realized just how vulnerable our critical infrastructure was,
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the Internet became the liability that needed to be dealt with. The
service providers were put on notice to provide for minimum levels
of security that would be acceptable for services being sold to the
government. The security that is built into the hardware establishes
that baseline. Users who don’t want to be identifiable need not
apply to be part of such networks. Do anything you want over your
own private networks, but if you want to be part of the civilized
world, we have our rules.
When I found that I was being threatened on the Internet
and knew that I had no one to turn to, I decided then and there that
something was seriously wrong with our system and that
somebody needed to take some action on behalf of all of us. Both
the government and the industry have responsibilities in this area,
but it’s the business world that has become the prime mover on this
project and these issues. And why is that you ask? It’s because it’s
in their best interest to safeguard the opportunities that the Internet
has opened up for them. Look at how the Internet has totally
transformed the world’s economy and put power in the hands of
the individual. I don’t ever want to feel threatened in cyberspace
again. The Internet is my new world, where everyone is equal. I
want the bad guys locked out!”
“Your monologue was almost as good as mine,” were
Latifi’s exact words of praise. We had already passed through a
few of the small towns along the way and had intersected with
Route #2. We were now heading east and getting close to Sari, the
capital city of the province. “I can’t accuse you of not doing your
part to make our journey go faster,” he continued, “but I still want
to ask what the security standards are that you’re advocating?”
“They’re the fundamental ones that governments and
industries have already agreed upon at the hardware level,” I
continued. “It will let you tag and route unknowns when and where
they first surface, and then they’re traceable. It makes all the
difference in the world and yet it still preserves the openness,
unless you’ve got something to hide that is.”
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“OK,” said the Colonel, “I think that you’ve done your job
quite well for now, because we’re quickly approaching the town of
Babol. Pay attention to this area to the north of us because it is the
most significant historical site in the area. Between here and the
Caspian is the summer palace and the landscaped gardens that
were constructed in the 17th century for Shah Abbas by hundreds
of Persian artisans. It has quite a glorious setting, don’t you agree?
Maybe we’ll have a chance to come back and go through it later.”
It was almost mid morning, the day was clear and the chill
from the mountain air had essentially disappeared. I asked Latifi if
we’d be stopping in Sari, but his response was that for the moment
we would be heading directly for Ramsar. We could always come
back to the capital later. It was a city of over 100,000, which was
large for the area. We were all a bit weary from our morning drive
and anxious to get to a final destination.
It didn’t seem that it was very long after we’d passed
through Sari when I thought I’d spotted the buildings of the
Ramsar Grand in the distance. They sat high on a plateau that
overlooked the Caspian and were framed by the hills behind them.
It was a somewhat unique location. The Ramsar stood out even
though we were still several miles away. In earlier times it was one
of the Shah’s palaces but as we got closer to it, you could see that
some of the luster from its glory days had become lost. It was a
tourist spot now. As we turned off the main road into the entrance
that led to the hotel, I saw that there was a large open area just
beyond a grove of trees. It looked like a parking area that
obviously doubled as a landing pad because smack in the middle of
it was a large, green tactical reconnaissance version of a Soviet Mi8 helicopter and we headed directly for it. There were also three or
four Iranian soldiers there who were apparently talking with its
flight crew.
As we came to a stop, Colonel Latifi got out of the car
smartly and was greeted by a man who was obviously the local in
charge. He was escorted over to what appeared to me to be the
pilots. They saluted, smiled, exchanged a few words and then
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Latifi turned and returned to our car. Stan and I were out of the
back seat by then, stretching and looking around.
“They’re all set and have agreed to take you for a ride,”
said Latifi, with an extremely happy look upon his face. “These
folks are called Spetsnaz, Russian Special Forces units who are
working with us to keep these borders tight. At General Paydar’s
request, they have agreed to drop you off at K2, the American base
in Uzbekistan. Iran closed all its airports as of this morning to both
domestic and international flights; who knows for how long? It
will be of no value for you to stay here any longer. Please grab
your bags, board the aircraft and Godspeed.”
I was dumbfounded. “Tell Paydar we can’t thank him
enough,” said Stan. I echoed the sentiments but I still couldn’t
believe what was happening. I reached into a pocket of my bag for
a handful of CDROMs for Latifi and told him that they were selfexplanatory. “I’ll distribute them to our staff,” he said. “I know
that they’ll work fine for them; I tested one of them on Saturday.”
“I’m not sure that I understand what you are saying to me,”
I said. “What do you mean?”
“Ahmed Bakhtiar gave me a CD to check out on Friday
night,” said the Colonel, “and by the way, Corey told me to make
sure and pass on a special ‘hello’ to you from him and Steve, and
to tell you that he hopes that you are having a ‘very excellent’
trip.”
I didn’t believe what I had just heard. I was speechless; I
couldn’t even react. I shocked Latifi by giving him a bear hug; that
was all I could do! Finally, as we began to move toward the
helicopter, I regained my composure, telling him to quickly get the
word out to the world as to what was happening within Iran and to
keep the dialog going with Corey and the gang. I just couldn’t
thank him enough. We were quickly harnessed into our seats and
airborne within a few minutes. I’ll just sum up those memories by
saying that the next few hours were literally the ride of my life, and
it was over some absolutely magnificent landscapes.
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As it is with any helicopter, the noise level inside the
aircraft was relentless. Any attempts at communicating seemed
futile, although I did reach over and squeeze Stan’s hand when we
first became airborne and he smiled back at me, reassuringly. I
wasn’t exactly certain where we were going, but I knew that
Afghanistan shared its western border with Iran and that the new
US bases in the old Soviet Union were to its north. Initially we
flew over several small, populated areas and then I saw some
significant ruins, probably some kind of an old wall or fortification
that trailed off into the mountains and had crumbled with time.
After that, the world became quite barren and desolate and we
followed along the base of the mountain range to the east. The
steady thumping of the rotors eventually lulled me into a hypnotic
sleep and I wasn’t revived until the crew chief patted me on the
knee and I tried to figure out what was happening. He was pointing
outside the window. “Karshi-Khanabad,” he said: I was
expressionless so he pointed again, “Karshi-Khanabad.” As I
would soon learn, Karshi-Khanabad was the forward American air
base in Uzbekistan that is referred to as K2 for short.
Our arrival created a bit of a stir on this high security base
because no one was aware of who we were or that we were even
coming to call, in a Russian reconnaissance helicopter no less. The
base was apparently out in the middle of nowhere. It appeared to
cover a rather large area and to have a significant number of
warehouses and barracks buildings. I imagined that any storage
capabilities for fuel that were there were buried underground. A
weathered transportable tower presided over the base’s several
runways and there were maybe thirty medium transport aircraft in
the C-130/C-17 category that graced the tarmac. I pictured it as
something similar to a FEDEX operation, where shipments would
be immediately transferred from a larger aircraft to several smaller
aircraft, to continue the war supplies on the next leg of their
journey as expeditiously as possible. This place was for moving
things, not people, but who’s complaining. An Air Force Colonel,
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who was the base commander, was there to meet us when we
touched down.
“I wasn’t expecting any company, civilian or otherwise,”
he said. “My name is Colonel Macintosh and I’ll do my best to
keep you moving if you will just tell me who you are and where
you’re trying to get to.” Stan explained to him that we were on a
cooperative mission in Iran, when an incident yesterday gave our
host concerns for our safety. “Ours was an impromptu exit, but
quite adequate so far,” he told him. “But we’re trying to get back
to the states, if you’ve got something headed in that direction. If
you’ve got a phone, I will get you in contact with someone who
will vouch for us and can authorize a ride.”
“We’ve got at least two aircraft that are inbound today, so
I’d recommend that we go back to my operations center and figure
out what we can do,” said Macintosh.
With that, we thanked our Russian rescuers for the ride as
they prepared for their departure to one of the nearby Russian
bases, and we went with the Colonel in his Humvee to the main
building. Colonel Macintosh told us that since he had direct
satellite links to both Washington and Europe, we could be hooked
up with anyone that we wanted to from either location. Stan got
right on a phone and requested to be connected securely to a
specific exchange, After a brief conversation, he announced to the
receiving party that he would now be putting the base commander
on the phone.
“This is Colonel Macintosh,” he began and that was just
about all he got to say. I saw him listen for a bit and then he began
to jot down a few notes, confirming back to the person on the other
end of the line the information that he was receiving. He signed off
with ‘that should be no problem’ and then he hung up. “I’m told
that they want to get you back as soon as possible, so now it’s our
job to figure out how we’re going to get you there.”
This base is actually part of the 21st Expeditionary Mobility
Task Force that’s supported out of McGuire AFB in New Jersey,”
he continued. “The odds are that one of the flights that are inbound
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will be returning there directly. Let’s hope it’s the next one. I’ll do
some checking for you right away but in the mean time maybe you
could use something to eat.” Now that I started to think about it,
breakfast had definitely been a long time ago. There was a snack
bar/canteen/mess hall right there in the headquarters building and
one of the staff officers took us there for some hot food, which
tasted absolutely wonderful.
We hadn’t been there long before the Colonel came to join
us. “You guys sure must have a guardian angel that’s looking out
for you,” he began, “because the next mission that’s coming in
today is a KC-10 Extender out of Germany that’s on its way back
to McGuire after we unload its cargo. I don’t know who you are,
but someone up high just approved an in-flight refueling for your
trans-Atlantic leg. The plane will have an augmented flight crew
on board when it leaves here, which means they won’t need to
return to Rhein Main at all. It’s due to be here by about 1730 hrs
and we’ll have it turned around within a few hours. With any luck,
we’ll have you back in New Jersey tomorrow afternoon. Now, do
you mind telling me what the heck was actually going on over in
Iran today?” he asked.
“I wish we knew,” said Stan, “but I don’t think that the
issue is with the Iranian people. It’s just being made to appear that
way. Our leaders as well as theirs are still jockeying for
international attention. Personally, I feel that the overall stability of
Iran will be our ace in the hole in this region and eventually be in
the best interest of all these countries.”
“Let’s hope so,” replied the Colonel. “If it was up to me,
I’d rather be delivering food relief to some of this area’s needy
instead of all this ordinance.”
“That’s a nice thought, Colonel,” I said. “Too bad more
people don’t feel like you.”
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The KC-10 landed on schedule and its crew seemed as
anxious as we were to get back stateside. Stan and I were relaxing
outside in a break area that was next to the operations building as
we observed the unloading process that immediately followed. In a
flurry of activity, the ground crews seemed to materialize from out
of nowhere, simultaneously stripping the KC-10 of its war cargo
and moving it to the smaller aircraft. They then set about reloading
our plane with containers of non-expendable items that needed to
be returned to the states. One of the crewmembers, a Captain who
had just emerged from the operations area, came over to the table
where we were sitting and introduced himself. He told us that we’d
probably be wheels up at right around seven o’clock and that he
was glad that they were going to be able to help us out. Before
long, we were onboard in the passenger compartment of this huge
aircraft. It was first class in comparison to the Mi-8. We thanked
Colonel Macintosh for his hospitality and we were on our way
once more.
The KC-10 climbed slowly to a cruising altitude at
somewhere around 35,000 feet, high above the rugged landscapes
that all looked peaceful from up here. When I looked over at Stan,
I realized that this was the first time that the two of us had actually
exhaled in the past 24 hours. “How are you doing?” he asked, like
a father asking his son how his day at school had gone.
“I think that I’ll make it,” I replied, “but I believe that I’ve
been sufficiently updated on the new Iran for the moment. It
certainly has grown up in a lot of ways. I sure wish that the folks
back home understood that better. What do you think is going on
in Tehran today?”
“I’ll bet that it’s pretty much the way Latifi described it,”
said Stan. “Hopefully, a cooling off period will normalize the
situation once again. Maybe in time, the wisdom of their youth will
prevail. At least we can hope that will be the case.”
As I gazed out the plane’s window at the vastness below, I
could see the afternoon light fading. Tomorrow would be a new

282

The Last Transition…

dawning and the beginning of a completely new chapter of my life.
While it had taken me sixty-plus years to get to this point in time,
when I tried to pull it all together in my mind it seemed that it was
only one single instant! Right now, I felt as if I could call up each
of the events that comprise my life immediately, on demand. It was
as if they were all right at my fingertips, stored on a computer.
Maybe that’s how someone like me might define simultaneity!
The loss of daylight was also an invitation for me to finally
get some sleep and I quickly drifted off. Memories of happier
times and boyhood dreams, fantasies of days gone by and of daring
adventures in exotic lands filled my head. Flying into the sun made
the night pass quickly and when first light of the new day stirred
me as it entered the cabin, I could tell that we were only just
beginning to cross the Atlantic. Actually, the big plane had already
been refueled somewhere over the Mediterranean by a tanker crew
based out of Italy and I’d never even felt a bump when they
connected up. We were actually over half way home already and I
could sense that my adrenalin was beginning to build.
I asked Stan what he thought would happen next and he
indicated that he wasn’t sure but that he’d probably be heading
immediately for Washington. He said he’d call ahead when we got
closer to the mainland to check on things. I tried to put the last few
days into some sort of perspective and found myself groping for a
solid reference. And then it hit me. It wouldn’t be very long before
I’d have to explain all this to Judy. That brought me back to reality
in a hurry. And then I thought, ‘what’s happening with Turnaround
and how is the border incident playing out on CNN?’ I wondered if
Mitzi knew where we were or if Terry had been brought into the
loop. Reality – what an adventure!
Stan went to the front of the aircraft to call ahead and check
out the lay of the land. It didn’t take him long before he returned to
let me know what was going on. “Things are stable,” he
announced, “but as I expected, Washington is buzzing. They’re
going to have a plane waiting for us at McGuire to shuttle us down
to Andrews. They want to debrief us as soon as possible.”
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“Stan,” I asked, “who is they? Do I want to know?”
“It’s everybody,” he said with a grin, “the State
Department, the military, the intelligence community, it’s our
government. It’s a pretty routine procedure to interview
international travelers after they’ve return from areas where travel
warnings have been issued.”
“And they also send planes to pick them up?” I continued.
“Only because it’s you, Bob,” he exaggerated, “only
because it’s you.”
I decided to try to take my mind off things and dug into a
bag that I had under the seat for something to read. I pulled out
Friedman’s book and sat there contemplating its cover for a while.
On it was a picture of the Earth from space that had been flattened
to look like a coin. Ah, the reshaped global economy… clever. But
as I focused on the title words ‘The World Is Flat,’ I thought, ‘how
true, and it’s shrinking too.’ I put my head back and then I closed
my eyes and began to ponder, ‘maybe it’s time for new worlds,
parallel worlds…’
I woke up, sensing that we were descending and as I looked
out the window, I could still make out the shoreline of South
Jersey from my days of learning to fly in a Cessna 172 eons ago
out of the airport at nearby Red Bank. We’d be on the ground
soon.
116
McGuire Air Force Base is just ten miles from the
ocean, at the western end of a large Government reservation that
also includes Fort Dix and the Lakehurst Naval Air Station, in the
heart of the New Jersey Pine Barrens. I hadn’t seen the lush
greenery of the Jersey shore for quite a while, particularly from
this perspective, and it was good to be back. We made a slow turn
to the right on our final approach and were on the ground within a
few moments. We followed a flight line vehicle toward a large
hangar complex and taxied to a stop. “That’s probably our ride,”
said Stan, pointing at the small Cessna Citation that was parked
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close by. “I’m glad it’s not a Gulfstream,” he laughed. Since 9/11,
there had been press reports of such aircraft, being used to
transport prisoners that were suspected of terrorist activities to
‘black sites’ or undisclosed ‘foreign’ locations for ‘advanced
interrogation’ and rendering.
“That’s not funny,” I replied, “but I guess it brings us back
to the reality of what’s been going on.”
As we deplaned the aircraft, two men approached us and
introduced themselves as Federal marshals. They said that they
were assigned to protect us and that they would be bringing us
back to the State Department for debriefings.
“Why?” I asked. “We haven’t created a problem, have
we?”
“Quite the contrary,” he said, “but your activities have not
gone unnoticed.”
“What activities? We weren’t involved in any activities.
We were just forced to leave Iran by some people who were
concerned for our personal safety,” I insisted. “I don’t understand
what you’re talking about.”
“I’m not talking about your trip,” he replied. “Maybe you
should look at this.” And with that, he handed me a copy of
today’s Washington Post. It’s headline read ‘US and Iran agree to
Joint Security.’ “And you should also note this,” he said as he
pointed to a sub heading that read ‘Software Improves Security.’
“Your experiment has literally gotten a lot of people talking and
there are some people who are very interested in talking to you.”
“Do you have a phone I can use here? I need to talk with
someone right now,” I said.
“Here,” he responded, “you can use my cell phone.”
Terry’s number was ringing. “Hello, this is Terry
Nicholas!” boomed that old familiar voice. “How can I help you?”
“Just tell me what’s going on in twenty-five words or less,”
I began. “We just landed in New Jersey.”

Actions speak louder…

285

“Tough break “ he replied, “but don’t worry, because I hear
that they’re pretty friendly there. Great to know you’re safe, Bob;
you really had us very worried for a while.”
“No jokes please,” I repeated. “Tell me more quickly.
We’re on our way to Washington momentarily, courtesy of the
U.S. Marshall Service.”
“Well the good news is that the press doesn’t have your
name yet, but it does know all about the IMPs!” replied Terry.
“Some of your new friends in Iran began lighting up Corey’s
servers on Monday to offset the ‘American Invasion’ and the
‘Iranian Terrorists’ propaganda that was all over the news. So ever
since, we’ve been monitoring everything over at the JustDoIT
command center. I do have to admit though that since I did leak a
little IMP information to the press, the interest in Project
Turnaround has skyrocketed. This might have given us all the
boost that we needed to make it a rousing success.”
“You’re very good,” I said, “and you’d just better make
sure that you keep my name out of the media. I’m just not ready to
explain to Judy or to anyone else right now what I was doing in
Iran.”
“I understand,” said Terry. “Well as long as we’re
discussing the women in your life, Mitzi called me first thing this
morning to tell me that you were safe and on the way home.”
“How in hell did she know that?” I exclaimed. “Who is it
that the woman talks to? Got any ideas yet?”
“I don’t know,” replied Terry, “but I will say this for her;
that is one connected lady.”
“I’m being given the signal that we‘re ready to leave, so I
should be seeing you in a couple hours. But if I disappear,” I
added, “you can then leak my name to the press.”
“What! And let you steal the spotlight!” he cried. “No way.
I’ll be looking forward to having a drink with you at Clyde’s soon,
very soon. Ciao…” He was gone.
Stan and I settled into two of the seven seats of the
Cessna’s spacious cabin along with the two marshals. After a quick
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pre-flight and a short taxi, we were airborne once again, climbing
steadily, heading south. After we leveled off, I glanced at the
Post’s front page again. The second article credited the Internet
chatter of some concerned Iranian patriots, using some software
tools that were being developed by an innovative American group,
with pressuring the truth of the incident to be surfaced around the
globe. Someone, either in Iran or the US, had obviously picked up
on that moment as an opportunity for creating better security for all
of us and jumped on it. Was it Paydar and Latifi? Or was there
somebody else who saw this ‘incident’ as an opportunity to make
things better? Did our visit open the channels that permitted this
shift in policy to be orchestrated? Who is involved? Who knows?
As I gazed out the plane’s window, looking at the rolling Maryland
countryside, one thought lingered in my mind, ‘is this the end of it
all… or is it just the beginning?’

The transition continues…
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After a rather abrupt landing, the Cessna Citation
turned off of the main runway and taxied over the PSP to the three
Quonset huts that were at the far end of the field. At first, I felt like
I had entered into some kind of time warp, suddenly being
confronted with these World War II artifacts. But the active
runway was very much up-to-date and then I remembered that
Quonsets were sold as surplus after the war for $1000 and that they
still dotted the landscape in many rural areas.
As the crew was hurrying to open the exit hatch, I tried to
ask what had happened and why we had landed. ‘Just get out! Just
get out! There’s a bomb!’ was all that I heard and we were
scrambling in a pack to reach whatever shelter that those buildings
might provide when a deafening roar and a fireball from behind
drove us into the ground with the force of a tidal wave. It scorched
my skin and singed off all my hair that was exposed, causing me to
simultaneously cry out in pain and gulp to get cool air back into
my burning lungs. Someone put their hands on my shoulders and I
screamed!
“It’s OK, sir, we’re just getting ready to wheels down at
Andrews,” said the crew chief in a reassuring tone. I blinked at the
brilliant sunlight of a spring morning coming through the window
and saw the familiar DC skyline in the distance. Oh, I will be so
glad to get back on the ground, I thought.
118
“Good morning, Senator,” said Kelly. “It looks like it’s
going to be another full day for you.” Kelly-Lynn Connolly was a
seasoned Capitol Hill staffer. Paul Houghton, her boss, was the
junior senator from Florida, a year into his second term.
Kelly had previously spent eight years with the Office of
Technology Assessment as a policy analyst and was with the
Library of Congress prior to that as a researcher before joining
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Houghton’s staff. After recovering from disfiguring injuries he
sustained in the first Gulf War, the Senator had been extremely
successful in his political pursuits as both a Rhodes scholar and
highly decorated veteran. He no doubt loved his country but he
was still tough on the DOD as a member of the Armed Services
Committee. He had been a prominent force on the Subcommittee
on Emerging Threats and Capabilities in both the ‘WMDs in Iraq’
investigations and in the hearings on the US treatment of Iraqi
prisoners.
“It’s like déjà vu all over again,” he laughed. “Trying to
smoke out solid WMD information about Iran is going to be like
looking for an empty space in the Pentagon parking lot!”
He perused the day’s schedule that Kelly had just given and
held up his hand, signaling her to wait a moment before running
off. “Have I met this Colonel Simpson who’s on after lunch?” he
asked. “Tell Bill Dugan I want him to sit in on that meeting with
me.”
“Simpson’s new at the Pentagon,” replied Kelly. “He’s
from Tony Genova’s staff and is coming in response to your
inquiries pertaining to Iran. He just came out of the War College at
Carlisle and had a tour in Baghdad before that.”
“Good,” he said thanking her. “At least we can look
forward to some fresh opinions. Make sure that I have our latest
talking papers on both Iran and Iraq to review before lunch. And
can you have a Cobb salad sent in to me also, and a bottle of green
tea? I’d like to have an hour to myself while I’ve got the chance.”
“Yes sir,” she smiled. “If necessary I’ll guard your door
myself. I’ll get those talking papers for you now. Your news
summaries are already on the corner of your desk where they’re
supposed to be.”
“Thanks again,” he teased. “You’re very good!”
“I know it!” she sang, “You certainly know how to pick
‘em, Senator.”
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After a smooth descent into Andrews airspace, our small
aircraft glided effortlessly onto the long runway that was built to
accommodate anything that the 89th Airlift Wing of the Air
Mobility Command had to throw at it. You couldn’t miss the large
signs on the roof of the passenger terminal, which was located
midway down the field. In all directions, they announced Welcome to Andrews Air Force Base
The Home of Air Force One
Also known as ‘The Gateway to the Nation's Capital,’
Andrews has been a portal for prime ministers, princes, kings,
queens and military leaders from around the world, who’ve come
to participate in events that directly affect the course of history.
Despite the wide media coverage it gets, Andrews is really not
much different from any other airbase.
Our plane stopped near a small executive plane hanger just
east of the main passenger terminal. We disembarked from the
aircraft and a major from the base came over to welcome us. The
marshals spoke briefly to him and then he led us into an office
inside the terminal.
“For the record, gentlemen, I’m Major Gustafson and this
is your official processing back into the US of A. You’ll be
debriefed at the State Department tomorrow.” Another officer,
wearing a medical smock, also entered the room and introduced
himself as Dr. Guzman. He indicated that part of this routine was
for him to ascertain that we’d not suffered trauma during the trip,
been in contact with people in areas of known health risks or
exposed to any toxic environments. He checked our hearts, took
digital temperatures and asked each of us some questions to
complete his checklist. He said that we both appeared to be fine
and he welcomed us home.

