NEW AMERICA 1994

“How do you make sense out of it all!” Joseph’s punctuation ended another self-
examination. As an obsessive introspective, he had never sought the position as one of
the Hundred. He never wanted the responsibilities. As a matter of fact, for years after
the V.A. rehabilitation he had become a sort of gypsy with his beautiful custom van, long
curly hair and disability pension, traveling from race to race, marathon to marathon
promoting the abilities of the handicapped. He had won a small mountain of trophies and
later cash in his “chopped”, custom racing wheelchair. It was specially designed with
“refined aerodynamics”. He laughed loudly! The computer designed wheelchair was
another layer of humor upon many others that lightened a world grown too heavy, too
serious.

Over the years he also became the ultimate consumer of world and national news. At
first it was in a battle over boredom. But quickly it became a pleasurable obsession.
Obscure magazines and newsletters were common sources to him. When CNN gathered
force, his television was on more than off. During the Iran-Iraq mess and later when Iraq
took its peculiar stand against the West, it was on 24 hours a day. Joe was captivated by
the ability to watch events as they unfolded in all its raw unfiltered drama. While on the
road, his mini-satellite dish picked up the signals. The latest quality radio gear, including
short wave, was either at his fingertips or hanging from his ears. News anchors quickly
became glaringly transparent to him, especially those on the prime channels for national
propaganda consumption. Public control seemed to be their only true message. When he
listened to their shallow display of “news”, he was always grieved by the half truths and
entertaining manipulations that came out of these all too often homogenized voices for
corporate-political America. There was always an edge of desperation mixed with
theater in trying to control and shape the audience, conveyed in endless sound bites. At
first it all seemed so comic. Later, as Joe watched the entire country begin to slide down
the drain, these voices became like malicious gossips exacerbating the economic and
moral decline of a country he had been proud to go to war for back in his youth. Now
everyone was a “victim”, and most everybody had minority rights they reminded
everybody else of! Then came the pc’s along with something called the “internet”.

Joe began a nightly journal in those early years of Carter-Reagan-Bush. It was called
“Perspective” and detailed his impartial observations of what was really going on in the
world, especially the United States. From the U.S-Soviet proxy wars to the growth of
Chinese/Japanese economic power to the German led European power base, from the
Middle East and more, he chronicled the topics, the countries and leaders involved and
the segments of the more polarized America involved. It was all catalogued month by
month with year end summaries that eventually began to pile up. His fingers learned to
fly over the keyboards of his latest PC. (His first Mac was kept on a shelf along with
other personal prizes.) Each collection was committed to a fresh computer disk that was
copied and stored for backups. After awhile the idea came to put out his own “news
profile” both in mailed hard copy as well later through a computer network. It became
quickly a prideful fascination and passion to update and summarize, to distill each wave
of stories. After several years of this, he quickly became a grassroots, underground
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celebrity of sorts with and expensive phone and postage bill each month. At road races
all across the nation he even developed a following to cheer him and included more
women than he’d ever imagined, which humored Joe immensely and kept a small
measure of sobriety always at hand. When he was more physically able, dates were too
few and too far between. “If there really was a God,” he thought, “then this paradox of
sudden female attention had to be a twist of Divine humor at its best!” Yet, what did
bring him more and more lasting pleasure was the growing patchwork of friends that later
helped call on him for strange leadership in a country that was growing more and more
strange, unrecognizable to a sadly lost generation of home grown foreigners.

1994 should have been an exciting, tremendous year, poised on the threshold of the
wonderful 21st century. It should have been bursting with typical American exuberance
and uniquely confident zest. Instead our country was now under martial law, divided into
ten regional jurisdictions with hatred filling the cities. Violence clouded the night air
requiring the Army Reserve to be mobilized constantly and taking casualties daily as a
type of low grade civil war boiled steadily away. To make matters worse, foreign troops
under the U.N. auspices joined in patrolling key urban centers. The *92 presidential
election was put on hold just before the vote because of “internal security” problems, we
were told nearly fifteen months ago. The economy dissolved into inner city chaos with
plenty of sabotage, especially of key telecommunication centers and transportation hubs.
Railroading became a dangerous occupation. A national emergency was declared just as
the Republican Party was about to lose the White House after twenty years of almost
unchallenged control. It was uncanny. Rumors about C.I. A. involvement drifted about.
Many spoke of only one real political party anyhow. Illuminati became an insider’s buzz
word as well.

