NEW WORLD ENFORCERS

They settled on us, on our nation like the evening dew. They were subtle. Our
eyes looked up to the wonders of the bright heavens, hope like stars radiant with promise
and an exciting future. In the morning splendor we admired them and took pleasure in
their secure presence. We chose as a nation to believe they also took pleasure in us.
Then, later, we stood dumbfounded, stunned as they turned cruelly on us, obeying their
“orders”. In shocked disbelief, just like Israel, we woke up to the tragedy too late. These
“New Inquisitors” dispatched from Rome in concert with Brussels and Jerusalem,
behaved as perversely efficient foot soldiers, like a plague of locusts moving over lush
vegetation destroying, devouring every bit of life and freedom they could find. Deceit
had been masterfully waged as the ultimate weapon. The word now going out from
Jerusalem, the City of Peace, was “beat them into submission or destroy them all™!

The lines seemed to go on forever. They strung out like ominous pearls destined
for a cruel end. The hoax of all hoaxes was being played out with a relentless cadence.
Beyond the veils, inside the large tents the guillotines made their silencing sweeps again
and again and again! With the robed Inquisitors, priests from the office of the “New
Christ” standing as witnesses sealing the authority of each passage for each soul to a
“higher plane”, a place of truer enlightenment and retraining, the process held an air of
solemn rightness. The Euro Security Forces patrolled the city square and controlled all
the intersecting avenues and streets while others stood guard over the “refusers” as we
were called- the rebels, the trouble makers, excess baggage, or impedance to the full
manifestation of the enlightened Age of Aquarius. Those of us who resisted, who
rejected the Luciferic Initiations were as worthless diseased cattle or sheep, to be
disposed of as quickly as possible.

One by one we were filed into the tent openings. One by one a priest offered us
a last minute change of will. If we yielded to become a Universal Citizen, a loyal
disciple of the World Teacher, the Christ, we would live. The mark of allegiance would
be placed, special words would be spoken, and we would be quietly ushered to a waiting
bus and a banquet of fresh fruit, bread and fine wines. Later the buses would go to the
train depot and then we’d be off to distant labor camps that now served the “World
Community”. The physically young and attractive were separated and given different
assignments.

Those few who stood firm to their end were led forcibly to one of several booths
open to the front and closed to the rear. There enough room was provided for kneeling
space with the stark deck of the guillotine visible. Loyalists stood by ready to assist the
“blood sacrifice” as we were also called. “The Earth Goddess cries out for blood” was
the final punctuation, the sentence spoken over each one who knelt with arms bound
behind the back with plastic ties. The head was jammed in place, the cord was pulled.
With the slight sound of grating metal, the heavy blade dropped and then automatically
raised again to its ready position! The decapitated head fell onto a conveyor belt while
the body was slung out the side and down a chute into the large beds of trucks idling in
underground loading docks. The putrid smell of blood hung over the entire city square
and grew worse the closer you got to the tents. Thick swirls of flies and gnats gathered
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while vulgar Mozart operas played over loudspeakers in a bizarre form of theater and
demonic humor.

And here I stand, one of hundreds and hundreds of “lower spirit forms” waiting
our just fate. The blur of the past few years rushed back now, filtered, easily making
sense out of what was happening, making clear this madness, this Shiva mess; sovereign
power was taken so smoothly.

Stefan could vividly remember the scene in their small kitchen when his wife first
told him of her sudden conversion to Yeshua as the only true Christ. For some reason he
couldn’t possibly grasp how a steadfast Jewish agnostic who scoffed for years at the
“moronic belief in a crucified Savior”, especially after relatives in Brussels announced
their dramatic commitments to such “archaic spirituality”, as she tersely summarized it,
could suddenly turn towards what she had so fervently rebuffed time and time again. As
a full professor in the Natural Sciences at one of the more prestigious Dutch universities,
it was highly improbable! As a hydrologist, he had traveled extensively throughout
Europe and Africa working on a variety of civil and industrial water projects under the
wing of the Euro-U.N. Agency for Reconstruction. In his passion for healthy water for as
many people as possible, he had worked with so many desperate peoples. But for some
reason, somehow he had missed the deep, inner thirst now working in his wife’s heart.
On one hand he was embarrassed for her new vulnerability, and on the other hand he felt
ashamed of his own pride and hard emotions. She broke down and wept as she shared
her new life experiences with the Ancient Teacher, the One she now so strongly spoke of
as her Messiah. She pleaded with me to open up my spirit, but all I could feel was
anxiety over certain confrontation with the Euro authorities. The control of the
Federation Police was getting stronger and more aggressive. Hatred toward Jews as well
as evangelical Christians was rising like a certain deadly flood.