290

The Last Transition…

When we exited the building, we found that one of the
marshals was already outside, waiting there for us with a black
Ford Expedition at the ready.
“Where to next?” I asked. “I hope that this will all be
covered by my American Express card. I still have a return ticket
from Tehran for whatever it’s worth.”
The marshal just winked at me and grinned. It was the first
time I’d seen him smile. I guess that these guys get used to being
poker-faced, alternating between protecting the courts and
escorting the criminals, and perhaps not always being sure which
was which. Why we had merited their support and their
surveillance I wasn’t quite certain, but I was sure that I’d find out
eventually. “Executive accommodations have already been
arranged for you downtown at Fort McNair. There you will have
both your privacy and some access to the city and if you have any
special needs, we can always make those arrangements for you. I
think that it’s a minor miracle that your personal belongings made
it all the way back with you. We’ve rescued many travelers who
had only the shirts on their backs, literally.”
“We were lucky; we were traveling light,” noted Stan. “We
were only going a few days and had just gotten acclimated to being
there. Now we’ll have to adjust all over again.”
“Well you’re safe now,” said the other marshal, “and
Washington will be as good a place as any to start unwinding.”
120
To my surprise, the VIP Quarters at Fort McNair were
quite luxurious. From the outside, the large building appeared to be
just another of the red brick residences that sat along General’s
Row and overlooked the Potomac. But beyond its façade, it had
been transformed into six separate units. Stan and I were led to a
spacious two-bedroom suite, similar to our accommodations in
Tehran. We were sharing a common living area once again, but
this time it was without a Persian motif! The marshals, whose
names were Rubin and Lawrence, outlined the services that were
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available to us on the post and after they felt confident that we
were properly settled in and comfortable, Lawrence began to
deliver his prepared speech to us.
“Mr. Marchant, Mr. Walters,” he began, “I want to go over
the ground rules of your situation with you one more time before
we leave. For your protection and for reasons of national security,
you will be kept under surveillance for at least the next day or two
by the Federal Marshal service. In the interest of everyone, the
Government requests that the details of your trip to Iran and the
circumstances pertaining to your return be kept confidential for the
foreseeable future. Our office also requests that you advise us of
any attempts made to contact either of you with regard to those
activities. You are scheduled for your formal debriefing tomorrow
at the State Department. We will pick you up here at 8:30 AM and
ask that you relax and stay close to the base here until then. You
are free to come and go and can contact whoever you want for
now. We’re just a call away if you need us.”
We thanked the agents for all their help and saw them out
the door with a sigh. Finally Stan and I were alone once again, for
the first time since we’d left Tehran. I turned to him and gave him
a smile and a hug. “Are all your trips this exciting?” I asked. “That
sure was some ride! What’s going to happen to us next?”
Stan laughed; I think that was the first time that I’d seen
him laugh since we were reconnected. I hope I’ll get to know him
all over again, the way I used to in the 70s. I get the feeling that
there’s a lot that’s been going on just below the surface with Stan
and that the only way that he’s been able to remain successful was
to keep it there. I’m certain that for most of the time he’s been
lonely in his business.
“Well Frick and Frack will bring us over to State in the
morning,” he said, “and we’ll be asked to answer a bunch of
routine questions about where we stayed and who we met and what
we saw and then we’ll be free to go. After that maybe I’ll try to
meet up with some olds friends over at the Pentagon. You know,
we owe a few people over in the JCS for our quick ride home and I
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do want to go there and personally thank them. We owe General
Paydar as well but I think that we will have to wait for another trip
to Tehran to deliver that thank you.”
“I hope that I’ll get that chance,” I replied. “Stan, do you
think that someday you might be able to tell me more about the
General?” I asked. “I really liked him and it was obvious that your
friendship with him has a long history.”
“Perhaps in time,” he said. “It will take time.”
121
My next activity was certainly my most dangerous
undertaking of this past week, barring none; I finally called home
to Judy. Since she hadn’t heard from me in a week, it was a fact
that I knew she’d be unhappy about and one I’d hear about. People
expect different things from one another in that regard and
sometimes there is just no way that you can get around it or
compensate for it, even after being together for twenty years. She
has gotten better though; I’ll grant her that, particularly since those
grandbabies arrived. They are a good distraction for her. When I
tell her that she never would have made a good military wife, she
replies, ‘I know that and you’re not in the Army!’ It’s just that for
most of my adult life, I’ve not had anyone watching after me and
I’ve always been comfortable with that. Judy’s attention was a bit
of an adjustment, but I love her dearly anyway.
“Where have you been?” she scolded as she picked up the
phone. “What has been so important that you couldn’t take even a
minute to call me? I bet you’re glad that you were there, wherever
you were, instead of here right now!
“Aw Hon, we’ve been running like crazy and meeting with
all kinds of people from sunup to sundown. And every time I’d
think about calling you, it was always too late. Terry and I just
flew in from New Jersey and we just got into Washington around
noontime. We’ve got another meeting here early in the morning
with some DC folks and I’ll be home by late afternoon. You and I
will have the whole weekend to kick back and catch up, okay?”
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“Well you’re not getting off the hook that easily,” she
continued. “I’m going to ask you once again. Where have you
been, what was it that you were talking about, who was that
important to you and why couldn’t you call me?”
“I promise to give you all the details as soon as I get
home,” I said. “If I told you all about it now you would never
believe me anyway so let’s just wait until I get to Jupiter and then
I’ll give you a day-by-day account of our travels. I was wrong not
to call you and I’m sorry. I love you…” Unfortunately, I knew that
wasn’t going to be enough, but I hoped that she would understand.
“If you’re not at our front door by dinnertime tomorrow
with flowers in your hand and love in your eyes,” she said
threateningly, “then you’re a man who is living on borrowed time!
I’ll have a reservation made for us at the Courtyard Grille for seven
o’clock sharp… and we can discuss Paris then.”
“Perfect!” I shouted. “Traveling is great, but coming home
to you is still the best part. See you for dinner; I love you!” That
could have been much, much worse… and it still might be if it
turns out she doesn’t share my enthusiasm for international
adventure and intrigue. We shall see.
I called Terry next. I didn’t want him to get anxious either.
At least he knew that I was back. Judy didn’t even know that I’d
left! He picked right up, “Terry Nicholas.”
“The eagle has landed safely, my friend,” I began, “and so
they’ve stashed Stan and I in VIP Quarters at Fort McNair. We’re
to be debriefed at State in the morning.”
“Are you alright?” he asked. “Do you know what’s going
on? How can I help you? What’s on your mind for us now?”
“Well the hardest part is over, I think. I’ve just gotten off
the phone with Judy – who hadn’t heard from me for over a week
because I had been ‘running around the country with that buddy of
mine, Terry!’ on a campaign for more security over the Internet.
But I think that some of your ‘bad’ label may defuse itself over the
weekend since I’ll be coming clean with the big truth about what
has really happened and what’s been going on since.”
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“Wow!” teased Terry, “This sounds like heavy stuff, Bob;
you must have gone through some kind of life-altering experience
to be ready to come clean. Do you need me to come pick you up?
Maybe you’d like to come out to the house for the night?”
“Yeah, I guess I could use a drink with a friend right now,
maybe two. But I believe that I’d rather stay put right here tonight.
I just need to unwind a bit because my internal clock has really
gotten screwed up. These last seven days have been an extremely
intense ride. Come over as soon as you can. There’s a big officer’s
club across the way where we can hang out. But before you do,
please ask one of your girls put me on a non-stop flight for West
Palm Beach tomorrow, out of Reagan and around lunchtime. Also
tell her I said that I shall be eternally grateful to her for doing it.”
“That sounds like a plan to me,” replied Terry. “Just tell me
where you are now and I’ll be there to buy you a drink within the
hour. I know where the main gate of McNair is on ‘P’ Street.”
“You’ll run smack into the Parade Field from there,” I said.
“The VIP Quarters are on Generals Row, which borders along the
west side of the parade field close to the water. I’m in the last brick
quarters along the Row, right across from the tennis courts. There’s
parking directly in front of the quarters and we’re in the Pershing
Suite on the first floor. I’ll be watching for you.”
122
This was Colonel Henry Simpson’s second tour in the
greater Washington area. He had been working in the military
logistics business at Fort Lee, VA prior to the allied buildup for
Operation Iraqi Freedom. He and his family had become quite at
home there, living in a grand old southern home in a rural part of
historic Petersberg. When Hank was deployed to Iraq as part of the
initial invasion in 2003, his wife and their two teenage sons stayed
in the area. First, with the War College at Carlisle, PA and now
with a tour as a senior Joint Chiefs staffer, he and his wife Ann had
decided early on not to relocate into the costly DC suburbs. Instead
he now stayed in a small bachelor’s quarters near the Pentagon
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during the week and would escape to Ann and the Petersberg quiet
whenever he could. Both their boys were now in college so Ann
would sometimes join him in town for a change of pace and they
were together on most weekends. She had been through twentyfour years of the military with him and she knew how to adapt.
Hank had been working for Tony Genova for almost six
months already, but today was the first time that he would be
representing Tony in response to a formal Armed Services inquiry.
Senator Houghton chaired the Subcommittee on Emerging Threats.
Hank had heard him speak and had seen his work before. He
thought of him as a legislative version of himself. They were about
the same age and appeared to be equally inspired. Their meeting
today was certain to be an interesting one for both men.
His assignment to Iraq and to the logistics buildup before
the invasion had been a graduate education for Hank. The scope of
the effort that CENCOM had pulled together to support operations
in Iraq was overwhelming, the likes of which had not been seen
since World War II. That first year, their movement of 1.5 million
service members and 3.5 million tons of cargo surpassed the Berlin
Airlift. He brought what he had learned in Iraq to the War College
with him and had become rather legendary there for his challenges
to traditional thinking and those policies that were badly in need of
overhaul. The Senator had some question about logistic support in
Iraq and Hank was looking forward to bringing him up to date. He
had arrived early at the Hart Senate Office Building and as a result
was being treated to the hospitality of Ms. Kelly-Lynn Connolly,
who he was sure was sizing him up for her boss. It made no
difference to Hank; he appreciated smart people.
123
As I waited for my rendezvous with Terry, I decided to
call Mitzi. I wasn’t really ready to talk with her, never mind meet
with her, but as it was with Judy, I knew the longer that I put off
following up, the more difficult she would become to deal with. I
hadn’t lost my motivation, just some of my steam. I definitely felt
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that my mind was still running in hyperdrive and that I wasn’t
ready to rationally discuss anything with anyone, especially the
events of this past week. I really hadn’t tried to get my thoughts
around what would be next on my dance card yet, for either the
immediate or in the long term. I just hope that my head will clear
more as the dust settles. Mercifully, I didn’t find Mitzi there. The
housekeeper told me that she was out of town until the following
Monday. I just left word with her to tell Mitzi that I was already on
my way back to Florida, that Stan and I had had an excellent trip to
Tehran and that I would definitely follow up with her early next
week. Sometimes timing is everything.
124
It wasn’t long before Terry was at the door of the VIP
suite; he was hugging me like I was going to be out of style soon
and welcoming me back as if I’d been gone for ten years. Actually,
it did seem like I’d been away a lot longer than a week.
“You don’t look any worse for the wear,” began Terry. “I
half expected that you’d be all tattered and bearded!”
“Well I’m not, but I do need that drink though,” I replied.
“Let’s walk across the street to the officer’s club and see how it is.
I think that I’ll be the most comfortable hanging out there for the
moment. I’m feeling both wired and whupped at the same time and
somehow I can’t imagine why.”
Terry laughed. “Where’s your traveling companion?” he
asked. “I was hoping to get to meet him.”
“Oh I’m sure that you will soon enough but you just missed
him. He decided to run over to the Pentagon to personally thank
some people there. I’ll tell you all about it as soon as I have an
Absolute and tonic in my hand.”
“Lead the way!” cheered Terry and we were out the door in
a heartbeat, across General’s Row and strolling across the massive
parade field. The ‘O’ Club was in our sights, only minutes away
and we were both ready to talk.
The club was built in the style of a grand Georgian mansion
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and had a commanding view of both the parade field and the
Potomac through its magnificent Palladio windows. Its rich red
brick façade and white columned entrance opened to a gallery of
picturesque murals, which depicted West Point, the Boston Harbor
and panoramas of scenic America, dating back to postrevolutionary times.
The main lounge was just off the lobby with all the charm
of an old tavern, decorated with heavy furniture, a fireplace and a
dark oak bar that consumed over half the room. We settled in to
some thick leather chairs in a far corner, near an antique-filled
hutch. We ordered our drinks and turned off the outside world at
the same time. Since we both had a week’s worth of stories to
share about opposite sides of the planet, I asked the waiter to bring
us an assortment of munchies to sustain us in our search for what
was relevant. When the snacks arrived, the story telling began.
125
The Senator welcomed Colonel Simpson into his office
as graciously as he would any of his constituents. In recent weeks,
Houghton had continued to monitor the buzz about Iran and had
requested an update from the JCS with regard to ‘force readiness’
in the Iraqi theater of operations and to be briefed on any activities
that could be considered ‘force protection.’
“Kelly, isn’t Bill Dugan supposed to be in here for this?’ he
asked her over the intercom.
“He had a subcommittee conflict, Senator, and was running
late. But he did provide you with the talking papers that you had
requested. They’re on your desk.”
“Okay. Thanks, Kelly.”
“Hank,” began the Senator, “here’s my problem. An article
by Seymour Hersh recently hit all the news media, portraying us to
the world as the bully attempting to seek out WMD development
in Iran while we are proposing to use our own WMDs to destroy
those capabilities. The reactions from abroad were predictable and
the President immediately declared that we’re using diplomacy to
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resolve these issues with Iran. If you look at the newspapers today,
you’d see that it looks like it’s ‘all quiet on the eastern front.’ My
question to you is ‘what do you see going on?’ I’m concerned.”
“Senator Houghton,” he began, “As you may know, I was
part of the build-up for Iraqi Freedom. As soon as there was an
anticipated war, I was involved in creating a joint logistics
capability to support a combined command where nothing had
existed previously. As we packed shipments for theater staging
areas like Germany and Kuwait, shortages caused by years of
insufficient funding began to surface. And then when operations
started earlier than planned, the race was on. We had to modify the
way we were trying to carry out our business just to keep up. I’m
sure I’d have noticed something by now if someone were already
preparing for an invasion of Iran. Of course, preparations for an air
assault could be more subtle and possibly more difficult to detect.”
“I’d like to think that we could do some things in secret if
we wanted to,” replied the Senator, “but I’m not sure if that’s what
we’re dealing with in this instance. This isn’t the first time Hersh
has written about our ‘supposed’ war plans for the Middle East. He
wrote another article over a year ago called ‘The Coming Wars’
that spoke more about the demise of the CIA and the shift of power
to the Fourth Deck of the Pentagon, which might finally have some
meat to it. What got my attention with his most recent article was
his reference to plans for the use of tactical nuclear weapons on
Iran. That was the first time I’d heard nuclear weapons mentioned
and to have read that in The New Yorker bothered me.”
“I appreciate what you’re saying sir,” replied Hank, “but I
have not been privy to anything related to that except what I read
in the papers or see on the news. That has some people on my side
of the business upset as well. Maybe Mr. Genova has more insight
on this topic but he couldn’t be here today.”
“That’s all right,” said Houghton. “I appreciate your
candor. New subject; how did you like the War College?”
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“It was excellent,” replied Simpson. “There’s nothing like a
little reflection in an academic atmosphere to keep your head on
straight.”
“Did you get a chance to read Friedman’s ‘The World is
Flat’ while you were there, or discuss it?” inquired Houghton.
“Yes we did,” Simpson replied. “Why do you ask?”
“Well he began his story by describing how in his own
experience, he’d focused on exploring the tensions between forces
of national identity and global economics, and missed the fact that
globalization had already moved to a new level, and not just for us
but for our adversaries as well! So I don’t want to be similarly
asleep at my post with regard to Iran or any military plans for that
region. The consequences of bad policy can be irreversible and
there’s just too much at stake there. Are you familiar with Joseph
Cirincione?” asked Houghton.
“His name is familiar,” replied the Colonel. “I’ve seen it
referenced on assessments of nuclear arsenals and assessments of
chemical and biological weapons.”
“He’s a well respected arms expert who spent the past eight
years at the Carnegie Endowment for International Peace and
nearly ten before that working for the House Armed Services and
Government Operations Committees. I bring him up because he
had a particularly interesting piece published in Foreign Policy in
March entitled ‘Fool Me Twice.’ I think it’s worthwhile reading.
He sees similarities with what is going on today to what was
happening three years ago leading up to Iraq. He’s convinced that
some officials have already made up their minds about making a
military strike on Iran. I need to know whether his perceptions are
good or not, Colonel.”
“I appreciate your concern, sir,” replied Simpson, “and I’ll
do my best to help you to find that out.”
“Here,” said Houghton, “take this talking paper on Iran
with you. It has Hersh’s ‘The Iran Plans’ article and Cirincione’s
‘Fool Me Twice’ article attached to it. And tell Tony Genova that I
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want to know how much is ‘true’ in this and that I want his opinion
on the situation quickly.”
“Will do, Senator,” said the colonel. “Is there anything else
I can help you with today?”
“Not at the moment,” he replied, “but I appreciate the fact
that you asked. A lot of people that come through that door have
excelled at the ‘don’t volunteer anything’ class that you apparently
haven’t taken yet.”
“Maybe I’m just a slow learner,” Simpson replied.
Houghton smiled, shook his hand and thanked him for
coming. “I’ll look forward to seeing you again, Hank.”
“Thank you - Senator,” he replied. “I’d like that too.”
126
Right now, Terry was the only person in the world that I
could talk to who knew that I had just been delivered back to
Washington in a private jet after departing for Iran just one week
ago. Through Turnaround, the news reports and from IMP traffic,
he also knew that I had been in contact with some people there. In
addition, the military incidents that had taken place on the Iran/Iraq
border had made him aware of how special our perspectives of that
moment were and how they had now become even more unique.
That had elevated his concerns for our safety, both then and now,
as hostile threats dominated the news in all directions. My mind
churned as I sipped my drink and searched for what was the most
effective way that I could convey to him what I felt.
“Terry, my friend, last week was the most amazing year of
my life,” I declared. “I became alive to the point that I didn’t want
the trip to end! And I’m still feeling that way. Maybe that’s how
God felt after he’d spent a week creating the world.”
“Arghh,” he replied, “You’ve crossed a line with your last
sentence; that’s just a little too much metaphor. ‘Wired and tired’
is good,” he continued, “but say no more than that. Now tell me
what’s up, what happened and how did you finally get here?”
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With that beginning, I proceeded to recap the week’s events
in Iran for Terry. I described the people that Stan introduced me to,
the discussions that we had, the changes that I observed and the
details of our dramatic departure.
“I was never afraid,” I told Terry. “I’m sure that some of
that could be attributed to the confidence Stan projected and some
of it to the quality of people that he had introduced me to. You
could also tie part of it to the positive memories of Iran that I still
remembered from my past. I felt that I was protected and respected
there, both then and now, and it gave me a good feeling. I’m quite
passionate that Iran’s future is something we should focus on as a
nation. I’m sure that there could be some mutual benefit from it.”
I bounced from topic to topic, describing events of the trip
in great detail and dwelling on the issues that most caught Terry’s
interest. We’d go over each item and the different ways that there
were to interpret it before trying to consolidate the alternatives
we’d come up with into a single viewpoint. Then Terry would
reciprocate by describing how he had witnessed the local media
and the foreign press reporting upon those same events from this
side of the world. By putting our heads together in this manner,
everything became quite clear. He updated me on the progress of
Turnaround as well and the role that it actually began playing in
diffusing the hysteria after the downing of the jet. But I began to
find myself fighting to listen and confusing the facts. I was simply
exhausted. Time had flown by and the activity in the lounge had
begun to pick up slightly and the daylight coming through the
windows began to disappear. I was fading as well and Terry had
already put in a call for Baxter to return to Fort McNair to retrieve
him and take him home to Fairfax Station.
“Are you sure that you don’t want to come to the house
with me tonight?” said Terry. “Patti’s anxious to see you and she
still knows how to cook.”
“You know that I’d love to,” I replied, “but I really think
it’s best I stay right here for now. Tell Patti that I love her dearly
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and that I need to decompress a little more. I’ll be back to visit as
soon as my head is on straight, maybe even next week.”
“Okay,” he replied. “I’ll pass that on. And call me when
you’re finished at State. We’ll either rendezvous for lunch or I’ll
have Baxter pick you up and get you to the airport. I know that you
need to get home.”
We left the club and walked back to the guest quarters as
the sun’s final glow quickly faded from the horizon. It was a
beautiful evening, even with the cool breeze that was coming from
the Potomac. I told Terry how satisfied I was with what we’d been
able to accomplish so far and how fortunate I felt as well to have
his support and confidence. We sat down on the wrought iron
bench in front of the quarters and waited there for Baxter to arrive.
“I think that you’re really starting to enjoy this project,”
Terry remarked, “but I hope you also realize that we’re getting
deeper and deeper into it with each passing day. I’ll be anxious to
hear what the guys at the State Department have to say to you.”
127
Deep in the West Virginia woods, there was a weathered
log cabin that was just a little over an hour from metropolitan
Washington. It was called the Dogwood Lodge and it offered two
things that the District didn’t, privacy and seclusion. Although the
large-game hunting season had been over for a couple of months,
you would never know it from the assortment of vehicles that were
parked outside of this remote retreat. The cabin’s rough-hewn
exterior sharply contrasted the polished metals of the SUVs and
sedans that were gathered around it. Though it was now after
midnight, the building’s main interior was still ablaze with lights
and activity while outside in the shadows, two figures clad in
hunting gear kept watch over the surrounding stillness. Something
important that was now being discussed inside had brought this
group together in less than twelve hours. Ken Calis, who had just
driven up from Annapolis, had gotten in less than an hour ago and
was the last one that would arrive.
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The rustic atmosphere of the lodge belied its trappings of
casual comfort. The people inside were obviously drawn together
by common passions, noble purposes or interests of some
significance. While there was no thick smoke to attack your lungs
or to foul the air like we’d come to expect in the days before ‘big
tobacco’ became anathema, you could still smell the collective
power that was present there. It had a scent of its own. The
furnishings in the great room where everyone was gathered lent
themselves to three or four conversational clusters and chatter
permeated the room. There was, however, one imposing figure
standing in front of a crackling, stone fireplace who stoked the
burning logs with a cast iron poker. Outside the night was cool.
“That fire sure feels good to these old bones tonight,” he
declared to everyone as he positioned himself in front of the hearth
with the fire’s glow as his backdrop. Sporting a navy bulky-knit
sweater, faded jeans, hiking boots with red laces and a full head of
grey hair, he was both distinguished looking and the person that
seemed the most ‘at home’ in these surroundings, more so than
anyone else in the room. This was Belden Sheppard III, better
known as ‘Shep’, and he was the prime instigator of this auspicious
gathering. One of the Newport Sheppards, Shep had gone directly
into public service after some grooming at Exeter and picking up a
few degrees at Yale and Cambridge. He arrived at the State
Department with all the appropriate social graces and talents
needed for a distinguished Foreign Service career. However, after
twenty-five years of comfortable yet non-fulfilling posts, he
‘retired’ into the background services of international diplomacy
and that was when he hit his stride.
“I’m glad that we were all able to get together on such short
notice,” he began. “I don’t like to call meetings this way any more
than we have to. It just increases our risk of attracting unwanted
attention. Then we’d lose some of our effectiveness and none of us
want that to happen. I feel that there are at least two new issues
that have recently come into play, which need our collective
attention. They have the potential of forcing us to put some
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considerations on the table that may require ‘fast-tracking’ so I
want to bring you up to speed on them.”
“Well, you’ve got my attention,” said Bill Brockman who
was sitting on a large leather couch that was close to Shep.
“Mine too,” echoed Tommy Myerson from the other side of
the room. “Does this have anything to do with that US fighter that
went down in Iran last week?”
“Yes and no,” said Shep, “but let me say that you’re in the
right part of the world. Actually that incident has moved Tehran
into the forefront of everyone’s thinking, but what we need to talk
about here was already an issue in play before that latest fiasco
happened.” Shep did a survey of his late night audience - one by
one. It was as if he was taking their individual pulses with his eyes.
He already knew each and every one of them intimately, as well he
should. He had chosen many of them to participate and had been a
part of this group for nearly twenty years. Now he found himself to
be one of their senior statesmen. A couple of the members were
older than he was but he had been there the longest.
“Do we have an agenda?” continued Tommy. “I’m ready
for an ‘all night’ session if it’s necessary but my mind works much
better in the mornings.”
Shep laughed, “I know where you’re coming from Tommy,
and I’m with you a hundred percent. Everyone is here that was
asked to come and you all know each other. I thought I’d let the
group dictate how we proceed from here. My intent is to share with
you some new information that I have to give you something to
sleep on. Then we’ll have all of tomorrow to share our thoughts
and ideas. How does that sound?”
“I know that I’m ready for a good night’s sleep. But I
would recommend that we be well into our discussions first thing
in the morning, at least by 7 AM,” added Tony Genova of the
Pentagon. “I believe that we’re all used to that kind of a schedule.”
“That’s fine with me,” said Shep, “unless anyone has any
objection. I’ll make sure that the coffee and Danish are ready by
6:15 AM. I’ll keep my comments brief tonight but I guarantee that
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my words shall be well chosen to help get you up in the morning. I
also want to assure you that I’ll have several more items of interest
to share with you then.”
Shep paused long enough to acknowledge the murmurs of
agreement as well as to set the tone for his remarks. Then he began
to address everyone in slow measured sentences, glancing at each
individual who he’d gathered there as he spoke.
“I have had three private meetings with the President over
the past month and I am sorry to report to you that I firmly believe
that he has passed a point of no return in his thinking and that he is
pushing, no, I’d say he’s committed to launching air attacks against
Iran in the very near future. I’ll share those conversations with you
first thing tomorrow and then we will have a MidEast intelligence
update from Ken Calis of NSA,” he said, acknowledging Ken. “Sir
Leslie Thompson will provide us with some input from Britain,
Defense’s concerns will come from Tony Genova and a behindthe-scene’s perspective on some international developments that
are related will be provided by Mitzi Macdonald. It will then be
our job to identify the actions that need to be taken, whatever they
are, to prevent this senseless act of aggression from happening. It’s
not a time for equivocation. Our objective here is that there will be
no US attack on Iran, period.
I bid you all a good night’s sleep and I will see you over
coffee before you know it. I thank you all once again for coming.”
Shep made his way around the room, shaking hands with everyone
as he moved toward the back of the lodge where all the visitors
would find their sleeping accommodations. He left behind him a
mix of curious and fatigued people buzzing in his wake, who were
torn between the excitement of getting started with the discussions
and grabbing some much needed rest before the action began. But
this was an astute group; they retired quickly.
128
Waving goodbye to Terry and Baxter, I made my way
back into the VIP quarters. Stan hadn’t returned as yet and once I
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was inside, I collapsed unceremoniously onto my bed and quickly
fell into a deep sleep; I never even heard Stan come in. Suddenly I
was wide-awake and it was still light outside. The bedside clock
mystically said 4:05 AM and once again and I had to wonder if
those digits were to be magic numbers for me or if my six-hour
internal preset had just gone off. It took me a minute to remember
where I was and what tomorrow had in store for me.
I knew that I couldn’t go right back to sleep so I decided to
take a walk around. I knew that I was safe here despite the fact that
I was in DC and it was the middle of the night. As I went out the
door from the foyer, I was caught off guard by how bright the
moon was this night and that there was someone actually jogging
around the parade field at this hour. I sat on the bench again,
gazing at the runner in the distance, and thought about how the
discussions with Terry had strengthened me. It also reinforced in
me the true value of my trip with Stan. I’ll be interested to see
what the State Department ends up asking us. As Stan said, some
bureaucrat will probably go over a checklist and make a few notes
and then we’ll be forgotten. Hell, I’m more confident about my
convictions than I’ve ever been. I’m ready to go before Congress
and testify about the sorry state of our international policy and
where I think that it’s leading us. I just don’t have a clue as to
who’s interested at this point. Maybe I’ll have to find out, but not
right now. I decided to go back inside and try to get a couple more
hours of sleep. As I started to get up to go back to bed I could see
that the jogger had almost made his way around to where I was
still sitting. He was a young soldier in his twenties with a shaved
head and a lean, muscular body, probably a member of one of the
ceremonial units housed here. “Good morning, sir,” he smiled as
he passed before me. “Good morning to you,” I replied and I
thought, ‘God bless you all.’ I went back inside.
129
By 6:30 AM West Virginia time, the steady chatter of
the guests returning to the great room had replaced the wooded
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silence of the lodge. This wasn’t apprehension; everyone here had
been through this kind of conclave before. Critically important
discussions were about to begin. The murmurs were more like a
measure of the aggregated energy level that was captured within,
this collective force of powerful people just waiting for directions.
Shep barely paused when he entered, passing directly through the
group once more, moving quickly to where the coffee was.
“Good morning everyone,” he began. “As you warm up
your coffees I’m going to start things rolling by sharing with you a
summary of my recent discussions with the President as promised.
Then I’d like to get some feedback from you and hear your first
reactions to them. I want to follow that with two general overviews
that I asked Ken and Mitzi to prepare. After that the floor is open
to suggestions, literally, and hopefully we will be able to come up
with a shopping list of actions that need to be taken to accomplish
specific objectives that we identify. Remember that the primary
goal here is to take those actions necessary to prevent a US attack
on Iran from being launched. If we can have some sort of plan in
hand later this afternoon, we should be able to get out of here by
tomorrow morning. Remember, I’ll be open to the interjection of
new ideas at any point in the process so let’s get started.”
Shep then changed his location to the front of the room
where he set down his coffee. He next placed himself with his back
against the heavy sideboard table there and with his palms set
firmly on the table’s edge he slowly lifted himself into a sitting
position on top of the sideboard. From this vantage point, he had a
full view of everyone. He then cleared his throat and began again.
“On March 20th there was a small spring fundraiser in
downtown DC, small at least by Washington standards, which was
sponsored by one of my clients. In a last minute gesture to this
group, the President was able to change his schedule to make a
brief appearance there. At one point, he and I had ended chatting in
a corner of the room, cut off from the others by the Secret Service.
‘Shep,’ he confided, ‘I’ve got a real problem with Tehran
going nuclear and I have no intention of letting that happen. I want
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you to come see me on the QT; I need some outside advice. Call
my secretary tomorrow and tell her I said to fit you in right away.
Can you do that?’ he said.
‘Yes sir,’ I replied and that was my first meeting with the
President on Iran in its entirety. It was a Tuesday.” Shep paused
momentarily to sip his coffee and let his words sink in with the
group before he continued.
“My second meeting with him on the subject of Iran was
thirty-six hours later in the Oval Office. I had met with him on
several occasions since he first took office, where he had asked for
my counsel. I had been a respected advisor to his father during his
presidency and, consequently, 43 felt that he could rely on my
objectivity as well because 41 had trusted me.”
The room was like a quiet church where someone had gone
into a confessional and began talking very loudly. No one else was
saying a word but you could see that they were listening and they
were also visibly uncomfortable. Shep continued his overview.
“My next meeting with him was on Wednesday the 22nd at
8:50 in the morning. The President had already been given his
morning briefings and I was squeezed in between two of his urgent
calendar issues. Although the day was still young, he already
looked exhausted as if he hadn’t slept well. But that is not what
you tell the President of the United States when he’s just called
you in for some political advice. I was sure that polls and the status
reports on Iraq weren’t helping his frame of mind these days, but
sometimes he seems to be almost desensitized when he talks about
the war. Anyway, he got right to the subject once again.”
‘Shep, I’m real concerned about this Iran thing,’ he told
me. ‘Those Iranians are continuing to pursue nuclear weapons,
they still export terror and they continue to flaunt their hostility
toward America. The Tehran regime had agreed to international
inspections and now they’ve kicked out the inspectors. I know that
they’re hiding something from the civilized world and I’m
absolutely convinced that they’re going to get a bomb unless
somebody stops them. I am ready to do now what no future
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president would have the courage to do. We’re the most powerful
nation in the world and I’m going to destroy their weapons making
capability now before it ever gets the chance to bear fruit. Saving
Iran is going to be my legacy!’
“Needless to say that wasn’t at all what I had expected for
openers and I concealed my surprise with great difficulty. Then he
went from insensitive to evangelical in a heartbeat and I became
speechless once again. He continued on.”
‘The Iranian people are a good people; they’re a gentle
people who are being controlled by a few fanatics that have to be
stopped. It’s all part of my plan to bring real democracy to those
who don’t have it yet.’
“That’s certainly a major step and an ambitious goal,” I
finally replied, “but what is it that has created all of this sudden
urgency, Mr. President?”
‘I’ve had a group looking into this,’ he replied, ‘and they
have a lot of evidence that Iran is what’s keeping us from winning
the war in Iraq. Their sympathizers are supporting the insurgency
there and helping to kill and maim more of our soldiers every day.
It has got to be stopped!’
“How can I help you with this, sir?” I asked him directly
and he paused and looked at me for a minute liked I’d asked him
something that he hadn’t anticipated. I watched him stare out the
window for a moment and then he began again.
‘I wanted your reaction and I want your support,’ he said.
You’ve been around the block a few times in this town and you
know I’ve got a few critics. As more about Iran comes out, I’m
going to need people like you to let the naysayers know that they
have the picture all wrong and that what we’re doing is the right
thing to do. We don’t want to have another 9/11 here, do we?’
“That last comment really ‘took the prize’ for me and it
was at that moment I realized that America definitely had a major
problem on its hands to deal with and I suspected that it was only
going to get worse. I had no idea where his facts about Iran were
coming from or what ‘evidence’ he had to support what he was
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proposing to do now or what ‘now’ actually meant to him. I
wanted to hear more but we were on his schedule. He had another
meeting pushing us and I also had the feeling that he had already
told me everything that he wanted to for the time being. I left his
office hoping that I did not appear as visibly shaken as I felt.”
The silence around the room was quite deafening.
Instinctively, Shep slid off the front of the sideboard and let his
feet hit the floor with a thump. “Let’s take a quick break to refill
our cups and I’ll wrap up this monologue shortly. I want to hear
what you have to say next and then we’ve got lots of work to do.
We need to get into a strategy mode as quickly as possible and not
drag this meeting out any longer than necessary. Then we act.”
He crossed the room, making a beeline for the coffee urn as
the murmurs of the group began to fill the silence once more. He’d
succeeded, at least momentarily, in breaking the tension. But now,
not wanting to lose the momentum of what he felt was a good
beginning, he was returning directly to his perch at the front of the
room. He had the group with him; you could feel the energy. He
waited briefly for their attention as they settled back in and then he
began to summarize his comments.
“I last spoke with the President on April 6th, last Thursday
evening. I was contacted on short notice and he had a car sent to
retrieve me for an eight o’clock meeting with him at his residence.
I had been there before so that wasn’t out of the ordinary. But what
did catch me off guard was the man himself. He was completely
different from the person that I had met with just two weeks
earlier. He greeted me very warmly and apologized for disrupting
my evening. We sat in his personal study and he offered me a
drink, which was exactly what I needed! His manner was very
conversational and folksy and after the drinks arrived, he turned
toward me and appeared to become somewhat reflective.”
‘You know Shep,’ he began, ‘I’ve been thinking about our
last conversation and I don’t want you to have the wrong
impression. That wasn’t really me. I’m a man with beliefs, a man
of peace. I believe in trying to help others and showing them the
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right way to do things. It’s just that I sometimes get emotional over
our boys who are being hurt and killed over there in Baghdad
everyday and sometimes it makes me angry. I’ve done a lot of
talking to a lot of smart people over the past few weeks and they
think that I can get a better handle on the situation by using
diplomacy. I hope that they’re right and I’m willing to give it a try.
What do you think about that?’
“In truth, I found his comments frightening because I didn’t
believe a word he’d said to me. I felt that I was being schmoozed
by someone who was attempting to cover his tracks. I felt that the
message that he had shared with me on the 20th was the one from
his heart. My reply provided him with only platitudes and not an
inkling of my true concerns. ‘I’m glad to hear you say that,’ I said.
‘You know better than I do about the real threats and the military
options. All I can comment on is how I think the public would
react to more conflict in the Middle East. You and I both know
that’s an easy call. Our country is tired of the war and diplomacy is
always the preferred way of resolving these international issues.
Aggression like we saw against Kuwait is another matter but that’s
not what we’re dealing with in Iran, is it?’ I asked.”
‘Of course not, Shep,’ he replied. ‘If Iran was invading
Iraq, we’d be all over them already! It’s just that nuclear thing
again and we’ve already got enough problems to deal with. There
are already too many nukes scattered around the world!’ Then he
paused. ‘Maybe we’ve got some time to play with so Iran may not
be the crisis that I first thought it might be.’ He had inadvertently
slipped into his ‘dark side’ mode without thinking and then he had
tried his best to catch and cover himself; and he nearly did!
“I replied that I was glad to hear him say that he’d try
diplomacy and I told him that I’d still be available to him in any
way he thought I could help. He said that I was a trusted sounding
board and that he wanted to be certain that I understood where he
was coming from. I still couldn’t help but feel that he had another
agenda going, the one that he had alluded to in our previous
meeting that he was working hard to nullify, at least to me. I
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played along but unfortunately, as he said, I have been ‘around the
block a few times in this town’ and it wasn’t working on me. He
continued his social blitz for a bit longer and then apologized again
for tearing me away from my family. He told me that he’d let me
go but asked me to promise that I would call him if I came up with
something he needed to hear. I assured him that I would and that
I’d be available to him anytime. He confided to me that he would
keep me close. I thanked him for his trust in me and left. And now
we are here. What comments do you have for me?” Shep smiled.
130
The group at the lodge had now been bonded into a
singular being, which had been somewhat defined by their initial
selection for participation and then additionally shaped this
morning during Shep’s revelations. The further development of the
pieces and parts of this being would come next, the eyes, the ears,
the brain, the hands, the feet, the head and the heart. These parts
began to look about and squirm like newborn babies examining
each other and preparing to test the power of their limbs.
“I’m surprised and I’m not,” said Tony Genova. “I wasn’t
sure where the impetus was coming from but I knew it wasn’t from
us. While I’ve never heard those kinds of words come out of the
President’s mouth, our current planning activities supporting the
Administration reflect his attitude, especially when you look at
them objectively. We’ve been putting a lot of effort into Middle
East plans that can support a broader conflict. We cannot cover all
of their scenarios but we try. I just couldn’t understand why the
White House had been pushing on the ‘nuclear threat’ button so
hard. Now I think I know why and it’s not very reassuring.”
Tony was a retired general officer who had continued to
serve the DOD as a senior Pentagon executive for the last several
years. Currently the Under Secretary of Defense for Policy, his
office has the mammoth task of overseeing all facets of military
strategic planning and force structure.
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“I here the talk coming out of Iran as mostly posturing,”
said Bill Brockman. “I’ve watched Iran very closely for over a
decade now and the way I see it, as long as Iran is an Islamic
Republic, they will surely have a nuclear weapons program, be it
covert or otherwise. When I testified in March before the Senate
Foreign Relations Committee, I told them that perhaps the key
question they should be asking was, ‘how long will this current
regime remain in power?’ I see this Administration sending out
lots of different diplomatic signals in an attempt to challenge the
status quo, with the threat of a full-blown military attack as the
alternative. Now they’ve even thrown in US nuclear air strikes for
good measure. Maybe it would be prudent for us to prepare for a
wider war in light of the way the Iranian government has been
acting lately but I’m not convinced.”
“Perhaps I can help out here,” said Tommy Myerson. “My
perspective goes all the way back to Desert Shield and I’ve been
right in the thick of the JCS planning since 9/11. The White House
focus has always been on both ‘Saddam the person’ and ‘Iran the
nation’ ever since. I see the current high-stakes planning efforts
and the talk of covert action as a campaign of coercion aimed at
Tehran. And if you’re going to go that far, you really should mount
a credible threat to make the other guy blink.”
“I think you’re right on target with that assessment,” agreed
Ken Calis, “but let me pick up from there on what you’ve said. I
want to add a little more color to the picture you’ve painted. Force
protection is the new buzzword for clandestine activities. It’s
broadly classified as military operations either for protecting troops
or for preparing battlefields. Since neither of these are ‘technically’
intelligence operations, they’re not subjected to congressional
oversight. After the ‘so-called intelligence failures’ of Iraq, the
Pentagon’s been given pretty much of a free pass to pursue any
option it chooses to avoid making that same mistake again.”
“That may be the way it appears from your perspective”
interrupted Tony Genova, “and maybe from some other parts of
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town as well so I think it’s time for me to jump back in with both
feet to set the record straight.
I’m not hearing anyone in Congress objecting to this talk of
war. As a matter of fact, most of the people being briefed are the
ones who led the charge on Baghdad three years ago! And some of
those people are talking about things that they know absolutely
nothing about. Just last week I had to listen to some guys from the
Defense Science Board describing how they could enhance the
B61 thermo-nuclear weapons to target facilities deep underground.
At the same time, we were there questioning the very value of air
strikes! Talk like that just doesn’t make any sense so I want to
make one thing clear to everybody right now. Our current military
plans were premised on a White House scenario that a sustained
bombing campaign in Iran would humiliate the religious leadership
and lead the public to rise up and overthrow the government. We
didn’t come up with that solution from any current intelligence,”
he added strongly. “When the politicians started talking about air
campaigns openly and tactical nuclear options, I found myself
asking, ‘what are they smoking over there?’ I was shocked.”
At that point, Sir Leslie Thompson spoke for the first time.
Although he worked out of the British Embassy in DC, his
function was a liaison for NATO and for US/EU-related activities
rather than as a diplomat. Formerly with MI5, he’d been involved
with the Middle East in one way or another since the 70s.
“Your president has indicated that you are pursuing ‘a
diplomatic solution’ and your Defense Department also said that
Iran was being dealt with through ‘diplomatic channels’ but they
wouldn’t elaborate on that statement. I’m not really sure what to
think. However, I have spoken to some of my European colleagues
and they’ve all told me that they believe your diplomatic efforts
are doomed to failure, that your timetable is too short and that you
want to take military action in Iran! Can you comment on that?”
“From Defense’s point of view, we have some real
misgivings about military options. Unfortunately, the White House
believes that the only way to solve the problem is to change the
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power structure in Iran, and that means a war,” replied Tony. “The
danger is that any attack on Iran will reinforce the belief inside Iran
that the only way to defend their country is for them to obtain a
nuclear capability.”
Tommy Myerson jumped in again, “It’s my personal view
that a limited bombing campaign would allow the US to do enough
damage to slow down any nuclear development; and it’s feasible.
Our stealth bombers and standoff missiles really work and we can
blow up fixed facilities and operate on the ground as well. It would
be both difficult and dangerous though, particularly if we don’t
knock out all of their air defenses.”
“Well we think that it’s a particularly bad idea,” continued
Sir Leslie. “Personally I’ve been worried that the US might try to
do this on its own. The British Foreign Office is well aware of the
war planning that’s been ongoing but to the best of our knowledge,
it’s still short of a smoking gun. Even if you had one, it would still
be difficult to line up Europeans against Iran. The EU is jumpy
about your going full bore against them because we believe that
they don’t have the capability to run enrichment centrifuges en
masse. But even if they did, not everyone sees that as a crime.”
Now Mitzi Macdonald stood up; it was a natural action and
it had a quieting effect that changed the tempo of the room. “This
is much more than a nuclear issue,” she began. “That’s just a
rallying point and there’s still time to fix that. But our President
somehow has it in his mind that Iran cannot be fixed until we
control the hearts and minds of the Iranians! We all know that’s
not going to happen so where are we headed? Like it or not, the
real issue is ‘who is going to control the Middle East and its oil in
the next ten years?’ That’s the piece that no one’s verbalizing!
We’ve not heard of any strategy sessions or any formal briefings,
nothing. A key member of Congress told me that the White House
has been talking to some Senators secretly but that, in general, they
were reluctant to briefing the minority on anything. I think that it’s
a terrible situation all around; we’re supposed to be a democracy!”
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Mitzi had tossed out the gauntlet for all to see and a new
issue was on the table. Shep decided that it was time for everyone
to take a quick break and the room began to buzz once more.
131
I woke to the sounds of Stan in the kitchen area; it was
almost time to get up and the songbirds were already heralding the
morning. The clock said 6:50 AM as my feet touched the floor.
“Are you cooking me breakfast?” I called.
No,” Stan replied, “but I just put some coffee on and I did
bring back some bagels last night in anticipation of a slow start this
morning. How was your visit?”
“It was just what I needed,” I said. “We went over to the
officer’s club and anesthetized my runaway mind with vodka for a
while. Terry’s got a good head on him and he was keeping track of
all the news coming out of Iran during the time that we were there,
as well as some reports out of Europe and Asia. I’ll bet we spent a
couple of hours just talking about that and when all was said and
done, I was fully prepared to meet with the folks at State this
morning. Funny thing about that, I don’t remember anything that
they couldn’t have already learned by watching Channel 5.”
Stan laughed once again, “Bob Marchant, you are definitely
one in a million. Unless I’m wrong, what you say will still be news
to the people that we will be talking to this morning.”
When I had finished getting ready, I joined Stan in the
kitchen for coffee and we shared small talk about being back in
DC. He said that he’d always had a fondness for this town and had
spent a lot of time here in the past since his in-laws had been from
here. He told me that he’d struck while the iron was hot yesterday
and had caught up with some of our benefactors over at the
Pentagon, profusely thanking them for our ‘rescue.’ They said that
‘they were coming in this direction anyway and were glad to be of
service to us.’
“But I’m sorry I missed Terry,” he continued. “Maybe we
can all talk some more about these things in a couple of weeks. I’d
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like to meet him and I too would be interested in hear how things
were perceived here while we were gone.”
“I know that he’d like that, too,” I replied. “He was sorry
that he had missed meeting you.” A knock at the door indicated
that our handlers had arrived. I don’t know why I feel compelled to
refer to them that way. They seem like nice enough guys; they’re
just doing a job. Stan let them in.
“Good morning, gentlemen” I greeted them. “Can we offer
you some coffee?” They graciously declined but said that we
didn’t have to rush because we had a little time. They settled on the
couch in front of the television while Stan and I gathered our
things. We were both planning to be on our way directly after our
visit to the State Department.
Within ten minutes we were out the door and on our way to
‘C’ Street. “Does Secretary Condoleezza know we’re coming?” I
teased, but that didn’t even get a grunt from the front seat of the
Expedition. Stan glanced over and mouthed ‘you behave yourself’
to me. I just snickered softly. When we arrived, we were escorted
directly to an office on the second floor. The sign on the opaque
glass door read International Travel and the name beneath read
Richard Hertz. I had all I could do to keep a straight face.
“Good morning,” the receptionist said. “Mr. Hertz will be
with you momentarily.” She told the marshals that they were
welcome to wait in the employee lounge across the hall until we
had finished. Stan then told them that waiting for us would be
unnecessary, thanked them for their help and said we’d be making
our own arrangements from here. They had been through this drill
enough times before and knew that they wouldn’t miss anything by
leaving us. I on the other hand, I couldn’t wait to find out what was
in store for us behind Door #1.
It was only a minute or two before the receptionist invited
us to enter an office where Mr. Hertz stood waiting for us behind
his desk with his hand extended. “Richard Hertz,” he said, shaking
our hands. “Please have a seat.” He was tall, thin and gray with a
close-cropped beard that was also gray, a starched white shirt and
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an RAF regimental tie. Mr. Hertz appeared to be the consummate
State Department worker who had dealt repeatedly with people
like us, who chose to travel wherever we pleased and whenever we
pleased and always exercising our own sets of rules.
“You made a visit to Tehran on tourist passports one week
ago by commercial airline and were returned to the US yesterday
on a military transport, is that correct?”
“Yes it is,” we both replied.
“Can you tell me how that happened?” he continued. “Is
this normal for you?” he said sarcastically. Stan spoke.
“We were visiting friends there who became concerned for
our safety when tensions arose on the Iran/Iraq border. They
helped us to escape to a former Soviet base to the north of Iran and
American military helped us from there.”
“Can you be more specific, Mr. Walters?” said Hertz.
“Actually when I spoke to the people at the Pentagon
yesterday who were instrumental in our return, they asked that any
requests for additional details be directed to their office because of
the classified nature of some of our military activities in the region.
The phone number at the Pentagon Switch is extension 99824 and
the action officer’s name is Lieutenant Peterski,” he continued.
Hertz looked straight at me, “Do you have anything
additional to contribute, Mr. Marchant?”
“Mr. Walters and I worked together in Iran over thirty
years ago,” I said, “and we went there for a nostalgic visit and to
shop for some traditional Islamic artifacts when the chaos broke
out. We were staying at the Tehran Hilton and we had visited the
National Museum there but we never got a chance to actually make
any purchases. I hope that we’ll be able to go back again to do that
in the not to distant future.”
“We wouldn’t recommend it,” continued Hertz, “at least
not until after some of the problems that the U.S. is having in
dealing with Iran have been resolved.” He knew that he could
probably improve the feedback that he was getting by talking to an
empty room but he decided to continue with the interview anyway,
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referring to the questions on his checklist and noting our responses.
I felt like I was being screened to give blood. This went on for
about fifteen minutes more and then he announced that he had no
further questions for us. “I would like to thank you for your
cooperation this morning and I ask that in the future you consider
the travel warnings that are issued by the State Department. When
we recommend that Americans avoid a certain country or area of
instability, we do that only for your safety.” He told us that he was
finished with us and that we were free to go. Stan thanked him for
his time and the receptionist took us to where the marshals had left
our luggage.
“I told you not to expect too much,” said Stan as we left the
building. “He probably had dreams of making foreign policy at one
time.” I shook my head.
“You’re too kind,” I said. “What are you up to next? I’m
going to hook up with Terry for lunch and then head back to
Florida this afternoon. Want to join us?” I hailed a cab.
“I’ve still got some things to do here,” said Stan and then
I’ve got to head back up to New York. We’ll do it another time.”
“I’m heading to Rosslyn. Can I drop you somewhere?”
“I have to go by the Textile Museum on ‘S’ Street near
Massachusetts Ave. That will work out great,” he said. We shared
the next cab and I dropped him at the museum. He agreed that
we’d catch up to talk some more as soon as the dust had settled.
132
I showed up at Terry’s office unannounced. His office
manager recognized me right away as I entered and came over to
welcome me back. “He’s on the phone with someone right now,”
she said, “but come back to his office with me so he’ll see you.”
Her name was Jenny and she was just as sharp as she was pretty.
“Your flight to West Palm is at 1:45 PM; you should be back in
Jupiter by five o’clock.”
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“You’re a sweetheart,” I said as we poked our heads around
the corner into Terry’s office door. With a ‘Goodbye, I’ll get back
to you,’ he cut his call short in order to greet us.
“Well look at who you found!” exclaimed Terry. “I keep
telling you that’s what happens when we don’t lock the doors,
Jenny. Of all my staff, Bob, she was the one who has been the
most worried about you,” he continued. “Didn’t I tell you that he
was going to be alright?” Jenny blushed and smiled.
“Mr. Nicholas was the one that I had to keep updated,” said
Jenny. “We just didn’t know what was going on and we didn’t
want anything to happen to you.”
“That was very sweet of you to be concerned, Jenny,” I
said. “I appreciate that very much and I promise that sometime I’ll
share the whole adventure with you if you’d like. Thank you.”
“We’re just glad that you’re safe,” she said and left us.
“You’re becoming a regular fixture here,” said Terry. “I’m
not sure if I want to have to keep competing for their attention,” he
continued, “but I guess as long as it’s you I’ll make an exception.
And we do have time for an early lunch. Your flight’s at 1:45.”
“Yes, Jenny told me. The visit to the State Department
today was actually uneventful, but I’m ready for Clyde’s anyway.”
“That’s the old Bob I like to see,” smiled Terry.
133
At the lodge, it was almost mid-afternoon and what had
transpired so far was, for all intents and purposes, inconsequential.
Each of the participants had taken turns at describing how they saw
the issues and the state of the world. Now it was time to set up the
ground rules that would move the discussions forward, toward the
forming a roadmap that would let the group accomplish what
they’d set out to do. In his opening comments, Shep had clearly
identified that the objective was to stop what he described as a
‘senseless act of aggression’ from happening, which he believed to
be imminent. In the discussions, no one had disputed or quarreled
with either his assertions or his objective. In a passionate and
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sobering statement, Mitzi Macdonald had added political issues
and questions about energy policy to the discussions, but those
issues were going to take more than a weekend to resolve. Based
upon her political perspective, she could very well have been
Torbert Macdonald’s daughter, if he’d had one. But no matter, she
was definitely a bright light that was championing liberal issues at
a time when someone needed to be doing it.
Shep listened as the principal players shared all of the
known facts. The issue at the moment being focused on was air
strikes and the current US policy and Tony Genova was attempting
to pull everything into perspective.
“In this business, our decisiveness in planning is key and
with an objective of destroying underground facilities without
reliable intelligence, the use of tactical nuclear weapons is a
reasonable consideration. Other options, if you’ll excuse the pun,
would just leave holes. Using thermonuclear weapons is a tough
decision but we made it before. Of course, this isn’t World War III,
not yet, but I wonder how 1.2 billion Muslims might react if we
launched nukes against Iran? I think it would be global chaos and
the term terrorism would take on a whole new meaning.
Our military planners must go through extensive training
just to make certain that they understand the effect of radiation, the
mass casualties and issues of long-term contamination of nuclear
warfare. So there is no military solution. The nuclear option has
created serious divisions within my office and there has been some
talk about early retirement among some of my best officers. Late
last year, in some strategy meetings, when some of our people
suggested that we take the nuclear option off the table, the political
types wouldn’t hear of it. ‘It’s your option; why are you trying to
remove it now?’ they cried.”
“Iran really has no choice,” added Ken Calis. “They will
either accede to America’s demands or they will face a military
attack. I think that Mahmoud Ahmadinejad, their president, sees us
as weak and thinks we’ll cave in quickly. By playing hardball he’s
got nothing to lose but on the other hand, we do. If we attack, he
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will benefit politically and we’ll alienate any Iranian who’s
currently sympathetic to us.”
“In addition,” said Bill Brockman, “we believe that their
nuclear activity is well dispersed and well hidden throughout Iran.
That country is about a third the size of the United States. I really
don’t think we have a clue as to what we’d be up against. When I
reviewed a list of proposed targets that the JCS was working with,
I found that most of them had absolutely nothing to do with any
nuclear proliferation. And when I asked about that, all I got was
‘well there are a lot of uncertainties in Iran.’ My bottom line is that
this is not the path to take to change the world for the better.”
“Within the military, there are some very strong sentiments
against brandishing nuclear weapons to control other countries,”
continued Tony. “This goes to high levels and the matter may soon
reach a decisive point. The Joint Chiefs have agreed to give
President Bush a formal recommendation, which states that they
are strongly opposed to considering any nuclear options for Iran.
Internal debate on this has hardened in recent weeks, and I believe
that if enough senior Pentagon officials express opposition to the
use of offensive nuclear weapons, it will never happen.”
Shep used Tony’s last sentence as his entrée back into the
discussion. “Tony, do you interpret that to mean that conventional
strikes would be acceptable?” he challenged. “We have to agree on
where we’re headed. If the JCS opposition will slow things down,
that’s great! Now the next thing we have to identify is how we can
stop an attack altogether. As I said when we started, there will be
no US attack on Iran. It would be nothing more than a senseless act
of aggression. If there is anyone who disagrees with that statement,
please speak up now.” Shep heard nothing but silence. “Okay,” he
said. “Let’s keep things going and wrap this session up tonight. I
myself would rather be out hiking in these woods.”
Shep said he thought it was time to take in some of this
beautiful spring day to clear our heads before the final push. He
wanted to have a list of actions pulled together before we quit
tonight, to be gone over one last time over breakfast tomorrow.
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Everyone sensed that we had to act quickly if we wanted to take
control of events, but it wasn’t that we wanted to, we simply had
to. As the participants moved outside to the large deck for a whiff
of mountain air, you could sense that they were wearing down. The
crisp breeze in combination with the afternoon sun was all that was
needed to reenergize the participants for the final round of the
discussions. They were now moving forward as one.
134
I was airborne, headed south, returning home. Was it
only Wednesday? I had only been gone a week but I’d lost total
track of time. I’d picked up the Washington Post and the New
York Times at the airport to get my bearings. Four days ago I was
half way around the world, hearing rumors about a downed
American fighter aircraft inside the western border of Iran. Today,
there wasn’t even a ripple of it in either paper. I had asked Terry
how the incident had been reported on Monday and he told me that
it had never surfaced in that context. He said that the only thing he
had seen was that coalition forces had been attempting to stop
insurgent infiltration along the Iranian border. There was no
mention that this ‘exporter of terror’ had frozen its response to this
incursion of sorts, while American search-and-rescue forces from
Iraq went about the task of safely rescuing our downed pilots.
Thankfully, there was also no mention of any Russian and
Iranian military assistance being given to some U.S. civilians in the
north. I guess that until we’re all singing from the same sheet of
music, there are some things that are better left unsaid. But it does
make you start to wonder what the real truth is.
Then there is the question of the whole truth. On the home
front, when events had initially snowballed and I held back some
of the details of what I was involved in. It wasn’t that I felt I had to
keep the truth from Judy but rather I chose to. Lord knows that I
trust her but there have been volumes written about the differences
that exist between the ways that men and women perceive things. I
don’t claim to be an expert on any of it but I’ll describe one
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example for you. I watched as Judy and daughter Mollie and even
kid sister Julia prepared for Ella’s birth and it was a beautiful rite
of passage for all of them. I wouldn’t have wanted anything to
distract from it then nor would I now. Miss Ella moved to center
stage one brilliant Wednesday morning and simply excited
everyone. In the blink of an eye, I had added one more beauty to
the list of ladies for whom I’m attempting to make the world more
user-friendly. Somebody has to do it and so far I hope I’m headed
in the right direction.
I want Judy to see my growing involvements and interests
as a good thing. Trying to help and motivate others has always
been intoxicating for me in the past and I feel that I am just about
to hit my stride. Right now, Iran seems to be in the spotlight more
than ever, as the failed policies in Iraq and energy issues dominate
the headlines. A recent Seymour Hersh article entitled ‘The Iran
Plans’ seems to have raised an assortment of reactions around the
globe. It appeared in the April 17, 2006 issue of The New Yorker
and it was posted on the Internet also. While I have challenged the
‘conventional wisdom’ about the threat of Iran in past writings,
Hersh made me come to realize that now I was competing with the
Administration's pros, who seem to be creating their own stories
about the Middle East and using that old familiar WMD scenario
once again to project fearful images across nightly news screens.
They’re blithely talking about nuclear strikes against Iran and I for
one don’t like the sound of it! Officially, the White House is of
course denying these allegations.
I can’t wait to get home to Judy and whisk her away to the
Courtyard Terrace. Then I can just sit there and watch her enjoy
her glass of Australian Merlot, savor a choice filet mignon and be
decadent with a flamed crème brûlée. She does like good things
and I love to make her happy! However, I think that tomorrow will
most likely become a very long day for the two of us.
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135
Shep’s approach to wrapping up discussions and still
coming away with some meaningful results was no less than a act
of genius. Some people are given lifetimes to solve problems and
others take months to develop complex plans. This group was
informed at 6:30 AM this morning that their task was dealing with
a nearly impossible problem and that their mission, if they chose to
accept it, would be to come up with a foolproof plan within the
twenty-four hours allocated. The intent was to alter the course of
history within the following weeks. The only significance of the
constraint that he’d put on them was to signify that time was of the
essence. It was full speed ahead until the issues were resolved or
until new information changed the nature of the problem.
There were ten guests in attendance at the lodge, Shep
made eleven, and they were all ‘the best of the best.’ The Group,
which was actually its formal name, had its roots in the failures of
the Trilateral Commission, and other groups as well, that never
considered the aspirations of the newer countries of the developing
world from the onset. From its inception, the TLC only represented
the main democratic industrialized areas of the free world - North
America, Europe and Japan. On the other hand, the Middle East
was only one component of a vastly larger Third World that was
exploited by the developed nations, but it represented the world’s
energy resources. Consequently, the countries in the region always
tried their best to use those resources to equalize the region’s
position with those First World economies. That was the reality
that existed when the Group stepped up to address these issues in
the late-70s. They offered some assistance with joint actions to
Iran, Saudi Arabia, Iraq, Kuwait and Venezuela to influence the
economic balance. This was how the Global Resource Options of a
Unified Planet came into existence and took shape.
For more than 25 years, the Group’s members had always
worked within their systems. No one was ever sure how many
people were actually involved or who they were. Several high
profile individuals had been visibly involved with the Group’s
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causes over the years. They had attempted to become a stabilizing
influence for the evolving world before the world even knew that it
needed one. Now globalization and the Internet had accelerated
their reach and the value of their activities greatly. Dealing with
this current crisis would be a test of their collective abilities.
After the last break, Shep had gone about pairing up the
participants, assigning each pair the task of creating a list of the
five most important issues that they felt stood in the way of the
desired outcome. Each team was asked to come up with solutions
to the impediments they’d identified, prepare a presentation and
defend them to the other attendees. Shep left himself free to be
both the gadfly and the tiebreaker, as each top-five list was being
created and analyzed by the participants over supper. Once they
had agreed upon which issues were the most important to be dealt
with, the group would finalize a plan of action and choose which
members would be assigned to carry out each action item. You’d
think that Shep had been in the Army the way he went about
marshalling the troops to their task. His guidance was engaging
and his manner was appealing so that there were never feelings of
discord in evidence. Collectively they represented a global attitude
and in more ways than one it was definitely a group effort.
“Is everyone ready to start?” asked Shep. They had a
whiteboard set up in the front of the room just to the right of the
fireplace. “I want to start our final discussions by listing all of your
issues here on the whiteboard and then get some agreement on
which are the top five. We’ll have sandwiches and beverages
brought in later so that we can continue to carry on discussions
while we eat. We’ll just keep going until we’ve all agreed upon
what actions need to be taken and who are the best individuals to
take them on. We may already be of one mind, but we’ll never
know it until we get some things pinned down.”
Shep wrote ‘THERE WILL BE NO ATTACK ON IRAN’
at the top of the whiteboard in red and then he continued, “Can
someone please give me their issues to start the process going?”
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Shep took the notes that Bill Brockman, who was sitting
close to the front of the room, had offered him and posted the
issues that he and Sir Leslie had come up with on the left hand side
of the board with a black felt marker.
1. The President is committed to attacking Iran
2. The Congress has been extremely silent
3. Iran can see no true alternatives being offered
4. Good intelligence does not exist for Iran
5. The US doesn’t have allied support for an assault
“I’ve kept these in the same order that Bill and Sir Leslie
had listed them, not necessarily by priority,” he said. “You’ll all
get a chance to comment on them shortly, but first I want to know
if anyone feels that they missed any major issues? Some of you
have may come up with other points that could be related to the
ones they identified or maybe they’ll fall into a category of their
own. Would anyone like to add another issue to this list?”
“Let’s add ‘Israel is in favor of striking Iranian facilities.’
They see Iran as a special threat to them,” said Andy Abrams, who
officially works as a lobbyist for AIPAC.
Mitzi spoke up, “Andy and I also spoke about the control of
Middle East oil being a factor but I’m not sure where the issue fits.
Maybe it should be described as ‘the focus of US energy policy.’
“How about ‘pre-emptive nuclear options violate our
national policy,” added Tony Genova. “That’s a particularly
sensitive topic among the military.”
As they spoke, Shep was adding each new comment to the
right side of the whiteboard in a second column. “These are good,
people. Anyone have any others?” asked Shep.
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“How about ‘the changing focus of the intelligence
community since the Iraq invasion’ that’s taken place,” said Ken
Calis. “Is that going to make a difference in the intelligence on Iran
now or will it be suspect also? With the continuing shakeup at the
CIA, the Defense Department is providing more and more of the
government’s focus for intelligence.”
“That’s a good point,” said Shep. That definitely needs
more discussion.”
“Tommy and I talked about ‘new energy strategies to
support military readiness,” said Sergio Rubio who has been with
the Venezuelan Oil Ministry for years. “We already play a large
role with the US in that regard and we may be able to offer some
additional help here.”
“These are all great,” said Shep as the second column took
shape. “Some of these may dovetail or be components of the first
five. Some may even take precedence over the first ones and that’s
what we’ll have to hammer out next. This is what we will use to
get started with and we’ll work refining it from there. Now let’s
have the food brought in here!”
On the right side, Shep had added the following issues:
6. Israel is in favor of striking Iran facilities
7. US energy policies toward Middle East oil
8. pre-emptive nuclear options violate national policy
9. the changing focus of US intelligence
10.