And now the pace of change everywhere was simply accelerating out of sight with
survival more and more the constant cry of desperation as the common person struggled
daily, being literally abandoned by the leadership of our country. Who could have
imagined the present state of affairs. The HIV tolls alone would have been bad enough;
but, layered with everything else, the very life was being drained out of this once
dominant, proud nation. The AIDS virus had cost him personally dearly in terms of close
friends and colleagues in the early “Barter-Matrix Organization”. Even several family
members were lost, consumed by a terrible plague our government silently promoted by
wasted years of compromise, bullied by the political muscle of the gay lobby. Even the
A M.A. knuckled under to its own internal lobby of gay health providers in gross
cowardice leaving the door wide open for the wildfire of this new shade of death to
spread nearly unchecked. The case rates had ebbed for a season, but now were spiking
through the ceiling. In spite of a later announcement from Tel Aviv of a break through
preventive for high risk groups, health insurers by the hundreds went under.

The Federal Government stepped in as the sole provider of the expensive treatments and
drugs. Thousands of physicians throughout North America walked away from careers,
fed up with deceitful policy makers. Too many of those who remained became sadly
infected. The dollar cost to the economy was impossible to calculate in total impact. The
little engineered virus and its newly mutating cousins had done a number on us. More
shocking though- many, especially in young high risk groups, still pretend and hide from
the cold reality of it.
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So, here I am now, tucked away in good old Oklahoma City. I’m the local director of
an underground bartering network, and a local shadow government leader of real
“refuseniks” who turned from sanctioned despair to prosperous survival in a crazy
environment. Joe laughed again flashing back in his mind to some of the early meetings
carried out in near paranoid stealth. He was networked in a tight array with 99 others in
similar positions of trust strategically placed all over the continent. He had his own
elaborate “command bunker” complex and felt like a general in a theater of war. The
logistics of moving and distributing supplies and people were a constant challenge. But
the Group of 100 had their people in key positions. They had infiltrated the regional
governments as well as the many local military units that gave the image of some kind of
Federal control. Strings could easily be pulled. Corruption was worse than the old
Soviet leaders had displayed in their own bureaucratic nightmares of the past. Housing,
transportation, information and communication, medical essentials, even internal policing
were efficiently manipulated. The outright tax revolts in both the East Coast and the
West Coast had taken much of the heat off from the U.S. heartland, which Joe greatly
appreciated.

Recently the “Oklahoma City Cell” was becoming more and more involved in the
“Jewish thing”, as several of his assistants called this unique flow of people. Ever since
the "92 Peace Conference fizzled, then finally died, with the U.N. membership
vehemently blaming Israel for its failure to invite lasting Middle East peace, anti-
Semitism took on a sick vibrancy worldwide. This was true even in “Christian” America.
Very few official denominations came to the defense and aid of the many Jewish
communities as the negative editorials streamed across the country. Hardly a day would
go by without a television show or news show blasting the Jewish remnant. The voices
of reason were increasingly drowned out by a steamy national frustration and anger over
a totally bankrupt economy and the lack of domestic leadership. Joe had watched the
momentum build over the years. He could sniff it in the wind early on. Even though
from a non-religious background, he always was able to embrace all types of people with
a sharp sense of fairness and justice. His own parents had taught him a type of reverence
for life with character traits that carried him through the many dark shadows of Viet
Nam- the spinal wounds that left him paralyzed and the subsequent tortuous therapies
that forced open a new life as a recovering war casualty. So, it was natural for him to
sympathize with the blacks in their struggles, likewise the diverse refugees from Indo
China and Africa, and their culture shocks. In spite of the confusion and
misunderstanding, he also felt great compassion for those who suffered the merciless
HIV scourge. And now it was the North American Jews who were being singled out and
mistreated and badgered as somehow causing the newest banking collapse.

Interestingly enough the commercial banking collapse followed on the heels of the
politically charged denial by the United States to help subsidize Israeli borrowing to fund
the emergency settlement of Euro-Asian Jews flooding their little country. This was
followed shortly by a Presidential order limiting the annual grant to Israel as a “creative
motivator”, as it was cynically called. Nothing was said about the seven billion dollar
loan owed by Egypt that was cancelled by the stroke of a pen. Likewise the Egyptian
annual grant was barely debated. American economic shortsightedness and greed had
little official recognition as adding to the banking malaise. The governmental leaders
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