In other countries I had already seen the beginnings of “roundups” as they were
glibly called, for the New Teaching Sessions. Those who refused to submit were being
systematically shipped off somewhere. 1 did my best to look the other way, choosing to
concentrate on the vital water projects. When confronted by a national (a local) about my
own beliefs, I would always give the same pat answer in their native language- “many
streams form one river”. Then I would smile a knowing smile and the person would act
satisfied. It got to be such a pattern of nausea; all I wanted was to do my work to help
these people with sanitary water resources. Nothing else really mattered at the time.
Because of my long affiliation with the U.N_, I was never challenged, at least by
outsiders. One of my associates, a long time friend I thought, took me aside one day and
shared some official gossip. A few in the Agency had taken notice that I was married to
a Jewish woman. It had come up as an “aside” during a regional staff meeting. My
supervisor brushed it away as having nothing to do with my loyalty and exceptional track
record over the years. I was heir apparent even to the position of Senior Project
Engineer. Ilaughed it off as being silly and forgot about the comment.

But now, the image of my wife pouring her heart out before me about her new
beliefs, tears streaming, all the intellectual-academic clothing stripped aside, made
surprise tears come to my own eyes. Thoughts of the following weeks and days were a
rush of events. I was naturally stunned by her reversal; she had become in a way truly a
different person. Yet, she loved me even more! A freshness and lightness covered her
personality and danced from her eyes. She already possessed a unique beauty. But now

31



it was as though a special beauty, a different beauty pulsed from her in a wonderful
confusing way to me. I began to puzzle and to search myself. I was forced to take stalk
of my own essential being, and quickly because of the growing turbulence everywhere!

I was scheduled to go back to Uganda to reinspect some of the recent Euro U.N.
projects. Yet, for some reason at the last moment, I was replaced by one of the Brussels
staffers. It was perplexing, but I felt relieved because I didn’t want to leave Ann. She
was becoming fiercely bolder and more daring in sharing her faith experiences with the
students at the University. Professor Ann was becoming a sudden celebrity with the
young people and a major problem with the administration. Her Yeshua promotion was a
small jolt to the meticulous plans and policies of the school rooted in the new spiritual
evolution, the shaping of young minds for the ultimate role of World Citizen submitted to
the World Teacher and his growing agenda, not only for Europe, but for the “Four
Winds”. She was summoned to the Dean’s office one day and fired without any notice,
without any chance of appeal. It was all very cut and dry with no explanations. A
security guard escorted her from the campus. Later that night we had a startling talk. For
months she had been under growing pressures. The anti-Semitism sweeping Europe, and
the entire world for that matter, had gripped the University also. The place of such
intellectual and moral freedom was simply a seat of hypocrisy. Ann, along with a few
others, was constantly scrutinized and badgered by supervisors. Classes were suddenly
canceled or scaled back. The worst assignments were given routinely to the small circle
of those whose loyalty was suspect, whose credibility had evaporated. Even students
were involved in the orchestrated harassment. She felt relieved to leave the place for
good and had been committed to go out fighting by planting seeds of spiritual truth with
as many students as possible. Her new Christian fundamentalism was the last straw for
the administration. She had kept the problems at work from me not wanting to upset my
concentration and balance with the Development Agency. But it would have been no
surprise to me. The same type of purging was taking place throughout the greater U.N.
staff as well as member nations, and every thing and function even obliquely associated
with the “World Body”. Ever since Israel was disbanded from membership, after its
unwillingness to give back more land for peace, a refining fire was begun, “cleansing”, as
one cynical colleague said knowing about my wife.

I remember our tears as we cried and laughed and cried over the circumstances.
The world was going crazy around us. Our cockatoo sat quietly in its cage watching all
of this. When we saw it staring, we broke into final hysterics at the absurdity of a
“Fourth Reich” and the ghost of the Hapsburg’s teaming to sweep the Europe we loved,
along with the E.C. surrogates in the other wold zones. Who would have imagined the
blood of the old aristocrats and Nazis would become the seeds of a more broad-based
form of hatred, arrogance, control and destruction! She pleaded with me one last time
about the Gospel of Jesus the “Rescuer”. I listened closely. The very next morning she
was arrested by the Euro Police. I never saw her again!

I had gone out for a walk while she went on a few errands and an important visit
with one of her former professor friends, for a Bible study or some sort of informal
counseling. We were to meet again for lunch at one of our favorite sidewalk cafes. AsI
moved along, I passed the usual growing number of soldiers and Federal police. They
seemed to be multiplying like flies fat from the wasted ruins of what used to be a vibrant,
culturally flavorful Europe, East and West. They were all young men and women from
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