energy strategies to support military readiness

136
For the first time, Shep sat down with the others. They
were focused on the sandwiches that needed to be passed around
and he was tuned in on the conversations that were accompanying
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them. The mood was upbeat and his sense was that there was still
enough steam in everyone to wrap this thing up tonight. He was
optimistic that they’d actually be able to accomplish something for
the near term as a group and that pleased him immensely. He knew
that their hammering out the specific actions that would need to be
executed was not going to be easy. He thought that perhaps he’d
throw in some controversial positions to the group to pull them
closer together before they attacked the key issues again. He knew
that he could easily make that happen just by drawing out a couple
of people, so Shep returned to the sideboard and assumed his perch
in the front of the room once more. First he’d offer an issue, he
thought, and then he’d pin it down by proposing who he believed
should be working on it next week. This will be fun, he thought.
“I’d like to hear from a couple of you about some issues
that were touched upon today but were not truly discussed. I’ll try
not to catch you with a full mouth and if others want to comment
on my questions, they’re welcome to do so in the same way we did
earlier. With your concurrence, I’ll begin.”
Andy had been the only one who had mentioned the Israeli
issue and Shep wanted to hear more of his thoughts on the subject,
as well as the thoughts of anyone else who had any information on
Israel’s plans. If there were problems out there that weren’t visible,
Shep wanted to smoke them out. If we weren’t certain that they
were issues, we would have to address that too.
“Andy, what else can you tell us about Israel being in favor
of striking at targets in Iran?” said Shep.
Andy contemplated what he was going to say for a few
moments before beginning, “Israeli leaders have been telling the
West for years that they saw Iran’s ambitions as a threat to them
and that they viewed any attempts by them to begin the process of
enriching uranium as an act of hostility and a threat to the region.
Iran’s current president is a nutcase. His anti-western rhetoric is
only adding fuel to that fire.”
“Aren’t we guilty of some of that nonsense, too?”
commented Shep. “In a recent speech in Ohio, our President called
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Ahmadinejad’s verbal hostility toward Israel ‘as a serious threat to
world peace.’ He made it quite clear that “we will use military
might to protect our ally Israel.”
“I’d like to add something to that,” said Tony Genova. “It
was the White House’s interest in preventing an attack by Israel,
which could provoke a backlash across the Muslim world, that has
forced us toward current operational planning. But I’d like to point
out that using our forces to protect and defend our allies is quite
different from planning preemptive strikes. Any bombing of Iran
could produce a ‘chain reaction of attacks’ on American facilities
and against civilians throughout the world and be as disastrous as
any bombing campaign.”
“There’s a similar skepticism within Europe about an
American bombing campaign of Iran,” added Karl von Bott.
“Attack Iran and you’ll only serve to give its current leaders more
credibility and more power.”
“Anybody else?” asked Shep and hearing no other
comments, he continued on. “Mohammad,” he asked, “what’s your
take on Ken’s statement about the changing focus of the US’s
intelligence community? You should be familiar with some of
what’s happening in that area.” Mohammad Naseri had a long
background with Iranian intelligence and had worked with Admiral
John Poindexter as a researcher during the creation of the Total
Information Awareness Program at the Defense Research Projects
Agency after 9/11 to counter terrorist threats.
“As most of you know,” began Mohammad, “the push to
create a counterterrorism information architecture began in 2002
with an effort known as Total Information Awareness, but that was
instantly perceived as a threat to individual liberties. When a name
change to ‘Terrorism’ Information Awareness appeased no one,
the program was disbanded, but some of its projects have lived on
behind the veil of classified intelligence budgets. There is no doubt
that some of these efforts are connected to the current firestorm
over the eavesdropping and the compromising of personal phone
records. Because of the current breakdown or total absence of
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human intelligence in areas with unspecified enemies, this shift to
technology for answers was inevitable and is not surprising.
The other side of this issue that we’re witnessing today is
the shift in control of intelligence. The Administration believed
that the C.I.A. was either unable or unwilling to provide the
military with the information that it needed to effectively challenge
stateless terrorism. So it has given the Pentagon new authority for
its covert operations, giving them full control of their own human
intelligence and intelligence satellites and roughly eighty percent
of the intelligence budget. The appointment of Porter Gauss in
2004 to head the C.I.A. was the beginning of a political purge of
the old guard that effectively emasculated it.”
“Defense can pretty much do what it wants to today,”
added Ken Calis. “Force protection essentially takes on many
forms under the current scheme of things. From the perspective of
the intelligence community, what may be missing from the process
now is the dynamic tension that insures everyone’s priorities get
taken into consideration. We can’t ignore doing that.”
“We are very much aware of the added responsibility that
this puts on the DOD,” said Tony Genova. “It has already placed
some commanders in ‘diplomatic warrior’ roles and compromised
their ability to act decisively. Hopefully none of us here have been
conflicted by similar issues during these discussions over the last
twenty-four hours.”
“Thank you all for that,” said Shep. “It’s a new day in more
ways than one from several perspectives.”
137
I ran into a Publix on the way home to pick up a bunch of
roses for Judy. I’m sure that milady had already placed fresh cut
flowers about the house but these would be special because they
would be coming from me. I pulled smoothly into the driveway
and parked the car in front of the entrance, at the ready to depart
for dinner. I could see her clearly through the glass door panels and
as I walked into the patio area, she opened the door with a flourish.
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“Welcome home!” she said. “You sure are a sight for sore
eyes this time. Where the hell have you been?”
“Hello, my love!” I replied as I handed her the flowers and
kissed her gently. “That’s going to take all weekend to tell you, but
let me begin by saying that the Nicholas gang sends their love,
especially Terry, and he begs your forgiveness for stealing me
away from you for a week.”
“I know,” she said. “That’s almost verbatim what the card
says that came with the flowers that he sent, but his were delivered
in a vase! Did you two rehearse this?”
“Of course not,” I replied. Oh, the power of great minds! If
you’re going to have a friend, Terry is definitely the kind to have.
“I think that he’s just sweet on you, that’s all,” I continued. “Are
you ready to go to dinner?”
“Do I look like I’m ready for dinner?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said, “and I think that you look absolutely lovely,
my dear. I am a very lucky man.”
“You sure are,” she boasted. “Yes, you certainly are.”
And off we went to Hobe Sound and the Courtyard Grill
for an evening of fine dining and small talk. Tonight I could fill her
with newsy events about Turnaround and the people involved but
I’ll save the bigger issues for the morning light.
138
As the light began to fade again, the people at Dogwood
began to finalize what they had set out to do only a few hours
earlier. Although they were as diverse a group as you could find;
engineer, entrepreneur, lawyer, statesman, soldier, spy, banker,
lobbyist, bureaucrat; they had each come to this same point by way
of different paths to share their beliefs with one another for a better
world, a world where life was richer for everyone. There were
probably no more than sixty people worldwide who were currently
related through the Group. A token office in Zurich kept them
anonymously connected and helped to constitute impromptu
gatherings like this one to occasionally work together. They
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functioned mostly within their own capacities while maintaining
these common bonds. Theirs was not an allegiance to agency,
country, king or savior but rather to the earth and to living things.
They were all unique, each in their own special ways.
The leaders who would take things to the next level were
beginning to emerge from the discussions. Tony Genova was first
to step up to address a task and claim it for his own.
“Speaking to ‘Congress’s silence’ #2,” began Tony, “I
know that I can accomplish two things. First, in light of everything
that we’ve been hearing about the intelligence community shifts
and the problems there, I will have the Joint Chiefs formalize their
opposition to a nuclear assault on Iran to the President. In addition,
I can also exercise my credibility in both the Senate and the House
and get some louder voices raised over there in opposition to the
White House’s War.”
“I plan to address ‘bombing Iran’ #1 directly with the
President,” said Shep, “armed with some of the thoughts that you
have helped me to develop here. Your efforts are linked with this
as well, Tony; and so are yours, Karl. I think that these ‘national
policy’ issues #8 need to be raised directly to the President as well.
Then if he doesn’t back down, I guess that I shall just have to
expose his arrogance to the liberal press!”
“I believe that #3 and #5 are speaking essentially to the
same issues, ‘alliances and alternatives’,” said Sir Leslie. “And we
now have an additional ally in Iran’s ambassador to the UN since
he’s begun to speak publicly of ‘pressure and intimidation tactics’
being used by Washington; he’s asking for direct talks. I’ll try to
help him get more folks together, since I’m on a first name basis
with many of them.”
“That sounds good,” said Shep. “Now who’s next?”
“I’ll pursue the intelligence issues of #4 and #9 with respect
to Iran because it’s something that I know I’m well familiar with,
including many of the people involved,” declared Mohammad. “In
case you’ve forgotten, this Group has some well placed friends in
Iran who’ve been extremely helpful in the past and we could get
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their help again now. Sometimes it’s hard to sort out the truth.”
“We recently had some very positive intelligence contacts
with Tehran,” interjected Mitzi, “and the details that resulted from
those interactions might be extremely useful to you now.”
“I will follow up with you and Ken on this,” replied
Mohammad. “I wasn’t aware of any of this.”
“That leaves us with just a couple of issues,” said Shep,
“and I’d like you all to get back with either me or Tony if you run
into any snags. Tommy, I’d like to ask you and Sergio to address
‘energy and readiness’ #7 and #10 and continue to try and qualify
the immediate policy issues that we’re facing. If you find that
corporate greed is still over-influencing our energy policy, that’s a
bigger issue than what I’m ready to take on tonight. But some
positive statement of both our present and our proposed policies,
particularly when they’re made in conjunction with other nations,
might be worth their weight in gold right now.
The only issue that really hasn’t been addressed yet is the
‘Israel’s desire to strike at Iran’ #6. They feel that they set back
Saddam Hussein’s nuclear program several years by destroying the
Osirak reactor near Baghdad some twenty-five years ago and that
type of response still appears to be their ‘preferred’ method of
diplomacy. In truth, that strike had the opposite effect; energizing
Saddam and driving his secret weapons program underground. In
any event, that wasn’t something that happened in Iran, Andy; and
I must stress that to you. Iran’s leaders fit a totally different profile
and I’d like it if you and Tony could to continue work this issue
and help clarify how we can stop the administration from baiting
Israel on this and put the bombing to bed once and for all.”
Shep had first wiped off the initial issues that were on the
whiteboard and then, as the discussions evolved, he had recapped
the results and laid out a new list for everyone to consider:
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• Shep – Directly confront the President’s arrogance and a national
policy of preemptive nuclear attacks. #1 & #8
• Tony – Get Congress talking about unauthorized wars and
offering resolutions to prevent an attack on Iran. #2
• Sir Leslie – Help the UN Security Council to promote direct
discussions and meaningful alternatives with Iran. #3 & #5
• Mohammad – Take a fresh look at the current intelligence on
Iran and help get the facts out on the table. #4 & #9
• Andy – Openly challenge Israel’s policy of belligerence toward
Iran and plan the withdrawal of US support. #6
• Tommy – Review US energy policies for readiness and a shift
toward strategic resource independence. #4 & #9
After he had completed his handiwork, Shep added exclamation
marks to the end of his NO ATTACK!!! header. With that done, he
moved to his left and sat up on the sideboard once more. He faced
the group and watched them as they contemplated each of the issues
and allowed the words to sink in.
“What do you folks think?” asked Shep. “Have we earned
our paychecks yet? Can we go home now? We’ve identified a half
dozen areas where we’ll need to continue to work and you’ve all
stepped up to the challenge. I sincerely believe that this meeting
was necessary and that even if issues end up being easily resolved,
this was just one of those times where we couldn’t leave such
things to chance. There was just too much riding on this one for
everyone concerned. In fact, I have always considered nuclear
issues to be in a league of their own and for good reason.
We are almost ready to wrap up this auspicious gathering
but unfortunately, because we have covered so much ground since
yesterday, some of what’s been said may already be a little foggy
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in our minds. I’m going to ask that you all remain accessible for at
least the next week or two. You may still want to consult with one
another until things settle down. I’ll give you all updated contact
lists before you leave and I’ll keep each of you up to date on my
personal progress. I want to thank you all very much for helping to
make this meeting a productive one.”
“Thank you!” came the celebratory replies, as some shouts
and a warm applause erupted around the room. The past 24 hours
had been intense for everyone involved and the tension that had
been created was now beginning to be released.

The issues become reality…
139
Greg Stanopulous did not appear to be Saudi. While his
roots were Arabic, his genes gave him more of a Mediterranean
look with olive skin and dirty blonde hair. He had the form of an
Adonis and could blend in equally well with the fishing fanatics
around Marathon Key or the jet set at South Beach. Although born
in the Middle East of wealth and privilege, his origins had been
buried with a false Greek identity when he went off to prep school
in England. That was where he initially explored and passionately
exploited the acceptance that his borrowed identity had bestowed
upon him. Nearly thirty now, he had been Greg for more than half
of his life and he fit his part perfectly. He wasn’t solely responsible
for his identity change. His father, Fakhir Abu Khalid, had bitter
memories of colonial times in Jeddah. The loss of Greg’s mother
before he was ten only added to his ambitions for his son. The
father believed that bestowing a new identity on him would
provide the young Khalid with options and opportunities that he
himself never had.
Privately, Greg had kept connections to his past. His early
understandings of the teachings of Islam were deeply imbedded
beneath the surface. Those foundations were built during his
studies as a boy at the madrasah in Jeddah and his values were
good. Indeed, Islam was the most rational and advanced of the
confessional faiths. Strict monotheism had liberated its followers
from mythology and challenged them to build a better world. The
Qur’an urged Muslims to observe nature closely, reflecting upon
their observations, and then to subject their actions to constant
scrutiny. It was a total way of life, meant to raise their standard of
living and achieve a higher level of social justice, while fighting
illiteracy and poverty to unify these Islamic nations. Those were
the very feelings that radical groups appealed to as they reached
out to Muslims around the globe for support of their causes.
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When Greg left the University at Cambridge, he had the
fundamentals of business under his belt, a beautiful British accent
and the desire to broaden his education in the United States, where
the pace of global business was frenetic. Since he wanted a truly
American experience, he opted for the south where he would be
less likely to be affected by a high level of foreign student
influence like he had experienced in the schools in England. He
ended up at the University of Miami, a city that was one of the last
frontier towns of the U.S., booming with a Latin Americas beat
throughout most of the 80s, with a world-class port and a massive
tourist industry. By the time he had turned 25, Greg had gotten
quite an exposure to the culture of the south and had exchanged
most of his Cambridge inflection for a Florida drawl. He began to
blend in with the American experience, but it was not without
some trepidation. Since the stress of academics in the US wasn’t as
demanding for him as it had been in Britain, he had begun to
socialize more, had taken up fishing and had met a girl, a native
Floridian who was born and raised in Miami. This was also where
he first met Youssef.
140
My dinner with Judy was wonderful last night, as I
knew it would be. It made for a wonderful homecoming and now
we had the weekend before us. We’d both awakened early and I
seized the moment to propose an impromptu picnic at the beach. I
knew that I wanted to be in a public area that would still offer us
some privacy and enable me to do what I had to do. I didn’t mind
telling Judy the truth but she was sometimes quick to anger. I just
needed for her to be able to give me enough time to explain things
before she did. If I simply tried to talk with her while we were at
home, she’d just block me out at the first outbreak of anger and go
off and do something else within reach. The beautiful day and the
blue surf would at least offer us some distraction.
We stopped at the Super Winn-Dixie on our way to Hobe
Sound and Judy helped me fill up the picnic basket with assorted
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delights. To this we added two large gourmet coffees 'to go' and we
were once again on our way. It was only about 8:30 AM and we
were on the beach within five minutes. The sun was just beginning
to creep above the puffy clouds on the far horizon, the breeze was
refreshing and the morning tide was going out slowly. We had the
place to ourselves, at least for a little while. I put the basket down
and spread out the blanket on the warm sand.
“We must be doing something right,” I said. “I had a
discussion once with Terry about the luxuries that this spot offers
us and he said that he was jealous. I guess it’s all a question of
your priorities. I like this place because I feel at peace with the
world when I’m here.”
“You mean you don’t when you’re not here?” replied Judy.
“What is it that bothers you? I don’t bother you, do I?”
“Of course not,” I replied, “but there have been times when
I wanted to come here just to think, times when I might not want
you to know that something was bothering me. That’s particularly
true if there’s really nothing that you or I can do about it. The last
thing that I want is for you to worry about something, especially
when it’s not necessary.”
“Can you give me an example?” she smiled. “I can usually
tell when something’s been bugging you. Now what’s on your
mind? How’s that for being your straight man?”
“That’s pretty good,” I said. “I’ve been biting my tongue
for a while now, since before I went out to Arizona but I felt that I
was doing it for a good reason.”
“And what reason might that be?” she asked coolly. “I
don’t see any blood.”
“I looked on as you and the girls got ready for Ella and I
saw it as something very beautiful. Unfortunately, I had a problem
that surfaced at the same time. Someone was threatening to steal
my identity over the Internet and it took a while for me to find out
what was actually happening. Both Steve and Terry were helping
me and I didn’t want anything to distract you from what you were
happily involved with. What was going on with me could wait.”
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Judy sipped her coffee as she looked at me, pondering what
she’d just been told. “And that’s it?” she asked.
“Pretty much,” I said, “and that was pretty much the basis
for getting Project Turnaround started also.”
“But there’s more…,” she stated. “I can sense it. What’s
next, Bob? Is there still a problem? Are we in any danger?”
“Not that I know of,” I replied, “but these issues are not
simple and they have taken on an international dimension that I’m
already involved with to some degree. I’m not sure where it will all
lead to or how it will finally resolve itself, but I was hoping that
you would understand.”
“Really?” she said flatly. “Why? What else is going on?
What else has happened that you want to tell me about?”
I felt that she truly sensed that there was more to the story
that I needed to tell her, but I wasn’t sure how much she was ready
to listen to or if I could make her comfortable by telling her what
had already happened to me. But I had to at least try. At minimum,
I wanted to bring her up to date. Later, we could speculate about
what might be happening next but not today. Maybe we can talk
about that tomorrow. I have to deal with first things first.
“Let me tell you as simply as possible what has happened
to me since day one,” I began. “I will give you a complete update
on my activities right up to this moment and then I promise that I
will share each step of any future activities with you until all these
issues are resolved. And I must confess, in all honesty, that I feel I
will still need to be very much involved in what happens next.”
“I think that I need to take a dip,” she said as she rose to her
feet, “but don’t lose that thought.”
I watched her as she glided over the sand and entered the
water with a splash. I then got up and followed her down the beach
and slipped into the gentle surf after her. We swam lazily next to
one another in the cool water as I waited for her to signal that she
was ready to listen to the next installment of my odyssey.
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The wheels of government continued to turn, inspiring
Iran’s ambassador to the United Nations, Mohammad Javad Zarif,
to petition for a direct dialogue on the nuclear issue between
Tehran and the United States, maintaining that their nuclear
program was solely for peaceful purposes. “We are prepared to
engage in serious discussion in order to resolve this issue,” he
stated, “and we have not made any exception with regard to the
United States.” While there are those who would categorize this
standoff as simply a modern day clash of civilizations, it is not.
Studies show that democracy currently has an overwhelmingly
‘positive’ image throughout most of the world. It’s not that simple.
In reality, the cultural lines that separate Islam from the
West include issues of sexual liberalization and gender equity and
not democracy at all. When it comes to attitudes about sex, the
cultural gap that exists between the Muslim world and the West
becomes a chasm! Muslims have always been distinctively less
permissive toward women, abortion, homosexuality and divorce. A
society’s emphasis on such values of self-expression has a
surprisingly strong bearing on both the emergence of democracies
and the ability of the democratic institutions within them to
survive. Emphasis on self-expression has always been closely
linked with a society’s level of democracy. As the younger
generations of the West have gradually become more liberal on
these issues, the Muslim nations have remained more traditional.
With gender inequity, roughly half of the people are marginalized
and disempowered. It’s not a surprise that democracies may not be
sustainable in such societies, no matter how hard they try.
Capitalizing on its successes of 9/11, al Qaeda was now on
the move as well, looking for new ‘soldiers’ from around the
globe. Youssef al-Hani was a member of the computer science
faculty at Miami. He too had recently come to the US from
Cambridge, where he had worked for Microsoft Research for
several years. He’d been a member of the hidden hierarchy of al
Qaeda for quite some time and had been their advocate for the
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borderless war on the Internet for several years. He was rumored to
be their major Internet influence throughout the Muslim world,
where he was known only by his code name, MohandisMecca. He
had picked up on Greg’s masked Arabic roots in a social setting
somewhere in the recent past and stored that fact, along with his
European good looks, into the recesses of his mind. All he would
do for now was wait for the right opportunity to surface and then
he’d approach Greg directly and then he’d ensnare him. In truth, as
Youssef had learned, the American public was unsophisticated
when it came to global issues and Middle East politics and their
media and the institutions of the country were doing very little to
correct that shortcoming. A TV late show host once quipped that
the only difference between Iran and Iraq was the letter ‘q’!
As the Carnegie Endowment’s Joseph Cirincione recently
noted in an interview, ‘with cabinet officials, the president and the
vice president giving major speeches about Iran, it is reminiscent
of the coordinated campaign that we saw before the Iraq war.’ By
labeling Iran as the central threat, some are attempting to link it to
the war on terror and even to 9/11, referring to Iran as the central
banker and the main state sponsor for terrorism. It’s hard to know
what is true. In fact, the Islamic Republic of Iran has had a nuclear
program for over twenty years that was almost certainly started in
pursuit of a weapon during its war with Iraq. They surely wanted
one then but actually have little need for a nuclear weapon now.
Media sound bites make it easier to lump all the groups
together and perpetuate the anger and prejudices that are already in
place. Get out that ‘9/11 shaker’ and sprinkle it on the latest report
on atrocities from Iraq, or over that suicide bombing near the old
central bus station in Tel Aviv or on the latest political news from
Tehran and you’ve just made it acceptable to everyone. Sweeping
generalizations about Muslims or Islam do nothing to foster any
understanding of what we are dealing with. Statements that are
meant to inflame rather than edify are the products of demagogy
and ignorance. That’s not to say that similar distortions aren’t used
against the West or the Christians or the Jews. But it will only be
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through the understanding of our interdependence that our
differences will be resolved. Stepping up to the issue of air strikes,
the title of a more recent Cirincione article on the subject said it all,
“Bombs Won’t ‘Solve’ Iran.”
142
“Time to hit the beach,” said Judy with a smile. Our
swim and my reprieve were over and I would now be front-andcenter once again, explaining to my Dido how her Aeneas was
forced by the gods to travel to other lands for lofty reasons.
“This better be good,” she continued, “but I do feel better
now, so you should at least recognize that the gods are with you.”
I smiled at her comment to myself. In Virgil’s Aeneid,
when Dido and Aeneas actually did reunite, it was during his
journey to the Underworld and she wouldn’t give him the time of
day. “I’ll do my best,” I proclaimed.
I started my tale with the first threatening email from
roundabout and the subsequent discussions with Stephen and my
calls to Corey, Rick and Stan. It wasn’t just a monologue and Judy
asked for coloring and clarification along the way. I talked about
Stephen’s advice and my follow-up message to roundabout. In
retrospect, it was the call from Terry that helped to kick things into
high gear. Then when I described to Judy how Stan had just
appeared at our door, I could see the tension take over her body;
she was visibly bothered.
“That, my love, is exactly what I have been trying to
protect you from all along,” I said with emphasis. “With the baby
and everything, it was better left unsaid. You know that I’m right.”
“But I’m not your kid!” snapped Judy.
“Yes, that’s correct,” I replied, “but you are the lady that I
love and sometimes I think that life is too short, that it’s often
better to keep the good separated from the bad, and that’s just what
I did on this occasion. So shoot me or do you need another swim?”
“No, I’ll be alright,” she said “just give me a minute. So
what has happened to your friend Stan since?” she continued.
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“I’ll get to that,” I promised “There’s more,” and I then
continued to describe my trip out to Arizona to see Steve and my
trip to Washington, jam-packed with Terry, Patti, Marc and Mitzi.
As I focused on the international ramifications and the relationship
between Mitzi and Stan, Judy could sense that the level of intensity
for Project Turnaround was on the rise. As soon as I told her that
Stan’s invitation to travel with him to Iran was what had prompted
the next trip to Washington, the alarms went off.
“And now you’re going to travel to Iran?” said Judy.
“No,” I replied, “We’ve already been there...”
“I thought so!” she shot back. “I just want to hear you say
it. I think that we need to go back in the water right now… because
I can’t drown you from up here!”
She rose to her feet once again and briskly walked to the
water’s edge. She threw her head over her shoulder and called back
to me, “You’d better hurry if you’re coming, but I wouldn’t get to
close if I were you.”
I joined her in the surf once again. Hopefully, the hardest
part was over, but in reality I’d have to contain myself and try not
to show my excitement for what had happened to me. We left the
water but after drying off, Judy opted to walk along the water’s
edge to poke for shells. I took this as a perfect opportunity for me
to go over the entire adventure in my mind and to prepare my
words wisely. I knew that this would also be setting the stage for
what might come next. Being retired just isn’t as simple as I
thought it would be!
“I think that I’m ready for ‘the rest of the story,’ Mr.
Marchant,” she announced, “so you’d better make it good.”
“Oh, it will be,” I promised, “but you’ll have to excuse me
if a bit of excitement occasionally creeps into my voice, because in
all honesty, the trip to Tehran was the adventure of a lifetime.”
“I’ve sensed a new spark in you ever since you came home
and it will be good to hear you tell me what put it there.”
“Remember, I was returning to the city of 3 million people
that I’d left 34 years ago, which had gone through some major
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transformations and had now grown to over 15 million people!
That by itself promised to be exciting. In addition, I considered this
trip to be a mission of diplomacy that would be offering some new
channels of communications to old friends.”
“Tell me about Tehran, Robert,” she said, “I’m all ears.”
I had made up my mind that I’d only need to convey the
sincerity of my message to make my points and that my desire to
have the Iranian people and their stories connected with the rest of
the world would ultimately come through. I was lying on my side
on the blanket, propped up on one elbow. Judy was on her back
next to me. Under the circumstances, we were as relaxed as we
were going to be and I began to complete my story.
From the touch down at Mehrabad to the escape out of
Ramsar, I wove a tale of enchantment that was worthy of
Scheherazade, in which I introduced Judy to the Tehran Hilton,
Shahram Manouchehr, Mr. Bakhtiar, Farida, the Bastan Museum,
Colonel Latifi, Dr. Zamani, General Paydar and even Colonel
Macintosh, along with the intrigue and excitement of the visit and
the drama of our departure. Through my eyes, Judy could see that
these people were no more the perpetrators of 9/11 than America
was the Great Satan. I told her that I wanted all of us to be able to
build upon what these people stood for and that as long as there
was going to be a threat of conflict with Iran in the air that I would
not be able to rest easy.
“I think that I’m going to follow up with our Senator who’s
on the Armed Services Committee as soon as I can,” I said to Judy.
“Do you remember what’s his name is?”
“Houghton,” she replied. “Paul Houghton. But what can he
do?” she continued. “Do you really know what’s going on over
there? I never saw anything about any aircraft being shot down in
the news while you were gone.”
“That’s just the point,” I said, “I know that it happened.
And that’s the part that really bothers me. You can point weapons
at one another for only so long before somebody either fires – or
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maybe misfires! Did you ever see The Bedford Incident?” I asked.
“It was a cold war movie from the 60s.”
“Well I don’t remember seeing it if I did,” she replied.
“Richard Widmark played the captain of this American
destroyer, the USS Bedford, and a hard-assed cold-warrior. Sidney
Poitier is a reporter who’s been permitted on board the ship to
interview Widmark during a routine patrol. When the Bedford
discovers a Soviet sub in their waters, Widmark begins a relentless
cat-and-mouse pursuit of the submarine, pushing his crew to the
breaking point. The climax comes when Poitier challenges
Widmark, asking him why he has just armed his anti-sub weapon.
‘If he fires one, I'll fire one’, Widmark replies, to which James
MacArthur, the weapons officer, responds with ‘Fire one!’ as he
launches the weapon and a mushroom cloud appears. That’s not
what we want to see happen in Iran.”
“That’s a nice touch,” she said sarcastically, “but do you
really think that there’s anything that you can do about something
like that?”
I rolled over on to my back and gazed off into the sky. “I’d
like to think that I shouldn’t have to,” I grumbled, “and that maybe
that’s what people like Houghton are getting paid to worry about.
I’d at least like to talk with him.”
“You’re a dreamer, Bob Marchant,” she replied, “but who
am I to tell you what’s the right thing to do or what isn’t. Just don’t
get yourself killed or I will never speak to you again.” With that,
she leaned over and kissed me on the forehead as she concluded
her comments, “But I love you anyway.”
143
On the drive back to Washington, Tony Genova checked
back with his office for his messages; most were routine. The only
one that actually caught his interest was from Hank Simpson, who
told him that Senator Houghton wanted to personally speak with
him about any plans that the JCS had for Iran. In light of the events
of the last thirty-six hours, this message had piqued his curiosity.
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Normally, such an inquiry wouldn’t have even registered with him,
particularly since Paul Houghton was a trusted friend. Maybe he’d
follow up with him on it after he got home. A lot had just
transpired and he began to wonder how he could use this
opportunity to raise the ante and have an action-oriented dialogue
with him. The timing seemed right.
He decided to jump right in and call Hank to get a sense of
how his meeting with Paul had gone.
“This is Colonel Simpson,” said Hank.
“Hank, this is Tony. I got your voicemail about Senator
Houghton and I thought I’d check in with you about the outcome
of your meeting with him.”
“It went well, sir,” said Hank, “and I enjoyed briefing him.
He seems to be very sharp and right on top of the issues that we
covered. He was looking for any indications of a build-up for Iran
and I told him that there was nothing that I knew of. He referenced
a recent article by Seymour Hersh and some analysis by Joseph
Cirincione and the current chatter in the news media.”
“I’m aware of those articles,” replied Tony, “and I’m glad
that he’s asking questions about them. Such commentaries need to
be addressed by guys like him.”
“I emailed you copies of what he gave me and also some
other things that he mentioned. The Senator told me to tell you that
he wanted your opinion quickly on how true any of this might be. I
reassured him that we’d do our best to help him out and get him
the answers he needed, sir.”
“Good response,” said Tony. “He’s one of the best; a
veteran from Desert Storm who understands military issues. We’ll
get him any information that he needs.”
“Sir, one more thing,” said Hank, “I was planning on being
in Petersberg this weekend, but if you think that you’ll be needing
me here, I can change that. Please let me know if you want help.”
“Don’t worry about it, Hank,” said Tony. “Relax and enjoy
your weekend so you’ll be fresh and on your toes for Monday. I’m
sure that we’ll have plenty to do then. I’m going to be working
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from home on a special project tomorrow and for the rest of the
weekend. But I will be available if anything comes up. I’d rather
just have you there to cover for me for the rest of the week. I do
appreciate your offer to help me over the weekend but it won’t be
necessary this time. Thanks anyway.”
“Your welcome, sir,” said Hank and he hung up.
144
The pressures to attack Iran had been building for more
than a year and with each new disclosure had come a flurry of
official protests to discredit their authenticity. The carnage in Iraq
had continued to distract from the progress that was being made by
our military, Iraq’s security forces and the new government. But
Youssef could sense that this was only serving to embolden the
American policymakers and he was convinced that the clock was
already ticking and that an escalation of the war in the Middle East
was in process. Actually it was more like the Wars For the Middle
East! He sensed that it was almost time for him to flip the switch
and catch the world by surprise. A demonstration of ‘homeland
insecurity’ once more was possibly all that would be needed to
blunt US aggression. Put it out there and let the media do the rest.
Corporate money was tied to the current situation. Thus by
default, through campaign funding and by corruption, the national
policy of the US had become ‘maintaining the current status quo.’
Youssef knew that some form of action was the only way that the
plunder of the oil reserves of the Islamic nations was going to be
stopped. The foreigners must be made to pay the price for their
ignorance. Unilaterally, al-Hani had made up his mind to strike. It
was time and hadn’t Florida always been his target of choice?
Wasn’t it the State of Florida that had effectively carried
the current ‘oil’ administration into office? After their win in 2000,
it wasn’t long before headlines like ‘Energy Resurfaces as a Major
Concern’ moved onto the front pages as heating oil shortages and
price spikes were followed by huge increases in natural gas prices.
It had affected homeowners, industrial users and the public power
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providers alike. While some may disagree, others believe that this
shift in emphasis was what had energized bin Ladin to move ahead
with his 9/11 message to the West. The time for another message
to Florida was past due. It was also time for Greg Stanopulous to
be brought back to the fundamentals of his Islam.
145
It was almost noon when Tony finally pulled into his
driveway. The Genova home was located in an older part of
McLean, which he had bought into years back during one of his
first military tours at the Pentagon. Today he’d be hard pressed to
afford this neighborhood, even at his current pay grade as a senior
government official. The house wasn’t as grandiose as many of the
newer homes that were there, but it was perfect for Tony and his
wife Mary. She was currently visiting with their youngest daughter
in Pennsylvania, who had just given birth to her third child, their
sixth grandchild. Tony and Mary had stopped at two girls but both
of the daughters already had three children apiece. With no visitors
planned for tonight, Tony had the entire house to himself.
After he had gotten comfortable and had nibbled on a few
tidbits from the refrigerator, Tony made his way into his office to
check his phone messages. There were only two; one was from
Mary, asking him to call her tonight, and the other was from Hank
advising him that he’d sent him an email that he might want to
look at. Tony had a secure VPN connection into the Pentagon and
could access the same things from home that he could at work. He
also had a dedicated phone line that was encrypted for classified
calls. Such things are the baggage that goes with responsibility. He
logged into his Pentagon account and perused his inbox until he
found Hank’s message about the articles and then printed them out.
There were two by Hersh and two by Cirincione. He logged off his
computer and moved to the family room that looked out onto the
back yard. There the light was better and he could lay back in his
favorite recliner while reading.
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He was generally familiar with the writings of both men
and with most of the topics they had alluded to in their pieces, but
he hadn’t actually read any of the articles that Hank had provided.
But he was extremely well versed in the contents of a myriad of
official JCS policies and documents and assorted off-the-record
comments, particularly from yesterday’s discussions. At least he
now had the flavor of Paul’s interest in the topic. Tony first placed
a call to Houghton’s office but his assistant told him that the
Senator was not available so he decided to try calling his unlisted
phone. They had dealt with each other on a personal level before.
Tony had a private number for the Senator that followed him to
wherever he was. His phone rang twice before it was answered.
“The Houghton residence!” said a sweet voice from the other end.
“This is Tony Genova from the Pentagon calling for
Senator Houghton,” he said. “I hope that I’m not disturbing him.
He had a question he wanted me to answer.”
“Let me see if he’s available,” the young voice replied.
In a moment, the Senator was on the phone, “Tony, this is
Paul. Thanks for getting to me so quickly. I’m actually on my way
out the door with my daughter. We’re just going over to visit her
school, but I do want to talk with you though about the articles.
Can I call you back in just a little while?”
“No problem,” said Tony, “ but perhaps it might be better if
we talked face to face about them.”
“That’s a good thought,” he replied. “If you’re you going to
be at this number for a bit, I’ll call you back within the hour.”
“I’m at home so I’ll wait to hear back from you.”
“Great!” said the Senator. “I’ve been looking forward to
connecting up with you on this topic.” He then hung up.
Tony stretched back in his chair. He knew that he had
things to do; that’s why he’d arranged his calendar so that he could
work from home. He hadn’t realized that he would be jumping
right into the fire quite this quickly but since he had, he was glad
that Mary was out of town and that she didn’t have to put up with
his nonsense. She’d paid her dues as a general’s wife many times
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over. But before he’d had a chance to think too much about
anything, the phone rang once again.
“Hi honey,” said Mary. “How was you’re trip?”
“It was actually quite enjoyable,” he said. “Shep was there
with a lot of other fine people and we had some good discussions,
as usual. How’s the new baby? And the other kids?”
“Actually everyone’s doing great, except for a couple of
sniffles. Would you believe that the baby’s fourteen pounds
already? Everybody sends their love. I just wanted to check on you
and make sure that you’d found your way home. I’ll probably
catch the shuttle back on Monday or Tuesday. Do you think that
you can live without me until then?”
“Probably not,” replied Tony, “but I’ll try my best to
survive somehow. You just enjoy yourself and tell them all that I’ll
look forward to seeing them next visit.”
“Hugs and kisses, honey.”
“Hugs and kisses to you too,” said Tony signing off. Then
he stretched back in the chair once again and smiled as he thought
about the Pennsylvania gang. What a crew! Their older daughter
was married to a sailor and they were currently stationed in
Brunswick, Maine so Mary didn’t see as much of them. Actually
Tom, her husband, was scheduled for a school in Annapolis next
year and so they’d be moving back to this area. We’ll get to see a
lot more of them when that happens he thought. Then he began to
daydream about his own active duty tours.
It didn’t seem that it had been very long before the phone
started ringing once again. It was Paul calling him back. “This is
Tony Genova.”
“Paul Houghton getting back to you, Tony” he began. “I’m
just across the bridge in Georgetown and I thought that you might
want to come out and meet up with me somewhere.”
“Why don’t you come over here?” asked Tony. “I’m just
off the GW Parkway and I’ve got the house to myself. It is quite
private and secure as well. We wouldn’t be seen or overheard.”
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“That sounds perfect,” replied Paul, “but are you sure that
I’m not imposing?”
“Of course not; don’t be silly,” said Tony. “I’m right on
Riverview, #2233, and it’s on the left side of the road, about a half
mile from the Parkway exit. I’ll be watching for you. It’s a twostory colonial that sets back. The number is on the mailbox.”
“I’ll be there within half an hour then,” said Houghton,
“and I’m looking forward to it.”
“See you shortly,” said Tony, “but take your time; I’m not
going anywhere.”
146
Mitzi waited until she was home to return calls. She had
picked up the message that Stan had left her on Wednesday, telling
her that he would be back in New York by that afternoon. She’d
already been apprised of his hasty departure from Iran, with the
help of a Russian flight crew, but she was still anxious to hear
more about the trip directly from him. She also wanted to update
Stan on the discussions at the Dogwood Lodge, tell him of the
highlights there and about those events that were now in play. She
also wanted to know what he thought about the outcome of the
discussions at the lodge and to hear some of the details of how Bob
had survived his baptism of fire in Tehran. The heat was on across
the board now and the outcome was yet to be written. Stan picked
up the phone on the first ring.
“Stan, it’s Mitzi. Welcome back!” she began. “I was told
that your return trip was tourist class.”
“You might say that,” he said with a chuckle. “Though it is
comforting to know that you can hitch a ride when you’re in a
bind, from out in the middle of nowhere. Everybody was simply
great to us. We even had a private shuttle service deliver us to
Andrews after we had hit the states.”
“Did you two have any problems with the State Department
after you got back here?” asked Mitzi.
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“Nah,” replied Stan, “they treated us like a couple of
tourists who they felt had the potential of becoming art smugglers.
It was a routine return. If I had any problems, I would have called
Jim Daly for help, but that wasn’t necessary as it turned out.”
“That’s good to hear,” replied Mitzi. “I’m glad that it all
worked out. How did Bob fare? I’d imagine that this trip may have
been a rather rough start for him.”
“I thought he did well,” said Stan, “even though it was all
somewhat new to him. Of course he already wanted to go back
there, he was extremely motivated and I could tell that he fell in
love with the people that he met, so all around it was a very
positive experience for him. He already told me that he wants to go
back and visit with Paydar again.”
“I can’t say that I blame him,” agreed Mitzi. “He is
definitely one charming man.”
“And since he’s on our side as well,” said Stan, “that makes
it even a better reason to keep in tune with him.”
“Actually Mohammad Naseri reminded the Group at
Dogwood of our close ties with Iran and I mentioned that we had
recently been in contact with some of their strongest leaders. I’d
like to get some sort of a meeting set up with Naseri for next week
and have both you and Bob there,” she replied.
“Let me give Mohammad a call and set the stage,” said
Stan, “and I’ll suggest that he contact Bob directly to personally
invite both him and Terry. That could do a lot to strengthen Bob’s
involvement with us and also give Mohammad the benefit of a
fresh look at Iran from Bob’s perspective.”
“I like the sound of that,” said Mitzi. “I’ll shoot for first
thing Wednesday morning so we can possibly have a statement
pulled together for the Senate hearings that are scheduled for later
in the week. I’m sure that we can get our input into the hands of
some key Senate staffers, at least to get it put into the record. Tony
Genova has taken on the job of getting Congress proactive against
an Iranian war and he is sure to need some help from all of us.”
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“I’ll plan on getting down there on Tuesday to go over your
Dogwood notes with you before we have a meeting,” Stan replied.
“I want you to brainstorm with me what was said there.”
“That’s a date,” said Mitzi. “Call me back after you’ve
spoken with Mohammad and when you’ve pinned down your
travel plans. And thanks for all your help on this, Stan.”
“No problem, and I will call you back,” confirmed Stan as
he hung up. She would give a call to Ken Calis later.
147
It was the first chance I’d had since I got home to catch
up on the mail and my bills. As I checked over what had come in
while I was gone, I noticed that I had received a $34.90 bill that I
was certain I’d already paid. The beauty of using an American
Express card for my bills was that all of the monthly transactions
were identified in a secure web account and available for review at
any time. I woke my sleeping iMac and logged onto the AMEX
website. The Internet still fascinates me every time I use it!
As I browsed my current statement, I quickly confirmed
that the bill had already been paid, but I also found that my recent
activities were showing an abnormal balance of well over $4000. I
began checking for additional details. Jumping out at me were two
reservations from hotels.com for over $1700 each and one for a
ticket from Continental Airlines for over $500. Immediately, I
asked Judy if she had any knowledge of how these charges had
appeared on the account, to which she melodically responded, “I
think that you’d better call American Express, honey!”
Once the AMEX agent was on the phone, the card was
immediately cancelled and arrangements were made to send me a
replacement. We went over the fraudulent charges and I provided
the agent with additional information. He said that they would
immediately forward the complaint to their fraud investigation unit
in Fort Lauderdale. The agent then recommended that I file a
police report, but I decided to call hotels.com and Continental first
to get more information before contacting the local police.
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I first spoke to Customer Care at hotels.com and found
their agent very helpful. The first charge was a 4-day booking for a
Days Inn in Miami for $1028.The reservation was in the name of
Khalid Mohammed, but it had been charged to my AMEX card!
Wikipedia.com says that Khalid Mohammed was either the Indian
Journalist who had turned to filmmaking or the number three al
Qaeda terrorist, Khalid Sheikh Mohammed, who had already been
captured in Pakistan in 2003. Also, a third Kahlid Mohammed
could be found through a Google search as an AP photographer
who was currently working in Iraq. The second charge was a twonight reservation at the Mayfair Hotel and Spa in Miami for $692.
The reservation was made in the name of Arthur Jones and was
also charged to my card. Arthur Jones claim to fame had begun
when he revolutionized the sports training and the health club
industries with his Nautilus machines in the early 1970s!
The third fraudulent charge was a round trip ticket from
Tallahassee to Miami on Continental Airlines for $504. The
reservation was made in the name of Guerby Mertil and was
charged to my card. Another Google search found a listing of
Incorporations in The Tallahassee Democrat for the week of
1/30/06 as Unitedvendors Inc., 445 Appleyard Drive, Guerby
Mertil and Mapquest showed that 444 Appleyard Drive was the
address for Tallahassee Community College. Love that Internet.
Guerby Mertil was further identified as playing college
football for Florida International University in 2002 and for West
Virginia State in 2005. Continental Airlines indicated that my
correct name and billing address were used to verify the ticket
purchase and then volunteered the contact number for Guerby
Mertil as 850-216-3568. That phone number showed up as based
in Tallahassee, FL and the registered carrier was Sprint-Florida,
Inc. dba Central Tel Co. of Florida. Apparently this guy was using
my card and was screwing with airline security as well! Or maybe
his identity had been stolen as well. Who knows?
Armed with this information, I next called the nonemergency number for Jupiter’s Police Department to report the
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fraud. Even though it was past ten o’clock in the evening, a
courteous officer responded to my home to make a report of the
incident. He took a brief statement from me and then gave me
some general information, a small brochure on identity theft and
recommended I follow up with an investigator. “Don’t feel bad,”
said the officer, “There are all kinds of ways that your identity can
be stolen; we find that it’s happening all the time.”
The next day was my day off so I was ready to go full
speed toward solving this intrusion of my privacy. I called to
Customer Care again at hotels.com, who had indicated previously
that they would be alerting their fraud department about these
problems. However, this time I was greeted as an intruder, not like
someone whose credit card had just been misused in a fraud in
which I felt they were somewhat complicit. I told them that I had
additional information that I wanted to share with them, but the
woman refused to accept it or to connect me with the fraud
department or give me any more information pertaining to the
reservations in question. My demands to speak to a supervisor
were finally met and while she insisted that there were limitations
with what could be done, she agreed to send an email to the fraud
department, noting the police report number and also my related
report of a fraudulent airline reservation.
I next call was back to American Express and I was not
surprised to find that the call was being recorded from the onset
after I keyed in my cancelled card number. While I explained that I
was following up on my card cancellation of the previous evening
and that I had filed a police report that I wanted to share with them,
once again I sensed resistance to my participation.
‘Investigators will contact you if they needed additional
information’ I was told and I couldn’t help but feel that once the
fraud had been reported that I was now considered an adversary
and I was no longer included as a part of the process. I discretely
backed off, but I was still concerned. I was getting an unnerving
feeling that the attitude within the business world was one where
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the compromise of my personal data was now being considered an
acceptable part of the cost of doing business. Not to me!
After placing several calls to the fraud detectives, I dropped
by the Jupiter police headquarters where an unsympathetic
dispatcher advised me to check back later. Something told me that
this was going nowhere. On my way out the door I picked up a 46page color booklet from the Federal Trade Commission entitled
‘Take Charge: Fighting Back Against Identity Theft.’
After browsing the booklet, I soon came to the conclusion
that maybe things could be a lot worse for me than they already
were. Perhaps I was lucky in that this was my wake-up call and
that I had caught on to what had been happening early enough to
make a difference. But I thought, ‘Had I really?’
I’d flagged the frauds and cancelled my card and American
Express had covered my loss. But did I have things under control?
Was the threat still out there? I had reported the names and the
incident to the ‘authorities’ and now the information was ‘in the
system.’ But would the good guys be able to catch the bad guys?
‘Was my identity secure?’ I thought. ‘Only time would tell,’ No
wonder I want to be the poster boy for Internet security.
148
As Houghton pulled up the brick driveway, Tony walked
out of his front door to greet him. It was a gorgeous day and there
was an absolutely brilliant sun overhead.
“You definitely picked a good day to escape from the
Pentagon,” said Tony. “It’s good to see you again, Paul.”
“So did you,” replied the Senator as they shook hands.
“Actually, I have a formal dinner this evening with visitors from
Bahrain that I have to attend. How did you manage to get away
from the office, Tony? What’s your excuse?”
“I was just coming back to town when I called you. I’d
been part of a brainstorming session out in the West Virginia
woods for a couple of days that I know you would have enjoyed.
Colonel Simpson had left me a message about your concerns, so I
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thought that I’d seize the moment and share some insights with
you - if you were available. Meeting with you like this is perfect
because I’m apt to say anything!” Tony paused, “At least that’s
what Mary says I do when I’m here in the comfort and sanctity of
my own home.” Houghton laughed.
“What’s going on, Tony?” he asked. “What’s your take on
what Hersh and Cirincione have been writing about?”
“Well they’re right about one thing; there’s not much that’s
coming out of Capitol Hill these days! What is it going to take,
Paul? A live CNN feed from Tehran?”
“Do you know something that I don’t know?” said
Houghton. “Your man told me that he wasn’t aware of any Iran
buildups that were in progress or being planned. Is that not true?”
“Yes, from our point of view, that is true,” said Tony, “but
apparently you’re not hearing what else is being said, Paul. It’s my
understanding that the President is asking anyone that he can get to
listen to agree with him about attacking Iran. And all the rhetoric
that follows is preparing minds for the possibility of another war if
nothing else. I’m sure that there are think tanks and advisors and
focus groups that are now developing all the right sound bites and
rationale. And then, after it all falls neatly under the heading of the
GWOT, the ‘Global War on Terrorism’, the war that he already
has your support for, watch out!”
“Wow,” said Paul, “you have been away from your office
for a while. Do you have any hard information to support this?”
“Just the same stuff that you have, Paul,” he replied, “but if
you want more, all that you and your colleagues have to do is to
start asking some questions, some tough questions, and loudly!”
“What else can you tell me?” asked Paul. “What is it that
doesn’t look right to you from this side of the Potomac?”
“This nuclear strike option; it was started by whiz kids at
the White House! We’ve no idea about the current level of nuclear
activity in Iran. They were at war with Iraq when they started their
program and they moved their efforts underground when Israel hit
Osirak. Iran is three times the size of Iraq and they could have
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underground facilities in hundreds of places. We’re not talking
about us finding WMDs; we screwed up on that one last time. I
don’t see this as a call for nation building either. I see it as
destroying another country from the ground up and some of us,
both in uniform and out, aren’t very happy about it.”
“I hear you,” said Paul, “but what do you have for options?
He is your Commander in Chief.”
“I am preparing a formal recommendation for the President
from the Joint Chiefs which states that they are strongly opposed to
the use of offensive nuclear weapons in Iran. That will blunt any
further consideration of such an act from here, but it would also be
nice to hear from someone other that the hawks on Capitol Hill.
And sometime soon! Can’t you muster some of your colleagues
over there to speak out against our noble barbarism?”
“I appreciate your candor, Tony,” he replied, “and if I’m
hearing you correctly, you think that time is of the essence.”
“I believe it is,” said Tony. “DOD is now in a new
ballgame. The C.I.A. has been dismantled for all intents and
purposes and Defense is being looked to for force protection
activities that fall below the radar of your oversight. I think that
you’ll need input from us, so I’m offering you Hank Simpson’s full
support until you’ve come up with something forceful to say.”
“Both as a citizen and a veteran, I appreciate what you are
trying to do and I understand how difficult this must be for you. I
can guarantee that the Senate will support you and will quickly
clarify the policy but you and I are not finished yet,” said Paul.
“Unfortunately I’ve overstayed my limit for now and I’ve really
got to get back. We’ll have to pick up right where we’ve left off on
this first thing next week, unless you think you’ll need help from
me before then. Is that agreeable with you?”
“That’s fine,” said Tony, “but we’ve also got to figure out
how to diffuse Israel. They’ve always painted Iran as a threat to
them and there’s simply no basis for it. Iran’s not stupid. All those
governments want to have weapons for the same reasons, for their
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prestige and their security. If Iran’s nuclear aspirations do exist, it
only proves if anything, that nuclear deterrence is alive and well.
This isn’t about writing new laws, Paul; it’s about capturing
public opinion. I don’t know how you guys can keep passing
legislation for the Executive to just ignore. I believe that more
dialogue like this might be a good start though. I’ll wait for your
call next week.”
Houghton thanked him again as Tony walked out to his car
with him and bid him goodbye. ‘That was very short, sweet and
productive’ Tony thought. ‘If I could work like this everyday, I
don’t think I’d ever retire.’
149
Mohammad Naseri had just hung up the phone after
talking with Stan Walters, who had called him from out of the
blue. He had known of Stan for years but he really hadn’t had any
significant conversations with him except when he was at DARPA
and Stan had contacted him. While he was aware that Stan was
deeply involved in the formation of the Group some thirty years
ago, their personal contact had been only a few years ago and was
related to the objectives of the Information Awareness Office. Stan
was probing for ways to detect the pulse of terrorism and
Mohammad was working to develop tools that were capable of
doing such things.
From Naseri’s perspective, there were any number of ways
for gathering and analyzing information. He felt that the real trick
was in interpreting what you were dealing with after you’d found
something. Sometimes understanding what was right in front of
your nose posed the greatest problem. It was at this same time, in
2003, that Mohammad had become interested in some of the ideas
of writer Michael Crichton. He’d heard him give a speech in San
Francisco that fall that talked about the ‘disinformation age’ and it
added a whole new dimension to his thinking.
Stan had asked Mohammad to invite some new people to a
proposed meeting in Washington next week, along with himself
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and Mitzi, to expose them to more of what the Group was all about
and further involve them in the current efforts. The way that Stan
had described it, he had already recruited Bob Marchant and had
baptized him under fire. It was time to give him a greater feel for
the importance of what he was already involved in.
Bob was puttering at odd jobs around the house when the
phone rang. “I’ll get it,” I hollered.
Mohammad introduced himself and said that Stan had
referred him to me. “I’m originally from Tehran,” he began, “but
I’ve been working in the States for almost fifteen years.”
“What can I do for you?” I asked. “I assume that Stan has
already told you about our recent trip.”
“Yes, he did,” confirmed Mohammad, “but only briefly.
He’d mentioned your Internet interests to me and I thought that
you could add some fresh blood to a meeting that we’ll be having
in Washington next week. Would you be interested?”
“When would that be?” I replied. “I’d like to help you if I
can.”
“It will be on Wednesday afternoon,” said Mohammad.
“I’d like to hear some more about Project Turnaround, as well as
what you might see in store next for Iran from your perspective.
Do you think that you and Terry could make it?”
“I’ll sure try,” I said. “Let me see what I can arrange with
him and one of us will call you back.” Mohammad gave me his
contact information and we both expressed our excitement in
anticipation of our planned meeting. We obviously had common
interests and we knew we’d talk more soon.
Naseri also decided to ask Ken Calis to join with them for
the meeting. Since Mitzi had indicated an interest in following up
with both of them after Dogwood, this might be a way to take care
of two issues at once. Ken could easily run up from Annapolis on
short notice and it also might give him a chance to discuss how the
human element had been diminished within the intelligence
communities recently and how new forms of communications over
the Internet and the analysis of that traffic could conceivably
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reverse that trend. Naseri chuckled to himself as he thought about
the mix of the players, ‘oh what complex webs we humans weave.’
150
CNN Breaking News reported tonight that several arrests
were made during a sweep of Liberty City, a low-income area of
Miami, Florida that was targeting domestic terrorism activities.
Law enforcement sources indicated to CNN that they disrupted
what may have been the early stages of a plot to attack the Sears
Tower in Chicago, the FBI building in Miami and possibly some
other unspecified targets.
The FBI said one search warrant was executed in an old
warehouse near a housing project. Residents who live near the
warehouse said the men taken into custody hung out there. They
described themselves as Muslims and had tried to recruit young
people to join their apparently militaristic group.
151
When reports of an investigation of domestic terrorism
took over the news media last night, Tony had checked in with the
staff duty officer at the National Military Command and Control
Center to make certain that broader issues were not afoot. Today,
some were already questioning the seriousness of the threat and
analyzing the differences between home grown cults and jihadists.
The New York Times was reporting the threat as more aspirational
than operational but that it ‘illustrated the threat posed by small
groups without connections to international terror networks.’
Domestic terrorists would be the last things that he wanted
to deal with this morning. He had made up his mind that he should
isolate himself for today and tomorrow so he could pull together a
formal position paper that consisted of the official documentation
on Iran, which the chiefs could present to the President. It would
clearly outline the conflicted nature of the situation once and for
all. The JCS staff had serious misgivings about any attack on Iran the objective, intelligence, the rationale, known risks and the use of
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nuclear weapons. Any one of these issues should be setting off
alarms, but instead they only appeared to be providing grist for the
media to play out as alternatives on the evening news and in the
press. ‘There used to be a time when the terms ‘covert’ and
‘classified’ meant something!’ brooded Tony.
152
The news out of Miami this morning was affecting
people in several different ways. Always aware of the markets,
Terry sensed that along with this renewed reality would come a
heightened sense of security awareness, an increased emphasis on
protecting our communications and a move to control the access to
the Internet. A gut feeling told him to call Marc Sellers and have
him set up a formal review for Turnaround on Monday and prepare
a press release that would take advantage of the bounce that the
‘Miami Seven’ had given the security industry. Marc told him that
he had the same feeling and was ready to give him a formal update.
“How does nine o’clock Monday morning sound?” asked
Marc. “I’ll also pull up some data from the Tehran test.”
“That sounds perfect to me,” replied Terry, “and I’ll at least
try to get someone from the USTA to sit in, just to keep them
interested in what we’re up to.”
“That sounds like a plan to me as well,” said Marc.
“I’ll see you then,” said Terry, thinking that was the way all
Monday mornings were supposed to begin. His next call was to
Bob. Hell, it was his project. It might be nice if he let him know
what Marc was doing so that Bob could start thinking about what
the project should do next. ‘For him to take the next step,’ mused
Terry, ‘one would have to assume that he has survived his ‘soul
baring session’ with Judy. Terry knew that the circumstances had
really put Bob between a rock and a hard place, but he knew that
Bob would weather the storm. He had his heart in the right place.
Bob’s phone was ringing. “Mr. Marchant,” began Terry,
“this is your area Homeland Security representative and I’m
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checking to see if you’ve put up your terrorist shutters yet. They’re
now mandatory in Florida, you know.”
“Am I the only person that you know in Florida?” I replied.
“I didn’t think that we’d ever get over the election jokes and now
you’ve come up with this. What are you really up to?”
“I’m just watching your back,” said Terry, “and keeping on
top of your project. Marc’s going to give me a formal status review
on Monday and he’s putting together a press release as well. We
might as well pick up on the security buzz, don’t you think? We’re
at least in sync with the administration on that, aren’t we?”
“Watch you mouth!” I warned. “I may be coming back up
there next week to see you.”
“I know. Your friend Mohammad called me and said that
he wanted to meet with us,” said Terry. “Does that mean that Judy
doesn’t think I’m a bad influence on you any more?”
“I don’t know about that,” I replied, “I haven’t told her
about Mohammad but I did tell her about Tehran and what’s been
going on. She made me vow that I’d take her to Paris soon.”
Terry laughed, “Well that doesn’t sound so bad. Why don’t
you bring her up to Washington next week? You can stay with
Patti and me and we can have some fun.”
“That might not be a bad idea,” I replied, “but I haven’t
told her about going to any meeting yet either.”
“My God, you do have a death wish, don’t you!” said
Terry. “Well my advice to you is that you talk to her this weekend.
But before you do, you should figure out how you are going to
convince her that it’s her idea for you two to come to Washington.
Just tell her that I called and invited you, because I did.”
“Oh, don’t worry Terry,” I replied, “Judy thinks that you’re
wonderful anyway.”
153
Hank was trying to wrap things up, preparing to get
home to Petersberg for the weekend when the call came in.
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“This is the Office of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, Colonel
Simpson speaking.”
“Colonel, this is Bill Dugan from Senate Armed Services
Committee,” he announced. “Your boss and mine have been
talking about their mutual interests and they’ve proposed that to
help them, you and I should join forces and compare notes.”
“Sounds like a good idea to me, sir,” said Hank.
“I realize that it’s late and this is short notice,” said Bill,
“but I just became aware of an industry security initiative called
Turnaround. Are you familiar with it?”
“No, I can’t say that I am,” said Hank.
Bill continued to describe it to Hank as a grass roots effort
for improved Internet security that will enable access to personal
video communications in the future.
“And how does that fit into our interests, Bill?”
“Well it came to my attention in an intelligence summary,”
he said. “Apparently there was a traffic spike to their project
servers that came from Tehran last weekend! I just got off the
phone with the consultant who speaks for the industry and he
invited me to a program review downtown first thing Monday. Do
you think that we could meet there?”
“I don’t see why not,” said Hank. “I’ve been covering for
Mr. Genova today but he’ll be back next week so I’ll be available.
Where is this review being held?”
Bill gave him the ‘K’ Street address of JustDoIt and the
time. They’d learn what was going on together. Now he’d have
something new and different to mix in with the political insights of
Hersh and Cirincione. He left an email note for Tony and packed
up to head to Petersberg, hoping that he had lingered at the office
long enough to miss the nasty rush hour traffic. It would still be a
few hours before he’d get home. He called Ann to let her know
he’d be late. They just don’t make days long enough, he thought.
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154
Terry was right, thought Bob. If Judy really wants to be
my ‘partner in crime’, it was time for me to open up to her and ask
for her help. It was starting off as another gorgeous Florida day
and I suggested that we go out for a leisurely breakfast and Judy
thought that it would be nice. We both knew that nothing had been
truly resolved at the beach, but at least we had cleared the air and I
thought that we had left things on a relatively positive note.
“I’m in the mood for some good pancakes,” she
proclaimed.
“Will it be IHOP or TooJay’s? They both do a decent job,”
I replied.
“Well IHOP gets my vote,” she said. “Let’s go; I’ll throw
something on and be ready in a minute.”
As we drove south along the ocean toward the IHOP in
North Palm Beach, I told her that I was trying to bribe her because
I needed her help.
“What more can I do for you?” she asked. “I have already
promised you that I wouldn’t murder you.”
“I know that you did and please know that I appreciated
that immensely,” I smiled, “but I know that this is not over yet.
I’ve already received two calls from Washington since yesterday!”
“Who wants you this time?” she asked, “and where do they
want to send you? Anywhere interesting?”
“He’s a fellow named Mohammad Naseri, but don’t let his
name alarm you. He’s from Iran and he’s worked here in America
for fifteen years. He’s been a consultant for our government and
he’s an expert in communications. He wants to pick my brain
about the Iran trip and learn more about Project Turnaround.”
“And when does he want to do this?” she asked.
“Next Wednesday,” I said. “Then Terry called right after he
did just to check on me and also told me about Naseri’s interest in
Turnaround. He suggested that we both come visit them and make
it a fun trip. He insisted that I talk to you immediately and get your
approval first because he didn’t want to be blamed for anything.
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He said that while he and I meet with Naseri, Patti could take you
to the best shopping in DC. He also said that he could get passes
for a VIP White House tour for us.”
“Can he get us some tickets to Paris?” she asked.
“Not this trip,” I said, “but he and I can work on that and
make it our first priority. I’m still coming off a high from the Iran
trip and I’ve just been rolling with everything for the moment.
Eventually I still like to try and talk with Senator Houghton, just to
give him my two cents on our poor Middle East posture. I don’t
know where Turnaround will lead, but I do want to stay involved
with it to some degree. I’d like to think that I make a difference.”
“I’m certain that you do and that you will and I’d be the
last one who’d want to interfere with that. But let me think about
Washington for a little bit and you think about when you would
like to go and for how long,” she replied. “For now, all you have to
worry about is if the pancakes are good, and I know good
pancakes!” She said it with a smile. It was her way of telling me
once more that she loved me dearly, that she’d go to Washington
with me but that I also frustrated the hell out of her.
155
Tony sat under an enormous elm at the old picnic table in
a shaded area of their back yard, taking in the natural beauty of the
lush greenery. Occasionally on Sunday mornings, he’d enjoy
watching ‘Meet The Press’ with Tim Russert. Today the program
was particularly interesting, as it had featured Al Gore, the former
Vice President, discussing his new documentary about the
environment, An Inconvenient Truth. It had been recently released
to theaters. In the film, Gore spoke about the approaching crisis
that he saw this way, "There is no controversy about these facts,"
he noted. "Out of 925 recent articles in peer-review scientific
journals about global warming, there was no disagreement. Zero.”
But contrary to that agreement among scientists that:
(1) global warming is happening as a result of human activity and
(2) the consequences of rising greenhouse gasses was very serious,
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a database search of newspapers and magazine articles shows that
only 43 percent of those found support the fact of global warming
while 57 percent question it. Gore says that these figures are the
result of a disinformation campaign started in the 1990s by the
energy industries to "reposition global warming as a debate."
When you think about how we have learned of these issues, it is
really not so different from what the tobacco industry was shown
to have done with their campaign to make the links between cancer
and smoking cigarettes ‘debatable.’
Skeptics argue, and rightfully so, that global warming can
sometimes be perceived as a fad, publicly embraced by elites like
Gore and others. And when we form opinions on such matters, we
tend to rely on the judgment of those that we trust and never think
much about their expertise. In reality, global warming is one of
those things that people believe will just work itself out and so they
don’t really give it much thought. In that regard, it’s no different
than your having a belief in a Social Security retirement, or that
you’ll be eligible for your Medicare benefits at 62 or that you’ll get
fairness from our legal system.
Tony grew up believing strongly in government institutions
and in our system of laws and because of this, he would continue
to pursue everything within his power to do what was right. People
must continue to keep faith in our underlying principles and hope
that those behind the scenes would be prone to making correct
decisions when faced with adversity. ‘But sometimes it’s hard to
know what is right or even what to believe,’ admitted Tony to
himself, ‘particularly when your adversaries, whoever they may
be, are supposedly being driven by religious convictions rather
than sound rationale. Even when they’re confronted with factual
contradictions, religious myths can hang on for centuries.
‘Policymaking needs to be beyond the sphere of religious
influence,’ thought Tony, ‘or causes like the environment that are
sometimes taken on with a religious fervor of their own. When it
comes to Gore, I think that his heart’s in the right place and I have
a lot of respect for what he’s trying to do.’
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Washington was calling and I needed some time to think
about what I really wanted to do. Julia, our youngest, had dropped
by and Judy had gone to the Mall with her. It had gotten balmy and
a swim and a change in perspective would do me good. I jumped in
the car and headed for my Hobe Sound hideaway as Earth, Wind
and Fire’s Written in the Stone serenaded me from the radio.
As I climbed up the wooden stairs that took you over the
dune from the parking area, I sensed something unusual was going
on. There were several people just standing on the deck area at the
top who were looking up the beach. As I reached the sand I spotted
a couple of cameras and then it hit me. “I guess everyone’s waiting
to see a shuttle launch,” I said to the woman sitting right there with
her beach chair facing north.
“You mean that’s not the reason that you came?” she
questioned, but in a friendly way.
“Actually no,” I said, “but I’m definitely glad that I did
come now. It will be the first time I’ve seen one from here.”
“Well you must be the luckiest person I know,” she smiled,
“because I think that they’re just about ready to take off.”
“I hope you’re right,” I agreed and I thanked her as I began
walking up the beach past the assortment of onlookers and pausing
occasionally to listen to the radios and the comments.
‘It was just seven minutes’ I heard someone say, then a
different voice said, ‘they’ve less than two minutes now’. Finally a
gentleman standing with a small radio to his ear announced, “Ten
seconds!” I stopped and a lady seated on a blanket shouted, “They
have liftoff!” and an intense fiery sliver of light began to lift from
the horizon, passing through a small cloud, and then started to arc
out over the ocean. Glowing brighter as it went higher, the shuttle
gave us both a beautiful picture and hope. A hearty “Good luck”
with a salute came from the gentleman standing next to me.
As I resumed my walk up the beach, it continued to climb
until the boosters separated and then it disappeared into the blue. It
was 2:40 PM and Discovery was on its way to the space station.
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I’d completely forgotten about the launch. It was only the second
one in the more than three years since the Columbia accident.
Watching them from the back yard or from this beach was one of
the perks of living in this part of Florida. It provided me with a
greater change of perspective than I had planned on, reemphasizing
the fact that when you put your mind to it, you can accomplish just
about anything that you set out to do! Next week I’ll be traveling
to Washington and it’s going to be a great week!
157
Youssef smiled as he reread the morning newspaper.
The manner in which the press was handling this obviously false
alarm would do so much more harm to the security defenses of
America than he could have ever done. The public would overreact
to what was already being billed as ‘a questionable threat and an
overzealous reaction by Federal officials’ with increased apathy.
‘Some of the holes that were already in their security systems will
now become cavernous,’ he mused. ‘Now will be a perfect time to
unleash my Islamic version of chaos, filled with behaviors that are
so unpredictable that they will appear random.’ Unexpected events
always seem to have a way of killing rational thought.
He had made contact with Greg over the weekend and had
arranged to meet him this morning at a Starbuck’s in Coral Gables.
Youssef’s jihad in Florida could be considered a civilized jihad, if
there was such a thing. Since the ‘live from Baghdad’ carnage
doesn’t appear to shock people anymore, it seems that the only
alternative that is left is a new assault on the public’s senses with
something that will. At this point, there was no doubt in Youssef’s
mind that the US bombing of Iran was imminent and that only the
fear of reprisals would disrupt such aggression.
From his table near the window, Youssef could see Greg as
he approached the café and signaled him to his table as soon as he
came through the main entrance. While both men technically knew
each other, they truly had no prior relationship. As a consequence,
Greg was guarded as he approached al-Hani. He was surprised
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when he got the call on Saturday to meet with him this morning.
His mention of common family interest raised both his curiosity
and his concern. From his first hello, Youssef projected an urgency
that Greg was totally unprepared for. He confided to Greg that the
clock was ticking and that the US would be launching air strikes
against Iran within two weeks and that an Islamic counteroffensive
was already underway to terrorize the US to a standstill.
“By posing a threat to our families abroad,” said Youssef,
“the jihadists are forcing us to participate in their counterattacks
against the West’s aggression. It will be our mission to help the
infidels to refocus their attention on the horrors of what they are
intending to unleash and know the reality of its consequences.”
He was using the urgency of stopping this heinous act to
lock in Greg’s participation. If that ended up being insufficient
motivation, he had selected members of Greg’s family already
identified and in his sights. His local girlfriend was also included
on the list. He had gathered sufficient information on each of them
to insure that Greg would maintain an unwavering loyalty to Islam
and to his concerns for their safety. Youssef’s manner was serious
and intimidating, not by what he said but by how he spoke to Greg.
“I’m reaching out to you as a brother,” he said. “We have
others answering the call as we speak and we need your help as
well. You’re a key part of what must happen here.”
“I have absolutely no idea how, Youssef!” pleaded Greg.
“I’ve no experience in these things; I’m no terrorist!”
“Neither am I,” he replied, “but I’ve been asked to serve
Allah and apply my computer skills to these efforts and I will. You
can work with me and help too.”
“But how?’ Greg protested. “But how?”
“Be patient, brother. I will learn more today. We need to
take this stand to stop the crisis. You must help and commit to this
for all of us. It means our future and the safety of our loved ones.”
“What must we do?” continued Greg.
“I’ll find out more tonight,” said Youssef, “and I’ll contact
you as soon as I do. It will work out, Greg, I promise.”
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Both Youssef and Greg blended easily into the South
Florida landscape. Greg looked like just another Greek fisherman
from the Keys and although Youssef was also of Arabic decent, he
could be easily mistaken for a Latin or even someone with Italian
heritage. Greg had been working at the Port of Miami for almost
two years now and Youssef had been teaching data networking
architectures to the students in the Computer Science program at
the University of Miami for over four years. Both men had spotless
reputations that they had brought with them from Europe. The only
thing that Greg was hiding was another identity but Youssef had a
definite dark side that was also hidden. They looked no different
than any of the Americans who were sipping tall mocha lattes at
Starbuck’s. Actually they weren’t but they weren’t exactly home
grown terrorists either. Their issues with the US were deep-seated.
Youssef remembered in the early 90s, when he was just
entering into manhood, watching the news of war on television as
the coalition’s planes mercilessly decimated the Iraqi forces that
were strung out along the highways as they retreated from Kuwait.
Anyone watching, who had any kind of conscience, could not help
being moved. The Iraqis could offer no resistance and they had
only token ability to defend themselves. The majority of these
troops were conscripts, taken by force into Saddam’s armies
against their wills. This was not a battle; it was an execution that
bred another generation of hatred and revenge in Iraq. Youssef was
one of the byproducts of that war, and a well developed one at that.
Greg’s memories were different. With the loss of his
mother early in life, he had come to miss the gentle influence of a
woman. His youth had been steeped mostly in the male harshness
of the madrasahs and he couldn’t rationalize the loose manners and
the shameless styles that western women in particular seemed to
epitomize today. Sandy, Greg’s girlfriend, didn’t know that his
Muslim feelings constantly tugged at his insides, just as they had in
all of his former relationships. Most of the time, he found that the
unconditional love and respect he remembered from his youth was
often missing from his feelings for western women. It seemed as if
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the older he got, the more bitter and cynical he became. He was
torn between present and past, love and hate. He was extremely
vulnerable and Youssef was well aware of just how much.
158
It was time to confront the President directly. It was
Monday and it made no sense to delay any longer, thought Shep.
He dialed the private number for the President’s secretary. When
she answered, Shep explained that he was calling to follow-up on a
previous request of the President’s for some personal council. She
indicated that she would check with him on how he wanted to
handle it and put Shep on hold. When she came back, she said that
a meeting had just ended and that the President would be with him
in a few minutes.
“What’s up, Shep?” said the President. “I hope that you’ve
got some good advice for me.”
“Good morning, Mr. President, thank you for taking my
call,” replied Shep. “I have relayed the essence of our last few
discussions to some friends, sir, and based on their reactions, I
wanted to give you their personal feedback to consider.”
“Go ahead, let me have it now, Shep,” he said. “I like to
hear things when they’re fresh because by tomorrow your friends
may have already changed their minds.”
“That’s not likely, sir,” said Shep, “but I can always call
you again if they do. The message for you today is simple; first
you have no support for preemptive strikes against Iran and second
you really have no nuclear option. If you try to force the issue, it
could get very ugly.” He paused and then the President continued
the pause. Shep knew this was uncomfortable for him.
Finally the President answered, “That’s quite a mouthful,
Shep. Is there anything else that you think I should know?”
“I’m not trying to trivialize this, sir. Believe me. It’s simply
the bottom line,” he continued. “If you’re watching and listening
closely in the days ahead, I’m sure that you will pick up signals
that will bear this out.”
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“Well I haven’t seen any signs like that so far,” he said
nervously. “Of course, you know I don’t see everything.”
“David Ignatius had an interesting piece in the Post on
Friday that is pretty much on target,” said Shep. “Paraphrasing his
comments, he thinks it’s time for us to connect with Iran and that
your best strategy would be to use our strength and engage in an
open exchange of ideas with them, like Nixon did with China. Iran
has been frozen in revolutionary zealotry for 27 years but polls
show that today seventy-five percent of Iranians favor relations
with the US. Embarking on a dialogue with them would not be
conceding, sir. Openness is your strategic weapon!”
“Okay,” he said awkwardly, “ I’ll have to check that out. I
appreciate you getting back to me with this, Shep. I’ll have some
people look at things again and we’ll see what flies. Thank you.”
“You’re welcome, sir,” said Shep but he had already been
disconnected. As long as stealth bombers and cruise missiles
weren’t flying, Shep would be happy. He made a note to himself to
follow-up with Tony as well about keeping Israel in check but that
was going to be a whole other issue.
159
It was almost eleven o’clock when the phone rang. It
was Terry on the line and he was on fire.
“Bob, Turnaround’s hot!” he began excitedly. “I think that
things are finally beginning to percolate for us. Marc’s review of
the project this morning was excellent and I had some visitors in
tow who had just called me on Friday to learn about Turnaround.”
“Who were they?” I inquired, “and did they give you any
kind of comments that we can use?”
“Well the one who called me came from Capitol Hill and
he brought a colonel from the Pentagon with him. They were both
blown away by what they saw; our numbers are just beginning to
say something...”
“Who came from the Hill?” I interrupted.
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“His name was Bill Dugan and he works for Senator
Houghton in Armed Services,” he answered.
“Hey, that’s my guy!” I shouted, “I want to talk to him. His
boss is from Florida, you know.”
“The other fellow, a Colonel Simpson, was from the Joint
Chiefs,” he continued. “They both said how important they felt this
was and that a broad program like this was urgently needed. You
may have more friends in high places than you know, Bob.”
“That’s great,” I said. “Do you have a number for Dugan? I
want to give him a call. Now I know that I’ve got to get up there.”
“Is Judy going to come with you, like I suggested?” asked
Terry. “You really should kick back with us a little. This is high
stress, my friend, and you know that we’d love to have you.”
“I didn’t have to push her too hard but the answer is ‘yes’. I
needed to have her commitment and have her with me on this trip.
You and I both know that I will have to stay involved.”
“Well do your thing and get your tickets,” he said, “because
I’ve got a gut feeling that since this ‘Miami terrorist’ flap more
things are going to begin to happen quickly here.”
Terry gave me Dugan’s number and I promised I’d call him
back. After we hung up, my first instinct was to go find Judy in the
kitchen, where she was making some lunch for us.
“Judy, you were right,” I began, “You will not be the one to
interfere with my staying involved in Project Turnaround…
because you will be the first one to officially join me in this quest!
You and I are going to be leaving for Washington in the morning
to make sure that things start changing for the better. And we shall
have the help of Senator Houghton to insure that they do.”
“Are you going to see him?” she asked quizzically.
“I’m not sure yet but if I don’t, it won’t be because I didn’t
try to see him,” I replied. “Right now, the next thing I’m going to
do is to get you and me on a plane and then I’m going to call his
office. Besides getting to the Senator, the only other things that I’m
planning to do in DC is to have that meeting with Mohammad and
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play with you and Patti and Terry. Oh, and I’ll scheme something
with Terry also about setting up a trip to Paris for us.”
“Do I get a vote in this?” she asked.
“”Well of course you do,” I smiled wickedly, “as long as
your answer is yes.”
“Okay,” she said, “I guess that I’m going with you then.
Just tell me when I need to start packing.”
I went back into my office and dialed Dugan’s number as I
opened the Delta Airline’s webpage.
“United States Senate,” said an efficient sounding voice.
“How may I help you today?”
“This is Bob Marchant from Project Turnaround,” I began.
“Mr Dugan was given a briefing on my project earlier this morning
and I’d like to follow up with him on some issues that weren’t
covered. Could I speak with him please?”
“Let me check and see if he’s available,” she said. “How do
you spell your name?”
It’s Marchant, m-a-r-c-h-a-n-t,” I replied.
“I’m going to be putting you on hold for the moment,” she
continued, “but I’ll be back with you shortly.”
My mind raced as I thought about how I should approach
him and then I thought ‘let’s hope that I can even get him on the
phone now.’ I began to scan the screen in front of me for the
flights listed for tomorrow.
“Mr. Dugan will be with you in a moment, Mr. Marchant.”
she said, “ and I’m putting you through to his line now.” It only
took a moment for him to answer.
“Good morning, Mr. Marchant,” he said brightly. “This is
Bill Dugan and I want to tell you first that I thoroughly enjoyed the
briefing today and I’m definitely looking forward to meeting you.”
“Why thank you!” I said. I was caught totally off guard.
“What can I do for you?” said Dugan.
‘Well Bill,” I began, “I’m getting on a plane tomorrow to
come to Washington. My purpose is to help get Turnaround to the
next level. The idea surfaced just weeks ago originally out of my
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frustrations with the status quo. As a result of the insights and the
skills of Terry Nicholas and some others, it is beginning to change
itself into a measurable effort. I’d like it to become a significant
one. I’m coming to Washington to accelerate that transformation
and I’m sure that I’ll need some help from people like you. I’d like
to meet with you and I’d like the Senator to know the whole story,
what’s behind it and why it’s important internationally. Both of
you need to understand the full implication of what’s at stake.
I was just in Washington last week. I was on my way back
from Tehran, under exceptional circumstances to say the least, and
it’s all a part of the picture that I want to share with you.”
“Well I was impressed with the simplicity of what I saw
and heard this morning,” Bill replied, “but it sounds like you’ve
just added a whole new dimension to that. I would love to set up a
meeting with you,” said Dugan. “Your project is significant and
your story sounds perfectly intriguing.”
“I know that you’re not aware of this but I live in Florida,”
I continued, “and I was already planning to call your boss to try
and talk with him, even before you connected up with our effort. I
wanted to give him this concerned citizen’s ‘two cents’ worth.”
“Well I will see what I can do about that too,” he replied.
“I’m sure that he’d be interested in your perspective as well. How
long will you be in the Washington area?”
“For as long as it takes,” I said. “My wife and I will be
traveling tomorrow and I have only scheduled one meeting so far
and that’s first thing Wednesday morning.”
“Give me your phone number and I’ll get back with you as
soon as I can check out the Senator’s calendar,” said Bill. “I know
that I can work something out.”
“I’ll look forward to your call,” I said, “and thank you.” We
exchanged our direct phone numbers and email addresses and I
thanked him again before hanging up. I was stoked.
“We’re on our way to Washington and I’m going to see the
Senator!” I shouted at the top of my lungs and Judy was standing
in the door of my office almost instantly.
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“Really?” she asked smiling.
“His guy’s working on it; his name is Bill Dugan and he
likes our project,” I said. “Now I’ve got to get us on a flight for
tomorrow and let Terry know that we are on our way.”
“I’ll get us packed,” she added. “Is there anything that I can
do for you?”
“Nope,” I smiled, “just cheer us on and be your wonderful
self. And bring that smile. It definitely has a lot of political clout.”
160
He shook his head in disbelief. As he watched the news
footage of Israeli troops moving back into the Gaza Strip and their
strikes into Lebanon, Shep thought about his recent conversation
with the President and he knew that the Israeli factor still had to be
addressed. ‘Here we go again,’ he thought. As luck would have it,
he had also picked up on an NPR story of an 84-page study about
the Israel Lobby that had just been released by two professors, one
from the University of Chicago and the other from Harvard. Their
small paper had apparently stirred a lot of commotion. With this
change of events, he decided to call Tony and get his take on
things. He had asked Andy Abrams to follow up on the lobby issue
but he now realized that Andy might be too close to things to be
objective. AIPAC, the American-Israel Public Affairs Committee,
was notorious for its hardliners’ expansionist policies. A powerful
lobby, it’s been ranked second only to the AARP!
Shep found Tony in his office, keeping track of the current
events through various military channels as they were happening.
“It’s a beautiful day in the neighborhood, Tony,” he began.
“How do things look out your window?”
“Well we are all watching cautiously and openly urging
restraint, Shep,” he replied. “Some perceive this as just another
unforeseen consequence of the war in Iraq but time will tell. This
may be taking some of the pressure off Iran’s nuclear issues but I
have already heard their name being bandied about as an instigator
and as a provider of weapons.”
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“I had my heart-to-heart conversation with the President,”
continued Shep, “and he played pretty dumb about everything so I
think I’ll need your help on the Israel issue also. Have you seen the
report by Mearsheimer and Walt on the Israel lobby?”
“No I haven’t,” replied Tony. “I heard comments about the
report you’re talking about but I haven’t actually looked at it yet,”
“Hopefully we can take advantage of the stir they’ve
instigated and perhaps get some of the people across the Potomac
to change their attitudes. And if you can, please try and smoke out
a reaction from Andy as well so we might get a sense of what we
are actually up against.”
“I was planning to take a look at it. I met with one of my
favorite Senators and he’s already started something on the policy
front. I’ll broaden our discussions to the lobby when I follow-up
with him. He’s English Catholic so he’s a good one to begin with.”
Shep laughed, “Be careful! There are a lot of sharks in the
water on Capitol Hill. Just keep me posted on what feedback you
get and let me know if I have to talk to your boss again.”
“Will do,” said Tony. “I’m staffing our position paper for
him now and I’ll get it over to the Oval Office as soon as my four
generals and two admirals have all signed off on it. He’ll have our
opposition in writing by tomorrow for sure. We had already made
his key staff aware of some of the chiefs’ reluctance last week.”
“Thanks again, Tony,” said Shep. “We’ll talk more soon.”
Tony asked his assistant to get a copy of the study Shep had
mentioned. Things had been moving rather quickly and he decided
that some academic perspective might be just what he needed to
put current world affairs into context. In less than five minutes, the
working paper titled The Israel Lobby and US Foreign Policy was
on his desk. As he perused the first page, he read,
“The combination of unwavering US support for
Israel and the related effort to spread democracy
throughout the region has inflamed Arab and
Islamic opinion and jeopardized US security.”
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That last line caught Tony by surprise and he automatically added
the paper to his briefcase to read later tonight. He was certain that
this study would at least give him some new thoughts about how
things were. He would undoubtedly need these in days to come.
161
Delta didn’t have anything direct to DC at a decent hour
but I did find a 10:05 AM nonstop on United that would get us into
Reagan by 12:30 PM, in time to get to a late lunch. I then relayed
to Terry that we’d see him tomorrow and that I hoped he and Patti
would be ready for us. He assured me that they would. As I hung
up the phone, I thought ‘I don’t think they’d seen Judy in fifteen
years’ but I don’t remember when for sure. Suddenly, the phone
I’d just cradled was ringing again and I jumped out of surprise.
“Bob, this is Bill Dugan once more,” he began. “I
apologize for not getting back to you earlier.”
“Not a problem,” I replied. “I was just in the process of
finalizing my travel plans for tomorrow.”
“Great!” said Bill, “I’ve got you scheduled to meet with
Senator Houghton on Wednesday afternoon at 2 o’clock. I hope
that’s going to work for you.”
“That’s fantastic!” I replied as my mind suddenly exploded
with a million questions.
“Why don’t you plan on meeting with me before that,” he
suggested, “say about 1:15 PM? That would give us a chance to
meet first and perhaps pull together anything that you feel might be
useful to you for your discussions with the Senator.”
“That would be wonderful,” I replied. “I wouldn’t want to
waste his time with things that I should already be aware of that
he’s currently involved with.”
“Don’t worry about that,” said Bill. “Just think about
bringing your own unique perspective to him. That would work
best for the both of you.”
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“I really can’t thank you enough,” I continued. “I’m
looking forward to meeting you.”
“Good,” said Dugan. “Feel free to call if you have any
questions. If not, we’ll talk to you on Wednesday.”
“Thanks again!” I said and I hung up the phone.
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The genius of Youssef’s terror campaign was in its
simplicity. For all intents and purposes, it was to be a one-man
show that he’d dubbed ‘Backlash.’ He had pondered carrying out
such an action for a very long time, playing it over and over again
in his mind. The US nuclear threat had simply made him crazy and
it now provided plenty of reason to lash out against a country that
he’d grown comfortable with. Current pressures had moved him to
action. He’d use the western media’s penchant for sensationalism
to overwhelm the masses, turn the bureaucratic systems of law
enforcement against the people and use the ineptitude of the
Administration’s leaders to ultimately compound the problem.
Greg was a perfect player for Backlash because in no way
was he aware of it. He had looked ‘right’ to Youssef and happened
to be ‘in the right place at the right time.’ In his heart he wasn’t a
terrorist, but his deep-seated fears would be unconsciously setting
the scene for the media from the moment the first alarms went off.
A barrage of believable information that al-Hani had meticulously
crafted would start the winds of panic blowing and support the
false beliefs that he’d project. Youssef predicted that the national
threat level would be elevated to its highest state within the first
two hours of Backlash and that he felt was almost guaranteed.
He still hadn’t worked out the details of how to proceed
with Backlash. He had created an assortment of scenarios in his
head, and some in software, which would constitute the several
crisis points that he alone would orchestrate in real time across the
information networks of the world. He hadn’t recruited martyrs for
Backlash since that would only perpetuate the hatred that existed.
He wanted no blood on his hands, but he did want the American
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public to be very afraid. His recruits were just unknowing dupes
and they would end up being mouthpieces for fear in Youssef’s
skilled hands. He had indoctrinated each of them well. Greg was to
be the last and the best and he would begin to work on him later
this evening. The clock was now running and the ball was in play.
It wasn’t planned to be an anniversary celebration of the events of
September 11th but seldom could you control how the world sees
things. Truly, the actions of the US and now Israel were what had
set the wheels of Backlash in motion; there was no turning back
now. The timing of events had been by chance but there were some
who suspected that the incursion of Israeli troops into Lebanon had
been pressed by the US as the stakes in Iran continued to escalate.
163
The cool quiet of the evening enveloped Tony as he
entered the kitchen from the garage breezeway. He would be a
bachelor for one more evening. Mary would not be returning until
tomorrow. All afternoon he had been looking forward to digging
into the Mearsheimer-Walt study, relaxed in his family room. The
small tome was of great interest to him since it was an independent
illumination of our established policy processes that some were
now seeing as problematic. Taking a Coke from the refrigerator, he
headed directly for his favorite recliner.
He browsed through the study quickly and was initially
impressed with its scope and candor. Our open system has always
offered those who wish to influence the government many avenues
by which to do it. Unfortunately, when a great portion of the
population is either ignorant or indifferent to an issue, a lobby
group can end up wielding a disproportionate amount of clout. The
study concludes that this is exactly the case now with the Israel
lobby and that this works to the detriment of the US and others.
Through its influence in both Executive offices and Congress, the
lobby promotes its views and controls debate by preventing any
comments that are critical of Israel from getting fair hearings.
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The ringing phone broke the silence and Tony was
surprised to find Hank Simpson on the other end of the line.
“What’s going on, Hank?” he asked.
“It’s nothing urgent, sir,” he replied, “but I learned some
interesting things today about the Internet that I wanted to tell you
about. Unfortunately, every time I tried to catch up with you at the
office you were either tied up with someone or you were off to a
meeting somewhere.”
“Well Hank, it just so happens that I’m digging into
something at this very moment that I’d like to share with you
also,” said Tony. “If you don’t have anything better to do, why
don’t you drop by in about an hour and we’ll compare notes. I’m
still a bachelor for another night.”
“Want me to pick up a pizza?” said Hank.
“Sounds like a fantastic idea,” replied Tony, “but don’t get
anchovies! I’ll see you whenever you get here.” Then Tony hung
up the phone and returned to his reading. He found it extremely
interesting and quite revealing too, not bland academic research,
and Hank was just the right guy to bounce around some of its
findings with. Tony was also a bit curious as to what it was that
Hank had discovered today that had moved him to call tonight.
While he was unquestionably dedicated, it wasn’t Hank’s
style to intrude into off-duty time for something that was, to use
his words, ‘nothing urgent’. I’ll find out what’s on his mind soon
enough, thought Tony. He went back to his reading and the report
quickly consumed him once again. Suddenly Hank was ringing the
front doorbell. Tony hadn’t even heard him drive up.
“Welcome,” said Tony. “Now that’s what I call service.”
“I’m just glad that I found you home,” said Hank.
“What can I get you to drink?” asked Tony.
“Just a Coke would be fine,” he replied as he set the pizza
on the kitchen counter.
“I missed you this morning,” said Tony, “but I did see your
note that someone from Senator Houghton’s office had connected
up with you and that you were going to a meeting with him today.
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I had told the Senator last week that we would help him out on this
Iran thing so I was curious as to what was going on this morning?”
Hank began to separate the pizza slices as Tony set up their drinks.
They pulled up the bar stools and launched into their feast with
moves that had the appearance of fine choreography.
“Dig in,” said Hank. “To begin with, I met up with Bill
Dugan downtown this morning. He had been invited to listen in on
a status briefing of a private security initiative called Turnaround.”
“I don’t believe that I’m familiar with that one,” said Tony.
“Dugan said that his office had picked up on it by way of
an intelligence report,” continued Hank. “Apparently some carriers
are promoting security upgrades to their subscribers in conjunction
with the government-mandated hardening that we are forcing on
their systems that are already supporting our strategic grid.”
“I don’t understand how something like that would be
connected to an intelligence report,” said Tony.
“Actually, if I understand correctly, it was kind of a fluke,”
said Hank. “Part of the upgrade that they’re offering will give users
free access to special video services somewhere down the road.
The project is still in the developmental stages and undergoing
pilot tests, but last week when one of our fighters went down
inside the Iranian border, some prototype software had just been
distributed in Tehran of all places! And then what made it even
more interesting was that the Iranians created a traffic spike to the
project’s test servers that the NSA folks picked up on!”
“I’d call that more than interesting,” said Tony. “That’s
what I’d call strange. Are you going to be able to follow up with
Dugan on this? I’d really like to know more about what this is and
where the project is ultimately headed.”
“We’ve set up nothing yet, but I told him that we would be
working with them for the long haul. I don’t know that Turnaround
will necessarily be a part of it, but I will ask and we shall see.”
“That would definitely be good,” said Tony. “I’m looking
forward to building a better connection with the Senator’s office.
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There are several policy issues that we need to start exploring with
them. Your connection with his office’s staffers is a good start.”
“I’m glad to hear you say that,” replied Hank. “Now what
was it that you were digging into when I called that you wanted to
talk to me about? You know that you got my curiosity going.”
“Let me get it,” said Tony as he got up to retrieve the study.
When he returned, he handed the document to Hank as he sat back
at the counter once again.
“This is a new report on the Israel lobby and its impact on
Middle East policy,” said Tony. “Give it back to me for a moment
so I can give you a better sense of it,” he continued as he thumbed
through its pages. “Hank, did you realize that we give Israel about
$3 billion in direct assistance each year? And that that’s about a
fifth of our foreign aid budget!” Hank nodded and Tony went on.
“And listen to this,” he continued, “quote: ‘the Israeli
government and the pro-Israel groups in the United States have
worked together to shape the administration’s Middle East policy
toward Iraq, Syria and Iran’ and that this was a critical factor
‘behind the decision to attack Iraq in March 2003.’ Were you
aware of that? I certainly wasn’t and I’m supposed to know these
kind of things!”
“It’s hard to stay on top of everything, sir,” said Hank
sheepishly. “I know that the administration has been very vocal
about bringing democracy to the Middle East, but I didn’t know
where that was coming from.”
“Well the way they show it here, this administration’s
policy to ‘transform the Middle East’ appears to be at least in part
aimed at improving Israel’s strategic situation and I’m not really
sure that I understand why. Today Israel is the strongest military
power in the region, with an undeclared nuclear arsenal to boot.
It’s no wonder that their neighbors want nuclear weapons.
I think that you should bring this report home with you and
consume it! We’re going to be working with the Senator to help
clarify some of this and hopefully we’ll be able to effect some
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policy changes. It’s duty, honor and country, Hank, and that hasn’t
changed yet. And this is still the United States of America.”
“The scope of the current Israeli military operations in
Lebanon will probably end up creating more terrorists than they’re
destroying and we’re probably doing the same thing in Iraq,” said
Hank. “There are definitely some historical precedents for an
Israeli-Hezbollah clash in Lebanon inspiring terrorists around the
world. Don’t we have anyone paying attention to these things?”
“Obviously not,” said Tony. “This report says that an agent
of a foreign government has a stranglehold on our Congress and
that’s not the way that this government is supposed to work!”
“Then I guess that we’ll have to help to change that, sir,” he
replied. “That’s what we’re here for.”
Tony smiled, “You’re right, Hank. That’s what it’s all
about and it’s why we’re here.”
164
New York in the summertime was not a particularly
appealing place to Sir Leslie. Since the outbreak of hostilities in
Lebanon between Israel and the Hezbollah, it was even worse. He
was finding that the United Nations seemed to have temporarily
lost its raison d'être. Any opportunities that had existed for Middle
East diplomacy prior to the Katyusha rocket attacks and the aerial
bombings were now history.
At the outset, ten of the UN Security Council members had
demanded an immediate cease-fire through a draft resolution. It
was subsequently vetoed by the US in a move that now appeared to
be giving Israel the green light in what we were now describing as
a wider war on terrorism, despite calls from several governments
for the US to take the lead to end the fighting.
From St. Petersburg, Russia, a statement from the leaders
of the Group of 8 Summit that was in progress blamed extremist
forces and those who support them for a dramatic increase in the
violence in the Middle East. They urged Israel to exercise the
utmost restraint and expressed a deepening concern for rising
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civilian casualties on all sides. There were, however, deep
divisions between these nations, underlying that statement, that
first began to appear when the French prime minister left for Beirut
to express solidarity with that government. Then Vladimir Putin,
the summit’s host, explained his position to reporters in this way,
“We do get the impression that the aims of Israel go beyond just
recovering their kidnapped soldiers.” The American officials were
perceived as careful in their accusations, stopping short of saying
that Iran had encouraged the current outbreak of violence. For the
moment, the US seemed to be relying on Saudi Arabia, Egypt and
Jordan to pressure Hezbollah through Syria and Iran and made no
mention of cease-fire.
If you listened closely, you could hear just about anything
that you wanted to support your own personal perspective. Sir
Leslie noted that the British foreign ministry had been relentless in
trying to distance itself from the conflict for good reason. There
were 7000 British troops in Shiite-dominated southern Iraq that
had already clashed with the Mahdi army of Muqtada al-Sadr and
the ministry was in no hurry to expose them to a sympathetic Shiite
response that could come from the community without warning.
There seemed to be no safe refuge and no one was without sin. The
media had pointed fingers in all directions and had not missed an
opportunity to find fault wherever it could. Both Iran and Syria
were accused of being the root cause of the instability there and
providers of the weapons being used. Strange; the big weapons
merchants of China, Europe and the United States were never
mentioned. Sir Leslie wasn’t sure what he’d end up reporting back
to the Group but he had a strange feeling that Shep already knew
that the game was underway in another venue and that he already
taken steps to reserve a place at that table for us.
165
“Good morning, Tony,” began Paul. “I hope that your
week has gotten off to a better start than mine has. I really meant to
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call you up yesterday but I never had a minute. There was just too
much going on. I couldn’t even blink!”
“Senator, I understand completely,” replied Tony. “The
press has been all over us for days now over allegations of our
involvement in the planning of Israel’s strikes into Lebanon. On
top of that we’re dealing with the aftermath and the ripples from
Britain’s foiled Heathrow terrorists.”
“I’d say that we’re living under the same cloud,” said Paul.
“We had hearings just two weeks ago with Rumsfeld and some of
his key staff. We saw thing starting up and we were concerned for
the potential impact on our forces in Iraq. We knew that there’d be
some reaction from Hezbollah sympathizers there but we couldn’t
gauge to what degree. In response to our query about how mindful
were they of any such cross connections, Rumsfeld assured us that
there was sensitivity to not having our troops at greater risk as a
result of what was happening in Lebanon and Israel but he was less
than enthusiastic about its implications. Now Sy Hersh has come
up with some new issues about our Middle East involvement! At
least we’ve finally got a cease-fire in Lebanon.”
“You’re right,” replied Tony, “we do share the same cloud!
So what are we going to do about it?”
“Keep working together and helping each other out, I
guess,” said Paul. “I understand that our guys already hooked up.”
“Right again,” said Tony. “I just heard about it myself last
night. I only hope that we can keep these kinds of things going.”
“I hope so, too. I’m going to be holding some hearings that
start on Thursday,” said Houghton. “I want to establish some better
parameters for setting US Defense Policy in this country. I think
that it’s out of balance and now that’s more obvious than ever.”
“I know. I was really surprised at some of the information
that came out recently about Israel’s lobby efforts,” said Tony.
“And did you catch Wolf Blitzer’s interview with Sy Hersh
on Sunday? Hersh didn’t mince any words about Israel’s conflict:
‘I think it was something that really should be examined by
a Congressional Committee. It’s sort of time to decide whether
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we’re a democracy or not. This president is doing an awful lot of
foreign policy without sharing it with the rest of us.’
Hersh’s latest article in the New Yorker was just posted this
week. Maybe you should sit in on these hearings if you can.”
“I’ll try my best to make it,” said Tony, “but Colonel
Simpson will be there for certain. I want you to know how much I
appreciate what you’re doing for all of us. Make sure that you let
us know if there’s any way we can help.”
“Don’t worry,” said Paul. “I’m not shy; we’ll be in touch.”
166
This morning there was a lightness of spirit and a spark
of excitement in the air for Judy and me. We’d flown from Palm
Beach International on special vacations several times in recent
years but this time it felt more like an adventure with a hint of
intrigue and anticipation under the surface. It was the same thing
that I’d been experiencing with my recent trips and Judy was there
this time to share the feelings with me. We hadn’t spoken about it
but she could sense it too.
The flight to Reagan National had departed on time. The
sky was clear, the air was smooth and the plane was only about
three quarters full. Two very pleasant flight attendants had just
completed the complimentary beverage service.
“You haven’t seen Terry and Patti for a long time,” I
began. “They’re both looking forward to the diversion of our
company.”
“I bet it’s been at least fifteen years.” Replied Judy. “Their
kids were still young and we weren’t married yet. We were going
to look them up when we drove up that way a few years ago. How
come we didn’t?”
“Don’t you remember? That was around the time that
Washington was under siege by John Allen Muhammad and his 17
year-old sidekick John Lee Malvo, before anyone knew who they
were.”
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“I’d forgotten all about that,” she replied. “That went on for
about a month, didn’t it?”
“Just about.” I said. “It always seems to be something. But
life’s too short and it’s time for us to start living it again. Are you
ready to go back to China?”
“In a heartbeat,” she replied, “but you’re going to take me
to Paris first.”
“I know that,” I said. “I’ve already been talking with Terry
about it. He and I will put together a strategy to get us there while
we’re visiting. I’m sure that there is someone in France that I
should meet with and planning for it will be something fun to do.”
“It may also save your life,” she said with a smile.
The conversation went back and forth like this and
suddenly the pilot was announcing that the DC skyline could be
seen in the distance off the right side of the plane and that we were
beginning final preparations for landing at Reagan.
“That was quick,” commented Judy. “I wish all flights were
like that. Didn’t that seem quick to you?”
“Oh my love, the time always flies when I’m with you,” I
replied.
“You’re not going to be like this all week, are you?” she
said. “I may have to kill just you on principle!”
I laughed and the pilot adjusted his glide path on final as
we gently touched down on the runway and hastened to a stop as
the reverse thrusters kicked in. Within five minutes we were in our
gate. We deplaned up the ramp and through security to a newly
renovated reception area. It was 12:20 PM; we were early.
Judy spotted the ‘Bob and Judy’ sign almost instantly. It
was being held by Terry… and Patti! who were standing smack in
the middle of our path. There were hugs and kisses all around as
everyone laughed. I exclaimed what a great surprise it was to have
the both of them there to greet us.
“Terry uses me as an excuse to skip out of the office every
chance he can,” said Patti. And he said we had to because ‘Judy
was coming.’ See what a star you are, Judy.”
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We grabbed our bags and Terry led the way out the main
entrance to where Baxter was standing by the car with the trunk
ajar waiting to officially greet us.
“Welcome to Washington, Mrs. Marchant; welcome back,
Mr. Marchant,” said Baxter.
“Thanks Baxter,” I said. “Nice to meet you, Baxter,” said
Judy. “Did you arrange this beautiful day for us?” she continued.
“Yes ma’am. I did,” he replied, “and it’s going to be more
of the same for the entire week.”
“That’s great!” she said and you could already see the
relaxed happiness in her face.
“Let’s get this show on the road,” said Terry as we all got
into the Lincoln. “We’re off to lunch.”
“What have you got in store for us?” I asked.
“One of Patti and my favorite places is called Bellissimo
Ristorante and it’s in Fairfax, and it’s not very far from our house,”
said Terry. “Since we’ve got a full day of meetings tomorrow and
the ladies have some serious shopping to do, I thought we’d lunch
there and take life easy and just kick back at home this evening.”
“Sound’s like a good plan to me.” I said. “Lead on!”
In the car on the way to Fairfax, Judy was already showing
off pictures of Ella and Dylan on her iPod and giving Patti a pitch
on the joys of being a grandmother.
“Give her a break,” I interjected. “Kristin just got engaged
last month and Terry hasn’t even saved enough for a wedding yet!”
Terry laughed but Judy didn’t. I guess I’d best be on better
behavior and let the women talk shop. So ‘the boys’ began to talk
shop as well as Terry brought me more up to speed on yesterday’s
program review meeting and the visitors that were in attendance.
“It was a pretty exciting review,” said Terry. “Bill Dugan
from the Senate asked a couple of great questions. He wasn’t just a
nosey staffer from the Hill. He’d given Turnaround some in depth
consideration from the perspective of what it is attempting to do.
You could tell that he was most interested in determining to what
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degree the impact on security, which the program implied, could
be projected and that he was dealing with some real concerns.”
“I’ll get to meet him tomorrow and we can compare notes
again after that,” I replied. “I’m looking forward to it.”
“I’m looking forward to the meeting with Mohammad in
the morning as well,” said Terry, “and finally getting to meet your
friend Stan. I have no doubt that you and I will have a lot to talk
about tomorrow night.”
Baxter brought the car to a stop in front of the awninged
entrance to the restaurant, which was on the main street right in the
heart of Fairfax. It was a small, somewhat nondescript building.
“Here we are,” said Patti. “It’s nothing special from the
outside but it’s more fun on the inside and the food is great.”
“It’s Italian like you’d expect Italian to be,” said Terry.
“We come here a lot; it’s always good. Our house is only about
fifteen minutes up the road.” We entered the restaurant and were
shown to a pretty table against the wall. Terry continued, “The
décor has been Americanized but the food is very authentic.”
“Well I think that it’s charming,” said Judy, “and just the
perfect atmosphere in which to discuss our trip to Paris.”
Patti laughed, “Terry said that was high on your priority
list. Maybe we should plan a trip to Paris too, honey.”
“I’d like to take Judy away for her birthday,” I said, “which
is September 12th! But in truth I’ve had an aversion to visiting big
cities for the past few years. Until things start moving in a better
direction, I just won’t feel as comfortable as I used to be in crowds
or popular places. I’ve been giving some thought to proposing
alternatives to Judy instead of visiting Paris.”
“Brave man,” chuckled Terry. “He’s in a public restaurant
with friends, suggesting ‘alternatives’ to his wife’s first priority!”
“Well to me it looked interesting and romantic,” I replied.
“And where might this Shangri-La be?” asked Judy.
“It’s a medieval village between Nice and Monte Carlo
called Eze,” I replied. “There is a newly renovated stone castle
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there called the Chateau Eza, which overlooks the cobblestone
streets of the village and the Mediterranean. It’s a true getaway.”
“It’s sounds delightful,” said Judy. “When do we leave?”
“How about going in October?” I said. “Terry, do you think
that we can find someone in Paris who I can talk to on the way
over just to make it an official trip?”
“We can work that out,” said Terry.
“Good, I’m glad that we’ve gotten that out of the way,” I
continued. “Now we can get down to business and order some
genuine Italian food! Something certainly smells wonderful.”
167
Judy had the veal scaloppini topped with fresh
asparagus and mozzarella, which was to die for, and I had the
pollo piemontese, chicken with prosciutto and fontina cheese that
was also excellent. The Asti Spumanti had given us a bit of a buzz,
so we were all sipping cappuccinos and espressos now to counter
the bubbles’ effects and enjoying the good fortune that we had.
We paid the bill and headed up the street to the Nicholas
residence, where Baxter dropped us for the remainder of the day.
The plan for tomorrow was for Baxter to retrieve Terry and me
bright and early and bring us to Alexandria for our meeting. He
would then look after the ladies when they went off on their
shopping spree. I’d break away from Terry and Mohammad at
lunchtime to go to my appointment with Dugan and the Senator
and then Baxter would round us all up at the end of the day. We’d
then go out and find someplace fun and fancy where we could
celebrate the successes of the day’s efforts.
Just hanging with Terry and Patti for the afternoon seemed
like a good way for us to be starting this visit. It would give Judy
and Patti, in particular, a chance to talk about some of the things
that were on all of our minds and raise the kind of questions that
we seldom had the opportunity to air, because we weren’t always
with people that we trusted like we were now. We made ourselves
instantly at home in their family room.
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“Did you catch Chris Matthews on Hardball talking to
Seymour Hersh last night?” asked Terry. “Hersh said that Israel’s
attack on Hezbollah was a test case for an attack on Iran! And that
our Air Force wanted to see if they could really pull it off.”
“I didn’t see the interview but I did look at his new article;
it’s called “Watching Lebanon”. These signals that he’s picking up
aren’t new; he has written about them before,” I said.
“What’s your personal take on this, Bob?” asked Patti.
“I don’t like it at all,” I answered. “I’ve never been able to
understand how anyone could live day after day with the terror, be
they Israelis or Palestinians. I thought we were playing the role of
an honest broker to that region but now I’m questioning what this
administration is doing. By becoming the most openly pro-Israel
White House in history, they’ve effectively reversed thirty years of
US policy and set back any progress that was made in the Middle
East by us. We’ve now lost any power broking ability that we had
there to the detriment of both Israel and ourselves.”
“Do you agree with what Hersh is saying about what’s
going on?” asked Terry.
“I definitely do,” I replied, “and that’s why I find it to be
disturbing. I’ve also just started to read a new book called The One
Percent Doctrine by Ron Suskind and it’s even scarier! I’d love to
know how he wrote it. He describes what’s been going on behind
the scenes of government since September 12th with those he calls
‘the invisible players’ and it’s not very pretty.”
“I’m not sure I understand what you mean,” said Patti. “I
do my best to keep up with what’s happening like everyone else.”
“Typically we only see ‘notables’, the conspicuous ones
commanding our attention. We’re engaged in a new kind of war
now being fought in the dark with an unknown enemy and a
different set of rules. The ‘invisibles’ are American men and
women, who are actually fighting these shadowy figures that are
bent on our destruction, who are largely unseen. It’s grim.”
“He read the first few pages of it to me when he first started
reading it,” said Judy, “and it gave me the chills. I don’t want Bob,
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or Terry as well, involved in these things any more than he has to
be, but he does have a unique perspective on things and I’m certain
that his insights can help others.”
“I guess my biggest concern is that I don’t believe that
there are many out there who understand how we’ve gotten to
where we are today,” I added. “That’s one reason that I’m looking
forward to these meetings tomorrow, particularly the one with
Senator Houghton. Things aren’t getting any better and something
has to change. We’re not talking to anyone and that’s wrong!”
“I heard a comment on that a couple of days ago,” said
Terry. “Your NPR friend, Rene Montagne, recently interviewed
the former Deputy Secretary of State Richard Armitage about
some similar observations that he had and he replied, ‘We get a
little lazy, I think, when we spend all of our time as diplomats
talking to our friends and not our enemies.”
“On that note, I think it’s time for this auspicious gathering
to undertake some kind of a diversion,” said Patti. “I am open to
your recommendations, but if you offer none, I’m going to at least
suggest a change in venue to the back deck because it’s a beautiful
time of day out there. I’m also ready to take drink orders - hard,
soft or otherwise - and later I’ll throw some burgers on the grill,
whenever anyone gets hungry. And one more thing, when these
conversations resume outside, my objective would be to keep them
a bit more upbeat. We know what will be happening tomorrow, so
perhaps we can talk about what our options might be for Thursday.
Is everyone okay with that?”
“I told you she was the boss, didn’t I?” smiled Terry.
“We knew that,” said Judy. “Right, Bob? And thank you
for taking charge, Patti. I think I need a Coke – with some Bacardi
Gold in it, if you please.”
Terry laughed, “I was just trying to be a good host.”
“Sorry,” I said sheepishly, “I get carried away sometimes.”
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Mohammad had set up our meeting at a small, quiet
facility in Alexandria that his current employer, SRI International,
kept for such purposes. We were meeting in the Antietam suite.
The room would hold a dozen people with ease.
“Welcome to Washington,” said Naseri with a broad smile
as the receptionist led us into a conference room where he and Ken
Calis were chatting, waiting for us. Their appearances were a study
in contrasts. Mohammad was a large, imposing man with a warm
manner that captured you instantly. In his presence you quickly felt
at ease. Ken’s look, by comparison, was that of an academic that
faded into the background next to Naseri.
“I’ve been looking forward to meeting you both,” he
continued. “You’re a little early but the others should be here
momentarily.” Since none of us had met before, we traded some
informal chatter until Stan and Mitzi arrived, which and added a
heightened level of purpose to the room. Mitzi gave me a hug as
Stan introduced himself to Terry. They then exchanged greetings
around the room and I felt as if I hadn’t seen either of them in
months. We settled in around a large table and Mohammad took
charge. A contemporary wall clock was showing 8:45 as he began.
“I’m going to start right in,” he announced, “as long as
nobody minds. My intention is to keep our discussions informal
but I’ll try to give them some structure so that we’ll be able to
identify any progress that we’re making. Our topic this morning is
secure communications, which you will find has many parts to it.
We’ll see where the discussion takes us and what we’ve ended up
covering when we’re done. Other than that I have no agenda.
I’ve invited Bob and Terry to share their perspectives of
Project Turnaround with us today and asked them to include their
aspirations for it. Then Stan and Bob will give us some details of
their visit to Iran last week and the impact that it seems to have
had. Ken will conclude with a discussion on how different types of
communication influence intelligence activities and broader
communications security issues.
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Because this topic is huge, I would like to think of this
discussion as a brainstorming session with an open format and I’ll
hold myself responsible for keeping it on track. Does that sound all
right to everyone?” he concluded.
Everyone nodded in agreement as we all indicated that we
felt comfortable with what Naseri had proposed.
“Could you start things off for us, Bob?” asked Naseri. “As
I understand it from Stan, you represent much of why we’re all
here talking today.”
“I’m not so sure about that assessment,” I replied, “but I’ll
be glad to kick things off and you can draw your own conclusions
after we’ve finished.”
“Great,” said Mohammad, “the floor is yours, Bob.”
I started my story with 9/11 where it began, with my desire
for a greater understanding for people of the Middle East because
of my experiences in Iran, my concerns for the Internet and my
personal security issues. Next I outlined the subsequent actions that
I took to try and resolve these issues. Then I summarized the way
Turnaround was born through the contributions of Terry, Steve’s
encouragement and Corey’s cleverness. In addition, I told how
Stan, Mitzi and the others had made these ideas take root and that
it now appears that the project has developed a bit of momentum.
Today’s global turmoil may also be helping to make people more
security conscious. “To be honest,” I told them, “I’ve never really
thought about where this all might lead and I’ll be anxious to hear
your comments. I hope that we’re headed in the right direction.”
“I hope so too,” commented Mohammad, “and we think
you are and that’s pretty much why we’re here today.”
Next, Terry covered the market report that Marc had put
together on Monday. It contained the numbers that they’d collected
from the carriers over these last few weeks. In truth the project was
barely a month old and there’d been hardly enough time to collect
any data, never mind any of significance. But the Internet is an
amazing tool and the clicks, hits through, inquiries and conversions
were all beginning to reveal two-digit growth rates in response to
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what was minimal exposure to date. Our self-generated portal pilot
in Iran spiked our server data significantly right after our visit. The
numbers also showed how quickly portal clients could migrate
using crude distribution. Now Turnaround was about ready to
launch an Internet marketing campaign using KMGI.com services.
“I’m interested in your moves toward video networking,”
said Ken. “We hope it will help to open up a completely new type
of intelligence analysis. We’ve been following video development
on new websites like YouTube, Yahoo and Google Video and
doing research on both traffic data and image analysis. We may
never be able to decode identities and loyalties, but we might get
lucky and identify new ways to detect danger and preserve peace.”
“You’re miles ahead of me there,” said Bob, “but I do think
the television generation has already crossed over to the digital
side. At the same time, the Internet has inspired more openness in
people’s attitudes and in their desires for greater understanding
around the world. The only threats to the Internet today are from
the corporations that want to control us and from the terrorists who
want to destroy us! Most people are oblivious to what’s going on
in cyberspace and I want to change that. I want people to keep
control of it and I want it to be kept safe by design!
Thirty years ago, the ‘Big Three’ networks controlled the
airways and AT&T controlled telecommunications of this country
until new technologies and policy innovations broke the hold that
these corporations had held onto for so long. Markets, services and
competition grew exponentially and the new giants have struggled
fiercely since to regain that power that the Bell System once held.
With SBC’s recent purchase of what used to be AT&T Longlines,
the cycle has come just about full circle. The turf wars are now
surfacing again under the banner of ‘network neutrality’ and
Congress is being asked to decide about who will control the
Internet. Should it be network owners in an anti-competitive
market? I don’t think so! That would clearly be a step backward.
The network owners should be putting their emphasis on
security and investing in bandwidth! The only action Congress
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should be taking is to make sure that such investments takes place!
Is there no sentiment for the consumer anywhere?”
“I think that we’re beginning to see more interest in
security,” said Mohammad, “particularly after last year’s London
attacks and the recent alerts that we’ve had here in the US. Many
groups are becoming advocates for increased IT security. As you
know, we’ve had mandated Government upgrades ongoing for
some time now.”
“More security has always been my priority,” continued
Bob, “I simply saw video communications quickly becoming the
next big thing, so Terry and I came up with the idea of getting the
ISPs to offer their subscribers access to switched video services,
but only as a perk for the users allowing the ISPs to upgrade them
to a higher level of security. It seemed very logical to us and the
carriers were willing to go along with it because your upgrade
programs were already underway.”
“You should know that I’m the one who’s been pursuing
the international side of this issue,” interjected Mitzi. “We’ve seen
the Internet’s vulnerabilities growing for some time with no broad
program underway to counter it. Stan made me aware of Bob and
Terry’s efforts and we’ve been working with them since.”
“Security and intelligence considerations go hand in hand,”
said Mohammad, “and it’s important that cyberspace reflect that as
well. Stan and I have worked together in Iran and the Middle East
for many years, helping the people there to protect their natural
resources from exploitation. That’s why I wanted your impressions
of your recent trip to Tehran, Bob; a fresh look if you will. We all
know what happened but we still want to hear how you saw it.”
“It’s surprising,” I replied. “After a thirty year absence, my
first impression was that things really hadn’t changed that much.
The people that Stan introduced me to had the same energy and
pride of ancestry that I had remembered before. I felt that I had a
common bond of trust with them and they understood that they
were with friends. I thought that perhaps some of that was because
I was visiting with Stan.”
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“As I told you at the time, Bob,” interjected Stan, “Paydar
genuinely liked you and for good reason. Your honesty and your
sincerity were very visible; he was responding to you.”
“And I to him,” I replied. “It was all too easy. I wanted
better security; he wanted better security. I was for a greater
understanding for his people; he wanted a better understanding of
his people. I sensed only openness. His concerns for our safety
after the border incident with the downed fighter were conservative
and protective of us and he was not afraid to show us another of
the many faces of the Iranian people.”
“Bob,” said Stan, “I need to tell you some more about my
relationship with the General. It’s a missing piece that you should
be aware of. My involvement with him dates back to the mid 70s,
when many developing countries, Iran and the Middle East being
just one part of that, were being blatantly exploited. Paydar and
some of the other young leaders like him had gathered in Paris in
the spring of 1975 in an attempt to bring about some fundamental
changes in US foreign policy.
At that time, the activities of the Trilateral Commission, a
group that was formed in 1973 and made up of private citizens
from Japan, Europe and North America to foster cooperation
within industrialized areas of the world, were notably one-sided.
These trilateralists were attempting to return the OPEC nations to
their prior status of dependency and were of no help to countries
like Iran. I was studying in Paris at the time and I became involved
in representing these underdogs. We took sponsorship from where
we could and we pulled together a shadow force that is now known
as the Group, the Global Resource Options of a Unified Planet.
These efforts predated Iran’s Revolution, when people like
Paydar were already working hard to keep their people’s interests
in focus. With the exception of you and Terry, the rest of us in this
room still play an active role in international policy, as do Paydar
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and many others. Like you, we represent different perspectives and
areas of expertise and we are concerned for the future of this planet
like you are. I was the first administrator of the Group and there
have been several others over the years since. An American by the
name of Belden Sheppard currently holds that job and I’d like to
introduce you to him soon. We can utilize all the help we can get.
As you recognize, there is a lot at stake here.”
169
At Mohammad’s suggestion, we took a break for some
fresh coffee. I also needed a moment to let Stan’s new revelations
sink in. I had always believed that smart people were working
behind the scenes, who were pulling for what was right when
everything seemed to be out of control or going in the wrong
direction. Now it appears that not only is this true but that I’ve
somehow become involved with them. ‘Perhaps there is a God,’ I
thought as I turned to find Terry. He was already at the coffee table
speaking with Stan and Mitzi as I walked over to join them.
“What a great way to start the day!” I said. “I was already
excited to see you both before but now I’m simply overwhelmed.”
“We’re glad to see you too,” said Mitzi. “There’s so much
to be done and there’s always a need for passionate people who
can help. Today should give you a better sense of who we are and
what our priorities involve. Then we should plan another meeting,
specifically focused on what’s next for Turnaround.”
“We can do that,” said Terry. “We’re just starting to get a
sense of balance with regard to its acceptance. To be honest with
you, we’d never thought about how much of a stabilizing influence
secure networks might be able to provide to the world. But when
you think of it, that was just what the Washington-Moscow Hotline
provided. We know that open dialogue can be a powerful tool and
that denying open access to disruptive forces at the same time can
be the unstated goal. That can make it a win-win for everyone.”
“Well that’s the reason that both Ken and Mohammad
wanted to meet you,” said Stan. “They’re the experts in these areas
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and they can work with you and bring all of these other aspects
into focus.”
“But that will be in a separate follow-up meeting,” added
Naseri, “so let’s continue this morning’s overview with some
remarks from Mr. Calis that I’m sure will interest you.”
With that we sat back at the table once more and turned our
attention to Ken. He was tall, in his late 50s, with dark hair and a
touch of gray on the sides. He spoke in an authoritative manner
and had a commanding presence even when he was seated.
“Keep this in mind,” said Ken; “what is going on in the
world today isn’t our first confrontation with religious militants. It
goes way back, further than 9/11, and even before the bombing of
the Beirut barracks in 1983. The first US confrontation with
militant Islam took place in November 1979, when a small group
of radical Islamist students stormed our embassy in Tehran. The
perpetrators saw themselves as part of a grand experiment to build
a new world. It was to be an American styled democracy blended
with a Soviet-like state run economy, a perfect Muslim community
infused with the spirit of Allah. Those idealists were, in truth,
reasserting their nationalism that day and their freedom from
colonial subservience as they protested the mistreatment of their
country. I understood; I was there. But in the taking of fifty-two
Americans hostage, they undermined every political faction in Iran
at the time and set the tone of that country for the next 25 years.”
“Were you a hostage?” I asked.
“No,” Ken replied, “but I had been working in and out of
Tehran during the period prior to the embassy seizure. Modernism
was supposed to be the main drive behind their revolution, not
fundamentalism. Unfortunately it was only the power of the
mullahs that survived. Today those hostage takers aren’t seen as
the heroes of Iran that they first were. Rather, they are viewed
critically from both ends of the political spectrum. Those who are
still visible look back on the embassy takeover as a mistake that
poisoned the ties between our two nations and benefited neither
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one. But at the time, they wanted to put an end to the US’s
meddling in Iranian affairs.”
“Is the current regime a danger to us?” asked Terry.
“We don’t think so,” continued Ken. “Today Iran is a land
of great tolerance, where a small group of privileged clerics are in
control. They decide which candidates run for elected offices and
what laws shall be considered acceptable. The mullahs also control
the military, the secret police and anything else that they want to
and the different voices that are heard somewhat counterbalance
each other. As long as no one makes too much trouble and there
are no problems being created, some disagreement and criticism of
official policy can be tolerated. Even with the large number of
Iranians who want to see open communications with Americans
return to their country, it is going to require more understanding
from the West to make that happen. Our Middle East policies are
still very one-sided and that will have to change.”
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At the next break, I thanked Mohammad for inviting
me to the meeting and said my goodbyes to everyone else, at least
for the time being. Terry would stay there and hold up our end of
the discussions and I would go to my meeting with Bill Dugan and
the Senator. At this moment, to maintain my focus, I had to move
the revelations of Stan and Mitzi into the back of my mind. I would
deal with those realities later when Terry and I could quietly sit
down somewhere and put our heads together and put it all into a
new perspective. Right now I was about to open up another front in
my grand scheme of things and I’d just have to add the mysteries
of Mitzi, Stan and the Group to my new list of ‘things to do later’
that I knew would never be empty again.
Mohammad had arranged for a car to take me to Capitol
Hill for my 1:15 PM meeting with Dugan at the Hart Senate Office
Building. The Hart building was the newest of the three designed
to serve the Senate, the ‘grande dame’ being the Russell Office
building where the Armed Services Committee was located. As the
driver pulled to a stop at the visitors entrance on Constitution Ave,
I thanked him for his kindness and proceeded through to security.
The guards were efficient and helpful and I was directed to the
elevator for the Senator’s office on the seventh floor.
First occupied in 1982, the Hart building is the most
modern of the Senate office complexes. The elevators and suites
look out onto a 9-story atrium where ‘Mountains and Clouds’, a
sculpture-mobile by Alexander Calder, dominates the space for
which it was designed. With over a million square feet of interior
space, it was all very impressive. It had been quite a while since I
had visited any of the offices on the Hill but I had always been
impressed with the heavy wooden doors and the gilded signs that
identified these chambers of power and their occupants. Senator
Houghton’s offices were in Suite 713.
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An attractive young woman greeted me from behind a large
oak desk as I entered the reception area.
“Good afternoon, sir. My name is Reba Thomas. Welcome
to the offices of Senator Paul Houghton. How may I help you?”
“I’m Bob Marchant from Jupiter, Florida,” I replied. “I
have an appointment with Bill Dugan.”
“Nice to meet you, Mr. Marchant,” she said as she glanced
at the calendar flickering on her flat screen display. “He’s been
expecting you. And then you’ll be meeting with the Senator at two
o’clock, is that correct?”
“Yes it is,” I replied.
“Good,” she said. “Let me tell Mr. Dugan that you’re here.”
She keyed her phone and spoke almost immediately, “Mr. Dugan,
Mr. Marchant is here to see you,” and then she hung up and stood
up from behind her desk. “Let me take you to his office.”
I followed her around the corner to an inner office. She was
very tall, graceful and sure of herself. “Are you from Florida?” I
asked, never wanting to miss an opportunity to be personable.
“Tallahassee originally,” she replied, “but I grew up around
the world as an Air Force brat. Here’s Mr. Dugan’s office.” She
knocked once and opened the door. “Mr. Marchant, I would like to
introduce you to Mr. Dugan.”
“Hi Bob; thanks Reba,” said Bill. “And welcome! Please
make yourself comfortable. Can I get you something to drink?”
“No, thank you. I’m fine, Bill,” I replied. “I appreciate your
help in arranging for us to meet so quickly.”
“I think it’s important you’re here,” he said, “and both the
Senator and I are anxious to hear what you’ve got to say.”
“Well I know that we’re tight on time and you’ve already
gotten the pitch on Turnaround,” I began, “so I’ll tell you how it all
came to be over the past several weeks and you’ll have that as your
foundation to work from.”
“Go for it, Bob,” replied Bill.
I ended up giving him the accelerated version of my
revelations to Judy, without the swimming interludes. I told him of
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my post-9/11 passions and of my desires to drive the security
upgrades of the Internet so that all people can exploit it for their
greater good. At the same time, I want to be able to identify, track
and exclude those whose purpose is solely to spread hate and do
harm to others, using our openness as a weapon for good. “I’d love
a Coke now, if I might impose.”
“Sure,” he replied and phoned the request to Reba. “You’re
certainly moving fast with this and I think that’s great. The Senator
has some pretty strong feelings about both the need for IT security
also and where we’re going in the Middle East as well. If you can
focus in on what you want to see happen, I think that you may
have a real friend in court already. I can always fill him in later on
any of the missing background information he might want.”
“There’s another piece of this too. After we’ve disabled the
terrorists, we’ve got to keep the corporations at bay as well. So
much of this town is already in their pockets and that’s got to stop
also. It kills our credibility abroad and we threaten like a Wal-Mart
moving into a small town.”
“I hear you,” said Bill, “and the Internet has scaled down
everything in the process. I think it’s phenomenal when you see
what has happened between India and the US in such a short time.
And it’s only going to get more competitive and more complex.”
Our Cokes came and we continued to banter back and forth
about some of the fine points of my journey to date. Bill said that I
should be aware of the hearings that the Senator will open and
chair beginning tomorrow on Defense policy and the parameters
for establishing it. “This has become a major issue once again,” he
stated, “particularly with the current hostilities in Lebanon. We are
hurting on multiple fronts right now and our Middle East policies
need to be revisited on a grand scale.”
Bill’s phone rang and he paused to answer it. “Okay. Thank
you, that will be fine,” and then he turned to me. “That was the
Senator’s personal assistant. He’s just about ready for us so we’ll
be going back to his office now. All set?”
“Like there’s no tomorrow,” I smiled.
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Kelly-Lynn, the PA, welcomed us to the Senator’s outer
office. As soon as Houghton was off the phone, which she assured
us would be in just a moment, she’d bring us in to meet with him.
The phone console told her that he was ready and as she moved to
open his door, he was out of his chair waiting to greet us.
“Hello Bob, Paul Houghton,” he said warmly. “Thank you
for coming to talk with me today. From what I can understand and
from what Bill has told me, you’ve become involved in some very
exciting things. How can I help you?”
“I’d like to thank you for seeing me Senator,” I began,
“first because I am a concerned citizen and second because I am
afraid of the path that this country may now be traveling down.”
“How so, Bob?” asked the Senator.
“Well Senator, I supported the president in the war you
fought in but I didn’t support the current president’s unilateral
invasion of Iraq for several reasons. But that’s history now. My
dilemma is I’m seeing that same pattern in the media and the press
again, preparing us for an attack on Iran and I say – Enough! Stop!
No more! And I ask – Where are our leaders? Is everyone blind?
Seriously, what’s put me over the top now isn’t just the unilateral
‘invasion plans’ but the idea of using ‘tactical nukes’ as well!”
“I hear you loud and clear, Bob, and I’m as concerned as
you are. As a matter of fact I’m beginning hearings tomorrow on
just such issues and this all has to be brought out into the open.”
“Bill mentioned that to me, Senator, and I’m glad you’re
doing it, but you’d better make sure that our hawks aren’t using
Israel as their surrogate behind our backs. With our support!”
“Have you been listening to what Seymour Hersh has been
saying?” asked the Senator. “Please call me Paul.”
“Him and others,” I replied, “plus I just returned from Iran
a week ago. And let me tell you Senator, those people are not in
the process of building WMDs to give to terrorists any more than
we are the Great Satan! And since the current Administration
apparently seems to have its mind set on not having any dialogue
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with Iran, we will probably never reach the point where we will be
able to learn about that from those who want a dialogue with us.”
“Well there’s no doubt about your convictions,” said Paul.
“But tell me, please, what were you doing in Iran and what about
this security project that you started that Bill has told me about?”
“They’re all tied together,” I said, “and I’ve connected it all
for Bill. But I’ll be glad to give you the five-cent version here.
Someone began to threaten me over the Internet about two months
ago and I found that I had nowhere to turn. With the help of some
friends, we were able to start a grass roots effort that was built
upon the government-mandated security upgrades, which seem to
have now caught the public’s interest. Since three-fourths of the
Iranian people favor open dialogue with the west, we decided that
there was probably no better place to test its open source appeal
than in the Middle East. That test spiked our servers in Spokane,
which was what the intelligence community picked up on.”
“And that was a direct result of your tests?” asked Paul.
“Actually, it wasn’t. It was more the result of a USAF
aircraft going down inside Iran ten days ago along its western
border with Iraq. Our ‘hosts’ were distributing our test software
over the Internet when allegations began to fly. They decided to
get us out of the country for our own protection, so we asked them
to try and get out the truth about what was actually happening and
they consequently lit up our test servers! Our office made some
press aware of this but not much was made of it. I didn’t even
know that NSA had picked up on it until Bill contacted us. When I
saw nothing about the border incident or the rescued pilot reported,
I decided that we were not getting a true picture of the war!”
“I’m glad that I’m not the only one that feels that way,”
said the Senator, “but how can your Project Turnaround help?”
“By improving security, promoting open dialogues and by
isolating the terrorists and those that support them. With simple
mandates and incentives, I believe that we can tighten the Internet
up. It’s been five years, Senator, five years! And we’re still sitting
around waiting for our next domestic vulnerability to be exposed. I
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think that we’re doing a terrible job of selling the importance of
our own security and I’d like to see people like you involved.”
“I have to agree with you there, Bob,” he replied. “We have
nothing in place that is attempting to do what your Turnaround has
taken on. We will look into what we might do to bolster it.”
“Then you can do one other thing, Senator,” I continued.
“You can turn off ‘the dogs of war’! Our current warlike attitudes
are unprecedented and we are only adding fuel to the fire with our
aggression abroad. When you isolate terrorists and those who
support them, they’re like sharks in the ocean. They can’t hurt you
unless you start meddling in their domain or with their resources.
We need to help them to either assimilate or self-destruct!”
“Well Bob, I can truly say that this hasn’t been a typical
constituent visit. They’re usually more social,” he smiled.
“Well I have a second agenda that’s closely coupled with
the first,” I said. “After we’ve disabled the terrorists, we’ve got to
make sure that we keep the large corporations at bay as well. Big
business not only wants to control the Internet but with their recent
interpretations of ‘net neutrality’ they’re trying to improve their
grip on copyright issues and control who’s allowed to innovate in
this country. In some cases they’ve already hijacked our legal
system and are misusing our systems of enforcement to control any
dissent. But I’ll save that for our next meeting and I’ll bring my
wife with me too. Then you’ll really be in trouble, Senator.”
Paul laughed, “I’ll look forward to that. Bill, did you have
anything more that you wanted to ask Bob?”
“Not right now,” replied Bill. “I think that Bob has said it
all and said it well, but I know that we’ll be following up with him.
I’d like to make sure that he has gallery passes for the opening
session of tomorrow’s hearings so that he’ll have a better sense of
our sincerity and of where we’re headed. They’ll start at 9:30 AM
across the street in the old Caucus Room of the Russell Building. ”
“That would be great,” I replied. “Terry and I had planned
on bringing our wives to Capitol Hill to look in on whatever was
scheduled but this would make such a visit even more special.”
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“I’ll look forward to your working with my staff and to the
greater success of your project and our efforts,” said Paul. “Don’t
be surprised if we call on you to help us keep things on track. You
definitely have a unique perspective of what’s going on.”
“I’d like to think so,” I replied. “I’ll look forward to seeing
you in action tomorrow. Thanks again for listening to me.”
“Thank you, Bob,” said the Senator, “and thanks, Bill, for
picking up on this and getting us involved with Bob and his efforts.
Let’s make something even better come out of this beginning.”
“You can count on that, sir,” said Bill.
“Goodbye again, Senator,” I said as we shook hands as Bill
and I left his office.
“I think that went very well,” said Bill.
“So do I,” I replied. “You’ll be seeing more of me.”
172
I called Terry and told him that I was finished for the
moment and that I’d meet him back at his office.
“How’d it go?” he asked.
“It was great!” I replied. “The Senator’s a class act and
we’ve got gallery passes to see him in action in the morning. I’ll
tell you all about it tonight. I thought I’d walk down Constitution
and down the Mall and let my discussions with the Senator sink in.
I’d like to take a look at the Vietnam Veterans Memorial. I’ve only
seen it in pictures.”
“That’s about a two mile walk but it sounds like a good
idea,” said Terry. “We’ll be finished up here in an hour and I’ll
pick you up there at the Memorial. Baxter will already have the
ladies with him when he comes to retrieve me.”
“I’ll be waiting,” I said. “Maybe we should go to Clyde’s.”
“That sounds like an outstanding idea!” he replied. “Maybe
we should let the girls choose. Judy’s never been to Citronelle.”
“You’re in charge of the tour, my friend!” I prefer to leave
all the tough decisions to Terry.
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Backlash had begun. Youssef had taken action to set the
minor players in motion. These were people who were enthusiastic
and impressionable, young, expendable and spoiled, typical of the
college students of today. While they could never be made into real
terrorists, they were perfect for Backlash. In some ways they were
just like Greg; they didn’t fit the profile! And most of them were
home grown as well, from some of the best families and the best
campuses and some harboring an attitude about something. But
they all had a common weakness, greed. They wouldn’t be hurt by
anything Youssef would do. He knew his limitations. But who
knows what the authorities might do? Does anyone really know
why people act the way they do when they don’t understand what
they are dealing with. Fear does strange things to human beings.
Most participants would be attempting to board commercial
aircraft. Some of them would be carrying baggage that had been
tampered with or was suspicious for some reason of which they
were unaware. They’d all been set up! Some knew that they were
traveling with false identification papers and were complicit in that
regard, but they were being paid to be couriers of contraband items
in many cases. Many saw it as a free vacation to Florida with a
night in a nice hotel. All had tickets purchased with stolen credit
cards and some had been given false papers to use that would alert
security to their existence. In one instance out of Chicago, Youssef
had three characters, unknown to each other, boarding the same
flight. But false intelligence had linked their identities together in a
conspiracy! Such events, which were scattered across the country
to occur over the next few days, were sure to set off a few alarms.
And there was more. Youssef had been seeding the clouds.
False email traffic, anonymous news sources, counterfeit police
alerts, video postings – he had a list that was endless. Youssef had
been a busy boy. He would watch the traffic for trends and shifts in
the momentum and surreptitiously add some coloring as necessary.
When the threat level had become sufficiently elevated, he would
then kick things into high gear with Greg, his secret weapon.
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The walk along the Mall relaxed me. With what I’d heard
this morning and what I had said this afternoon, I needed to come
back down to Earth and figure out who I was and just where I was
heading next. I always felt dwarfed by the temples of government
and these monuments to American values when I walked this city’s
streets. Unfortunately, there seem to be some that work here who
have forgotten the principles that this nation was founded on and
what it has taken to create all of this and to protect and defend it.
Like the Senator said, there was no doubt about my convictions.
Suddenly my pace began to quicken and I sensed that I was
being drawn to the Vietnam Memorial by my memories of the past.
Names popped into my head out of nowhere. Bob DelVecchio, a
chopper pilot from the 117th who I had become friendly with, was
killed in 1965; Mike Salazar, who I had served with in the 39th
Signal. His Dad was a doctor in Alaska and they both flew fixed
wing planes there before Mike came into the Army. He returned to
Vietnam after getting married and completing helicopter school
and was killed in 1968. Young men in their mid 20s had paid with
their lives for the flawed policies of an unwinnable war and now it
seemed to be happening all over again, with another on the way!
When I finally reached the monument, my reaction was
simple. It was too big; there were too many names on it. I started
my search immediately and quickly found both names. Sadly, Bob
and Mike were there in stone. I had forgotten that we’d lost them. I
knew that there were others too that I would remember if I saw
their names, but I didn’t want to. If I ever thought about them
again, I would think of them only as they were when we were last
together. I thought once more about Mike and Bob and hoped that
Terry and the gang would get there soon. It wasn’t very long.
175
The hard decision had already been made. We would go
to the Waterfront for cocktails on the Potomac and then we had an
early reservation for four at the Citronelle at six o’clock.
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“Does that mean you didn’t spend all the money?” I asked.
“I think that I still have enough for a beer on the Potomac,”
said Patti, “but Judy may be out of luck.”
“You’ll buy me a glass of Merlot won’t you, Bobby dear?”
said Judy.
“Of course I will,” I said, and we were off. I was obviously
a little somber when they picked me up so I didn’t say much on the
way to the Waterfront. The girls went back to a conversation that
they’d been having earlier and Terry shared with me a low-keyed
summary of the remainder of the meeting with Mohammad. He
told me that Stan and Mitzi had both cornered him after lunch and
expressed their hopes to him that we would both continue to work
with them on their extension of our efforts abroad. He told them
that we’d put our heads together and get with them as soon as we
could figure out what our domestic commitment was going to be.
“The Senator is going to look into what he might be able to
do to bolster our domestic efforts,” I told Terry, “and who knows
where that could lead.”
“That would certainly make things interesting,” he said.
The Waterfront was very relaxing and the drinks were just
perfect. We all took a turn telling stories from the day’s events and
everyone worked extremely hard at keeping the conversation light.
I announced that we had gotten gallery passes to watch the Senate
in action in the morning and that from there we could extend the
day in whatever direction anyone wanted.
“Do we have to decide now?” asked Judy. “I am so relaxed
at this moment that I don’t want to think about anything, except
maybe a choice filet mignon.”
“Don’t start drooling yet,” I cautioned. “You’ll have to
endure your relaxed state for at least another 30 minutes.”
“I think I can handle it… if I try,” she said with a laugh.
“Just do what I’m doing,” I said. “Take it a minute at a
time; it’s the only way that you’ll be able to preserve your sanity.”
Judy leaned over and kissed me on the forehead. “I’ll
remember that,” she said, “and you remember that I love you.”
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We soon made our way to the Citronelle, which was just up
the street at the Latham Hotel. I was getting to be an old hand here
but tonight was to be all new for Judy. Marcel didn’t disappoint us.
He was there to greet us as soon as we were seated and he did his
utmost to make our ladies feel that they were the only reason that
he’d even bothered to come into work this evening. Of course, the
food and the service were wonderful as always and because it was
such a pleasant experience that we were having, it seemed like we
were being rewarded for our contributions today to the greater
good of the world. I know that Terry and I felt that we had done
our part in the service of the public interest and I’m sure that Judy
and Patti had done everything that they could do to single handedly
stimulate the Georgetown economy.
“This has been a perfect ending to a wonderful day,” said
Judy. “That was the tastiest filet I’ve had in years; it was perfect.”
“Life is good, my dear,” said Terry, “when people can get
together like this and feel those bonds of friendship that began to
form years ago, born of no particular agenda, religious zealousness
or political cause. If we could just bottle the formula, they’d give
us the Nobel prize for cleverness!”
“It is a comfortable feeling,” I agreed, “that not everyone
gets to know today. We were lucky in the past. Kids nowadays can
often get bogged down in either blood feuds, local gossip or petty
jealousies and they never seem to get a chance to learn what a true
friendship is all about. I think it was the Army that changed me.
Oh, it had some downsides, too, but it brought me in contact with
all sorts of people and forced us all to deal with our differences!”
“Unfortunately, that doesn’t happen any more and we’ve
all lost something because of it,” said Patti. “I say let’s celebrate
what’s right with life today and set the example for others!”
“We will do that in the morning,” I continued, “watching
the Senate in action on our behalf. It should be fun. If you’ve never
heard our Senator speak in public, I think that you’ll be impressed.
I know I felt very good about him today… and with his staff as
well. I’m excited about it. I knew we were all in agreement.”
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The Russell Senate Office Building was built over a
century ago, a classic example of Beaux Arts style of architecture
in Washington. Twin marble staircases lead from its beautiful
rotunda to the imposing Russell Caucus Room, where today’s
hearing was being held. The room still has its original benches and
settles from 1910 with carved eagles. This room had been used
many times for hearings of national significance, from the sinking
of the Titanic (1912) to Watergate (1974). It was very impressive.
We were cleared through security just before nine and there
was already a flurry of activity going on there. The hearing was
billed as a Review of Strategic Defense Policy to receive testimony
on current Middle East implications and the pursuit of the global
war on terrorism. The world knew now that the issues of Iran, Iraq,
Israel, Lebanon and Afghanistan had all been muddled together
with the secret war on terrorism and there were many who hoped
that clarification and redirection would give everyone something
positive to look forward to. The session would run for several days
and would be both open and closed. Senator Houghton would be
presiding over the opening and would set the pace and give it the
direction it would need. He and Bill Dugan had arrived together
and were talking informally to other members assembled there.
“I’ve never seen him in person,” whispered Judy, “but I
recognize him from his picture and the news reports. I believe that
he was originally from Tampa.”
“He’s one hell of a guy,” I replied, “and that’s Bill Dugan
with him, who I told you about. He’s like a senior staffer, a policy
analyst from Princeton. He’s pretty sharp also. I think his in-laws
hail from Jupiter Island in the winter.”
“I guess he can’t be all bad then,” said Terry.
A buzzer sounded and the sergeant at arms for the chamber
postured himself at the podium at the left of the room to announce
the beginning of the hearing. Attendees began taking their places.
“The hearings of the Senate Armed Services Committee on
Defense Policy will now come to order,” he began. “Senator Paul
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D. Houghton of Florida will chair these hearings with assistance
from the other distinguished members of the committee. Senator
Houghton will open today’s session and preside over the closed
session that will follow in the Hart Office Building tomorrow.”
“Good morning, everyone,” began Houghton. “This
morning, our committee is meeting to hear testimony relative to
the policies that are guiding our activities in Afghanistan, Iraq, the
ongoing crisis involving Israel, Hezbollah, Lebanon, to some
extent Palestine and Hamas and the changing global war against
terrorism. In addition, we will hear testimony on the influences and
the effects that Iran and Syria are alleged to be having in these
areas.
We will hear from the distinguished Secretary of Defense,
the chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff and the commander of the
United States Central Command on the progress on current
operations and we will welcome their insights for the future. We
will hear from State Department specialists and members of the
various intelligence agencies as well in the closed session
tomorrow. We hope that these hearings will mark a milestone for
ongoing developments in our Middle East policies and in the
execution of the war on terror. May it demonstrate to the world the
resolve of the American people to bring peace to that region as
well as freedom and security to those who seek our assistance.”
Then Houghton introduced each of the committee members
who were participating in the hearings today and the officials in
attendance who were scheduled to testify.
“What is it that they say?” said Terry. “Laws are like
sausages. It's better not to see them being made.”
“I think Bismarck said that,” I replied. “I’m hoping that this
will get interesting. He has a reputation for starting out slowly.”
A few of the other senators made brief comments and then
Houghton had the floor once again.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” said Paul, “we may have a small
problem today which points to the importance of why we’re here.
The rules have changed…” he paused to let that thought sink in,
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“and not everyone is aware of it,” he continued, “and yet they are,
but they didn’t recognize it as such. A new enemy, who launched a
different kind of war, changed the rules on September 11th, nearly
five years ago. Its ‘no-holds-barred’ battles are being fought in the
shadows by an enemy without a face.” There wasn’t a sound in the
chamber.
“There are now two kinds of wars, one traditional and one
global,” he continued, “but our traditional policies are ‘one-sizefits-all’ and they no longer apply across the board. With our global
war, we now speak to the two constituencies, the folks at home and
those abroad. What we politicians say in public can impact how the
progress of our war is perceived, since the world press follows our
every word and friend and foe alike hear it. You have to ask, ‘is
what’s being said to the public good policy or good for politics?’
Inquiring press wants to know, and if we don’t say anything, they
speculate! Sometimes, when we’re politically opposed, we do say
things and jeopardize everyone. That’s why we have problems!”
He paused again to survey the room. He had their full attention.
“Fifteen years ago, I fought in a war in Iraq and understood
the meaning of that war. It was about principles and policies that
we shared with the civilized world and a coalition of forces drew a
line in the sand and brought an invading dictator to his knees. It
was played out in the light of day with honor.
The terrorist’s war is something completely against what
we stand for. It affects the entire globe and that warfront is totally
in the shadows. Anything you see or hear in a public forum has to
be the propaganda of either one side or the other. To say that our
battles in Iraq are keeping our homeland safe is nonsense. That’s
not a valid measure of our fight against al Qaeda. But we will win
this war on terror with your help and we’ll keep them in the dark.
Today, I propose that we stop politicizing our wars and
start pulling together as a nation,” continued Houghton, “ and draw
another line that will define these separate policies. We need clear
policies, conviction, commitment and your help to succeed in this.
There will definitely be sacrifices made on both fronts.”
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Without missing a beat, Paul turned to the colleague on his
left and introduced him. “I will now yield the floor to the
distinguished senator from Connecticut, Senator Silverman, for his
opening remarks.”
“Thank you, Senator Houghton, for those wonderful
opening remarks,” said Silverman. “You have definitely set a new
tone for our hearings. And as I listened to your remarks, I couldn’t
help but think back on our recent hearing on Iraq and Afghanistan.
Looking at it through your eyes, I now see it very differently.
In that meeting, I recall some comments by the Secretary of
Defense, where he didn’t seem to differentiate much between our
two wars. His actual statement, as I remember it, said that ‘this
enemy has called Iraq the central front on the war on terrorism.’
And then he talked about troops and withdrawals. To me, this is a
good example of the delicacy of the issues we’re dealing with.
I guess if we were to call Iraq ‘our central front’ in the war
terrorism and then spoke of withdrawing troops, there would be a
problem. I believe that equating our troops with the war on terror is
where the mistake is being made. The war on terror is ‘in the dark’
and that’s where it should stay. We’ll address any issues that have
an affect the ‘war on terror’ in the closed session tomorrow.”
“Thank you, Senator,” said Houghton. “I’m sure that the
Secretary will provide us with clearer distinctions in his remarks
today. Next will be the distinguished senator from Massachusetts,”
and so it went with an assortment of commentaries from committee
members for much of the next hour. Comments from the Secretary
of Defense wrapped up the morning session in an articulate and
eloquent manner. He thanked Senator Houghton for this initiative,
indicating that these blatant digressions were mainly harmful to
our own safety and security and it was a long-overdue move in the
right direction. He explained in a pithy comment that when it came
to the war on terrorism, ‘an informed public had no more right to
know our government’s intentions than did a mid-level al Qaeda
lieutenant.’ “This is the age of disinformation,” he concluded.
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At noon the committee broke for lunch, scheduling the
afternoon session to start at two o’clock.
177
We had finally made our way to the outside world,
dallying only for a short while to take in the beautiful rotunda. We
were ready to regroup; we were all exhausted.
“I found that pretty intense,” exclaimed Patti.
“Me too,” replied Judy, “I’d hate to be doing that every
day. There is just so much that is going on.”
“Intellectually I’d love to go back this afternoon,” I said,
“but I think that I’ve had enough for a while.”
“I’ll second that,” said Terry, “and all the interesting stuff
will be in the closed session tomorrow anyway. Are you guys still
game for a White House tour?”
“I don’t know,” I answered. “Maybe we’ve had our fill of
government for today. Why don’t we do something fun?”
“How about a leisurely cruise on the Potomac?” asked
Terry. “I think we can still catch something out of Old Town.”
We all thought that was a great idea as we grabbed a cab
and dashed across the bridge to Alexandria. Luckily, the Potomac
Riverboat Company had a scenic cruise just ready to launch from
the Old Town Wharf, taking us by the old Torpedo Factory, the
colorful gardens of Founders Park, the Old Town Yacht Basin, the
nouveau brownstone residences of Admiral’s Row and even the
tiny white Jones Point Lighthouse. ‘Great!’ was our cry as we
boarded; ‘fantastic!’ was the discovery of good snacks available on
board; ‘wonderful!’ was the laid back feeling of relaxation that we
felt as the world gently drifted past; ‘perfect!’ we stretched out on
the canvas chairs on the upper deck and the sun warmed our faces.
I thought about what I’d witnessed at today’s hearing and
gradually began to realize how long the road ahead of us was. This
morning was a good start but the task was enormous. From what I
had heard today, things seemed to be heading in the right direction.
Coming up with grand ideas was one thing; making them happen
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was another. It would take incredible amounts of effort from Paul
and his congressional colleagues to turn around the ship of state
and institutionalize such dramatic changes. How quickly it could
happen was still an unknown and the voters might eventually have
to have their say as well.
“Terry,” I asked, “what did you think about yesterday’s
discussions with Mohammad and the others?”
“Well they’ve definitely opened up some new doors for
us,” he replied. “I’m excited!”
“I am too,” I replied. “I had no idea of the existence of the
Group, or its scope and origins, until Stan shared that with us. I’ve
always felt that there were smart, powerful people in the world that
helped to make the difference when times were difficult, but I
never expected that I’d ever meet any of them!”
“Well you can’t say that anymore,” replied Terry. “I’m
personally looking forward to working with those folks. I firmly
believe that the genuine efforts of people like that will effectively
refocus the priorities of this nation and that ultimately we’ll all be
successful in our quest to make things better.”
“I hope you’re right,” I replied as my gaze caught sight of
the Washington Monument in the distance. “Do you think that the
public is being deliberately misled about what’s going on with the
war in Iraq?”
“Yes and no,” said Terry. “I think that when it comes to the
issue of ‘message’ in today’s media-rich world, for us it has a lot
more to do with opportunity, as opposed to covert intent. On the
contrary, when terrorists put out messages, we know without a
doubt that they’re conducting information warfare.
People have a tendency to hear what they want to hear and
believe what they prefer. If the voters are convinced that the war in
Iraq is keeping bin Laden at bay then they will hold on to that
belief. We know now that the war’s beginnings were based on
distortions but we may never truly know why. Personally I believe
that al Qaeda has its own agenda for doing what they do. They may
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use heinous methods but they’re not stupid. They were a definite
influence on the elections in Spain, impacting our Iraq coalition.”
“Terry, why is it that you always give me so much to think
about?” I retorted. “What’s next on our agenda? For you and me I
mean.”
“I think that we’re on a roll,” said Terry. “As I see it,
you’re going to start with Paris and I’m going to do some things
with Bill Dugan to put Project Turnaround on steroids. The climate
is definitely right and, as you like to say, somebody’s got to do it.”
“And while you guys are solving the world’s problems,”
said Judy, “could you let us know where you’re taking us to dinner
tonight?”
“Well said!” added Patti.
“It’s been taken under advisement,” replied Terry.
“That’s good!” I chuckled. “I’ll have to remember that.”
There couldn’t have been a better way for us to relax than
spending our afternoon on the river. We talked of days gone by
and of happy times that we’d had and then the shared aspirations,
along with our immediate plans for the future and the dreams that
we hoped to attain. It was a full day of optimism, the kind that we
all need to have once in a while.
By the time we had arrived back at the Old Town wharf,
more than four hours had simply evaporated! But we were relaxed,
refreshed and now ready to eat and play. And either by strategy or
by great fortune, we were right in the heart of the town, where our
options for both were many. Sadly, there would only be time on
this trip for one more such event. Judy and I would be returning to
Florida in the morning and it seemed like we were just settling in.
On the plus side, if things continue move in the direction that they
appear to be headed in, more trips to DC will be in the offing.
Under Terry’s leadership, we began on a brief walking tour
of Old Town, past the World War I Torpedo Factory, which is now
a visual arts museum, the bronze ‘Confederate Soldier’ statue at
the intersection of Prince and Washington Streets, the cobblestone
streets of Captain's Row and the historic Gadsby’s Tavern. We
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finally focused in on the classically themed taverns of the Union
Street Public House and settled in for some serious celebrating. It
had been an outstanding day. Some traditional American fare
would be just what was required for the occasion. We ordered an
assortment of microbrewed beers and raised our glasses in a toast.
“We hate to see you guys leaving tomorrow,” said Patti.
“You’re too much fun to have around.”
“Oh, we’ll be back,” replied Judy, “after we’ve packed up
for our trip to Paris.”
“I thought you were going to skip that?” said Terry.
“No,” I replied. “Judy finally convinced me that we should
stop at the Musée du Louvre on the way and sip Merlot at Le Café
Marly in the Richelieu wing. Then she recommends that we stroll
along the Left Bank and light a candle at Notre Dame Cathedral.
From there we’ll fly to Monte Carlo and make our way to our
chateau in the village of Eze looking down on the Côte d'Azur.”
“Excusez-moi!” said Terry. “I’m sorry I asked.”
“I’m just teasing,” I said. Terry winked and smiled.
178
The Transportation Security Administration was being
given a lot of attention as it had attempted to put an intelligent face
on airline security in the post-9/11 world. They had introduced
innovations in technology, elements of unpredictability and the use
of risk analysis, but so had Youssef. By using computer resources,
credit card fraud and the Internet, he’d been anonymously lining
up, one at a time, nearly a thousand people to travel within a threeday period as he launched Backlash. He had targeted a hundred to
be converging on Florida. Even if half of those got screwed up or
backed out, the remainder would equate to twice as many incidents
than those that occurred worldwide last month! While some might
be seen as terrorist feints, the number and types of incidents ought
to be enough to raise concerns and kick the threat level up a notch.
He hoped it would send the TSA’s tracking systems into overload!
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Youssef had arranged to pick up Greg near his apartment
complex on NW 26th Street in downtown Miami, to have a final
meeting with him at a nearby restaurant. He had already chosen the
place, a dimly lit dive called the Milan Lounge that stayed open
until 2:00 AM. He had told him that they would meet at 9:00 PM.
Greg was standing on the sidewalk near his apartment and waved
acknowledgment to al-Hani as he approached. When the car came
to a stop, Greg opened the passenger door and slid uncomfortably
into the front seat, looking for a visible sign from Youssef.
“Good evening, brother,” said Youssef. “God is great;
Backlash is underway.” No one spoke as they drove south to the
meeting place, which was about a mile further downtown. They
found the restaurant to be slow and quiet when they arrived, which
suited them just fine. Youssef asked if they could have the empty
booth toward the back. The blasé hostess proceeded to lead them to
it without comment, handing them their menus as they sat down.
Youssef could see there was fear in Greg’s eyes and that was good.
It will only make him more believable, he thought. They ordered
food and appeared to be normal diners, nothing more.
“ Khalid,” said Youssef, “Tomorrow is the day that we
have been praying for. The Americans have pushed our world to
the brink of madness and I have been selected by God to stop
them. My soldiers are now moving into their positions as we had
planned and we will be ready to send our message to the world
after Isha has been completed tomorrow. The infidels here must be
made to understand what their nuclear madness means to us!
I will serve as the imam, calling each soldier to evening
prayer with my cellular phone. You will go to work at the port as
usual tomorrow and if you become aware of problems that may
cause us to fail - if you hear anything! - you must make a call to
me immediately! I am depending on your cleverness and your
commitment. I will call you first with message codes for the Port
of Miami.”
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“What are the message codes?” said Greg. “Tell me, my
brother, please! I must understand.” Youssef was taking him into
deeper water with his every word.
“It starts here,” he said in a low voice. “You should be well
aware of the importance of this port! It generates over $12 billion a
year for the state, four million passengers pass through this ‘Cruise
Capital of the World’ annually and well over a million containers
transit this port” He then paused for effect. “So what are the odds
for good security here? Let me tell you what they are. A portable
nuclear weapon has already been hidden here within the newest
construction of Terminal D. In addition, similar devices are being
put in place at Port Everglades, the Port of Palm Beach and Port
Canaveral tonight as we speak, that’s four out of fourteen ports in
Florida. You must understand this because, God willing, you are
my insurance that this jihad will not fail! If for some tragic reason I
am unable to call you for prayer, Allah has willed that it shall fall
upon you to inform the others. Only I know who you are. All you
will need to do is make the calls to the numbers that I give to you
and deliver the message codes to our brothers. Ensh’allah!”
Greg’s wide-eyed stare said everything and Youssef hadn’t
even finished with him. “Then what should I do?’ beseeched Greg.
“I’d recommend you look for a new employer,” he replied.
179
It was after six o’clock and Ken Calis hadn’t left for
home yet. The first abnormal traffic alerts [ATAs] had appeared at
about 4:00 PM on the MACs, the message analysis consoles that
monitored domestic and international email patterns. At one point,
when this pattern data exceeded preset thresholds, the message
stream was immediately redirected to a parallel system that began
specific incident research analyses and the Strategic Operations
Section was automatically notified.
Ken’s forte was operations research with a focus on global
models. He was a major part of the group that had ‘built’ these
capabilities in the 80s and 90s and he now oversaw many of the
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specialized analysts who ‘worked’ the systems and put them
through their paces. He had been alerted tonight for two reasons;
first, because Homeland Security had been operating at the threat
level of Orange – high risk of terrorist attacks – since August 13th.
Four days before that it had jumped from Yellow – elevated risk of
terrorist attacks [which it had been for almost a year] to Red –
severe risk of terror attacks with the discovery of the Heathrow
plots and second, the traffic spikes didn’t seem to have any focus
yet, but there were some Arabic, Lebanese and Syrian hits being
generated by the incident and the Middle East was Ken’s baby,
going back to the 70s and his days in Tehran. Ken knew that the
numbers tonight were out of line and while he didn’t know just
what was being picked up, he knew it was something to monitor.
“Have you seen anything like this before?” said Ken to Jim
Braxton, who ran the operations of this compartmentalized facility.
It was one of several high security nodes belonging to NSA that
encapsulated brilliant people, processing power and encrypted data
into powerful forces that reached around the planet. One of the
bonuses for working here was that it was only fifteen minutes from
Ken’s home on the Severn River.
“It’s definitely strange tonight,” replied Jim. “There seems
to be a lot going on but not enough to be showing itself as any
more than a random pattern, so we’re really unable to identify
anything abnormal about it as yet.”
“What’s it going to take?” said Ken.
“I’m not really sure,” said Jim. “The spikes have only been
evident since approximately noon. Maybe we’ll eventually see
some form of stochastic pattern emerging. I’m betting that the
ability to see something will start to show up by midnight.”
“I’m going to leave for a while and go home to get
something to eat then,” replied Ken, “but make sure that you call
me immediately if anything does change.”
“You know that I will,” said Jim. “I’ll call you in a couple
of hours in any event.”
“Okay, great,” said Ken and he prepared to leave.
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Preliminary reports had already reached the upper
levels of TSA management, causing new waves of concern within
the already heightened threat level. Without having any specifics,
all that had been passed up were the increases in the chatter and a
handful of small, unconnected terminal incidents. The public threat
advisory was already Orange and after recent challenges to the
validity of the reports out of Miami and New York, there was no
longer a forum left within TSA, or anywhere within Homeland
Security for that matter, for overachievers. It was that inverse
apathy that Youssef had predicted, which will unceremoniously
cause people to drop their guard.
Greg continued to poke at the food before him, masking his
fear with much difficulty. He was unable to fathom the information
coming from across the table, as Youssef continued to repeat key
details of his plans for Backlash to him to reinforce that fear. He
kept him engaged for as long as he dared and Greg showed visible
relief when they finally decided to leave the restaurant.
They’d left the car in the shadows toward the back of the
parking lot and away from the building. Youssef walked directly
around to the back of it and opened the trunk. Greg looked on as he
retrieved a small tote bag and handed it to him, explaining that the
six prepaid cell phones that were in it were to be used for making
whatever calls became necessary. Then he slid a medium-sized
aluminum case forward, like the kind that is used for transporting
sensitive electronics, and popped the latches. Greg froze. The large
metal canister, the Cyrillic markings, the electronic switches, wires
and small devices; these were unmistakably components of terror.
Youssef smiled as he pointed out the items within,
“This is a Russian-made, plutonium-fueled, 10 kiloton
device and here is the arming mechanism and its manual-override
timer that can be used in a worst case situation, with up to a two
hour delay if that becomes necessary. An instruction sheet, like
this,” he pointed, “written in Arabic, is within each case. Cell
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phone detonation is instantaneous and preferable. This one has yet
to be delivered.” He secured the latches and closed the car’s trunk.
“The back-up phone numbers and codes you need are in the
tote bag,” he continued as he unlocked the door for Greg, “so keep
them close. Let me get you home. Tomorrow will be a glorious day
for all of us and you may have to call upon all of the strength that
resides deep within your soul to transcend it. Ensh’allah.”
Greg was obviously in shock as they drove off into the
night. You could see the perspiration glistening across his forehead
as the lights from the oncoming traffic passed across his face.
“We’re being tested,” said Youssef, “because of our strong
beliefs in the Prophet’s teachings and because of his great love for
us and for our families. Future happiness will now be a certainty
for us. Pray for strength, my brother.”
Greg did not respond but the movement of his lips was
almost imperceptible as he apparently prayed silently to Allah. He
wanted to cry out! He wanted to run! But where? Why? What was
it that was happening to him? After the car pulled to a stop in front
of his apartment, Greg turned to look directly at Youssef.
“Will we see each other again?” he asked.
“Yes, God willing,” he smiled. “After the infidel leaders
have been cast out,” he continued, “ we’ll be united with our loved
ones in a better world. Go with God, Khalid.”
Greg got out of the car and stood on the curb, watching as
its taillights went slowly down the street and disappeared. As hard
as he tried, he could not comprehend how he had gotten to where
he was now, tonight, at that very moment. Suddenly it began to
rain and he knew only one thing for certain; it was Florida.
181
It was almost seven o’clock by the time Ken got home.
Nina was his understanding wife who had always dealt well with
the erratic demands of his work. He would call and let her know
when he was going to be late and she would delay their dinner
until he showed up. With the kids all grown up now and off on
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their own, she could do that. It hadn’t been quite so easy when they
were little. It was just the two of them now, with a respectable
sailboat and a cozy bungalow on the river. A guest cottage picked
up the visiting stragglers. Nina met him at the door with a kiss.
“What’s up big guy?” she said.
“Don’t really know,” said Ken, “but it’s different and we’re
watching it closely. I’ll probably go back there in a little a while.”
“Are you hungry?” she asked.
“Starved!” he replied. “Do we have anything planned for
this weekend, honey?”
“Nothing on my calendar,” she told him, “Why? What did
you have in mind?”
“Nothing specific,” he replied. “I just thought that I’d like
to kick back for a change of pace, maybe sail over to St. Michaels
and spend the night. I just need something like that; I’m overdue.”
“Sounds like a wonderful idea,” she replied. “I’ll plan on it
and get together what we need to bring first thing in the morning.”
They shared a sliced turkey club on toast that Nina had fashioned
from last Sunday’s feast with the visiting kids. She served it with a
steaming bowl of turkey vegetable soup that had also been created
from the leftovers. It was easier for her to tell Ken what she’d been
up to during the day and spare him the awkwardness of telling her
that he’d had a great day, but that was all that he could say to her.
When the phone rang, Ken frowned as he reached for the
portable on the kitchen counter. ‘Uh, huh. Okay. Right. Thanks,
Jim;’ and that was just about it. He replaced the phone in its cradle
and sat back down at the table.
“Jim’s going to need some help tonight,” he told her. “The
situation hasn’t changed, so I’m going to go back to the office for a
while to see if there’s anything that can be done. I may be late so
don’t bother to wait up for me.”
“Don’t worry,” she smiled, “it will work itself out. Now I’ll
be looking forward to getting you away from here as well.”
He smiled back at her. “Thanks,” he said as they finished
up. “I’m glad that you understand.”
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“Actually, I think that I’ve gotten quite good at it over the
years,” she said playfully. That turned his smile into a grin.
Before leaving to return to the NSA facility, he went into
his study and called Naseri. Something didn’t feel right tonight and
he would welcome any help he could find out there. Mohammad’s
wife handed him the phone directly out of habit.
“What’s going on, Ken?” he began. “You catch me totally
by surprise. We were just together yesterday.”
“I think that it’s just one of those crazy weeks, Mohammad.
Something is happening that I’m either totally missing or I’m just
not looking at it from the right perspective. I was hoping that you
might be able to lend me a hand or give me some ideas.”
“I can get to my office and get something started in about
an hour,” he replied. “Can you provide me the feeds?”
“I’ll coordinate it with you when we’re both in place. I
should be back at my facility within the hour also and we’ll work it
out from there.”
“I’ll call you back when I’m in my lab,” said Mohammad.
“That’ll be great,” said Ken. They had worked closely like
this on several occasions before tonight, but Mohammad’s contract
efforts have typically fallen more under the heading of research, as
opposed to operational. Nevertheless, SRI’s classified facility near
College Park was just as secret and just as secure as was Ken’s.
Both were part of that fiber web that continues to spread silently
across the Maryland countryside between Washington, Baltimore
and Annapolis. You can never tell. Sometimes that leap from being
abstract research to useful reality takes no more than a heartbeat. In
his work, Mohammad was the consummate toolmaker who would
never miss an opportunity to apply his talents to actual problems.
Tonight would offer one such occasion for him and he was already
thinking about what options he had while driving to the lab.
182
After heartfelt goodbyes on the front steps of the
Nicholas house, we were sadly on our way down the Parkway,
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heading to the airport with Terry and Baxter. It looked like a nice
day for flying and it would be good to get back home, even after
only a few days. It had been a great break in the rhythm of Florida
for us and now we both had some new ideas to work with and look
forward to. Judy was now more of a partner in crime than she had
ever been before and I had many reasons now for getting us to
France, or Europe, China or even back to Tehran!
Judy and I left Terry and Baxter at the main entrance and
began making our way toward airport security. From the amount of
people ahead, we could tell that there was a backup in the control
area before we got to it. An airport full of buzzing, early morning
travelers can take on a life of its own. Everyone was aware of the
greater restrictions placed on carry-on luggage since the London
scares, but apparently this was something else. A groan went up
from the front of the crowd. As of right now, the airlines were
requiring all baggage to be checked; there were no exceptions.
Suddenly the guy in front of you and the college kid behind you
became your best friends.
“What in hell is going on now?” I said very loudly in my
most exasperated tone. The man in front of me turned and shared a
sympathetic smile with me.
“Apparently they caught two people trying to board a flight
with bad tickets,” he replied.
“Bad tickets?” I asked.
“Apparently they were bought with a stolen credit card,” he
confirmed to me.
“Well, I’ll be damned,” I whistled.
People who were now being turned back from the security
checkpoint had to make their way back with their carry-on luggage
through this unhappy crowd to the ticket agents who could recheck
it as stowed luggage for their particular flights. It was a mess. We
were lucky since we’d dropped everything curbside, bypassing the
normal hassle completely with the exception of the added nonsense
that we were now being forced to endure. The friendly skies just
weren’t as friendly as they used to be. We were finally cleared for
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departure at 11:30 AM, only two-plus hours late! Judy wasn’t very
happy. At least in the good old days, they’d offer to give you a free
drink for having to endure such nonsense. By 11:45 AM, we were
on our way again and it just felt good to be airborne once more.
183
The collaboration between Ken and Mohammad began
officially last night at 9:16 PM when the SRI Systems node was
given direct access to Ops Center Echo, Ken’s facility. Secure
links were always in place between these facilities to support the
encrypted voice network, but the major systems were only brought
online on-demand or as required.
It was now ten o’clock in the morning. Ken and Jim had
four different incident research operations going on in parallel with
the raw traffic stream, which was typical. Mohammad’s efforts
were now adding at least two more to the scrubbing efforts. They
had monitored the systems all night, but to no avail. The only
anomaly, in addition to the fact that the traffic was unusually high,
was on a separate channel. Airline incident reports had climbed
during the last 24 hours at an unprecedented rate, exceeding 300
hits within just that period and the total was still climbing. In
addition, the boards were beginning to light up and there appeared
to be patterns forming around locations in the southeast.
The high incident rate had sent the TSA people scrambling,
elevating the threat advisory back to Red and pre-positioning
teams of Federal Marshals to be ready to take over the security of
any of the nation’s 23 major airports, a move that hadn’t been
made since after the attacks of 9/11. Mohammad had turned on
some experimental models that would correlate accessible privacy
information and abnormal financial activities with filtered message
streams. Some sample tests had shown cluster groups emerging
and revealing new patterns. He knew that he’d soon have new
considerations to put on the table, but the question was, as always,
would they help?
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Greg drove to the port that morning as if it were just
another day. He was still in denial. He didn’t know why Youssef
petrified him so, but the fact was he did. It felt as if he could take
control of his soul at any moment. Greg didn’t know what he
should do next. He needed to talk to someone, but he was afraid to
talk to the people he worked with, to Sandy, the Port Authority or
anyone! He didn’t want his dream of normalcy to disappear, so he
continued to convince himself that ignoring it was controlling it.
However, Youssef stepped back in, right on schedule, and forced
his world on its head once more when he telephoned Greg at his
office. It was almost noon.
“Good morning, Khalid,” he began. “I must personally
deliver the final package by boat this afternoon, my brother.” Greg
looked around to see if anyone was watching him. “If you do not
hear from me by three o’clock, you must deliver the calls to prayer
for me.”
“We can’t do this!” protested Greg. “We’re not savages!”
“Allah wills it, Khalid. I will pray for your soul,” replied
Youssef as he hung up the phone. Hearing only a dial tone now,
Greg frantically punched *69 and the readout displayed blocked;
al-Hani had vanished and now Greg’s real panic began to set in.
As Youssef approached security screening at Miami
International, he handed his round trip ticket to Madrid to the agent
along with his U.S. passport. The girl glanced at his picture and
compared the signatures, Jose Montoya. He had emptied his
pockets into a small basked and he had no carry-on.
“Are you traveling to Spain on business?” asked the agent.
“Unfortunately no,” said Youssef. “My mother is ill.”
“Hopefully your visit will make her feel better,” said the
girl, handing him back his papers. “May you have a pleasant flight,
Mr. Montoya.”
“Thank you,” said Youssef. Once he was in the passenger
area, he bought a Cuban coffee and a Time magazine to relax with.
He sat across from the gate, reading, waiting for the boarding to
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begin. He had one more call to make before departure and he
dialed the number for Port of Miami Security from memory.
“POM Security,” answered the agent. “How can I help
you?” Youssef’s message was simple and direct.
“An insider will set off a bomb at the Port of Miami today.”
He disconnected, dropped the phone in a trash container and got in
the line to board his flight.
The young agent immediately reported the bomb threat and
POM Security went rapidly into overdrive. All gates were secured
and the entire port was virtually locked down. Homeland Security,
Coast Guard, FBI and Florida Law Enforcement were all brought
quickly into action in accordance with contingency plans that had
been drafted and shaped by repeated drafts and drills over the past
four years, and everything was going according to plans with one
exception. WSVN-TV, Channel 7, had been at the port doing a live
news feed on some problems that had been encountered with a new
cruise ship that had just returned to port. They were now right in
the middle of a bomb scare, reporting live from the site.
That set off alarms on both sides of the equation; for those
responsible for security, who were attempting to get a handle on
the situation and those responsible for informing, who were also
trying to find out what was happening on the fly. The media was
already in a frenzy since the TSA had returned the threat advisory
back to Red just within the last few hours. The warning sirens by
themselves were creating an eerie atmosphere throughout the port,
but Greg started to become irrational when he saw the first news
media reports. His behavior alarmed his coworkers to the point of
alerting security. He was having a breakdown.
185
The boards were beginning to light up. Mohammad had
flagged over 50 airline security incidents in the last 24 hours that
were tied to credit card fraud in three cities, Tallahassee, Tampa
and Orlando. Fortunately, none of the incidents alone gave any
indication of being coordinated criminal acts between themselves
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but the apparently had some common roots. His results were being
processed once more in search of some common factors.
The network phone rang. “This is Mohammad,” he said,
knowing that it was Ken calling. “I’m still here.”
“Well I’m very grateful for that,” replied Ken, “because
I’m still striking out here. Is anything making sense to you?”
“Not yet,” said Mohammad, “ although I am getting some
correlation with credit cards and specific cities. It’s still not
computing but Florida is definitely an issue in there somewhere.”
“You saw the bomb scare reports on the news?” said Ken.
“Yes,” replied Mohammad. “Is there any other source of
information coming from down there?
“We’re working with the FBI’s unit on-site to get more
details,” said Ken. “They had taken someone into custody there but
that’s all I know right now. But here’s another heads-up for you. It
looks like message traffic is on the rise again and I’m not sure
what’s triggering it. Take a look at it, will you? If there’s anything
else, I’ll give you a call.
186
The pilot of United Flight 519, non-stop from Reagan to
Palm Beach International, came on the intercom to announce to
us that because of problems on the ground, we were being vectored
to a holding pattern northwest of PBIA until the traffic below was
cleared. This was only going to add insult to injury to the several
disgruntled passengers on this particular flight.
“I am not a happy customer,” said Judy. “What could
possibly be going on down there?”
“I’m sure that we’ll find out soon enough,” I answered.
On the ground, a team from the 7th Coast Guard’s Special
Operations Unit, which had been flown up from Miami, had
disrupted traffic. Other military aircraft from MacDill Air Force
Base and the Florida Air National Guard had also been moved into
position to support the search operations at the Port of Palm Beach
and Port Canaveral. The reports of possible nuclear devices in
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South Florida ports had them running in all directions at once. The
media was reporting that a lone Arab terrorist had been captured in
Miami with a satchel full of detonation devices and launch codes
and that he was still being questioned at this time for more details.
Homeland Security had set up a Tactical Operations Center
at POM Security and searches of the port were being conducted
from there by specialized HAZMAT teams. The interrogation of
Greg bogged down after the first 30 minutes. He had purged his
soul and volunteered everything that he knew once the paranoia
subsided and he no longer felt threatened. But his belief in what
Youssef had told and showed him kept fear burning in his eyes.
Greg had so little hard information to give them. They
continue to challenge and badger him since there seemed to be
nothing that they were able to corroborate from what he had
provided them with. They had found the satchel of cell phones in
his car with the list of numbers but that gave them zero, nothing
checked out and only served to incriminate him further.
Authorities had made an initial search for Youssef at the
University of Miami and found no evidence of his existence, past
or present. He’d apparently removed any trace of his being there.
“But he has to be somewhere,” insisted Greg. “He couldn’t
have just disappeared!”
“What makes you say that, Khalid?” taunted the agent.
“Isn’t that exactly what you did in Europe?”
Greg’s entire body began to shake now with uncontrollable
fear. The search for any nuclear devices had been ongoing for
more than an hour using both ground units and facility scans using
aerial sensors. Nothing had been found and the stress levels were
rising. It was the frustration that they’d been trained for.
187
After Ken had received the anticipated update from
Miami, he immediately got on the phone with Mohammad and
they repeatedly went over in detail what he had just been told and
everything that was known to date.
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“Ken,” said Mohammad, “I’m beginning to pick up some
inconsistencies out of the message traffic that I’m beating against
the runaway news feeds and the public’s responses and I’m starting
to get a very uncomfortable feeling.”
“What are you actually seeing?” said Ken. “Just blurt it out
and say what comes to mind, what you’re feeling.”
“I think that I’m seeing duplication, Ken! Blatant lies;
fraudulent reports! I think that someone is feeding a prefabricated
scenario into the network. I think that we’re seeing a total ruse
that’s being automatically generated from multiple sources and the
actual events are just starting to kick in and compete with them!”
“I’ll be damned!” exclaimed Ken. “Can you validate that?”
“I’m working on it right now,” replied Mohammad, “but it
gets worse. Another problem is starting to show up in the form of
false propaganda to the world, like ‘Israel Reopens Its Lebanon
Campaign’ and ‘U.S. Bombing of Tehran Underway’ under the
banner of the AP and the UPI. Unless we can find the source of
this ‘disinformation’, or the sources, through some form of reverse
sweep and can quickly disable them, we will have to launch a
counter campaign of our own!”
“Christ!” said Ken. “I need to get this to the director right
now. Do you have enough to back me up on this?”
“I’m ready when you are,” replied Mohammad.
Ken hung up and immediately called NSA Headquarters.
He was told the general had gone to a closed session today at the
Hart Building and that he was last reported to still be there. His
special assistant agreed to patch Ken through to the general’s aide,
who was with him, over a secure circuit.
“This is Major Yardas, sir.” Doug was the best aide that
Ken had ever worked with, truly an extension of the general.
“Doug, this is Ken Calis. Is the general accessible?”
“They broke from the hearings, Ken, but right now they’re
still sequestered. They’re reviewing what’s happening in Florida.”
“That’s what I have to discuss with him, Doug,” Ken
continued. “I have some updated information for his ears first.”
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“Let me step back inside,” replied Doug, “and see how he
wants to handle this. I’m not certain who’s still in there.”
Ken had a good rapport with the general. He knew that he’d
want backup and a strategy for revealing this situation. The orders
to roll back our ongoing response would have to be equally clear,
concise and authoritative and a decision regarding what to do next
would be needed. Undoubtedly, all the players that were needed to
accomplish this would still be in that session room. The general
would have his work cut out for him.
“This is General Tully, Ken. What have you got for me?”
“Sir, all our intelligence and analysis points to this; we’ve
been tracking and defending ourselves against a HOAX! And now
that same enemy has launched a global disinformation assault to
capitalize on the situation that still needs to be either stopped or
contained. We’re attempting to find and disrupt its sources now.”
General Tim Tully, USAF, was one of the brightest officers to take
the reins at NSA. He knew how we were attempting to keep pace
with the technology and needed no further explanation.
“Thank you, Ken,” said Tully. “I’ll call you back if I need
any more from you or you call me if there’s anything new. In any
case, I’ll let you know how it goes here.”
“Thank you, General,” replied Ken, “and good luck.”
188
Flight 519 was finally given permission to land. The
sound of the wheels touching the runway was anticlimactic after
spending over an hour in a holding pattern. When we got inside the
terminal, it became immediately obvious that the atmosphere was
changed from what we’d left behind three days earlier. Military
with automatic weapons and full battle gear were patrolling the
gates and the exits.
“Something’s definitely not right,” said Judy as she pulled
out her cell phone and called Mollie. “Hi Sweetheart, is everything
alright with you guys?... No, we just got in. We’ve been up in the
air for four hours!… I’ll call you later.”
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We had reached a television and had stopped along with
several other people to listen to the local news personalities
describe the afternoon’s events.
“…and even though the threats to South Florida have
turned out to be unfounded, the responses by our military and our
law enforcement officials to this ‘false crisis’ were no less than
heroic on all accounts.
There were also several incidents identified within the last
24 hours of people flying with counterfeit documents, but
authorities have not yet been able to connect any of these events
with the bomb scare in Miami. Our sister station, WSVN-TV,
Channel 7 is reporting that the one person being held by authorities
at this time is an employee of the Port of Miami. A second
unidentified suspect is still being sought.
It looks like a new tropical storm is brewing in the Atlantic
and heading our way and here’s your favorite weatherman…”
“Come on,” said Judy. “Let’s go home. I think I’ve heard
enough.”
As we drove north on the Interstate to Jupiter, we could see
several military helicopters operating over the port facilities and in
the area of the nearby Peanut Island.
“Look over there!” I said. “I guess that we missed all the
fun here this afternoon.”
“And thank God for that,” said Judy. “I think that I’ve had
just about enough, thank you very much, and I have no intention of
waiting around for the next tropical storm to come calling. You
and I are going to Paris.” I said nothing but I thought it sounded
like a good idea. And I didn’t have to wait long for this new
enthusiasm to play out.
“I’m serious,” she continued. “We’ll put the shutters on the
house, repack our luggage and catch the next flight to Paris, or
Italy or your castle in Monte Carlo…”
“The village of Eze,” I interjected.
“Wherever,” she said. She was on a roll now and it was fun
to watch. “We’ll have the kids come visit tomorrow and we’ll let
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them know that we’re saying goodbye to the hurricanes and are
planning to hit the road. Does that sound like a good idea to you?”
“Excellent,” I replied. “I was just waiting for you to finish
your pitch so that I could agree with you.”
“You’re a smart man, Bob Marchant,” said Judy. With that
remark, I mustered my biggest smile for her.
189
In his next pass, miraculously or cleverly – it didn’t
matter which – Mohammad was able to backtrack to six web
servers that were spewing out false propaganda to the world and,
taking control of them, he shut them down with Ken’s help. They
were all part of the education networks on college campuses in
three cities – Tallahassee, Tampa and Orlando. Possibly the postops of these systems would reveal more about what had actually
been transpiring, but for now Ken and Mohammad had truly hit the
Florida lottery. Ken was quickly on the phone with General Tully.
“That’s fantastic, Ken,” said the general, “and we’ve had a
successful ‘meeting of the minds’ here as well. I think that it was
fortunate that this group was gathered together in this atmosphere
when things began to fall apart. We shared those same helpless
feelings together. We took a major hit today, Ken, and we almost
lost the war! And I’m still amazed that no one has been reported as
being killed, or even injured!”
“The thing to keep in mind, General,” said Ken, “and you
should remind everyone of this, that we still don’t know who this
enemy is! In a way, we might even consider him to be our friend.
He certainly has pointed out some of our weaknesses to us and
some of our system’s outright vulnerabilities.”
“I realize that,” acknowledged the general. “We have a new
window of opportunity here also that Senator Houghton opened up
for us yesterday that might make a big difference too. Houghton’s
a ‘no nonsense’ guy and he really pulled us together through all of
this. He and the Secretary of Defense will have a press conference,
that’s scheduled for six o’clock this evening that will try and clear
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the air. The fact that the Senator is from Florida also adds a nice
level of practical credibility to today’s situation.”
“I’ll look forward to hearing that,” said Ken. “We will keep
working behind the scenes tonight to try and find out what actually
happened. There are still a lot of questions and unfortunately not a
lot of answers,” he continued, “but I know that you already realize
that. Please make sure that the others there do as well.”
“Thanks from all of us,” replied Tully. “You guys are
absolutely brilliant and I know that this is not easy. Keep at it and
find out what you can. I already know that you’ll do your best.”
“One more thing, General,” said Ken. “You should be
aware that the main person who helped me to crack this puzzle is
one of our SRI contractors, who has been working with us for
years. His name is Mohammad Naseri and he’s from Tehran.”
“My God!” said Tully. “Thank him personally for me.”
190
The six o’clock press conference was being broadcast by
all networks and cable outlets tonight. It was a pivotal moment for
this nation and eyes of all colors, shapes and kinds were glued to
their television screens around the world. After the session was
formally introduced by C-SPAN, the Secretary of Defense began
the press conference by covering the events of the day in his best
analytic style. The Secretary always projected confidence, a level
of competence and an exceptional intellect that had an appeal to as
many as it put off. He spoke of the Defense Department’s ability to
gather intelligence from around the world and to track and identify
the terror networks and the operatives that were a threat to us.
“Today,” he said, “was an excellent example of how our
military and intelligence resources were able to work together with
our civilian agencies and our law enforcement organizations to
provide for the best protection and security of our homeland.
This week, we’ve been working with the Congress in
several classified areas to find new ways to improve this process
and we appreciate all the efforts of the members of Senate Armed
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Services Committee and their staffs for their help in these matters.
There will be more information forthcoming upon completion of
these hearings. I will now turn the floor over to the committee’s
chairman, Senator Houghton. Thank you.”
It had been announced by the press secretary to those in
attendance that there were to be no questions from the press at this
time because of the classified nature of today’s hearings. Senator
Houghton now stepped up to the podium to replace the Secretary.
“Good afternoon,” he began. “I’m Paul Houghton of the
Senate Armed Services Committee. When I started these hearings
yesterday to change the way that we made policy, I had no idea
that I would be speaking to you about it this evening.
We’ve all had this problem of a new kind of war being
waged on us ever since September 11th, when an enemy without a
face began to battle us in the shadows. We in the Congress have
attempted to apply traditional thinking and policies to this battle,
which we call the global war on terror, but that approach has not
been working. It has failed miserably. You have seen an example
of that failure today. We never saw it coming.
In preparation for these hearings, I decided to do a little
research on my own. So a few weeks ago, I picked up a new book
entitled The Age of Fallibility - suggesting that we live in a time
where we’re capable of making mistakes. Its subtitle is even more
interesting - consequences of the war on terror. It was written by a
75 year-old businessman, a billionaire and a philanthropist, whose
stated goal is - “to make the world a better place.” His name is
George Soros from what I’d read so far, I could relate to him. He
was described as a ‘stateless statesman’ and he appeared to not
have an agenda. I wanted to learn more about him so I read on.
Let me now share with you what it is that I’ve drawn from
Mr. Soros’s writing so far. First, he states that the ‘war on terror’ is
a false metaphor, an illusion if you will. He goes on to explain
further that because we’ve made a mistake in declaring that such a
war against ‘terror,’ an abstraction, does exist, that we are creating
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innocent victims just like terrorists do. Even though these have
been unintended consequences on our part, we have advanced the
terrorists’ cause and others now see us as terrorists ourselves! That
is pretty scary stuff when you think about it.
So what has been going on today? Apparently someone,
we’re not sure who yet, was threatening to destroy our seaports
with nuclear weapons. The experience was extremely frightening
for us all, but at this point we’re not even sure if it was true. But it
made me think of an article that I read recently by Seymour Hersh
that was in the New Yorker magazine, telling about how the U.S.
was planning to use nuclear weapons against Iran. And I thought
‘maybe the people in Iran felt the same way that I did today when
they heard of that report.’ Our responses to it said that ‘it wasn’t
true, and that we were pursuing diplomatic solutions with Iran,’ but
that bombing them ‘was still an option!’ Wow! What happened to
diplomacy? It seems to be getting harder and harder to sort out the
truth these days. We used to be considered an honest broker when
it came to our Middle East policy, but now because of our war in
Iraq, we seem to have lost some of our credibility in that area.
Novelist Michael Crichton once said in a speech that ‘the
greatest challenge facing mankind today is one of distinguishing
reality from fantasy, or the truth from propaganda.’ He calls our
current situation ‘the disinformation age.’ We have to struggle to
determine what is true so we can decide which of our perceptions
are genuine and which are false. If they’re generated by our hopes
and fears, what should we believe? Sometimes it’s hard to tell. In
one of his latest books, State of Fear, one of Crichton’s characters
extols the virtue of ‘the fear of the other side’ as the best tool for
exerting control over the behavior of people.
I am well aware that your confidence in the government’s
ability to protect you from terrorists has continued to erode. One of
my greatest concerns in speaking to you here tonight was one of
how, as a member of your government, could I begin to gain your
confidence once more, not for just myself but for all of us who’ve
pledged to serve you. I started these hearings with one theme and I
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am repeating it for you here this evening. We have to change our
policy process, stop politicizing our wars and start pulling together
as a nation. To get the politics out of our policies, we have to start
thinking ‘outside the box’ and welcome different thinking into our
debates. We need to put our focus on honesty and integrity once
more and find the ‘Edward R. Murrow’s of today? Perhaps Walter
Cronkite or Tom Brokaw might be able to give us some advice and
we could also include people like Sy Hersh, Chris Matthews and
Tim Russert into the process. More openness will only help us.
When George Soros states that ‘the main obstacle to a
stable and just world is the United States,’ I want to talk about it!
Some perspectives on government that are longer that two-year
election cycles are overdue and our military might is not our only
strength. Our openness is our most powerful weapon, not force,
especially when dealing with issues of terror. We must, in strength,
find new ways to deal with our needs and our beliefs and the needs
and beliefs of others around the world. I intend to push for better
security for our information systems so that the abuse that was so
dramatically uncovered today will become impossible in the
future. At the same time, I want to promote openness with other
nations to preserve the freedom of expression that we hold so dear
in this country and we will explore new ways to do this. Maybe
Mr. Crichton might have some thoughts on such ideas as well.
I hope that I have left you with some things to think about.
I do appreciate your courtesy and your attention and I thank you.”
Judy and I remained transfixed to the television; she was
the first to comment.
“I have never heard anyone in the government talk like
that,” she said. “Was it just me? He was wonderful! I understood
everything he was talking about and he made complete sense.’
“I told you that you’d like him,” I replied. “I think that you
witnessed history being made tonight.”
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“I’m glad that it was being made there rather than here,”
she continued. “But I guess the threat in Miami did some good; it
showed us jut how close to the extremes we are.”
Suddenly, the phone interrupted us. It was Terry calling.
“Did you hear that?” he exclaimed. “Boy, you sure picked a
winner in that guy! He didn’t spell out Turnaround by name but it
sure sounds like we’re on his short list.”
“Looks like we’ve been cheering for the right team,” I
replied. “His words were definitely bold tonight.”
“I think we’ve got our jobs cut out for us,” said Terry. “I
bet that you’ll be going to Paris sooner than you think.”
“No, sooner than you think,” I replied. “Judy and I have
already made up our minds. We’re going to try to get a flight out
on Sunday. We’ll be back after things have shaken out a bit. Just
keep track of how things play out in the news here and I’ll let you
know what they were saying on the Riviera when we come back.”
“Well aren’t you something, my friend!’ said Terry.
“Actually I think that you really earned this one. Have a wonderful
trip and send us a post card.”
“Thanks Terry,” I said, “and thank everyone for me.”
191
The small terrace of our suite at Chateau Eza was at
430 meters, give or take a few feet, above the Mediterranean Sea.
The sun was warm, the air was cool and the view was absolutely
magnificent. It was truly another world and Judy thought that she
had died and gone to heaven. So did I. It wasn’t so much the fairy
tale aspect of it but the sense of total detachment that it offered. It
cleared your mind, relaxed and pampered your body and lifted
your spirits to new heights.
“I wonder what’s going on back in Washington?” said
Judy. “Last week sure was an amazing time for us.”
“Well, well, well,” I exclaimed. “Where’d that come from?
This week’s been pretty amazing too.”
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“I still keep thinking about Houghton’s press conference
and what he said,” she replied. “The guy was on fire! The papers
were all abuzz about him as well when we were leaving.”
“He was pretty dramatic,” I said. “Maybe he’d make a good
presidential candidate some day. And you could help him with his
campaign efforts. You always said that you wanted to get involved
in politics sometime. This might just be your opportunity to do it.”
“Do you really think so?” she asked.
“Of course,” I replied. “You can do anything that you set
your mind to if you want.”
“I know that,” she said. “You always used to say that to
Julia and she’s never forgotten it.”
Judy was leaning on the iron railing of the terrace, gazing
over the terra cotta tiles of the rooftops below, onto the coastline
and the small islands off shore, now deeply in thought. I walked up
behind her and placed my cheek next to hers as I wrapped my arms
around her as she looked out at the blue-green waters.
“I miss Ella,” she said softly.
“So do I,” I smiled. “But what about all the rest of them?”
“Oh, I miss them all,” she replied, “but Ella’s my buddy.
Maybe when she’s a doctor and I’m her aged Grammy, she’ll take
me on a trip to a place like this so I can reminisce, and I’ll tell her
all about the wonderful days that I had with her Bob-Bob exploring
the Left Bank in Paris, the canals of Venice, the Ionia islands of
Greece and the sun-drenched beaches of the Riviera.”
“You’re getting pretty good at this,” I said.
“I know,” she said, kissing my cheek. “That’s why you
love me and why I married you.”
“Don’t forget,” I said, “I’m going to take you shopping in
the bazaars in Tehran as well.”
“And we’ll go on a picnic to the Castles of the Assassins
too?” she asked.
“If you’re good,” I said, “if you’re very good.”
“Can we go there soon?” she asked.
“I hope so.” I replied. “I really do…”

Epilogue…
When I think about everything that has happened to
me, from that first threatening email to the events that brought me
to this moment, it’s almost too much to comprehend. At first I
think that it is unbelievable and then I don’t. Truly, my life has
moved forward at Internet speed and I have found it a most
exhilarating experience. It’s amazing what you can do when you
set your mind to it.
With globalization, we can’t plead ignorance anymore; now
it’s all in our faces, both the good and the bad, and I know that I’m
not the only one who’s feeling both threatened and frustrated by it.
Hasn’t the world had enough conflict? I know we must continue to
fight the greedy for the sake of the needy, imprison criminals in
order to protect the innocent, vanquish the oppressors and promote
freedom everywhere. These aren’t simply ethnic or border issues
because they’ve taken on international characteristics now and thus
require international commitments and solutions to resolve them.
Despite the political, cultural and diplomatic hurdles, these are
global issues that need everyone’s involvement to effectively deal
with them. We need to work on building trust and friendships
around the world. Don’t underestimate their power and value.
Does it take more than personal desire to change the world and
make it a better place? I don’t think so. I’m convinced that when
the human spirit is conveyed across the Internet, it has the power to
change the planet.
The impact of personal communications today has become
simply awesome. A single voice can be heard around the world in
an instant! All it takes is a willingness to share ideas. The
marketplace of ideas has become a global one, where people can
speak out for a better world, and openness has become our weapon
against closed societies. But for that capability to be protected,
more actions need to be taken to secure cyberspace, to protect life
and to keep the world from destroying itself. Trusted personal
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communications can be a first step. Then we can have discord and
discussions, but that’s how our differences will start to be
understood. Learning that ignorance exists over the differences in
our cultural values is no surprise. Because these feelings create
confrontation around the world, it’s only through understanding
and elimination of ignorance that this world will be transformed.
More personal communications can make that happen.
And what about parallel worlds? Do they exist? I believe
that they do. I think they are as real as the Internet… cyberspace,
the Net, the World Wide Web … whatever you want to call it. The
Internet is a parallel world! Are there more parallel worlds to find?
Or can we create others? Perhaps. Maybe we are going through
another transition right now, carving up cyberspace into multiple
worlds, in much the same way that Atrus and the Millers did it for
the D’Ni people. Will cyberspace be ‘the last transition’ for us? It
just might be. Maybe it can help to make the difference. Perhaps
we can try to use it to make this world a better place… for your
kids, for my kids, for kids the world over. My hope is that you’ll
agree to give it a try. One person can make all the difference.
Bob Marchant – October 2006
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•

Bob Marchant:
an average but passionate man in the Age of the Internet

•

Judy Marchant:
his passionate and loving wife, and a dedicated grandmother

•

David Ambrose:
inspiring author of The Man Who Turned Into Himself

•

Sy Goodman:
a wise man, a willing teacher, a compassionate friend

•

Rick Mueller:
an intense, young engineer who Bob befriended in Iran

•

Peach – the Wonderdog: the ultimate Rhodesian Ridgeback

•

roundabout@earthlink.net:
we may never know; perhaps it was only Stan…

•

Steve Croftin:
a bright, young engineer who taught Bob all about Macs

•

Alison Croftin: his equally bright, young and lovely wife

•

Rand and Robyn Miller
the genius creators of the worlds of Myst

•

Lawrence Lessig:
gifted author of Code and Other Laws of Cyberspace,
foremost legal scholar and the Father of Internet Law

•

Bob Montagne: Bob’s alter ego; I liked your name, Renée…

•

Stan Walters: a friend from Iran, an Islamic art expert and…
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The Primary Characters - continued
•

Freya Stark:
Prolific 20th century author of The Valleys of the Assassins, a
journalist and a formidable intellect. Dame Freya was an early
explorer-adventurer throughout Persia and the Middle East

•

Corey Hanssen:
a soft-spoken friend and a multimedia programming wizard

•

Terry Nicholas:
my charming friend and a former Bell System communicator

•

Patti Nicholas: his equally charming and beautiful wife

•

Thomas P. M. Barnett:
a leading-edge national security analyst
and the author of The Pentagon’s New Map

•

Peter Werth: Press Relations, Creative Commons

•

Marc Sellers: Managing Partner, JustDoIT Promotions

•

Mitzi Macdonald:
the beautiful Ms. M, mystery woman extraordinaire

•

Baxter: a class act, who like Elvis, only needs one name

•

Stuart Pascal:
an old school friend, leprechaun and telecommunications guru

and IMP portals on the Internet…
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•

Belden Sheppard III:
Shep, the premiere shadow diplomat

•

Ken Calis:
a seasoned senior NSA intelligence operative, Annapolis

•

Karl von Bott:
EU Council, SecureSystems, Inc., GMBH

•

Tony Genova:
Major General (Ret), senior DOD executive

•

Mohammad Naseri:
former DARPA IAO researcher, consultant

•

Sir Leslie Thompson:
British Diplomat and former MI5 officer

•

Bill Brockman:
Iran expert, The Rand Corporation

•

Tommy Myerson:
General (Ret), JCS, Desert Storm, Iraq

•

Sergio Rubio:
National Petroleum Ministry, Venezuela

•

Mitzi Macdonald:
The GROUP, global business strategies

•

Andy Abrams:
Israeli-born AIPAC Lobbyist, American Israel Public
Affairs Committee
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More New Players:
•

Senator Paul Houghton:
Florida (R) 2nd-term Armed Services Committee

•

Colonel Henry Simpson:
Joint Chiefs of Staff, Combined Arms Logistics Planning

•

Bill Dugan:
Chief Policy Analyst - Senate Armed Services Committee

•

Seymour Hersh:
Pulitzer Prize winning Investigative Journalist
The New Yorker magazine

•

Joseph Cirincione:
highly respected expert on nuclear non-proliferation,
national security and US foreign policy, member of the
Carnegie Endowment, Council on Foreign Relations

•

Greg Stanopulous:
an impassioned young man who became caught in the gap

•

Youssef al-Hani:
misguided believer, digital prophet, master manipulator

•

General Tim Tully, USAF:
Director, National Security Agency
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The Last Transition…
…is told from the perspective of an American from the postwar generation, who has evolved along with this Nation into
the promise and chaos of the Internet era. It is a tale about
humanity and friendship, globalization and information
technology, confidence and hope for the future. It’s a factbased adventure that's been drawn from the complexity of the
East-West conflicts and the headlines of today. His fears, like
many of us, are for the future security of his home and family
and the protection of his personal privacy. By tying the actions
of characters to the realities of the day and by building upon
what key visionaries are writing and saying, the story attempts
to blur the line between fact and fiction. What’s at stake and
what may soon be gained or lost forever is the responsibility of
each and every one of us.
This tale raises my concerns for our future and pays
tribute to the collective genius of people like Lawrence Lessig,
Thomas Friedman, David Weinberger, Karen Armstrong,
Thomas P. M. Barnett, as well as the magic of Rand and Robyn
Miller, by referencing their works and by promoting their
ideas. By offering you real issues within the context of a novel
that crosses policy and technology lines, I’ve tried to trap you
into becoming interested and involved with the implications of
globalization and the cyberspace of tomorrow. My intent is to
get you talking about their impact and to draw you into some
discussions of more serious issues. Hopefully Bob Marchant’s
story makes you more aware of the Internet security issues of
today and shows how personal computers, networked across
international borders, might just become the tools of choice for
the spreading of positive ideas of friendship, values and human
kindness around the world and doing some good in the process.
Bob Magnant – October 2006
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